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Christmas choirs will hail Jesus as King 
of Kings and Lord of Lords. But to tell 
you the truth, Christians should be a little 

reluctant to sing along, since in that name wars 
have been waged and peoples subjugated. In the 
4th century, Emperor Constantine established 
the precedent by emblazoning crosses on Roman 
shields. And soon thereafter Christendom was 
established—by the sword—all across Europe.

Christendom was not the kind of kingdom 
Jesus envisioned. Christ was not that kind of 
king.

Consequently many of us are as reluctant to 
call Christ “king” today as Jesus was reluctant to 
be called “Christ” in his day. Let me explain.

First, Christ is a title, not a last name. Jesus 
was not the son of Mr. and Mrs. Christ. I know, I 
know, most of us know that, but it doesn’t hurt to 
review basics.

Christos is the Greek word for the Hebrew 
word Messiah, which means “anointed.” It can 
refer to a king, prophet, or priest anointed to 
serve the people.

For several hundred years before Jesus, the 
title Messiah was widely and somewhat loosely 
used. But eventually it came to symbolize a sin-
gular Jewish hope for someone anointed by the 
Spirit of God who would save them from their 
oppressors and redeem their broken spirits, the 
way we hope someone or something will save  
our country from moral and economic bankruptcy 
without our having to change our ways.

Wouldn’t that be nice? Yeah boy, I’d vote for 
that Messiah! For hundreds of years, the Jewish 
people had suffered under the heels of occupying 
forces: the Babylonians, the Greeks and, finally 
the Romans. Humiliation bred resentment and 
insurgencies, not unlike what we have seen in 
Iraq and Afghanistan.

Imagine, if you can, the forces of a foreign 
country occupying American cities and taking 
anything and everything they wanted. How long 
would it take an insurgency to arise in our country?

How long, O Lord, how long? O come, O 
come, Emmanuel and ransom captive Israel.

Some people wait for the Lord. Others take 
things into their own hands. Under the Roman 
occupation, certain zealots had claimed the title 
Messiah in order to inspire an insurgency. The 
Romans squashed them all.

Jesus himself dismissed that title in part 
because of its nationalistic and militaristic over-
tones. Jesus, as it turns out, was brewing a differ-
ent kind of spirit.

At that time it was commonly believed that 
the Messiah would be a warrior king like David, 
who, you may remember, slew the Philistines like 

so many stink bugs. Jesus wanted no part of that 
messianic complex.

It’s true, the image of the Messiah sprouted 
in Jewish soil, but in time it would become some-
thing else. The image of Christ would transmute 
into a symbol of universal love—at least for a 
while. You can see evidence of its evolution in 
certain first-century letters.

And now to the “Jesus” part of Jesus Christ.
The name Jesus (or, Jesu) is the Aramaic 

equivalent of Joshua, the warlord who succeeded 
Moses and succeeded in conquering Palestine 
after appointing 12 mighty swordsmen, one from 
each tribe, to plan and execute a bloody mili-
tary invasion. According to the book of Joshua, 
those 12 tribes splashed across the Jordan River, 
slaughtered many of the native inhabitants and 
hijacked their lands and houses, not unlike cer-
tain European Christians who splashed across 
the Delaware and Mississippi, killing Indians  
and hijacking their lands.

As you can see, when you’re God’s chosen 
people, when you’re exceptional, when you’ve 
been given a destiny, other people better get 
out of your way. That’s one image of God. But 
it’s not the image that Jesus offered. The God 
Jesus reveals is crucified with the victims of the 
Roman Empire. And that kind of God is hard to 
imagine.

In Joshua’s day, the human mind and heart 
were stuck on tribalism, a form of “survival 
of the fittest.” The human heart was stuck and 
would not budge. But something was stirring 
within the earth and within the human heart and 
brain that would not be denied.

It shows up in the gospels. The name Jesus 
is the Aramaic equivalent of Joshua. Why is that 
important? It’s important as background for see-
ing the story of Jesus unfold.

According to the gospels, Jesus, like Joshua, 
also splashed in the River Jordan and then very 
deliberately appointed 12 men—but not swords-
men. Jesus appointed a motley company includ-
ing several smelly fishermen, a reviled tax 
collector, a zealot, and a starry-eyed poet. With 
these 12 in tow, plus other men and women, Jesus 
“invaded” the same land Joshua had invaded.

But Jesus’ hand held no sword. His hands 
healed the sick, fed the hungry, and lifted up the 
fallen. He proclaimed and embodied a new day, a 
kingdom (kin-dom) of love and justice meant for 
this earth. “Thy kingdom come on earth.”

The contrast between Jesus and Joshua 
was very clear to those who first conveyed the 
gospel of Christ’s kingdom, as was the contrast 
with the Roman kingdom. Caesar Augustus, just 
like Joshua, wanted to save his own people and 

usher in world peace (Pax Romana) just like the 
United States wants to save its people and usher 
in world peace. Joshua and Caesar saved their 
people and worked for peace by destroying those 
who stood in their way. Their way to world peace 
would be through violence.

It’s the ancient myth of redemptive violence. 
Kill the bad people and all will be well. Peace 
through victory (or Nike, the Roman god of  
victory).

Joshua, which means “savior,” saved his 
people and their way of life by violence. Jesus, 
which also means savior, saved his people by  
loving his enemies even if it killed him. He made 
peace by the blood of his cross, not by the blood 
of his enemies.

Those who joined his movement would also 
work for peace by way of healing and restorative 
justice. As it turns out, nothing in heaven or 
earth, and certainly nothing in Rome, could keep 
that kind of love down.

And so when that Jesus and all that love rose 
out of the grave, Jesus would be declared King 
of Kings, Lord of Lord, Son of God, which was 
a way of saying to the world that Jesus and this 
way of love were more powerful than the Roman 
emperor, whose image was displayed across the 
world, the way the United States’ “image” is 
displayed by hundreds of military bases all 
around the world. In both cases the message 
is clear: submit or else.

In the first century the image of Caesar 
Augustus was displayed throughout the world 
with these titles: King of King, Lord of Lords, 
Prince of Peace, Son of God. Thus, in the first 
century, there was a clash of images and myths. 
It was a question of loyalty and allegiance. Who 
will you give your heart to? Who or what will 
save you? Whose kingdom will you serve?

That was the question in the first century. 
And it’s the question before us today. Peace 
through military victory or peace through restor-
ative justice?

In Christ all the fullness of God was pleased 
to dwell, and through him God was pleased to 
reconcile to himself all things, whether on earth 
or in heaven, by making peace through the blood 
of his cross. (From a first-century letter written to 
a fledgling group in the Roman city of Colossi.)

Just when you think this is only about Jesus, 
it turns out to be about each of us. The fullness of 
God is pleased to dwell in human flesh, pleased 
to dwell in humanity. The fullness of God, which 
is to say Love, is pleased to dwell in each of us. 
And it’s just dying to come alive.

3

W I N T E R  2 0 1 0  •  G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R

22

G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  W I N T E R  2 0 1 0

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.

PEACE ON EARTH
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When you enter the office 
of Dr. Betty Ellzey on the 
second floor of Knutti 

Hall, you may be a little claustropho-
bic in the smallish space filled with 
stacks and stacks of books and papers 
that mark this English professor’s 
territory. Looking up, however, will 
relieve the claustrophobia and provide 
a sense of expansiveness to this office 
of tight walls, large bookcases, and 
very high ceilings. The energy in this 
space goes up and up and is filled 
with the vitality of Ellzey’s life and 
career. Photographs and drawings  
bedeck the entire wall space of the 
office. Ellzey will surely be at her 
desk, immersed in yet another proj-
ect. Her continuing accomplishments 
attest to a 22-year career at Shepherd 
University that has enriched students, 
campus, and community.

Ellzey’s contagious energy car-
ries her love for three distinct, yet 
interrelated aspects of her life. The 
first of these is her love of teach-
ing English literature. She began her 
career in academia with a bachelor’s 
degree in English from Carnegie 
Mellon University in Pittsburgh, Pa., 
and became fascinated with dramatic 
literature. She earned her doctorate 
in medieval languages and literature 
at Catholic University, Washington, 
D.C., and then worked a year-
long stint with the Middle English 
Dictionary project at the University 
of Michigan in Ann Arbor. The proj-
ect surveyed extant texts from the 
years 1100 through 1500 and gath-
ered words, meanings, and quotes 
according to categories such as ani-
mals, medicine, and philosophy. This 
experience was the “cherry on top” 
that sealed Ellzey’s love of medieval 
languages. Her relationship with ye 
olde English settled in on Chaucer 
and Shakespeare (who is, by the way, 
technically not medieval, but a major 
contributor to that which is called 
modern English).

That leads us to her second 
love: English dramatic literature as 
performance. In her earlier teaching 
of this subject, Ellzey would assign 
students to take a part of a medieval 

drama and imagine how it would be 
staged. After all, drama is written 
to be performed, not just to be read. 
Eventually, a nontraditional student 
in this class provided the inspiration 
to take this idea a step further, and 
Ellzey was quickly invited to take a 
group of students to the University 
of Toronto in Canada to perform one 
of 40 medieval plays. This was the 
beginning of what would become the 
Rude Mechanicals theater company  
at Shepherd.

Since those early years, this group  
of highly motivated and talented 
students under Ellzey’s direction 
has performed in Washington, D.C., 
Denmark, and the Netherlands, along 
with repeat performances at the 
University of Toronto. They also, of 
course, perform each semester on 
their home turf of Reynold’s Hall. At 
this writing, they were preparing for a 
performance of A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream for Shepherd University and 
the community. This group of about 
30 young people brings a fresh 
interpretation to this tried-and-true 
Shakespearean comedy.

While a person’s work and career 
are often highly gratifying, nothing 
can take the place of family. Ellzey 
has worked tirelessly for 15 years to 
build a fantastic program in ancient, 
medieval, and Renaissance literature 
within the English department of 
Shepherd University, but the light of 
her life is her daughter, Cathy. In the 
early ’90s, Ellzey decided that adop-
tion would be her route to building a 
family. Through “a friend of a friend 
of a younger sister,” she encountered 
a facilitator in Chicago who was 
working to find adoptive parents 
for African American and biracial 
infants. In 1993, Ellzey traveled to 
Chicago over Thanksgiving to investi-
gate an opportunity for adoption.

Although the intended plan did 
not work out, Ellzey connected with 
an expectant mother who was to 
give birth within two to three days. 
Ellzey was able to spend time with 
the birth mother, the grandmother, 
and the great-grandmother of the 
unborn child. On November 22, 1993, 

Catherine Cecilia was born, and two 
days later, Ellzey and her new daugh-
ter moved into a hotel room where 
they stayed for two weeks while 
adoption paperwork was completed. 
Knowing that she was coming back 
to her teaching schedule as a new 
mother, Ellzey enlisted her mom 
for support. Her mother stayed for a 
semester while the professor learned 
how to juggle the responsibilities of 
career and family.

Ellzey created her own unique 
niche as a single working mom. 
From the time Cathy was an infant, 
Ellzey developed a system of offering 
housing in exchange for childcare. 
Over the next 14 years, this family 
extended its care and love to a series 
of young college students who grew 
with them, completed their college 
years, went on with their lives, and 
yet remained connected to the Ellzeys.

When Cathy was in third grade, 
Ellzey decided that the needs of a 
young-girl-of-color/daughter-of-
white-single-mom would be better 
met through home schooling. This 
led both Cathy and Ellzey through 
a series of highly creative avenues 
of education that has even included 
a “little school” that served seven 

students three days a week for two 
years. Last year, after six and a half 
years of creative home schooling 
and extracurricular activities that 
included French, Latin, medieval 
theatre, Shakespearian performance, 
and many varieties of dance, Cathy 
applied to and was accepted as a 
sophomore at the Barbara Ingram 
School for the Performing Arts in 
Hagerstown, Md. For Cathy, it is  
a new adventure to be involved in 
curricular activities that have the 
structures of a fairly traditional 
classroom. For Ellzey, it is a crown-
ing achievement to see her daughter 
growing into a young woman who 
is now learning to navigate a much 
different world of education than the 
one in which she was raised.

To get a good idea of a person, 
one can look at that person’s child or 
children. Ellzey has nurtured not only 
her daughter but also a generation of 
students at Shepherd. The photographs 
that ascend the high walls of her cam-
pus office bear witness to the growth 
and development of all. And Ellzey 
bears witness to the joy that all of this 
has brought to her life.

Dr. Betty Ellzey
Professor of English and Home-Schooling Mom

Sarah Soltow

Cathy and Betty Ellzey relaxing on the wall in Shepherdstown

PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

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

Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

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

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

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

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

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

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

Religious Society of Friends 
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Preparative Meeting
Worship in silent expectant waiting

Sundays at 10:30 a.m.
Four Seasons Books (thru the side gate)
Contacts: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852
or Marie Tyler-McGraw (304) 876-3540

http://shepherdstown.bym-rsf.net/about-2-2/

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

Unity of Shepherdstown
Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy

Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.

Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops

Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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We love this 
paper. Merry 
Christmas,  
Jack & Mary

Your spring 
issue was 
just great! 
It’s a real 
“keeper” to 
re-read and 
enjoy often. 
Sincerely, 
Kay

Keep it  
coming!  
Ann & 
Michael

Thanks for 

continuing. 

High quality 

paper, Kar
ene 

& Stuart

Thanks  
for anothe

r 

year of 
Good News.

We enjoy your Good News Paper very 
much. It’s always a happy day when 
we go to the mail box and there’s a 
copy there. Thank you for sending it 
our way. Sincerely, Wilma and Arthur
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Debates have raged for hundreds 
of years, particularly since 
the Protestant Reformation, 

regarding just how much influence 
church traditions should hold over 
Christian worship and devotional 
practices as compared to practices 
rooted purely in Holy Scripture. 
Indeed, in my own parent denomi-
nation, the American branch of the 
German Reformed Church, there was 
a time in the early 19th century when 
the denomination actually forbade 
its clergy to include a written prayer 
within a corporate worship service. 
This prohibition even extended to 
the Lord’s Prayer during a service! 
The mandate stemmed from the idea 
that only a prayer originating straight 
from the heart was worthy of presen-
tation before God.

Several decades later within  
this same denomination, scholars,  
embracing the Mercersburg Theol-
ogy with its high-church leanings, 
had garnered enough sway to forbid 
extemporaneous prayer in corporate 
worship. “After all,” they claimed, 
“there are only so many things one 
can pray about, and they are all 
covered in the beautifully worded 
prayers found within prayer books.” 
Hence, there was no need to ever 
risk offending God’s ears by includ-
ing an extemporaneous prayer, which 
might contain grammatical errors 
and text of questionable beauty. (It 
is unclear why my denominational 
forebears thought God’s ears to be so 
delicate.)

Fortunately, cooler, more tolerant 
heads have prevailed, and both extem-
poraneous and written prayers are now 
most welcome in corporate worship, 
trusting our omnipotent, all-knowing 
God to root out the meaning of our 
prayers while protecting his own holy 
ears from any unintended offense. I 
daresay God is up to the task.

Now we are in the season of 
Advent—one of those inventions 
of the church—which is part of an 
even larger invention of the church, 
the liturgical calendar, designed by 
church scholars to guide our worship. 
Look as hard as you can and you 
will not discover word one about the 

season of Advent anyplace in Holy 
Scriptures. Jesus never spoke of the 
season of Advent, and somehow Jesus 
made it to adulthood without ever 
having experienced an Advent calen-
dar or an Advent wreath. But Jesus 
never drove a car either, and I’m not 
the least bit interested in giving up 
my car, nor am I interested in giving 
up Advent just because Jesus didn’t 
drive his Lincoln Continental to the 
local church’s Festival of Lessons and 
Carols for Advent.

But what’s so important about 
Advent? Why not simply jump ahead 
to pure Christmas themes, which 
loom so closely? The stores and 
towns are decorated. There’s nonstop 
Christmas music playing on the radio, 
and already Miracle on 34th Street 
has been shown seven times on tele-
vision just since Thanksgiving—and 
that’s only on broadcast TV stations! 
Besides, if it’s Advent, Christmas 
can’t be more than four weeks away.

What can we possibly accom-
plish within four brief weeks that’s 
so important to our faith journey? 
Before we answer this question, allow 
me to make one thing perfectly clear. 
Please understand what Advent is 
not. Advent is not Christmas! Advent 
anticipates Christmas. Now, there 
are three major themes of Advent. 
First, Advent anticipates the coming 
of Christ in a double manner: his  
literal arrival at his incarnation, as the 
babe of Bethlehem, Emmanuel, “God 
with us”; and his figurative arrival 
each Christmas—both very obvious 
understandings of Advent. Second, 
Advent anticipates the second coming 
of Christ at the end of time, an aspect 
that lends great worth to the nativity  
event—this birth is not just an ordi-
nary event! Third, Advent places 
the ministry of John the Baptist, a 
forerunner of Christ, clearly before 
us, helping us to discern just how 
significant Christ is to the Christian 
faith journey. Advent gives us a fuller 
comprehension of the Christian faith 
story that prepares us to see beyond 
our mere secular celebrations of the 
season and imbues our celebrations 
with a richness and peace that only 
God can bring.

Advent is indeed a season of 
preparation before Christmas—practi-
cal preparations in our households as 
well as intangible preparations within 
our very being. The practical prepara-
tions for our Christmas celebrations 
are dictated by the social demands of 
hospitality. Guests are coming and 
preparations must be made. Truly, 
hospitality is of major importance to 
a Christian lifestyle and should not be 
taken lightly. There are floors to wax, 
cookies to bake, decorations to be 
assembled, and gifts to purchase and 
wrap. But like Lent, which prepares 
us for the gift of Easter, Advent pre-
pares us for the gift of Christ, both as 
an infant and at the end time. Within 
the Christian mindset, Christ is just 
as surely coming as our human guests 
and relatives. That means that there is 
spiritual housekeeping to be done, as 
well. To be sure, with the onslaught 
of holiday guests and cele brations, 
it is all too easy to become buried in 
practical preparations to the neglect 
of spiritual preparations. But do not 
fear!

Advent, that season invented by 
the church, helps us maintain a right 
perspective of hope, anticipation, 
introspection, and even penitence. It 
is no accident that one of the liturgi-
cal colors of Advent is violet, the 
same color of the most penitential of 
liturgical seasons, Lent. Penitence is 
part of our spiritual housekeeping, 
which makes it all the more difficult 
to swim against the tide of the joy-
ous merchant-driven, pre-Christmas 
ambience designed to entice and for-
tify our gusto for holiday shopping. It 
should not surprise us that the church 
would create a season designed to 
refocus our attention on the Godly as 
Christmas approaches.

Take a look at the texts of our 
Advent hymns and you will see the 
emphasis on hope, watchfulness, and 
making ready. And just when the 
panic of the encroaching Christmas 
day is nearly upon us—when our 
hypercritical Aunt Lucy is about to 
knock on the door, fully intending 
to discover some lapse in our house-
keeping or baking skills—the church 
brings us the tradition of the Octave 

before Christmas with the prophet 
Isaiah’s beloved Great “O Antiphons.”

If you have never worshiped 
during the week before Christmas 
using the “O Antiphons,” I unreserv-
edly commend the practice to you. It 
refers to the seven antiphons recited 
or chanted preceding Magnificat dur-
ing vespers throughout that special 
period of Advent preparation known 
as the Octave before Christmas, 
December 17 through 23. Magnificat, 
one of the two major canticles of 
vespers, consists of the Virgin Mary’s 
words found in Luke’s gospel and 
spoken in response to her having 
been told by the Angel Gabriel that 
she will bear the Christ Child. Dating 
from the early fifth century, each of 
the “O Antiphons” highlights one of 
the seven titles given for the coming 
Messiah by the prophet Isaiah. These 
same seven titles are lifted up in that 
most beloved of all Advent hymns, 
“O Come, O Come, Emmanuel.”

The entire service of vespers, 
evening prayer, takes only 20 to 30 
minutes, assuming it is done in an 
unhurried manner. And unhurried 
is exactly the way vespers should 
be done, especially during Advent! 
When our lives are at their most 
frenetic pace, we need to turn to a 
spiritual discipline that can instill 
calmness and allow us some freedom 
from the stress of seasonal prepara-
tions in order to maintain a proper 
perspective. Advent, with its tradition 
of using the Great “O Antiphons” 
during the Octave before Christmas, 
is one of the greatest gifts of the 
church. Let us enrich our spirits and 
the meaning of Christmas by embrac-
ing this wonderful tradition. And as 
for Aunt Lucy, why deprive her of the 
joy of finding a little dust? As Easter 
approaches it is often asked: What are 
you giving up for Lent? As Christmas 
approaches if anyone should ask you 
what you are giving up for Advent, I 
suggest that your answer should be: 
“Dusting!”

The Reverend Brother Ronald 
Grubb, OCC, is pastor of Christ 
Reformed Church, Shepherdstown.

Advent
An Approach to the Season Approaching Christmas

The Reverend Brother Ronald C. Grubb
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Billy Ray
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GOOD NEWS PAPER 
Free, but not cheap

P.O. Box 1212 • Shepherdstown, WV 25443 • (304) 876-6466 • FAX (304) 876-2033

December 2010

Dear Reader,

This is our one and only appeal for financial gifts. Thanks to you we are entering our 32nd year with no 

debt but one: a debt of gratitude to you.

With your generous help, we have kept a good thing going for 31 years. With your help we can keep on  

publishing the best little free (but not cheap) newspaper in the whole world! As always you hold the future 

of the GOOD NEWS PAPER in your hands.

The first issue of the GOOD NEWS PAPER was published in May 1979 with a press run of 1,000 copies. 

We now print 13,000 copies and mail nearly 12,000. Virtually every mailbox within five miles of 

Shepherdstown gets a copy—and, by request, hundreds more from Maine to California and from  

Alaska to Florida. Nearly 20,000 people read each issue.

The GOOD NEWS PAPER is free because dozens of people—writers, editors, typists, photographers, 

illustrators, proofreaders, and designers—donate their time and talent. We are grateful to John Snyder  

for the donation of design and set-up services at HBP in Hagerstown.

The GOOD NEWS PAPER not only reads well, but looks good, too, because of an experienced and 

talented production team including designer Melinda Schmitt, photographic editor Nan Doss, copy  

editors Rie Wilson and Claire Stuart, proofreaders John Foxen and Betty Lou Bryant, typist Kathy Reid, 

pre-publication editor Libby Howard, and regular writers Claire Stuart, Nan Broadhurst, Ed Zahniser, Mark 

Madison, Wendy Mopsik, Chris Robinson, and Sarah Soltow. Ruth Weese continues to provide beautiful  

photographs. Ed and Kitty Kelly faithfully distribute 1,000 copies to shops, restaurants, and visitor centers.

Volunteers keep the cost of producing this community magazine to an absolute minimum. Each quarterly 

issue costs about $3,000 to print and mail. That adds up to $12,000 for the year. Our “Business & Service 

Directory” brings in $4,800. The several religious communities of the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association 

contribute another $1,500. The rest—$6,000—must come in gifts from you.

And your gifts do come in—ranging from $5 to $300. Please send your gift today. You may use the 

enclosed self-addressed envelope—if it hasn’t fallen out! If it’s missing, please write GNP, P.O. Box 1212, 

Shepherdstown, WV 25443 on an envelope, stamp it, and mail it. Make checks payable to the GOOD NEWS 

PAPER, or simply GNP, and help keep a good thing going for another year.

Sincerely,

Randall W. Tremba

Executive Editor

P.S. Give a gift subscription to your friends or relatives. Absolutely free, of course. Use the handy coupon on 

page 2. They’ll thank you for it. 
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What a Guy!
Memorial Tributes to Dr. Guy J. Frank 

Editor’s Note: Guy J. Frank was born 
May 9, 1919, in Los Angeles, the son 
of Anthony Saltalamachia and Alice 
Mahan. (Had his father not changed 
the family name to Frank, what a fabu-
lous composer’s name Guy would have 
had!) Educated at the Eastman School 
of Music, Dr. Frank came to Shepherd 
University in 1950 and is credited with 
the birth of the music department. He 
helped design the Creative Arts Center, 
which rightly bears his name. Collected 
here are some of the many tributes to 
his life and legacy. Dr. Frank died on 
August 24. Our thoughts and prayers 
go out to his daughter, Meredith, who 
cared for him in his final years.

Dr. D. Mark McCoy
Chair, Department of Music
Shepherd University

It is with great sadness that I 
inform you of the passing of Dr. Guy 
Frank, professor emeritus of music at 
Shepherd University, on August 24, 
2010. Dr. Frank was well loved by 
his students and colleagues and his 
impact on developing Shepherd’s music 
program during his 34 years at the 
university is immeasurable. He retired 
in 1984 after serving as chair of the 
creative arts division and music depart-
ment, and assisting in the establishment 
of the creative arts center that now 
bears his name, the Frank Creative Arts 
Center. Even in retirement Dr. Frank 
was a revered figure around town. The 
Two Rivers Chamber Orchestra played 
his symphony for Shepherdstown, 
Symphonic Triptych, as recently as 
October 2009 on the Frank Center 
stage. All who knew him will miss his 
love of music, of teaching, and his irre-
pressible wit.

Guy Frank was not large in stature 
but he was a giant of a musician. His 
ability to play anything on the piano 
(and I do mean anything) was a mar-
vel to all who heard him. I remember 
listening to him play and watching 
his hands fly around the keyboard as 
he dressed up any melody. Years later, 
when studying the score to his sym-
phony I could see those hands in my 
mind’s eye as I heard the flutes dancing 
around the main theme of the “Potomac 

Interlude” movement. I was triply 
blessed—I knew Guy as my teacher, 
my role model, and my friend. I feel 
fortunate to continue his work in the 
department that bears his name and the 
hallmarks of his leadership.

Dr. Jay Stenger
Assistant Professor of Music Emeritus
Shepherd University

I first met Guy Frank in 1968 
when he greeted me for that first job 
interview. His geniality was impressive 
and it grew over the years. He had the 
ability and comprehensive musical art-
istry to lead the department in making 
the most use of the terribly insufficient 
facility of McMurran-Reynolds Hall.

He also had the dream of a better 
venue for the new creative arts center. 
It has become a great gift to the com-
munity and a memorial to him.

Barbara Buck Stenger
Adjunct Professor of Voice
Shepherd University

When Guy retired from Shepherd, 
he and I shared a studio/office space  
in the Frank Creative Arts Center for 
several years. He came in very early, 
long before classes began. I looked for-
ward to our visits and made sure I was 
early too—what a treat to chat with the 
wittiest, most charming person in town!

He often spoke glowingly of the 
improvements the music department 
had made under the chairmanship of 
Dr. Mark McCoy, adding that Mark 
was the perfect person for the job (one 
of many things we agreed on). Guy 
never pointed out his own considerable 
accomplishments in starting the depart-
ment from nothing. (He taught every 
class, including Band and Choir.) The 
systems put into place by Guy made 
everything that came after possible. 
I’d love to see a class added called 
“A History of the Shepherd Music 
Department” so new music students 
could know something of the amazing 
man for whom their building is named.

Pastor Alan Granofsky
Former Student

You would never get the idea from 
Dr. Frank that he was anything out of 
the ordinary, until he began to play. 

(OMG.) I remember in a Form and 
Analysis class, as Dr. Frank was teach-
ing, he was demonstrating something 
using a Beethoven sonata. Suddenly he 
stopped and humbly said, “Oops! I’m 
in the wrong key.” I guess he wasn’t 
paying attention and just started from 
the first key he touched, a half step 
from the original. One of his teachers 
taught him to practice every piece in 
every key, something I soon incorpo-
rated into my personal practice ses-
sions.

Anne Munro
Flute Instructor
Shepherd University

I barely remember a time in my life 
that I didn’t know Guy Frank. He was a 
friend of the family when I was grow-
ing up in Shepherdstown and little did 
I know at the time what an influence 
he would have on me later in life when 
I became a college student seeking a 
degree in music education at Shepherd. 
Although I did not study piano with 
Guy, I did have him as an instructor in 
several of my music courses. He was 
a wonderful teacher, with a wry and 
witty sense of humor.

My fondest memories of Guy, how-
ever, are of his visits, along with Jim 
Pantle, to the Munro home for after-
noon Christmas dinners. He was a good 
friend to us and he will be missed.

Dr. Ron Jones
Dean, College of the Arts
University of South Florida

There is so much to share about 
Guy Frank. He was the consum-
mate entertainer, his wit made even 
the dullest occasions come alive; 
he was committed to Shepherd and 
to Shepherdstown; he was a serious 
musician who could perform with the 
very best of them, and yet he could 
be the keyboard clown at a party. We 
all remember his mannerism, when 
agitated or challenged, of lifting his 
eyebrows and rolling his eyes. I trea-
sure these memories, but it is Guy’s 
constant presence in my life that I feel 
it’s important to describe here.

While I resisted his pressure, Guy 
ultimately persuaded me to join the 
Shepherd faculty some 40 years ago. I 

was young, overconfident, and in need 
of a mentor who could set me straight 
and guide me in the right direction—
Guy willingly accepted that role. As 
his understudy I learned to sort through 
issues related to values, the purpose 
of higher education, the politics and 
rewards of life within the professorate. 

One memory I must ensure 
becomes a part of his legacy. When 
in the ’70s the marching band had 
trouble getting students to become part 
of what is called the “band front,” that 
is, the flag folks and majorettes, Guy 
presented a proposal to give academic 
credit to anyone who would volunteer. 
Shepherd’s Curriculum Committee 
quickly voted it down, frowning on giv-
ing academic credit for such an activ-
ity. Guy, with his understudy watching 
carefully, returned one month later 
with a new proposal (actually the old 
proposal, except he changed the title of 
the course for credit to “Eurhythmics”) 
and triumphantly left the meeting with 
a new course approved. Looking at me, 
he winked, and later he told me that a 
good administrator never accepts defeat 
but retreats, regroups, and attacks his 
opponent’s weakest flank. This was one 
of my most valuable lessons, and I have 
utilized it recently to successfully get 
political approval for a music building 
by simply changing the name of the 
proposal.

His influence is so pervasive in my 
life that for me he will never die and 
will never reside only in memory but 
will be a part of my conscience, ever 
present in my work.

Dr. K. Farrell Coy
Professor Emeritus
Former Chair of the Department of 
Music and Theater
Shepherd University

Guy was the glue that held together 
the music department, what little there 
was of it, when I came to Shepherd. 
My fondest recollections of Guy have 
to do with his sense of humor, which 
overcame a lot of the travails of those 
early years. I know many of us remem-
ber his “cavorting” at the keyboard for 
the Christmas parties, but the warmth 
and true devotion he quietly demon-
strated during the last months of his 

In the Moon of Wintertime
A New CD by the Parish Pipers of Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish

Sarah Soltow

Before too long it will be 
time to heat the was-
sail, hang the wreaths, 

check out the “Christmas in 
Shepherdstown” activities 
and reflect on the season of 
Advent. The newest release 
from the Parish Pipers, In the 
Moon of Wintertime, is the 
perfect accompaniment for the 
season and a welcome change 
from the ersatz overly synthe-
sized and repetitive Christmas 
albums produced by (reader, 
fill in the blank with any pop/
rap/country singer). It fea-
tures the performances of our 
friends and neighbors from the 
Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish 
(see sidebar). The CD includes 
a variety of songs from the 
past and present and around 
the world including Southern 
gospel, Negro spiritual, folk, 
and contemplative songs for the 
season performed a cappella 
and with a variety of accompa-
niments including violin, sax, 
guitar, and flute.

The Parish Pipers have 
been performing for St. Peter’s 
and St. James’ Lutheran 
Churches for almost 10 years. 
Several years ago, they ven-
tured into the world of record-
ing with a limited production 
called In My Heart, which 
featured their distinctive sound 
of guitars, sax, and violins, 
combined with strong vocals 
in praise, worship, and gospel 
tunes. While several members 
of the group have changed and 
all have grown, their sound 
retains this distinctive mix of 
vocals and instrumentation.

In the Moon of Wintertime 
is a unique and sophisticated 
soundtrack for a holiday open 
house. Crank it up and gather 
round the Yule log for a medi-
eval evening in the manor. The 
music really deserves center 
stage to set a contemplative 
mood (wherever you find it) 
for meditation, morning or eve-
ning prayer, Christmas Eve and 
Christmas morning. Rather than 
try to create something new for 
old familiar Christmas songs, 
the group chose to create a 
selection that is enticingly “not 
quite familiar” to many listen-
ers. Many will recognize the 
title song, “Twas in the Moon 
of Wintertime,” but probably 
not the richly rendered “French 
Carol.” “The Angel Gabriel” 
may be somewhat familiar, 
and Lutherans among us will 
recognize “People Look East.” 
You can even expect a bit of toe 
tapping with “Gloria” and the 
spiritual “There’s a Star in the 
East.” “Dona Nobis Pacem,” 
(Grant Us Peace), a traditional 
Latin piece is sung in canon, 
and listeners are likely to find 
themselves singing at least one 
of the parts.

This is one Christmas CD 
that doesn’t sound like all the 
others. Keep it with your favor-
ites: Mannheim Steamroller 
Christmas, Christmas Portrait 
by Carpenters, Bob Dylan’s 
Christmas in the Heart, 
or Mariah Carey’s Merry 
Christmas. It will help dilute 
the sugar and tell the reason for 
the season.

Carolyn Thomas set a personal record in the Freedom’s 
Run half marathon with liturgical chants running through 
her mind the whole time. Folks training for the spring fun run 
“This Race is for the Birds” will find “Dona Nobis Pacem” 
to be just the right cadence for chi running and breathing.

The Parish Pipers
Irvin Athey (vocals) is a member 

of St. James’ Lutheran Church in Uvilla. 
He spends his nonmusical time behind 
the wheel of an AmeriGas truck and help-
ing his wife, Sharon, fix up her room at 
Wildwood Middle School.

Judy Bradshaw (flute) mixes her 
musical gifts with her visual artist skills. 
She is a watercolor artist with work hang-
ing at Dickinson & Wait.

Ingrid Daily (vocals, violin) is a 
woman of many voices, a member of 
Asbury United Methodist Church, and 
a school nurse at Charles Town Middle 
School.

Kathryn Henry (vocals), a longtime 
member of St. Peter’s Lutheran Church in 
Shepherdstown, is a part-time retired and 
part-time employed chemistry instructor at 
Hood College.

Jill Humeas (guitar) is a former 
local rock star and member of St. Peter’s 
Lutheran Church. She currently writes 
computer programming at the U.S. Coast 
Guard.

Kevin Knitter (vocals) is recently 
retired lieutenant colonel from the U.S. 
Army and a member of St. Peter’s Lutheran 
in Shepherdstown.

Suzanne Offutt (vocals) is a stunning 
soprano who also happens to be the princi-
pal of Shepherdstown Elementary School. 
She is a member of St. Peter’s Lutheran 
Church in Shepherdstown.

Ruth Raubertas (piano, violin, vocals) 
is a talented local music teacher, a Parish 
Piper from many years ago who has 
returned to the fold, and a member of Mt. 
Zion Mennonite Church in Boonsboro, Md.

Sarah Soltow (guitar, vocals) is the 
quasi manager of the group, is married 
to the pastor of St. Peter’s Lutheran, Fred 
Soltow, and is a guidance counselor at 
Driswood Elementary School.

Lydia Vickers (saxophone, vocals) 
is the very busy mother of Catherine and 
Matthew (who are also featured on the 
CD as “children’s laughter”), as well as a 
band instructor for five Jefferson County 
elementary schools.

Guest Musicians
Robert Northrup (vocals and arrange-

ments), Don Oehser (dobro), Terry Tucker 
(percussion), Amanda Townsend (trumpet), 
and Todd Coyle (bass, percussion, and pro-
duction). We are very grateful to them for 
their assistance in this project.

The CD was produced, mixed, and mastered locally by Todd Coyle and EarthVibe Productions.
Cover art was graciously provided by Tara Bell; photography by Mike Zagarella.
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Sarah Payne Naylor lived in Shepherdstown 
for 11 years, between 1994 and 2005. During 
this time she worked in Washington, D.C., 

for the Lutheran Office for Governmental Affairs. 
Later she and her husband formed their consulting 
company, The Naylor Group, LLC. Naylor is a life 
and career coach. She currently works intermit-
tently as a leadership coach for the federal govern-
ment’s Eastern Management Development Center 
at the Clarion Hotel and Conference Center in 
Shepherdstown.

In 2005, she and her husband, Ed, made the move 
to the sunnier climes of northern Arizona where they 
both continue to engage in community activities and 
where they welcome guests whenever possible.

GNP: Your book Crossing Rough Waters: Journey 
from Fear to Freedom is a autobiography blended 
with wisdom, spiritual nuggets, and some advice 
on living. How did you determine the blend of this 
work?

SPN: My life has been full of challenges that 
have taught me incredible life lessons. Also the 
people I coached taught me that I had something 
to give them. I helped them overcome fears and 
insecurities and then develop strategies that would 
move them toward success. As I was able to help 
others, I realized I was overcoming my own insecu-
rity and lack of confidence.

My book tells my life story with the hope that 
other people will reflect on their lives and under-
stand that they are not alone in their struggles. It 
is so important not to allow the difficult times to 
take you down. It is important not to be a victim to 
anyone or anything in your life. And, it is important 
to know that there is a higher power that is always 
present and that can assist you.

GNP: How has your advocacy work, which seems 
to have begun at an early age, affected your growth 
as a person, especially in terms of overcoming infe-
riority issues?

SPN: I grew up in a very poor community where 
I was sensitized to the struggles that people around 
me faced. I saw my parents struggle to keep food on 
the table and a roof over our heads. My parents read 
constantly and stayed current on domestic and inter-
national political events. I heard political discussions 
at the dinner table every evening. All of this prepared 
me to become passionate about justice and peace 
and to try to make a difference in the world.

I have also been greatly influenced in my social 
justice commitments by my husband, Ed, who is a 
retired Lutheran minister. I watched him live out his 
social justice commitments, and I have worked along-

side him to try to make a difference in the world.

GNP: You also have a background of international 
advocacy. How has this work affected your life?

SPN: I had the honor of serving on the board 
of directors of Lutheran Immigration and Refugee 
Service for 10 years, and I visited many refugee 
camps around the world.

When I visited Israel, Ethiopia, Hong Kong, 
Germany, the Philippines, and other refugee camp 
locations, I understood that people all over the 
world suffer similar injustice. I want to live my life 
in such a way that I do not contribute to injustice in 
the world, but instead create love and peace, and I 
want to encourage other people to do the same.

GNP: You talk about life as a “sacred journey,” 
and say that many people don’t know how to go 
about honoring themselves or the journey. Could 
you say more about that for our readers?

SPN: I have learned that many people are not 
aware of the God-given gifts that they possess. 
When we honor ourselves, we learn to live our pas-
sion by doing what we love to do, whether in our 
work, community, or in the world. I believe that 
when we are given an opportunity to live in this 
world, we have a responsibility to live our lives to 
the fullest. 

We all are potentially on our path to living 
the Divine mission for our lives. Getting in touch 
with the gifts of our soul requires the deepest self-
honesty and self-acknowledgement that we can 
muster—without ego.

GNP: You also write about the importance of a 
person hearing “truth” about him- or herself. Could 
you provide one example of your experience in this 
matter, where hearing a difficult truth proved to be 
the change agent for the person?

SPN: I was once referred to talk with a woman 
just diagnosed with HIV/AIDS. She had contracted 
HIV/AIDS from her husband from whom she had 
just separated. She had no job, and she was going 
to have to move from her home because she could 
not afford the mortgage payment. When she called 
me, I assured her that I totally supported her and 
that I had worked with people who were living with 
AIDS. She was almost catatonic; it was apparent 
that life was totally out of control for her.

The last thing I said to her was, “You know that 
nothing happens without a reason. This has come 
to you because you have something to give others. 
We are never given more than we can bear. So, the 
fact that you have been given all of this to deal with 

tells me that you are a very strong person and that 
you have something important to give others.”

The “truth” for this woman was to tell her what 
I knew, without sugarcoating or denying the sever-
ity of the situation. Several months later, she was 
excited to report that she had moved; her children 
were doing well; she had sought counseling for her 
family; she was in a support group; and she was 
now helping other women in similar circumstances. 
She had also been asked to be a motivational 
speaker for women living with HIV/AIDS.

GNP: You complete your book with a series of 
“BE-Attitudes.” How did these nuggets of learning 
originate?

SPN: Much in this book was given to me intui-
tively or from another person, like Josephine Stith, 
whom I met on a study tour of Greece and Turkey. 
During this trip, she asked me, “Where is the book 
you are supposed to write?” She then went on to 
say, “When you have crossed the rough waters of 
life and have made it to the other side of the river 
with your back still straight, you have a responsibil-
ity to tell others about the journey.” Later at home, 
I intuitively received the series of BE messages that 
can be considered “Attitudes for Living,” and I real-
ized that I had life experiences that matched each 
of the BEs. I learned that we all have experiences 
that can help other people, and the purpose of the 
book is to share that message.

Crossing Rough Waters can be purchased 
locally through Betty Severson, (304) 876-1444, 
or through www.crossingroughwaters.com, where 
you can also join Naylor’s blog. Naylor can also be 
found on Facebook.

Sarah Soltow thanks greater beings of cyberspace 
for assisting in this long-distance interview.

SARAH PAYNE NAYLOR
Crossing Rough Waters: Journey From Fear to Freedom

Sarah Soltow

wife Alice’s life remain an inspiration 
for me and, I know, for many who went 
through that time with him.

I have to include one anecdote. 
He and I and two students went to the 
Fahrney-Keedy Nursing Home to enter-
tain the folks there at Christmas time. 
Guy was uncharacteristically quiet on 
the way home. He finally said, “That 
sure makes you think about your final 
days—but, I guess you’re too young to 
have those kinds of thoughts.” That’s 
one of the few times Guy was wrong; I 
was thinking the very same thing.

Dr. Jim Pantle
Professor of Music Emeritus
Shepherd University

Dr. Guy J. Frank met me at the 
airport when I flew into Hagerstown 
for a job interview at Shepherd in 
1969. During the interview process, 
Guy took me to the hotel in down-
town Martinsburg for lunch. We had 
garden salads with our meals, and 
he suggested I be on the lookout for 
little frogs that sometimes appeared in 
the watercress. At first I didn’t know 
whether to take him at his word, but I 
soon discovered that this incident was 
going to be typical of his humor. Guy 
became my good friend and colleague 
for the better part of four decades.

Years went by with the promise 
of a new arts building on campus, and 
finally it was approved and funded. 
I well remember the music faculty’s 
first visit to the nearly completed 
(and yet to be named) Guy and Alice 
Frank Creative Arts Center. Guy was 
so excited to walk through the aisles 
and to see the building that came about 
largely thanks to his efforts.

I appreciated Guy’s involvement 
with the Millbrook Orchestra. He was 
one of the founders, made generous 
monetary donations, and served as 
the president of the board on several 
occasions. He was a featured guest art-
ist. Guy performed a Mozart concerto 
and, of course, his own variations on 
“Jingle Bells” in the styles of Mozart, 
Beethoven, Chopin, and others at the 
annual holiday concert. He was a fine 
pianist and teacher and could cause 
listeners to drop their jaws in awe. 
Sometimes he would play the melody 
in one key and the accompaniment in a 
different key. How striking, amazing, and 
indicative of his outstanding musicianship.

On most Friday nights, the two of 
us would end the week dining out (read 
KFC) and then going off to a movie. I 
miss those weekly outings, and I sorely 
miss my good friend Guy Frank.

Captain John Schley
Friend

Guy Frank was one of my very best 
friends. After his dear wife, Alice, died, 
we so much as brought Guy into our 
family. Every family dinner, all fam-
ily gatherings, Guy was with us. When 
on our winter vacations to Hawaii, San 
Diego, and Bermuda, we enjoyed Guy’s 
company. All of my family will miss 
Guy Frank very much.

Holly Morgan Frye
Colleague

I was given the wonderful opportu-
nity of working with Guy for five years 
when I was hired to be the manager of 
Millbrook Orchestra in 1988—the sec-
ond generation in my family to benefit 
from his association.

In 1951, my mom, then MaryAnn 
White from Charles Town, sat in Dr. 
Guy Frank’s class at Shepherd. He 
was, from all accounts, a great teacher 
and very good to his students. Mom 
shared with me that during exams, 
Dr. Frank would leave the students in 
the classroom, trusting them not to 
cheat, and would cross King Street to 
John Miller’s Restaurant (now China 
Kitchen) and buy everyone a soda. This 
exemplifies what Guy did for everyone 
he encountered: He put people at ease 
with his kindness and witticism. Dr. 
Frank also enjoyed eating sardines dur-
ing test-taking times, a habit that to this 
day makes my mother cringe!

This young organ student couldn’t 
have imagined that years later, her 
revered Dr. Frank would become a life-
long friend, colleague, and mentor for 
the next 50-plus years. Mom and Guy 
commiserated together, agreed, dis-
agreed, and held a strong mutual admi-
ration for each other as fellow musicians 
and friends. They served together on 
the Millbrook Orchestra Board and 
shared a vision of high quality music 
to be performed locally. And because 
both suffered from perfectionism where 
their music was concerned, the quality 
remained high until the curtain closed 
after the orchestra’s final performance.

Dabney Chapman
Friend

Guy never tired of telling me that 
my introductions of visitors to Rotary 
were classics, should be recorded, 
made into a book, etc. Even allow-
ing for a little friendly hyperbole, I 
think he really meant it and it was the 
kind of appreciation that provides the 
fuel to keep volunteers going in their 
appointed tasks.

Carl Moore 
Friend and Colleague

I will always remember Guy’s 
quick and ever present wit. I worked 
with Guy during my eight-year stint at 
what was then Shepherd College while 
on the Shepherd College Middle States 
Accreditation Committee. We had been 
meeting weekly for a full year leading 
up to the accreditation board’s visit 
to campus. I needed to talk to Guy to 
get a bit more information about the 
department, which he had started and 
headed at that time. So I called him. 
He answered the phone in his campus 
office and, knowing he would recognize 
my voice immediately, I jumped into 
my question. When I finished there was 
an awkward silence on the other end 
of the line and then he said in a very 
irritated voice, “Who is this and why 
do you think I would know the answer 
to such a question?” I was startled, but 

before I could say anything that high-
pitched laugh came through the phone. 
You always needed to be on your toes 
with Dr. Guy Frank.

These remembrances were collected 
and edited by Dr. Frank’s longtime 
friend, Bill Howard. He welcomes  
your own recollections. E-mail them  
to wrhoward@mac.com

Background image: Dr. Guy Frank’s 
engraved title page of his Symphonic Triptych 
composed for Shepherdstown

PHOTO COURTESY OF STUDIO 105

Sarah Payne Naylor

PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW
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Theatre teacher Steve Glendenning 
does not accept much, short of 
serious illness or death, as an 

excuse for students being unprepared. 
When a student arrived at a rehearsal 
without knowing his lines, Glendenning 
inquired, “Do you have a job after 
school?”

The student replied that he did not, 
and Glendenning stated flatly, “Then you 
had time to learn your lines.”

Glendenning takes it as a given that 
his students will be self-motivated. “I don’t 
continuously remind them to study their 
scripts,” he says. “I expect them to do it.”

This is Glendenning’s 15th year at 
Jefferson High School, where he was 
originally hired to teach science. He is 
certified to teach science, speech, and 
theatre. At Fairmont State College (now 
University), he did some performing but 
concentrated more on directing. “I’ve 
wanted to do theatre since college,” he 
says, and he has worked tirelessly over 
the years to build Jefferson High’s theatre 
program.

Last year, Glendenning taught one 
science class, but now he is enjoying 
teaching theatre all day. The theatre pro-
gram has around 115 students. It includes 
Introductory Theatre I; Theatre II, which 
deals with set building and technical 
work; and Theatre III–IV, Advanced 

Acting. The Advanced Acting students 
perform in all of the plays.

Most of the student actors are juniors 
and seniors, but there is a sprinkling of 
sophomores and even a few freshmen. 
Many stay in theatre all the way through 
their high school careers.

“They get in by auditioning,” 
Glendenning explains. “Some auditioned as 
eighth graders. Once they’ve been admitted, 
they can take the class every year.”

The theatre department puts on seven 
to nine productions each year, including 
two full-length productions, story-telling 
nights, and student-directed productions. 
Productions include more dramas than 
comedies, but works can range from 
Shakespeare to Neil Simon and even neo-
futurist. They do some musicals—they 
put on Wizard of Oz last June—but musi-
cals involve much more time and com-
plicated planning. Musical productions 
require participation by all of the school’s 
performing arts departments, including 
vocal, dance, and band. “It’s a good thing 
we all get along great,” Glendenning 
laughs.

Currently, there are 33 student 
actors, plus the required stage managers 
and production crews. There are more 
girls than boys. “This is a problem when 
we’re choosing plays to produce,” says 
Glendenning, “because it is hard to find 

plays for large female casts.” Fortunately, 
he notes that more boys are starting to 
participate in theatre. “We now have 
about 10 or 11 boys.”

This past fall, Jefferson High 
produced Dracula right in time for 
Halloween. “This was only the second 
time we have ever repeated a play,” 
Glendenning says. “We did Dracula 
around 10 years ago, but we decided to 
do it again because vampires are very 
popular now. Everything was modernized 
for the production, but the language was 
kept the same. This version of Dracula is 
fairly recent, probably six or seven years 
old. It’s the best version—very bloody!”

For Dracula, there were so many 
actors that each role was double-cast, 
with each cast doing two performances. 
At the close of Dracula, the students 
moved right into student-directed plays.

Glendenning is the fortunate teacher 
who can say that students are in his 
classes because they love them. There are 
probably people who believe that theatre 
is frivolous, consisting simply of “fun” 
classes, but a closer look makes it obvi-
ous that it requires discipline, commit-
ment, and responsibility.

Some students come in to pick up 
their scripts before the school year even 
starts. Some carry their scripts around 
with them all day.

Glendenning requires his acting stu-
dents to sign production contracts. On the 
first day of school, they get a rehearsal 
schedule, and they must give a two-week 
written notice before missing a rehearsal. 
Since many rehearsals fall outside of 
school hours, students are responsible for 
getting themselves there. Occasionally, 
but not often, Glendenning has removed 
students from the cast for poor grades or 
missing rehearsals.

It takes about six to eight weeks to 
rehearse a nonmusical play, about 10 to 12 
weeks for a musical and about three weeks 
for cast members to learn their lines. Since 
a successful production depends on the 
entire cast and crew showing up when 
they are supposed to, the students don’t 
accept slacking from their peers.

“Peer pressure can do more than I 
can,” says Glendenning. “If they don’t 
know their parts, the rest of the cast will 
get on them!”

Some reformers, concerned only 
with math and science, want to slash 
the arts programs in schools. Asked his 
feelings about the need for the arts in 
schools, Glendenning replies, “How 
many hours do I have to talk?”

No Child Left Behind has created a 
lot of controversy, but Glendenning says, 
“One good thing was that it made arts 
part of the core curriculum, but it is not 
part unless it is tested, and trying to test 
art creates problems of its own.”

He notes that the West Virginia 
Coalition for Arts Education, a teachers’ 
group, is working on means to assess 
arts education at the state level. They 
have presented ideas to the state board 
of education and started implementing 
some of them. One is to create a rubric 
to be sure schools are following four 
levels of all arts being taught. Another is 
to have dance certification within West 
Virginia—currently teachers must go out 
of state to get dance certification. West 
Virginia University is working on imple-
menting such a program. Still another is 
to require all elementary art teachers to 
be certified in arts, not just in general 
education.

Glendenning vigorously justifies his 
theatre program and maintains that his 
graduates out in the world agree. “I tell 
my Theatre I students that it is the most 
important class they’ll ever take in high 
school. I can tie every class in school—
history, science, math, language—into 
what we do.”

In addition to the obvious lessons in 
reading and speech, theatre students pain-
lessly absorb an understanding of the cul-
tures and histories of the times and places 
where plays were conceived. Technical 
aspects involve everything from research 
on costumes to calculating dimensions of 
sets and placement of lighting, followed 
by hands-on sewing, construction, and 
painting. Most important, theatre fosters 
creative thinking, self-confidence, prob-
lem solving, responsibility, cooperation, 
and teamwork.

Glendenning notes that about 10 
percent of his students hope to go on to 
professional theatre, and some will major 
in acting in college. He says he has a 
former student in a directing program in 
a Michigan college, another in Pittsburgh 
studying stage management, and one with 
a masters in fine arts who is an adjunct 
professor at Shepherd University. Several 
are working in New York as actors.

Glendenning himself has done com-
munity theatre and directed shows at the 
Apollo in Martinsburg and the Charles 
Town Opera House, but school keeps him 
too busy for many of these activities.

He cites his favorite quote from Ben 
Franklin: “There’s time enough for sleep 
when you’re dead!”

On Stage at Jefferson High School
Claire Stuart

Five years ago, I wrote a series of 
articles for THE GOOD NEWS 
PAPER about six couples in our 

area who had been married 60 years or 
more. At the time, I thought this was rather 
amazing for our small community. As I 
write again, five and one half of these 
couples are still living and have celebrated, 
or are about to celebrate their 65th wed-
ding anniversaries. Truly amazing! Sadly, 
Henry Snyder was ill when I wrote about 
his life with his lovely wife, Edna. He died 
a few months after the article was pub-
lished, and I was glad that I had thought to 
write it when I did. Edna continues to live 
in their historic home on the outskirts of 
Shepherdstown.

Margaret and Adam Link, Jr. cel-
ebrated their 67th wedding anniversary in 
January of this year. Their two children, 
Pam and Adam III and their families, live 
nearby. Two of their three grandchildren 
are also in the area. Adam and Diane’s son, 
Alex, is attending Shepherd University. 
Pam and John have a daughter and son. 
Their daughter, Tami, and her family, 
which includes twin great-grandchildren, 
Torri and Quint, are close by. Their son, 
Calvin “Chip” Peterson III, graduated from 
the University of Florida and continues to 
live in Gainesville with his wife, Tarra, and 
five-year-old son, Liam Joseph.

After wintering in Florida for nearly 30 
years, Margaret and Adam have made the 
difficult decision to remain here this winter. 
They will miss the mild weather and their 
many friends in Florida, but traveling there 
is now too much of a challenge.

Dotty and George Marshall, who 
celebrated their 66th wedding anniversary 
in July, have moved to Mt. Pleasant, S.C. 
George reports that their new home is a 
retirement facility serving both indepen-
dent living and assisted living. It is in a 
very beautiful area with spectacular pan-
oramic views. They cross the confluence 
of three rivers in their 10-minute drive to 
Charleston. Two of their granddaughters, 
Megan Pritchett and Cara Applegate, live 
in Charleston. They have six great-grand-
children, four boys and two girls. Four of 
them are in the accompanying picture.

A family reunion is being planned at 
the High Hampton mountain resort in North 
Carolina next August to celebrate George’s 
90th birthday. He concludes his message,

“We do, however, still miss 
Shepherdstown and all of you who made 
our 24 years there so enjoyable and unfor-
gettable.”

Beth and Charlie Printz continue 
to live in the historic home they restored 
and enlarged. They celebrated their 65th 
wedding anniversary in September. They 
have a son and a daughter and three grand-
children. Their son, Chaz, and his wife, 
Donna, live in Martinsburg and also have 
a son and a daughter. Son Matthew lives in 
Cross Junction, Va., with his wife, Jessy. 
Daughter Allison is living in New York 
City studying for her master’s degree in 
contemporary art curation.

The Printzes’ daughter Mary Beth, her 
husband Steve Mulder, and their 21-year-
old daughter, Mikaela, are still  
in Anchorage, Ak., where Mary Beth 
teaches Spanish and Mikaela is a freshman 
in college.

Charlie is still active in the Sons of 
the American Revolution and oversees the 
Printzes’ cattle farm. These two are the 
senior of all of these “senior citizens”—
Charlie turned 95 in July, and Beth will  
be 92 in December.

Elinor and Sherman Ross are enjoy-
ing having their older daughter, Maylene, 
and her husband, Luther, and their fam-
ily now living here in Shepherdstown. 
Grandson Kerrick (age 26) has started 
working at the Fish and Wildlife National 
Conservation Training Center here in 
Shepherdstown and is loving it, so they now 
have four of their five grandchildren close 
enough to see frequently. Younger daughter, 
Laurie, lives in Arlington with her husband, 
Chad, and their three children—Eleanor and 
twins, Lily and Duncan.

Sherman has donated many volunteer 
hours at NCTC and was named Volunteer 
of the Year in 2008. The Rosses celebrate 
their 65th anniversary in January.

Betty Lou and Bob Bryant (the 
author and her husband!) have had several 
additions to our family in the past five 
years. On June 5, 2009, one of our oldest 
daughter Becky’s daughters, Stacy, and 
her husband, Kevin, presented us with 
our first great-granddaughter. She was 
born in Arlington, Va., and they named 
her Whitney, my maiden name. That was 
a thrill! Becky and Larry live in McLean, 
Va. Youngest daughter, Beth, and husband, 
John, and their children live in New Lenox, 
a suburb of Chicago. Our other two daugh-
ters, Barbara and Bonnie, and their fami-
lies live in Shannondale. W.Va.

Bonnie and Keith’s family grew by 
three last fall when, after five years of 
waiting and filing numerous appeals, and 
with help from Senator Robert Byrd’s 

office staff, the immigration authorities 
finally granted a humanitarian dispensa-
tion to their adopted Mexican daughter, 
Yajaira. She was 14 when they adopted 
her in 2004. They were able to get her out 
of Ciudad Juarez on November 10, 2009. 
When she arrived, she came with her three-
year-old daughter, Kimberly, and was 8½ 
months pregnant. Her son, Kevin, was born 
the day after Thanksgiving—five days after 
they reached their home here. Yajaira is an 
honor student at Washington High School 
and Kimberly is already fluent in English. 
Kevin is sturdy and looks like he could be 
a football player someday.

I am enjoying being secretary of the 
Friends of Music Board of Directors and 
was named to the Friends of Music Hall of 
Fame in December 2009. Bob is still able 
to play an occasional game of pool with 
his Fernbank buddies Jack Young and Dave 
Borchard. There’s great joy for him when 
that happens. We will celebrate our 65th 
anniversary in February.

Together with the Rosses, we are 
pleased to be among the 38 founders of the 
local Two Rivers Chamber Orchestra.

All five of the men of the anniversary 
couples served in the military during World 
War II. Because of this, we learned to 
survive separations during our courtships 
and early marriages. We wrote hundreds 
of letters to each other and exchanged our 
thoughts, so that our relationships were 
founded on a thorough understanding 
of each other. Once we were able to be 
together, we treasured the time. Three of 
the girls were teenagers when they married 
but, mainly because of the war, they were 
mature beyond their years. Our families 
were all-important to us. We sat down to 
dinner together every evening and shared 
the activities of the day. The pace of life was 
slower as our children, now in their 50s and 
60s, were growing up.

Now we are all really “senior citizens,” 
and dealing with assorted health problems. 
Not surprising! But thanks to the miracles 
of today’s medical achievements, we are 
still here. This also is amazing. And so we 
have been blessed with sharing our lives 
with the spouses of our choice. I think all 
of us would make the same decision again, 
even though we now know what the future 
held. It’s been a “sentimental journey!”

Betty Lou Bryant has lived in Jefferson 
County for 31 years and in Shepherdstown 
for 19 years. She has contributed to the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER on a number of 
occasions. She also enjoys proofreading 
each edition.

Married 65 Years!
Betty Lou Bryant

Jefferson High Theatre teacher Steve Glendenning introduces the school’s production of 
Dracula. Sophomore Brandon McClure plays the role of Renfield.

PHOTO COURTESY OF TACY JUDD: TAKENBYTACY.COM

Beth and Charlie Printz, around 2008
PHOTO FROM FAMILY ALBUM

Elinor and Sherman Ross, July 2007
PHOTO BY DAUGHTER MAYLENE

Betty Lou and Bob Bryant, with their 
3-1/2-month-old great-granddaughter Whitney 
Ann Cunningham, September 2009
PHOTO BY KEVIN CUNNINGHAM

George and Dotty Marshall, with four of their 
six great-grandchildren, fall 2010 
Left to right: Marshall, 4; Maclane, 2; Kane, 
2; and Lawson, 6
PHOTO FROM FAMILY ALBUM

Adam and Margaret Link
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“Harmony creates health, 
health creates peace of 
mind, and peace of mind 

gives you a healthy glow,” quotes Chrissy 
Lewin, owner and esthetician at Lotus 
Skincare and Wellness. This seemingly 
simple explanation from Pratima Raichur, 
a New York skincare consultant and 
author, best summarizes the philosophy 
and practice of one of Shepherdstown’s 
newest businesses. “We provide a relax-
ing, customized treatment that focuses on 
balancing mind, body and spirit, believ-
ing that inner beauty and health reflect on 
how you look on the outside.”

Christina Marstiller Lewin, who is 
originally from Charles Town and now 
lives in Martinsburg, graduated from 
Shepherd University with a major in 
communication and a minor in journal-
ism. Her first jobs were in marketing 
and outside sales, but it wasn’t until 
she landed as a receptionist at The Skin 
Care Shop on German Street that Lewin 
knew what she really wanted to do with 
her life. With advice and encouragement 
from the store owner and from coworker 
Chelsea Eyler, she enrolled at Von Lee 
International School of Aesthetics in 
Pikesville, Md. After more then 600 
rigorous hours of academic and clinical 
study, she earned a certificate in esthetics 
and make-up.

Five years and much experience 
later, when The Skin Care Shop decided 
to scale back its services, Lewin decided 
that she wanted to take the inevitable next 
step of buying her own business. She 
loved Shepherdstown and what she could 
do for her clients, so with the support of 
close friend and fellow esthetician Eyler, 
the two women created Lotus. In June 
2010, the business opened its doors on 
the second floor of a building at 121 W. 
German Street. With their unique signa-

ture touches and understanding of busi-
ness needs, they transformed the space 
into a warm, inviting, immaculately clean 
and well-designed interior with treatment, 
rooms leading to an outdoor garden and 
patio.

Chelsea Eyler is another Von Lee 
graduate and Lewin’s alter ego in matt-
ers both personal and professional. She 
grew up in Frederick, Md., and currently 
lives in Myersville. As the other estheti-
cian on staff, Eyler is credited with being 
instrumental in helping Lewin to set up 
the business.

The two energetic, efficient young 
mothers work in tandem so that they can 
have productive careers and happy fami-
lies. Scheduling by appointment only, 
Lewin sees clients 24 hours each week, 
and Eyler handles 30 hours over two 
days. They maximize the space by work-
ing on alternate days, taking care of busi-
ness over the vitally important cell phone 
and handling preparation and cleanup 
almost seamlessly when assisting clients 
together.

Several other factors go into the for-
mula for success. Each of the women has 
her own “mom on duty” to oversee child-
care responsibilities. Jeanette Marstiller 
cares for her 15-month-old granddaughter, 
Juliete Lewin, and grandson, David Lewin, 
six and a half years old. The twin girls that 
Lewin and her husband are expecting in 
March will also become her charges. 
Eyler’s mom, Stacy Eyler, looks after 
three-year-old Quincy.

The men in their lives, Aaron Lewin 
and Michael Calloway, are enthusiastic-
ally recognized for all the moral support  
and physical labor that went into the 
making of the business. “Without their 
repeatedly encouraging us to go for it 
and letting us know they had our backs, 
we couldn’t have done it,” both women 
added appreciatively. Business and 
fun are often combined when the two 
families go on outings and plan meals 
together.

Lotus Skincare and Wellness oper-
ates on the premise that one’s diet, 
lifestyle, exercise routine, and coping 
strategies all contribute to radiant healthy 
skin. Our largest organ of absorption, 
the skin, “eats” whatever you put on it 
and reflects whatever you have going 
on inside. The estheticians counsel their 
clients not to use anything on their skin 
that they wouldn’t eat. Clients must also 
complete an extensive questionnaire so 
the estheticians can learn about other  
relevant aspects of their lives.

Lotus only uses 
and sells organic 
products, never uses 
synthetic materials, and 
specializes in ayurvedic 
beauty treatments. 
Ayurvedic beauty care 
is based on an ancient 
healing system of plant 
oils and herbs originat-
ing in India. It is based 
on the postulate that 
broken links between 
mind and body must 
first be restored and 
balanced so that peace, 
good health, and happi-
ness can be achieved.

Lewin and Eyler recommend that 
clients come for a once-a-month skincare 
regime, since that follows the natural cell 
turnover rate. They express delight in 
being able to take care of women in the 
community and feel close to and look 
forward to seeing the clients they have 
gotten to know.

Lewin described the reciprocal 
energy flow that she receives during each 
customized treatment. “Estheticians are 
engaged in a very special career that 
allows for touching the faces of others. It 
is like caring for the soul,” she explained.

Reinforcing the notion of strong 
community and collaborative spirit, 
Lotus has forged connections with sev-
eral related practitioners and businesses 
in the area. Elijah Gateless of Mumon 
Tea developed a Lotus blend of tea and 
a detoxification and calming tincture or 
herbal supplement to aid in skin care. 
Mellow Moods Organic Café and Juice 
Bar designed a special mixture of cucum-
ber, apple, blueberry, and lime juices, 
dubbing it the “Lotus drink.”

The Thomas Shepherd Inn Bed and 
Breakfast will be offering a Retreat and 
Relaxation Package that includes yoga 
sessions, facials, and healthy treats. 
Hannah Kaufman, licensed massage ther-
apist; and Michelle DeStefano, a Reiki 
master, energy healer, and acupuncturist 
offer their services by appointment at 
Lotus’s German Street shop, reminding 
patrons and the general public of the inte-
grative, holistic approach to wellness that 
is at the center of this enterprise.

Lewin and Eyler expressed grati-
tude for all the support and positive 
feedback received in just their first six 
months of operation. They feel humbled 
and inspired by the response of town 
and community, knowing that business 

spreads most effectively by word of 
mouth. Plans are already in Lewin’s head 
for her next step. When the time is right 
and the space becomes available, she 
hopes to expand the number of treatment 
rooms, increase storage space, add more 
hours and maybe even provide other 
associated services. Look for current and 
future offerings, more information on 
products and services and hours of avail-
ability on the business’s website at www.
lotusofshepherdstown.com.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik, mother of four 
and grandmother of nine, is finally learn-
ing to love the skin she is in, including 
age spots, blemishes, wrinkles, and other 
unidentified objects.

Loving the Skin You’re In
A Look at Lotus

Wendy MopsikLost Worlds
The Most Interesting Environmental Films You’ve Never Seen

Mark Madison
Film lovers are sick people.

—Francois Truffaut

Last year at the end of the American 
Conservation Film Festival, I 
described the 10 best environmen-

tal films. I readily admit I am not much 
of a film critic, but I am an adequate his-
torian and have come across a number of 
fascinating films that, for various reasons, 
you probably have not seen. So here is a 
list of the most interesting environmental 
films you are not likely to see at the Red 
Box or local movie house, but are worth 
checking out if you can uncover them on 
YouTube or Netflix. So in chronological 
order:

In the Land of the Head Hunters 
(1914). This film would be hard to find 
for no other reason than its incredibly 
politically incorrect title. A bizarre mix of 
melodramatic fiction and actual depictions 
of vanished rituals, this film virtually dis-
appeared after its release; the only surviv-
ing print was recovered from a dumpster 
in 1947. This 1914 silent film predates 
Nanook of the North (often described as 
the first documentary film) and chronicles 
the life of the Kwakiutl Indians in British 
Columbia, Canada. The filmmaker and 
writer Edward Curtis had long been 
interested in American Indians and this 
was his first cinematic attempt to capture 
their world. The film poignantly depicts 
a number of tribal rituals including cer-
emonial dances that were actually banned 
by the Canadian government as part of 
a larger prohibition on potlatches. It was 
only lifted in 1951. Sometimes called In 
the Land of the War Canoes, the scenes of 
war canoes at sea and then landing as the 
Indians perform ceremonial dances are 
an eerie and moving reflection of a long 
gone era.

The Columbia (1942). In 1941 the 
unemployed Dust Bowl singer Woody 
Guthrie was hired for a month by the 
Department of Interior’s Bonneville Power 
Administration (BPA). The BPA wanted 

to produce a film promoting dams and 
cheap energy with a rural-sounding narra-
tor and balladeer. The 28-year-old Guthrie 
wrote 26 songs in 30 days, only a few of 
which were used in the film. One of them 
was “Roll on Columbia,” one of his more 
famous compositions and the official folk 
song of Washington state. The film was 
completed in 1942, but its release was 
delayed until 1949 by the onset of World 
War II. In 1953 the conservative secretary 
of interior Douglas McKay ordered all 
copies of the film destroyed when it was 
discovered the Guthrie had leftist leanings. 
At least three copies survived. The young 
Guthrie’s voice, chronicling the chal-
lenges of the Pacific Northwest, is a good 

match for a traditional 
depiction of a rapidly 
changing landscape. The 
images of bears, salmon, 
and humans all sharing 
this unique watershed 
was striking in its day. 
The film’s message, that 
dams are the best thing 
to happen to people and 

the environment, is sadly outdated, but 
the music remains as relevant as ever. The 
Department of Interior paid $10 a song 
for one of the best film soundtracks of all 
time. Although the film is pretty much 
unavailable (we have one copy at the 
National Conservation Training Center) 
the songs have enjoyed more longevity 
on the Woody Guthrie Columbia River 
Collection CD.

White Wilderness (1958). Our modern 
world of nature documentaries all go back 
to a surprising animated source: Bambi. 
To make what is argu-
ably the greatest ani-
mated film of all time, 
Disney brought live 
deer to his animation 
studio and purchased 
expensive wildlife foot-
age of actual woodland 
animals. After the great 
expense of Bambi 
(1941), which lost 
$1 million in its first 
year of release, Disney 
soon figured out that 
it would be cheaper 
to market the wildlife 
footage shot in the field 
rather than recreate it 
in animation. The result 

was a series of nature documentaries that 
largely created an audience for the type of 
charismatic critter film that still regularly 
wins academy awards (think March of the 
Penguins). The series included Seal Island 
(1948), Beaver Valley (1950), Nature’s 
Half Acre (1951), Water Birds (1952), 
Prowlers of the Everglades (1953), Bear 
Country (1953), The Vanishing Prairie 
(1954), African Lion (1955), Olympic 
Elk (1955), Secrets of Life (1956), White 
Wilderness (1958), and Jungle Cat (1960). 
There were 12 true-life adventures, half of 
which won Oscars, thereby largely defin-
ing the nature documentary for the next 
six decades. The series lived on in perpe-
tuity in school classrooms, The Wonderful 
World of Disney TV show, and on video. 
But one of these films, White Wilderness, 
has become notorious for going beyond 
the traditional Disney anthropomorphism 
and cinematic manipulations and descend-
ing into mass murder of little mammals.

At one point in the 72-minute docu-
mentary, a dramatic scene unfolds as a 
mob of lemmings commits suicide by cliff 
dive—the first (and last) time this leap 
of death was captured on film. Alas, for 
Disney, lemmings are not suicidal. In fact 
the entire film stretched the concept of 
“true life” to its breaking point. The film 
depicted wildlife in Alberta, Canada—a 
province, which has no native lemmings. 
A small number of lemmings were pur-
chased from Inuit children in Manitoba 
and then placed on a turntable to create 
the effect of a mass of rodents running 
in all directions. So far so good—some 
puking little mammals, but no real harm 
done. But then these presumably dizzy 

and deafened rodents 
were taken to a cliff 
and herded over the 
side so their “mass 
suicide” could be 
caught on film—all 
to the accompaniment 
of chirpy Disneyesque 
music. When the fak-
ery was later revealed, 
Disney relegated White 
Wilderness to the dust-
bin of undistributed 
movies, where they 
also hid Song of the 
South (with an exas-
peratingly contented 
slave, Uncle Remus) 
and Disney documen-

taries on the space program, narrated 
by former Nazi turned NASA employee 
Wernher Von Braun.

Keep America Beautiful Public 
Service Announcement (1971). The final 
film is a bit of a cheat. Better known 
as “The Crying Indian” commercial, 
many television viewers of a certain age 
have seen this one-minute public service 
announcement released on Earth Day 
1971. This short film follows an American 
Indian paddling a canoe through a pol-
luted stream and crying at the trash about 
his feet. The film abounds in ironies. The 
actor to cry the most famous tear in his-
tory was named Iron Eyes Cody. Near the 
end of his life Cody admitted he was not, 
in fact, Native American, but of Italian 
ancestry. And finally there is the irony that 
arguably the environmental film that had 
the greatest impact and elicited the stron-
gest emotions in the 20th century was a 
60-second commercial.

Some of these commercials, films, 
and scenes can still be unearthed at 
YouTube—the purgatory of the film 
world. But sadly none of the films are 
likely to be seen in their entirety on 
the big screen, as they were originally 
intended. Perhaps some could be worked 
into film festivals, like the American 
Conservation Film Festival, but, until then, 
they remain ghost stories, shadowy images 
never again to shine clearly in the projec-
tor’s light.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history, environmental ethics, and envi-
ronmental film at Shepherd University. 
He also is one of the founders of the 
American Conservation Film Festival.
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A new addition to the German Street landscape. Cozy seating and waiting area at Lotus Skincare and Wellness

Chelsea Eyler and Chrissy Lewin sit proudly 
outside of Lotus Skincare and Wellness, a new 
Shepherdstown business.

PHOTOS BY WENDY MOPSIK

All Creatures Great and Small
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Because I live in Shepherdstown, 
many people make assumptions 
about who I am and how I live 

my life, and often they are correct. I do 
like to eat granola; I do worry about 
my carbon footprint; I do read a lot of 
books; I do vote Democratic. I love to 
eat fresh veggies and cook with whole 
grains; I like to shop in health food 
stores. However, for many years the 
colorful denizens of our fair town have 
been forced to drive many miles to buy 
healthy goodies and magic beans from 
shops far afield. It’s really hard to be a 
paragon of greenness whilst puttering 
your gas guzzler across state lines to buy 
cereal. I believe that the gods of modern 
commerce have finally answered the 
thousands of pagan prayers muttered in 
hushed garlic-scented tones about the 
lack of decent grocery shopping opportu-
nities in Shepherdstown.

On a beautiful fall day, with a golden 
Indian summer sun shining off the few 
colorful leaves still clinging to the tall 
trees, I sauntered down the street to the 
home of Raw Earth Organics. Nestled in 
a sweet spot at 125 West German Street 
between the Press Room and Mellow 
Moods, the shop is clean, cozy and bright. 
I bought a brace of soy lattes from my 
favorite coffee nazi at the Lost Dog and 

settled into the quaint little courtyard of 
what used to be Ricco’s jewelry gallery.

Raw Earth Organics is the brain-
child of local lass Kristen Riek and her 
fiancé Justin Oldenburg. We sipped our 
soy under the overhanging boughs of 
bamboo with photographer Seth Freeman 
and Riek’s ultracute wolf puppy, Eelu, 
before surveying the space. The first 
thing you notice when you walk in is 
the wonderful woodwork forming the 
counters and shelves. Oldenburg has out-
done himself, milling and finishing all 
the locally sourced timber into a smooth 
display that looks as if it has grown out 
of the walls naturally. Oldenburg came 
to Shepherdstown in 1996 to attend the 
university and has spent the years since 
his graduation working on restoration and 
renovation projects around town and trav-
eling extensively. If we’re lucky, in the 
near future he will be selling some of his 
beautiful custom furniture in the space.

Riek grew up in Charles Town and 
then attended Shepherd University. Her 
passion for organic and raw food began 
early and culminated with a degree in 
natural science from the Institute of 
Integrated Nutrition, through Columbia 
University, in New York. She is a bright 
and cheerful presence behind the counter, 
handling nuts and bolts of the business, 

while Oldenburg’s calm 
and steady demeanor 
keeps everything run-
ning smoothly.

The focus of the 
shop is to provide those 
staples that no good 
earth mother or tree-
hugging hippie can live 
without, while reserv-
ing much of the floor 
space for local produce, 
products, artwork, and 
crafts. So far there are 
many local vendors rep-
resented and I’m sure 
many more to come in 
the near future. There 
will be meat and eggs 
from Tudor Hall Farm, 
herbs and medicinal 
products from Peace 
in the Valley Farm 
and Amanda Collins, 
venison from Schaffer 
Farms, upcycled fash-

ions and jewelry from For the Love of 
Rose, meat alternatives from Twin Oaks 
Farms, fresh produce from Claymont, 
silly hats and silky scarves form Emily 
Vaughn, and hot soups and bread from 
Greg Lacerda. They will also be offering 
some selections of fine art from yours 
truly and other talented local artists, while 
their neighbor Annie Carver is working on 
a cookbook featuring ingredients from the 
shop.

The great thing about a local store is 
the service, and I believe these crazy kids 
have a good notion about how to give peo-
ple what they want and, more important, 
what they need to stay active and healthy. 
Riek knows her stuff about nutrition and 
is committed to helping all her custom-
ers find their perfect fuel. There will be a 
range of food offerings designed around 
dietary restrictions and food allergies, 
and she will special order those goodies 
that you normally have to travel to find. 
Running a business by yourself is often a 
frustrating and challenging endeavor, but 
by allowing many talented local people to 
become a part of their commercial venture 
I think Riek and Oldenburg have found a 
nice balance and have already given the 
place a life of its own.

The really interesting thing about 
this shop and how it came about was 

the speed and clarity with which it grew 
from the spark of an idea in Riek’s 
head into a brick-and-mortar reality. 
Sometimes everything is in just the right 
time and place, the stars align, and a pat-
tern emerges from the chaos of the night 
sky into a brilliant constellation. Tired 
of making the pilgrimage to Common 
Market every week, Riek started asking 
around about opening a health food shop, 
and everyone around her responded with 
positive, heartfelt reactions. They started 
a Facebook page and were inundated with 
special requests for hard-to-find foods 
and cosmetics. They approached Ricco 
about using the space and he thought it 
was a wonderful idea. Everything started 
rolling fast, and Riek dove head first 
into the world of business licensing, 
QuickBooks, and inventory programs. 
Their friend Keith Daily devoted many 
hours of his time and effort helping to fix 
up the store. Their orders started pouring 
in and the shelves were filling up with 
healthy num-nums, secretive soaps, and 
special spices. Sourcing products locally 
from many small outlets is a process for 
the patient, but well worth the effort.

This business seems to have sprung 
up naturally out of the desire and hard 
work of many local souls, growing 
organically into a familiar and comfort-
ing shape—the shape of grandma’s pan-
try or a well-tended backyard garden. I 
know I have wished for many years for 
just such a spot, and I hope you will join 
me in helping to make it work. We have 
many shops with gifts for the tourists and 
expensive gourmet goodies that are great 
for holiday splurges, but this store is for 
everyday goodness, good eats, good art, 
and good friends. By the time this article 
comes out, the shop should be open and 
hopping, and you should head over there 
and see what they have to offer. Who 
knows, you might get to spend several 
fewer hours of your life stuck in traffic 
trying to find good food, and more time 
laughing, eating, and dancing with your 
friends and family.

Christopher Robinson is a local artist 
and writer. He can usually be found loi-
tering around the coffee shop or harass-
ing the vendors at the farmer’s market.

Raw Earth Organics
Christopher Robinson

Local Color

This past summer’s soaring tem-
peratures and lack of rain took a 
tremendous toll on flower gardens. 

Faced with the reality of water shortages 
and wells running dry, many garden-
ers simply had to stand by and watch 
their precious flowers wither and die. 
Considering the possibility of more such 
summers in the future, gardeners need to 
find plants that can provide color while 
withstanding dry soil and blistering sun.

Many of my summer annuals and 
perennials were completely lost, while 
others barely scraped by, with miserable, 
scraggly foliage and undersize, bleached-
out blooms. I rationed water to my favorite 
garden, but I decided to abandon one gar-
den that showed no life except for a lone, 
aged balloon flower. I had more elsewhere, 
so I left it on its own. To my amazement, it 
survived in the abandoned garden, spread-
ing its bright blue petals atop stems that 
reached a height of over four feet.

Balloon flowers (Platycodon gran-
difloris), sometimes called Chinese 
bellflowers, have to be among the 
most reliable and rewarding perenni-
als. Removing spent flowers keeps them 
blooming constantly all summer long, up 
until frost. Their showy, five-petaled, star-
shaped blooms are two to three inches 
across. Blue is the most common color, 
but they are also available in pink and 
white. Their common name comes from 
their large, puffy buds shaped like hot air 
balloons.

The long, straight stems reach a 
height of about three feet (and I have 
seen them reach even higher) in compact 
clumps about a foot wide. Narrow, shiny, 
dark-green leaves, one to three inches 
long with toothed edges, grow up the 
stem. In fall, the leaves turn brilliant yel-
low, gold, and purple.

Balloon flowers are hardy in zones 3 
through 8. (We are in zone 6.) They pre-
fer full sun but will grow in partial shade, 
although they will probably need to be 
staked. They will grow in just about any 
soil, as long as it isn’t too wet, and they 
laugh at drought and blasting heat. They 
are well behaved, staying in their spots 
without crowding out other flowers. They 
have few insect or disease problems and 
are attractive to butterflies and bees.

Balloon flowers are striking in the 
garden when grown next to orange, red, 
or yellow floral neighbors. They make 
excellent cut flowers, but the stems 
should be seared after cutting. In fall, 
their colorful leaves are lovely addi-
tions to autumn bouquets. They are a fun 

flower for children because large buds 
can be popped open without harming the 
blooms. Along with snapdragons, they 
are great for getting kids interested in 
gardening.

Long taproots make balloon flowers 
difficult to divide, but they grow easily 
from seed. Seeds need light to germinate, 
so they should be left uncovered. You 
can seed them directly in the garden in 
spring just after the last frost or in sum-
mer about two months before the first 
fall frost. Or, you can start them indoors 
six to eight weeks before the last spring 
frost is expected. Summer-seeded plants 
should bloom the next year.

Several dwarf cultivars are avail-
able. They are just as hardy, beautiful, 
and easy to grow as their taller relatives, 
and most have full-size flowers. The Fuji 
series are 18 to 24 inches tall and come 
in blue, white, and pink. The Sentimental 
series are even shorter, just six to eight 
inches, and they come in blue and white. 
Sentimental Blue is considered the best 
of the dwarf blues. Fairy Snow is a 
dwarf white with blue veins and smaller 
blooms.

Balloon flowers are very late to 
emerge in spring, appearing just about 
the time when you have given up on 
them. For that reason, you should mark 
them with a stake or leave some long 
stems on them instead of cutting them all 
the way back in fall.

Narrowleaf or creeping zinnia, 
Zinnia angustifolia, is a tough little 
annual that can withstand anything that 
nature tosses its way. Unlike its large, 
showy, colorful cousins, it grows only 
four to 12 inches high, depending on 
cultivar, and comes in only three colors, 
white, orange and yellow. However, it 

makes up for that by blooming profusely 
from summer until frost.

Creeping zinnias are great for bor-
ders, rock gardens, and containers. They 
produce masses of single flowers about 
an inch across, resembling tiny daisies, 
on bushy, spreading plants, and they do 
not need to be deadheaded to keep them 
blooming.

They love full sun and do not fade in 
strong sunlight as some large zinnias do, 
and they are extremely drought resistant. 
While the large zinnias are susceptible 
to powdery mildew, leaf spots, and other 
diseases in humid weather, creeping zin-
nias are extremely disease resistant. That 
makes the creeping zinnia one of the few 
annuals that is dependable in both wet 
and dry conditions.

Cultivars include the Classic series 
and the Crystal series. Someone gave 
me a couple of cell packs of overgrown 
Crystal White and Crystal Gold this year, 
so I just shoved them into the ground 
to put them somewhere. It was a small, 
miserable site with dry, shaley soil where 
nothing ever grows except some very 
hardy weeds. I expected them to be dead 
in a week. To my surprise, they perked up 
and grew like crazy, blanketing the spot 
with flowers.

Several years ago, someone gave me 
some bulbs that she identified as “fall 
crocuses.” I’d never heard of a fall crocus, 
but I stuck them in the ground and forgot 
about them. The following Labor Day, 
I was amazed to see beautiful, brilliant-
yellow crocuslike blooms popping out of 
my lawn.

The first hint that they were not cro-
cuses at all was the fact that they even 
survived. Where I live, the mice, rabbits, 
and squirrels (or whatever is doing it) 

make short work of crocuses and tulips. 
The only bulbs they don’t eat are daf-
fodils.

I learned that my flowers are 
Sternbergia lutea, also sometimes called 
fall daffodils or lilies of the field. They 
are not crocuses, lilies, or daffodils but 
rather members of the amaryllis family.

They bloom reliably for several 
weeks, starting in early September, and 
the flowers are followed by thin, dark-
green leaves that last through winter. 
They are beautiful in borders or natural-
ized. Rodents avoid the bulbs, which 
multiply rapidly.

The Sternbergia bulbs I’ve seen 
in catalogs are quite expensive, so you 
might look for a friend who has some to 
share. They will soon provide you with 
enough bulbs to pass along the favor.

Flowers to Beat the Heat and the Critters
Claire Stuart

Some of the merchandise available at Raw EarthJustin Oldenburg and Kristen Riek of Raw Earth 
Organics Store

PHOTOS BY CHRISTOPHER ROBINSON

SternbergiaBalloon flowers

Creeping zinnias
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Ar tworks
Doug Kinnett

Healing With Primitive Expressionism
Nan Broadhurst

Doug Kinnett has switched 
directions in his painting 
style many times, always 

adjusting to the slings and arrows 
that life has thrown his way. Thus, 
his art has become a barometer 
for his rich inner life, reflecting 
the memories and high spirits that 
define him.

Kinnett spent his earliest years 
in Indiana. His father’s career was 
in the army, serving in World War 
II, Korea, and Vietnam. He was 
also a mathematician, instrumental 
in the military’s transition to early 
computers. His mother, an Oberlin 
graduate, was an accomplished 
violinist and published writer. 
The family spent their summers 
visiting Kinnett’s grandparents in 
Bloomington, Ind., near Indiana 
University, his father’s alma mater. 
The house was small and crowded, 
encouraging the boy to spend many 
hours outside in his grandmother’s 
beautiful garden—to this day a 
subject of his dreams and a source 
of inspiration. When he was old 
enough, he would wander into the 
university campus, hanging out  
in the art studios—a harbinger  
of future times spent in art and  
academia.

The family lived in the 
Hampton, Va., area when Kinnett 
was a teenager. In spite of being  
surrounded by the “Tidewater mili-
tary-industrial complex,” he opted 
to study secondary art education at 
what was then Shepherd College, 
with concentrations in painting 

and art history. He graduated cum 
laude and received the Outstanding 
Graduating Senior award.

Facing a society with few jobs 
in education, Kinnett decided to stay 
in school. He earned his masters in 
art from West Virginia University 
and another masters in educa-
tional administration at Marshall 
University in Charleston, W.Va.

Briefly, between degrees, 
Kinnett did succeed in finding a 
job he loved. He was the art teacher 
for the public elementary schools 
in Mason City, Iowa. (Mason City 
was the model for River City in The 
Music Man.) He taught 1,100 stu-
dents, constantly racing from school 
to school in his Plymouth Fury full 
of art supplies. It was great fun, but 
totally exhausting. At this point, the 
job market in education was still 
bleak, so Kinnett decided to take 
the less stressful path of pursuing a 
doctorate. He proceeded to Illinois 
State University, where he received 
his doctorate in art education.

While teaching Mason City stu-
dents in the daytime, Kinnett did his 
own paintings at night, sometimes 
with models, in an unused municipal 
building. At that time he was into 
realistic expressionism with figures 
and landscapes in oil. Some years 
later, when the building burned 
down along with all his paintings of 
that era, he switched directions and 
never looked back. The only paint-
ing that remains of that time is his 
self-portrait (right).

Finally, Kinnett pursued a 
career teaching art, first to high 
schoolers at a college prep board-
ing school, then moving on to 
university level at Eastern Illinois 
State University in Charleston, Ill.; 
Wichita State University in Wichita, 
Kan.; and finally Shepherd College 
here in Shepherdstown. During 
this time, he always continued to 
do his own art. He experimented 
with many styles, including large 
abstract expressionist oils on canvas 
and multicolored woodcut prints. In 
1987, he cleaned up his neighbor-

hood by collecting junk to put into 
collages. At Shepherd he worked 
exclusively as a printmaker.

Kinnett met his wife, Karen, 
in Wichita. At that time, he was a 
divorced father with sole custody 
of his four-year-old son, Dylan. 
After Kinnett accepted the posi-
tion at Shepherd, he and Karen 
were married and the family moved 
to a house next to Shepherdstown 
Elementary School.

Karen is a certified public 
accountant, an award-winning 
golfer, and an enthusiastic supporter 
of Doug’s art. She adopted Dylan, 
who grew up in Shepherdstown 
displaying his own creative streak. 
Dylan showed an early talent for 
writing, and produced a zine in 
high school called Apocalypse 
Playground. He now edits the lit-
erary journal Infinity’s Kitchen, 
and works as an arts writer for 
Baltimore’s Walters Art Museum.

Karen and Doug have moved 
to a gorgeous new home, cus-
tom designed by Shepherdstown 
resident and D.C.-based architect 
David Kemnitzer, which they built 
themselves. It is ideally adapted to 
do art, display art, and host large 
gatherings; it has high ceilings, and 
touches of Kinnett’s art are every-
where—even on the roof.

Kinnett was at Shepherd 
College for 10 years, starting as 
assistant professor, and ending up as 
a tenured professor and coordinator 
of art education. He began to have 
some strange physical symptoms, 
and was eventually diagnosed with 
fibromyalgia, chronic fatigue syn-
drome, and neurally mediated hypo-
tension. Each alone is debilitating. 
All three resulted in incapacitating 
pain and fatigue that made his work 
untenable. He required too much 
assistance from colleagues and felt 
that it wasn’t fair to them or to his 
students. So he left Shepherd on dis-
ability, ending his teaching career.

Coping with this loss was 
extremely difficult for Kinnett, 
resulting in depression and extreme 

The Cabin: Snow
Sharp against glass which weaves its own design, early
snow shapes and scatters the birds reckless
at the feeder—goodwives at gossip: the downies at
suet, blue jay circling international flight patterns,

titmice and cardinal, finch, sparrow and wren move
just beyond a window filled with cactus and ivies:
a culture shock of desert and snow, white
on white

except 
where tiny crowsfeet etch arrivals and departures.

I think of all of the arrivals and departures this room has known.
The doorway, smooth as stone,
forms a downhill path, and pine boards, white on white,
form a sort of floor and storage place

for the snow circling at the door.

We play the drama out, you and I—you to the lake
to gather firewood, to celebrate this first snow—
we come together—and I
to window and rocking chair: the goodwife at
gossip….

I am struck by the silence that is left
where your coat was hanging.

In Season

That man hunts the deer during its
mating season displays his deathly unconsciousness,
his absence of vision.  —Stephen Levine, Planet Steward
 
Something that Delilah would have known, known
from past seasons, that man hunts best
the deer in its mating season, that horns locked

like trees in a high wind, pitching battle for place,
hear no horn, that flesh, swollen in rut
and driven in pain, knows no gun. The deeryards are empty:

the does are not at home; only a nearby stand of pine
moves sometimes at night above their small hooves. Guns
commence like slamming doors, crack like trees

crack in the high winds—crack in ice storms—crack
like horns locked in pitched battle for place, crack
like the stones under the stag’s hoof, crack like the tearing

of antlered bone, until willed blood and horn shed
furnish food for the land as felled flesh
feeds the leeching mouth, as blood comforts the hunter.

Now in the hungry forest where leaf becomes earth’s meat,
where trees stand stilled like dry-kill laked by fresh snows,
the mountain garners weather, and herds, hunted, move

silent as breath in the frozen air.

Snow Bird
Bandit. Late evening, in the bush beyond the back door
you were spotted long before I heard your song. Plump, black-
tailed, white-spotted, robin-headed, size of a blue
jay, bird not to be found in a bird book. Months later

your country counterpart perching on a mailbox
where we stared each other down, I added to the life-list:
“Bird, uncharted. Belly down: white. Tail: black
with white. Masked. A black hood. Backyard and

country birding; I unflinching, it flinched, took to the wooded
cloister of a working pine. Not waxwing, nor kingbird,
nor flycatcher; flycatcher-winged. Hooded.” Hooded. Today’s
snow brings unsure company to an untried feeder: sparrow

and chickadee crow, then scatter. The cat, tail twitching, inches up
to the window, a clear-cut case of cabin fever, hunkering. In the bush
beyond the back door the white-chested bird sings, its breast as white
as this snow that falls four inches in an hour. I scatter seed

in the snow, and thawing, the birds attend the flow of sunflower seed,
of corn, of pre-packaged bird feed. Slow. Sentinel, the white-
chested bird preens, reads meaning in the dead leaves, translates
claw print’s hieroglyph, transcribes messages left

by a starveling’s wing. A writing bird perhaps? Poet bird? It sings
a spring song, warbles a tune turned marble. Trills. Thaws itself
above the snow against a black tree limb beneath gunmetal skies. Shy
or sly? Well, sentient. Patrols. Does guard duty. Belies its harsh

beauty. And now the bird book springs the name: loggerhead.
Shrike. Hawk-hungry, it feeds on mice, on voles, on insects, on
small birds. Which explains the blood on the snow beyond my door.
Bandit. Butcherbird. Hawk-winged thief. Horus-headed hunter,

hoverer, with bow in beak. All that sharp white contrives to hide
a beauty that kills, spills kin blood, in snow’s own Auschwitz,
in winter’s concentration. And all the small birds attend a random
hunger-strike, ritual: abandon snow. Bandit. Butcherbird. Heir

apparent to the House of Krupp, clean mugger, thornbird. What wild
will impels, what old wound fills, festers, thrives, lives, what rage
haggles, what old wind’s thrust impales the artful hunter? Hours
later, reporting for evening patrol, the bird still struts from tree

to tree, Preens. Below, sparrow torn to shreds reddens a resting rose-
bush, unrelenting. All’s hushed, still. Then some afterthought requires
that the old sun hang at twilight, harrowing the sky, until
like an eye gone bad it bleeds, impaled skillfully on the barbed wire

of night, its stain spreading in the snow. Now night and the bird
stalk. Down-warmed I slip unharmed into unarmed sleep swept clean
by angel-wings. Near fields where unwary birds flock just beyond
the shock of claws, where small winds cry, you and I roost among hawks.

Muster
Calling it a poem
doesn’t make it
a poem. Rhymed

or unrhymed, sentences
that begin
with

Capitals can begin
capital punishment,
not begin

a poem. Just because
the lady says
it is a poem

or because
it lines up stiff
for morning inspection

shoes shined,
collar ironed,
gun

in apple-pie order,
and the bed made
hospital-cornered,

doesn’t mean it musters.
Scar tissue
is

but it is not enough.
If the bed makes
rough

perhaps the poet
should lie in it.
Lines long AWOL

should spend
a credible night
cooling 

in the slammer.
It’s not
the rumors of war

but war itself
brings the crowd
running.

Georgia Lee McElhaney, poet laureate of Shepherdstown, is a former editor of Pivot literary 
magazine and cofounder of the Bookend Poets workshop now in its fourth decade. For 17 years  
she has edited “In Good Company,” the poetry page of the Shepherdstown Chronicle newspaper.
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discouragement. He turned his attention to his art, and again 
he made a huge shift in style and process. Printmaking was 
no longer physically feasible, and so he returned to painting. 
But this time it took a whole new direction.

To cope with his dispirited mental state, Kinnett began 
to experiment with simple primitive shapes and bright 
colors in spontaneous ways. He began to produce cheerful 
and uplifting works that brought nourishment to his soul. 
He created a series of floral paintings that were actually 
sophisticated experiments with color. He called this series 
“Summer of ’69,” and continued variations on this theme 
for 12 to 15 years. He also bought a kiln and produced col-
orful tiles that adorned furniture and other areas in private 
homes. This new direction had miraculous results. Though 
there is no cure for the physical ailments that beset him, 
his healing spirit affects everything else. He is stronger, 
more cheerful, more enthusiastic, and more able to cope 
with life in general.

It was early in this stage of his recovery that Manna 
Machine Studio was conceived. The manna God gave to 

the Israelites in the desert was a metaphor for the marvel 
of Kinnett’s art that nourished his spirit. In searching the 
Internet for information on this mystical plant, they found 
a farfetched article referring to a manna machine created 
by aliens that may have supplied the sustenance. They 
enjoyed the contrast of the ethereal manna and the con-
crete, industrial nature of a machine. Integration of organic 
and geometric shapes is integral in much of modern art 
and infuses Kinnett’s art specifically. It can also represent 
the juxtaposition of creative energy with the business 
endeavor of the studio gallery itself, so Manna Machine 
Studio was born.

Recently Kinnett’s artwork has taken another big 
shift. He has become more “urban”—responding to his 
experiences at a friend’s condo in D.C. Paintings in the 
“Georgetown Series” are geometric abstract landscapes, 
reflecting his excitement in encountering the charming 
diversity of architecture in that area of the city. Kinnett 
always works from his imagination. When he creates a 
landscape of a certain place, he works with colors, shapes 

and relationships from his memory, creating lively impres-
sions of being immersed in the location. He uses collage, 
and lately, watercolor studies, to plan his paintings before 
executing them in acrylic (undercoating) and oil.

Kinnett’s art has appeared in the shows featured with 
the Contemporary American Theater Festival, held in 
Shepherdstown each July. He participates in the Over the 
Mountain Studio Tour, held in the Eastern Panhandle every 
November, and is often juried into the Cumberland Valley 
Art Show, in Hagerstown in the spring. He has artwork in 
several local galleries and venues, including the Washington 
Street Gallery in Charles Town, the Queen Street Gallery 
in Martinsburg, and the Delaplaine Art Center in Frederick, 
Md. He welcomes commissions, orders for reproductions, 
and comments about his art. He can be contacted through his 
website, where his art can be seen: www.mannamachine.com.

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer and artist 
living in Shepherdstown and learning to be grateful 
for all life’s lessons. GEORGETOWN SERIES AND SELF PORTRAIT SUPPLIED BY ARTIST, OTHERS BY NAN BROADHURST
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Ar tworks
Doug Kinnett

Healing With Primitive Expressionism
Nan Broadhurst

Doug Kinnett has switched 
directions in his painting 
style many times, always 

adjusting to the slings and arrows 
that life has thrown his way. Thus, 
his art has become a barometer 
for his rich inner life, reflecting 
the memories and high spirits that 
define him.

Kinnett spent his earliest years 
in Indiana. His father’s career was 
in the army, serving in World War 
II, Korea, and Vietnam. He was 
also a mathematician, instrumental 
in the military’s transition to early 
computers. His mother, an Oberlin 
graduate, was an accomplished 
violinist and published writer. 
The family spent their summers 
visiting Kinnett’s grandparents in 
Bloomington, Ind., near Indiana 
University, his father’s alma mater. 
The house was small and crowded, 
encouraging the boy to spend many 
hours outside in his grandmother’s 
beautiful garden—to this day a 
subject of his dreams and a source 
of inspiration. When he was old 
enough, he would wander into the 
university campus, hanging out  
in the art studios—a harbinger  
of future times spent in art and  
academia.

The family lived in the 
Hampton, Va., area when Kinnett 
was a teenager. In spite of being  
surrounded by the “Tidewater mili-
tary-industrial complex,” he opted 
to study secondary art education at 
what was then Shepherd College, 
with concentrations in painting 

and art history. He graduated cum 
laude and received the Outstanding 
Graduating Senior award.

Facing a society with few jobs 
in education, Kinnett decided to stay 
in school. He earned his masters in 
art from West Virginia University 
and another masters in educa-
tional administration at Marshall 
University in Charleston, W.Va.

Briefly, between degrees, 
Kinnett did succeed in finding a 
job he loved. He was the art teacher 
for the public elementary schools 
in Mason City, Iowa. (Mason City 
was the model for River City in The 
Music Man.) He taught 1,100 stu-
dents, constantly racing from school 
to school in his Plymouth Fury full 
of art supplies. It was great fun, but 
totally exhausting. At this point, the 
job market in education was still 
bleak, so Kinnett decided to take 
the less stressful path of pursuing a 
doctorate. He proceeded to Illinois 
State University, where he received 
his doctorate in art education.

While teaching Mason City stu-
dents in the daytime, Kinnett did his 
own paintings at night, sometimes 
with models, in an unused municipal 
building. At that time he was into 
realistic expressionism with figures 
and landscapes in oil. Some years 
later, when the building burned 
down along with all his paintings of 
that era, he switched directions and 
never looked back. The only paint-
ing that remains of that time is his 
self-portrait (right).

Finally, Kinnett pursued a 
career teaching art, first to high 
schoolers at a college prep board-
ing school, then moving on to 
university level at Eastern Illinois 
State University in Charleston, Ill.; 
Wichita State University in Wichita, 
Kan.; and finally Shepherd College 
here in Shepherdstown. During 
this time, he always continued to 
do his own art. He experimented 
with many styles, including large 
abstract expressionist oils on canvas 
and multicolored woodcut prints. In 
1987, he cleaned up his neighbor-

hood by collecting junk to put into 
collages. At Shepherd he worked 
exclusively as a printmaker.

Kinnett met his wife, Karen, 
in Wichita. At that time, he was a 
divorced father with sole custody 
of his four-year-old son, Dylan. 
After Kinnett accepted the posi-
tion at Shepherd, he and Karen 
were married and the family moved 
to a house next to Shepherdstown 
Elementary School.

Karen is a certified public 
accountant, an award-winning 
golfer, and an enthusiastic supporter 
of Doug’s art. She adopted Dylan, 
who grew up in Shepherdstown 
displaying his own creative streak. 
Dylan showed an early talent for 
writing, and produced a zine in 
high school called Apocalypse 
Playground. He now edits the lit-
erary journal Infinity’s Kitchen, 
and works as an arts writer for 
Baltimore’s Walters Art Museum.

Karen and Doug have moved 
to a gorgeous new home, cus-
tom designed by Shepherdstown 
resident and D.C.-based architect 
David Kemnitzer, which they built 
themselves. It is ideally adapted to 
do art, display art, and host large 
gatherings; it has high ceilings, and 
touches of Kinnett’s art are every-
where—even on the roof.

Kinnett was at Shepherd 
College for 10 years, starting as 
assistant professor, and ending up as 
a tenured professor and coordinator 
of art education. He began to have 
some strange physical symptoms, 
and was eventually diagnosed with 
fibromyalgia, chronic fatigue syn-
drome, and neurally mediated hypo-
tension. Each alone is debilitating. 
All three resulted in incapacitating 
pain and fatigue that made his work 
untenable. He required too much 
assistance from colleagues and felt 
that it wasn’t fair to them or to his 
students. So he left Shepherd on dis-
ability, ending his teaching career.

Coping with this loss was 
extremely difficult for Kinnett, 
resulting in depression and extreme 
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Now in the hungry forest where leaf becomes earth’s meat,
where trees stand stilled like dry-kill laked by fresh snows,
the mountain garners weather, and herds, hunted, move

silent as breath in the frozen air.
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Bandit. Late evening, in the bush beyond the back door
you were spotted long before I heard your song. Plump, black-
tailed, white-spotted, robin-headed, size of a blue
jay, bird not to be found in a bird book. Months later

your country counterpart perching on a mailbox
where we stared each other down, I added to the life-list:
“Bird, uncharted. Belly down: white. Tail: black
with white. Masked. A black hood. Backyard and

country birding; I unflinching, it flinched, took to the wooded
cloister of a working pine. Not waxwing, nor kingbird,
nor flycatcher; flycatcher-winged. Hooded.” Hooded. Today’s
snow brings unsure company to an untried feeder: sparrow

and chickadee crow, then scatter. The cat, tail twitching, inches up
to the window, a clear-cut case of cabin fever, hunkering. In the bush
beyond the back door the white-chested bird sings, its breast as white
as this snow that falls four inches in an hour. I scatter seed

in the snow, and thawing, the birds attend the flow of sunflower seed,
of corn, of pre-packaged bird feed. Slow. Sentinel, the white-
chested bird preens, reads meaning in the dead leaves, translates
claw print’s hieroglyph, transcribes messages left

by a starveling’s wing. A writing bird perhaps? Poet bird? It sings
a spring song, warbles a tune turned marble. Trills. Thaws itself
above the snow against a black tree limb beneath gunmetal skies. Shy
or sly? Well, sentient. Patrols. Does guard duty. Belies its harsh

beauty. And now the bird book springs the name: loggerhead.
Shrike. Hawk-hungry, it feeds on mice, on voles, on insects, on
small birds. Which explains the blood on the snow beyond my door.
Bandit. Butcherbird. Hawk-winged thief. Horus-headed hunter,

hoverer, with bow in beak. All that sharp white contrives to hide
a beauty that kills, spills kin blood, in snow’s own Auschwitz,
in winter’s concentration. And all the small birds attend a random
hunger-strike, ritual: abandon snow. Bandit. Butcherbird. Heir

apparent to the House of Krupp, clean mugger, thornbird. What wild
will impels, what old wound fills, festers, thrives, lives, what rage
haggles, what old wind’s thrust impales the artful hunter? Hours
later, reporting for evening patrol, the bird still struts from tree

to tree, Preens. Below, sparrow torn to shreds reddens a resting rose-
bush, unrelenting. All’s hushed, still. Then some afterthought requires
that the old sun hang at twilight, harrowing the sky, until
like an eye gone bad it bleeds, impaled skillfully on the barbed wire

of night, its stain spreading in the snow. Now night and the bird
stalk. Down-warmed I slip unharmed into unarmed sleep swept clean
by angel-wings. Near fields where unwary birds flock just beyond
the shock of claws, where small winds cry, you and I roost among hawks.
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Because I live in Shepherdstown, 
many people make assumptions 
about who I am and how I live 

my life, and often they are correct. I do 
like to eat granola; I do worry about 
my carbon footprint; I do read a lot of 
books; I do vote Democratic. I love to 
eat fresh veggies and cook with whole 
grains; I like to shop in health food 
stores. However, for many years the 
colorful denizens of our fair town have 
been forced to drive many miles to buy 
healthy goodies and magic beans from 
shops far afield. It’s really hard to be a 
paragon of greenness whilst puttering 
your gas guzzler across state lines to buy 
cereal. I believe that the gods of modern 
commerce have finally answered the 
thousands of pagan prayers muttered in 
hushed garlic-scented tones about the 
lack of decent grocery shopping opportu-
nities in Shepherdstown.

On a beautiful fall day, with a golden 
Indian summer sun shining off the few 
colorful leaves still clinging to the tall 
trees, I sauntered down the street to the 
home of Raw Earth Organics. Nestled in 
a sweet spot at 125 West German Street 
between the Press Room and Mellow 
Moods, the shop is clean, cozy and bright. 
I bought a brace of soy lattes from my 
favorite coffee nazi at the Lost Dog and 

settled into the quaint little courtyard of 
what used to be Ricco’s jewelry gallery.

Raw Earth Organics is the brain-
child of local lass Kristen Riek and her 
fiancé Justin Oldenburg. We sipped our 
soy under the overhanging boughs of 
bamboo with photographer Seth Freeman 
and Riek’s ultracute wolf puppy, Eelu, 
before surveying the space. The first 
thing you notice when you walk in is 
the wonderful woodwork forming the 
counters and shelves. Oldenburg has out-
done himself, milling and finishing all 
the locally sourced timber into a smooth 
display that looks as if it has grown out 
of the walls naturally. Oldenburg came 
to Shepherdstown in 1996 to attend the 
university and has spent the years since 
his graduation working on restoration and 
renovation projects around town and trav-
eling extensively. If we’re lucky, in the 
near future he will be selling some of his 
beautiful custom furniture in the space.

Riek grew up in Charles Town and 
then attended Shepherd University. Her 
passion for organic and raw food began 
early and culminated with a degree in 
natural science from the Institute of 
Integrated Nutrition, through Columbia 
University, in New York. She is a bright 
and cheerful presence behind the counter, 
handling nuts and bolts of the business, 

while Oldenburg’s calm 
and steady demeanor 
keeps everything run-
ning smoothly.

The focus of the 
shop is to provide those 
staples that no good 
earth mother or tree-
hugging hippie can live 
without, while reserv-
ing much of the floor 
space for local produce, 
products, artwork, and 
crafts. So far there are 
many local vendors rep-
resented and I’m sure 
many more to come in 
the near future. There 
will be meat and eggs 
from Tudor Hall Farm, 
herbs and medicinal 
products from Peace 
in the Valley Farm 
and Amanda Collins, 
venison from Schaffer 
Farms, upcycled fash-

ions and jewelry from For the Love of 
Rose, meat alternatives from Twin Oaks 
Farms, fresh produce from Claymont, 
silly hats and silky scarves form Emily 
Vaughn, and hot soups and bread from 
Greg Lacerda. They will also be offering 
some selections of fine art from yours 
truly and other talented local artists, while 
their neighbor Annie Carver is working on 
a cookbook featuring ingredients from the 
shop.

The great thing about a local store is 
the service, and I believe these crazy kids 
have a good notion about how to give peo-
ple what they want and, more important, 
what they need to stay active and healthy. 
Riek knows her stuff about nutrition and 
is committed to helping all her custom-
ers find their perfect fuel. There will be a 
range of food offerings designed around 
dietary restrictions and food allergies, 
and she will special order those goodies 
that you normally have to travel to find. 
Running a business by yourself is often a 
frustrating and challenging endeavor, but 
by allowing many talented local people to 
become a part of their commercial venture 
I think Riek and Oldenburg have found a 
nice balance and have already given the 
place a life of its own.

The really interesting thing about 
this shop and how it came about was 

the speed and clarity with which it grew 
from the spark of an idea in Riek’s 
head into a brick-and-mortar reality. 
Sometimes everything is in just the right 
time and place, the stars align, and a pat-
tern emerges from the chaos of the night 
sky into a brilliant constellation. Tired 
of making the pilgrimage to Common 
Market every week, Riek started asking 
around about opening a health food shop, 
and everyone around her responded with 
positive, heartfelt reactions. They started 
a Facebook page and were inundated with 
special requests for hard-to-find foods 
and cosmetics. They approached Ricco 
about using the space and he thought it 
was a wonderful idea. Everything started 
rolling fast, and Riek dove head first 
into the world of business licensing, 
QuickBooks, and inventory programs. 
Their friend Keith Daily devoted many 
hours of his time and effort helping to fix 
up the store. Their orders started pouring 
in and the shelves were filling up with 
healthy num-nums, secretive soaps, and 
special spices. Sourcing products locally 
from many small outlets is a process for 
the patient, but well worth the effort.

This business seems to have sprung 
up naturally out of the desire and hard 
work of many local souls, growing 
organically into a familiar and comfort-
ing shape—the shape of grandma’s pan-
try or a well-tended backyard garden. I 
know I have wished for many years for 
just such a spot, and I hope you will join 
me in helping to make it work. We have 
many shops with gifts for the tourists and 
expensive gourmet goodies that are great 
for holiday splurges, but this store is for 
everyday goodness, good eats, good art, 
and good friends. By the time this article 
comes out, the shop should be open and 
hopping, and you should head over there 
and see what they have to offer. Who 
knows, you might get to spend several 
fewer hours of your life stuck in traffic 
trying to find good food, and more time 
laughing, eating, and dancing with your 
friends and family.

Christopher Robinson is a local artist 
and writer. He can usually be found loi-
tering around the coffee shop or harass-
ing the vendors at the farmer’s market.

Raw Earth Organics
Christopher Robinson

Local Color

This past summer’s soaring tem-
peratures and lack of rain took a 
tremendous toll on flower gardens. 

Faced with the reality of water shortages 
and wells running dry, many garden-
ers simply had to stand by and watch 
their precious flowers wither and die. 
Considering the possibility of more such 
summers in the future, gardeners need to 
find plants that can provide color while 
withstanding dry soil and blistering sun.

Many of my summer annuals and 
perennials were completely lost, while 
others barely scraped by, with miserable, 
scraggly foliage and undersize, bleached-
out blooms. I rationed water to my favorite 
garden, but I decided to abandon one gar-
den that showed no life except for a lone, 
aged balloon flower. I had more elsewhere, 
so I left it on its own. To my amazement, it 
survived in the abandoned garden, spread-
ing its bright blue petals atop stems that 
reached a height of over four feet.

Balloon flowers (Platycodon gran-
difloris), sometimes called Chinese 
bellflowers, have to be among the 
most reliable and rewarding perenni-
als. Removing spent flowers keeps them 
blooming constantly all summer long, up 
until frost. Their showy, five-petaled, star-
shaped blooms are two to three inches 
across. Blue is the most common color, 
but they are also available in pink and 
white. Their common name comes from 
their large, puffy buds shaped like hot air 
balloons.

The long, straight stems reach a 
height of about three feet (and I have 
seen them reach even higher) in compact 
clumps about a foot wide. Narrow, shiny, 
dark-green leaves, one to three inches 
long with toothed edges, grow up the 
stem. In fall, the leaves turn brilliant yel-
low, gold, and purple.

Balloon flowers are hardy in zones 3 
through 8. (We are in zone 6.) They pre-
fer full sun but will grow in partial shade, 
although they will probably need to be 
staked. They will grow in just about any 
soil, as long as it isn’t too wet, and they 
laugh at drought and blasting heat. They 
are well behaved, staying in their spots 
without crowding out other flowers. They 
have few insect or disease problems and 
are attractive to butterflies and bees.

Balloon flowers are striking in the 
garden when grown next to orange, red, 
or yellow floral neighbors. They make 
excellent cut flowers, but the stems 
should be seared after cutting. In fall, 
their colorful leaves are lovely addi-
tions to autumn bouquets. They are a fun 

flower for children because large buds 
can be popped open without harming the 
blooms. Along with snapdragons, they 
are great for getting kids interested in 
gardening.

Long taproots make balloon flowers 
difficult to divide, but they grow easily 
from seed. Seeds need light to germinate, 
so they should be left uncovered. You 
can seed them directly in the garden in 
spring just after the last frost or in sum-
mer about two months before the first 
fall frost. Or, you can start them indoors 
six to eight weeks before the last spring 
frost is expected. Summer-seeded plants 
should bloom the next year.

Several dwarf cultivars are avail-
able. They are just as hardy, beautiful, 
and easy to grow as their taller relatives, 
and most have full-size flowers. The Fuji 
series are 18 to 24 inches tall and come 
in blue, white, and pink. The Sentimental 
series are even shorter, just six to eight 
inches, and they come in blue and white. 
Sentimental Blue is considered the best 
of the dwarf blues. Fairy Snow is a 
dwarf white with blue veins and smaller 
blooms.

Balloon flowers are very late to 
emerge in spring, appearing just about 
the time when you have given up on 
them. For that reason, you should mark 
them with a stake or leave some long 
stems on them instead of cutting them all 
the way back in fall.

Narrowleaf or creeping zinnia, 
Zinnia angustifolia, is a tough little 
annual that can withstand anything that 
nature tosses its way. Unlike its large, 
showy, colorful cousins, it grows only 
four to 12 inches high, depending on 
cultivar, and comes in only three colors, 
white, orange and yellow. However, it 

makes up for that by blooming profusely 
from summer until frost.

Creeping zinnias are great for bor-
ders, rock gardens, and containers. They 
produce masses of single flowers about 
an inch across, resembling tiny daisies, 
on bushy, spreading plants, and they do 
not need to be deadheaded to keep them 
blooming.

They love full sun and do not fade in 
strong sunlight as some large zinnias do, 
and they are extremely drought resistant. 
While the large zinnias are susceptible 
to powdery mildew, leaf spots, and other 
diseases in humid weather, creeping zin-
nias are extremely disease resistant. That 
makes the creeping zinnia one of the few 
annuals that is dependable in both wet 
and dry conditions.

Cultivars include the Classic series 
and the Crystal series. Someone gave 
me a couple of cell packs of overgrown 
Crystal White and Crystal Gold this year, 
so I just shoved them into the ground 
to put them somewhere. It was a small, 
miserable site with dry, shaley soil where 
nothing ever grows except some very 
hardy weeds. I expected them to be dead 
in a week. To my surprise, they perked up 
and grew like crazy, blanketing the spot 
with flowers.

Several years ago, someone gave me 
some bulbs that she identified as “fall 
crocuses.” I’d never heard of a fall crocus, 
but I stuck them in the ground and forgot 
about them. The following Labor Day, 
I was amazed to see beautiful, brilliant-
yellow crocuslike blooms popping out of 
my lawn.

The first hint that they were not cro-
cuses at all was the fact that they even 
survived. Where I live, the mice, rabbits, 
and squirrels (or whatever is doing it) 

make short work of crocuses and tulips. 
The only bulbs they don’t eat are daf-
fodils.

I learned that my flowers are 
Sternbergia lutea, also sometimes called 
fall daffodils or lilies of the field. They 
are not crocuses, lilies, or daffodils but 
rather members of the amaryllis family.

They bloom reliably for several 
weeks, starting in early September, and 
the flowers are followed by thin, dark-
green leaves that last through winter. 
They are beautiful in borders or natural-
ized. Rodents avoid the bulbs, which 
multiply rapidly.

The Sternbergia bulbs I’ve seen 
in catalogs are quite expensive, so you 
might look for a friend who has some to 
share. They will soon provide you with 
enough bulbs to pass along the favor.

Flowers to Beat the Heat and the Critters
Claire Stuart

Some of the merchandise available at Raw EarthJustin Oldenburg and Kristen Riek of Raw Earth 
Organics Store

PHOTOS BY CHRISTOPHER ROBINSON

SternbergiaBalloon flowers

Creeping zinnias
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“Harmony creates health, 
health creates peace of 
mind, and peace of mind 

gives you a healthy glow,” quotes Chrissy 
Lewin, owner and esthetician at Lotus 
Skincare and Wellness. This seemingly 
simple explanation from Pratima Raichur, 
a New York skincare consultant and 
author, best summarizes the philosophy 
and practice of one of Shepherdstown’s 
newest businesses. “We provide a relax-
ing, customized treatment that focuses on 
balancing mind, body and spirit, believ-
ing that inner beauty and health reflect on 
how you look on the outside.”

Christina Marstiller Lewin, who is 
originally from Charles Town and now 
lives in Martinsburg, graduated from 
Shepherd University with a major in 
communication and a minor in journal-
ism. Her first jobs were in marketing 
and outside sales, but it wasn’t until 
she landed as a receptionist at The Skin 
Care Shop on German Street that Lewin 
knew what she really wanted to do with 
her life. With advice and encouragement 
from the store owner and from coworker 
Chelsea Eyler, she enrolled at Von Lee 
International School of Aesthetics in 
Pikesville, Md. After more then 600 
rigorous hours of academic and clinical 
study, she earned a certificate in esthetics 
and make-up.

Five years and much experience 
later, when The Skin Care Shop decided 
to scale back its services, Lewin decided 
that she wanted to take the inevitable next 
step of buying her own business. She 
loved Shepherdstown and what she could 
do for her clients, so with the support of 
close friend and fellow esthetician Eyler, 
the two women created Lotus. In June 
2010, the business opened its doors on 
the second floor of a building at 121 W. 
German Street. With their unique signa-

ture touches and understanding of busi-
ness needs, they transformed the space 
into a warm, inviting, immaculately clean 
and well-designed interior with treatment, 
rooms leading to an outdoor garden and 
patio.

Chelsea Eyler is another Von Lee 
graduate and Lewin’s alter ego in matt-
ers both personal and professional. She 
grew up in Frederick, Md., and currently 
lives in Myersville. As the other estheti-
cian on staff, Eyler is credited with being 
instrumental in helping Lewin to set up 
the business.

The two energetic, efficient young 
mothers work in tandem so that they can 
have productive careers and happy fami-
lies. Scheduling by appointment only, 
Lewin sees clients 24 hours each week, 
and Eyler handles 30 hours over two 
days. They maximize the space by work-
ing on alternate days, taking care of busi-
ness over the vitally important cell phone 
and handling preparation and cleanup 
almost seamlessly when assisting clients 
together.

Several other factors go into the for-
mula for success. Each of the women has 
her own “mom on duty” to oversee child-
care responsibilities. Jeanette Marstiller 
cares for her 15-month-old granddaughter, 
Juliete Lewin, and grandson, David Lewin, 
six and a half years old. The twin girls that 
Lewin and her husband are expecting in 
March will also become her charges. 
Eyler’s mom, Stacy Eyler, looks after 
three-year-old Quincy.

The men in their lives, Aaron Lewin 
and Michael Calloway, are enthusiastic-
ally recognized for all the moral support  
and physical labor that went into the 
making of the business. “Without their 
repeatedly encouraging us to go for it 
and letting us know they had our backs, 
we couldn’t have done it,” both women 
added appreciatively. Business and 
fun are often combined when the two 
families go on outings and plan meals 
together.

Lotus Skincare and Wellness oper-
ates on the premise that one’s diet, 
lifestyle, exercise routine, and coping 
strategies all contribute to radiant healthy 
skin. Our largest organ of absorption, 
the skin, “eats” whatever you put on it 
and reflects whatever you have going 
on inside. The estheticians counsel their 
clients not to use anything on their skin 
that they wouldn’t eat. Clients must also 
complete an extensive questionnaire so 
the estheticians can learn about other  
relevant aspects of their lives.

Lotus only uses 
and sells organic 
products, never uses 
synthetic materials, and 
specializes in ayurvedic 
beauty treatments. 
Ayurvedic beauty care 
is based on an ancient 
healing system of plant 
oils and herbs originat-
ing in India. It is based 
on the postulate that 
broken links between 
mind and body must 
first be restored and 
balanced so that peace, 
good health, and happi-
ness can be achieved.

Lewin and Eyler recommend that 
clients come for a once-a-month skincare 
regime, since that follows the natural cell 
turnover rate. They express delight in 
being able to take care of women in the 
community and feel close to and look 
forward to seeing the clients they have 
gotten to know.

Lewin described the reciprocal 
energy flow that she receives during each 
customized treatment. “Estheticians are 
engaged in a very special career that 
allows for touching the faces of others. It 
is like caring for the soul,” she explained.

Reinforcing the notion of strong 
community and collaborative spirit, 
Lotus has forged connections with sev-
eral related practitioners and businesses 
in the area. Elijah Gateless of Mumon 
Tea developed a Lotus blend of tea and 
a detoxification and calming tincture or 
herbal supplement to aid in skin care. 
Mellow Moods Organic Café and Juice 
Bar designed a special mixture of cucum-
ber, apple, blueberry, and lime juices, 
dubbing it the “Lotus drink.”

The Thomas Shepherd Inn Bed and 
Breakfast will be offering a Retreat and 
Relaxation Package that includes yoga 
sessions, facials, and healthy treats. 
Hannah Kaufman, licensed massage ther-
apist; and Michelle DeStefano, a Reiki 
master, energy healer, and acupuncturist 
offer their services by appointment at 
Lotus’s German Street shop, reminding 
patrons and the general public of the inte-
grative, holistic approach to wellness that 
is at the center of this enterprise.

Lewin and Eyler expressed grati-
tude for all the support and positive 
feedback received in just their first six 
months of operation. They feel humbled 
and inspired by the response of town 
and community, knowing that business 

spreads most effectively by word of 
mouth. Plans are already in Lewin’s head 
for her next step. When the time is right 
and the space becomes available, she 
hopes to expand the number of treatment 
rooms, increase storage space, add more 
hours and maybe even provide other 
associated services. Look for current and 
future offerings, more information on 
products and services and hours of avail-
ability on the business’s website at www.
lotusofshepherdstown.com.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik, mother of four 
and grandmother of nine, is finally learn-
ing to love the skin she is in, including 
age spots, blemishes, wrinkles, and other 
unidentified objects.

Loving the Skin You’re In
A Look at Lotus

Wendy MopsikLost Worlds
The Most Interesting Environmental Films You’ve Never Seen

Mark Madison
Film lovers are sick people.

—Francois Truffaut

Last year at the end of the American 
Conservation Film Festival, I 
described the 10 best environmen-

tal films. I readily admit I am not much 
of a film critic, but I am an adequate his-
torian and have come across a number of 
fascinating films that, for various reasons, 
you probably have not seen. So here is a 
list of the most interesting environmental 
films you are not likely to see at the Red 
Box or local movie house, but are worth 
checking out if you can uncover them on 
YouTube or Netflix. So in chronological 
order:

In the Land of the Head Hunters 
(1914). This film would be hard to find 
for no other reason than its incredibly 
politically incorrect title. A bizarre mix of 
melodramatic fiction and actual depictions 
of vanished rituals, this film virtually dis-
appeared after its release; the only surviv-
ing print was recovered from a dumpster 
in 1947. This 1914 silent film predates 
Nanook of the North (often described as 
the first documentary film) and chronicles 
the life of the Kwakiutl Indians in British 
Columbia, Canada. The filmmaker and 
writer Edward Curtis had long been 
interested in American Indians and this 
was his first cinematic attempt to capture 
their world. The film poignantly depicts 
a number of tribal rituals including cer-
emonial dances that were actually banned 
by the Canadian government as part of 
a larger prohibition on potlatches. It was 
only lifted in 1951. Sometimes called In 
the Land of the War Canoes, the scenes of 
war canoes at sea and then landing as the 
Indians perform ceremonial dances are 
an eerie and moving reflection of a long 
gone era.

The Columbia (1942). In 1941 the 
unemployed Dust Bowl singer Woody 
Guthrie was hired for a month by the 
Department of Interior’s Bonneville Power 
Administration (BPA). The BPA wanted 

to produce a film promoting dams and 
cheap energy with a rural-sounding narra-
tor and balladeer. The 28-year-old Guthrie 
wrote 26 songs in 30 days, only a few of 
which were used in the film. One of them 
was “Roll on Columbia,” one of his more 
famous compositions and the official folk 
song of Washington state. The film was 
completed in 1942, but its release was 
delayed until 1949 by the onset of World 
War II. In 1953 the conservative secretary 
of interior Douglas McKay ordered all 
copies of the film destroyed when it was 
discovered the Guthrie had leftist leanings. 
At least three copies survived. The young 
Guthrie’s voice, chronicling the chal-
lenges of the Pacific Northwest, is a good 

match for a traditional 
depiction of a rapidly 
changing landscape. The 
images of bears, salmon, 
and humans all sharing 
this unique watershed 
was striking in its day. 
The film’s message, that 
dams are the best thing 
to happen to people and 

the environment, is sadly outdated, but 
the music remains as relevant as ever. The 
Department of Interior paid $10 a song 
for one of the best film soundtracks of all 
time. Although the film is pretty much 
unavailable (we have one copy at the 
National Conservation Training Center) 
the songs have enjoyed more longevity 
on the Woody Guthrie Columbia River 
Collection CD.

White Wilderness (1958). Our modern 
world of nature documentaries all go back 
to a surprising animated source: Bambi. 
To make what is argu-
ably the greatest ani-
mated film of all time, 
Disney brought live 
deer to his animation 
studio and purchased 
expensive wildlife foot-
age of actual woodland 
animals. After the great 
expense of Bambi 
(1941), which lost 
$1 million in its first 
year of release, Disney 
soon figured out that 
it would be cheaper 
to market the wildlife 
footage shot in the field 
rather than recreate it 
in animation. The result 

was a series of nature documentaries that 
largely created an audience for the type of 
charismatic critter film that still regularly 
wins academy awards (think March of the 
Penguins). The series included Seal Island 
(1948), Beaver Valley (1950), Nature’s 
Half Acre (1951), Water Birds (1952), 
Prowlers of the Everglades (1953), Bear 
Country (1953), The Vanishing Prairie 
(1954), African Lion (1955), Olympic 
Elk (1955), Secrets of Life (1956), White 
Wilderness (1958), and Jungle Cat (1960). 
There were 12 true-life adventures, half of 
which won Oscars, thereby largely defin-
ing the nature documentary for the next 
six decades. The series lived on in perpe-
tuity in school classrooms, The Wonderful 
World of Disney TV show, and on video. 
But one of these films, White Wilderness, 
has become notorious for going beyond 
the traditional Disney anthropomorphism 
and cinematic manipulations and descend-
ing into mass murder of little mammals.

At one point in the 72-minute docu-
mentary, a dramatic scene unfolds as a 
mob of lemmings commits suicide by cliff 
dive—the first (and last) time this leap 
of death was captured on film. Alas, for 
Disney, lemmings are not suicidal. In fact 
the entire film stretched the concept of 
“true life” to its breaking point. The film 
depicted wildlife in Alberta, Canada—a 
province, which has no native lemmings. 
A small number of lemmings were pur-
chased from Inuit children in Manitoba 
and then placed on a turntable to create 
the effect of a mass of rodents running 
in all directions. So far so good—some 
puking little mammals, but no real harm 
done. But then these presumably dizzy 

and deafened rodents 
were taken to a cliff 
and herded over the 
side so their “mass 
suicide” could be 
caught on film—all 
to the accompaniment 
of chirpy Disneyesque 
music. When the fak-
ery was later revealed, 
Disney relegated White 
Wilderness to the dust-
bin of undistributed 
movies, where they 
also hid Song of the 
South (with an exas-
peratingly contented 
slave, Uncle Remus) 
and Disney documen-

taries on the space program, narrated 
by former Nazi turned NASA employee 
Wernher Von Braun.

Keep America Beautiful Public 
Service Announcement (1971). The final 
film is a bit of a cheat. Better known 
as “The Crying Indian” commercial, 
many television viewers of a certain age 
have seen this one-minute public service 
announcement released on Earth Day 
1971. This short film follows an American 
Indian paddling a canoe through a pol-
luted stream and crying at the trash about 
his feet. The film abounds in ironies. The 
actor to cry the most famous tear in his-
tory was named Iron Eyes Cody. Near the 
end of his life Cody admitted he was not, 
in fact, Native American, but of Italian 
ancestry. And finally there is the irony that 
arguably the environmental film that had 
the greatest impact and elicited the stron-
gest emotions in the 20th century was a 
60-second commercial.

Some of these commercials, films, 
and scenes can still be unearthed at 
YouTube—the purgatory of the film 
world. But sadly none of the films are 
likely to be seen in their entirety on 
the big screen, as they were originally 
intended. Perhaps some could be worked 
into film festivals, like the American 
Conservation Film Festival, but, until then, 
they remain ghost stories, shadowy images 
never again to shine clearly in the projec-
tor’s light.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history, environmental ethics, and envi-
ronmental film at Shepherd University. 
He also is one of the founders of the 
American Conservation Film Festival.
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A new addition to the German Street landscape. Cozy seating and waiting area at Lotus Skincare and Wellness

Chelsea Eyler and Chrissy Lewin sit proudly 
outside of Lotus Skincare and Wellness, a new 
Shepherdstown business.

PHOTOS BY WENDY MOPSIK

All Creatures Great and Small
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Theatre teacher Steve Glendenning 
does not accept much, short of 
serious illness or death, as an 

excuse for students being unprepared. 
When a student arrived at a rehearsal 
without knowing his lines, Glendenning 
inquired, “Do you have a job after 
school?”

The student replied that he did not, 
and Glendenning stated flatly, “Then you 
had time to learn your lines.”

Glendenning takes it as a given that 
his students will be self-motivated. “I don’t 
continuously remind them to study their 
scripts,” he says. “I expect them to do it.”

This is Glendenning’s 15th year at 
Jefferson High School, where he was 
originally hired to teach science. He is 
certified to teach science, speech, and 
theatre. At Fairmont State College (now 
University), he did some performing but 
concentrated more on directing. “I’ve 
wanted to do theatre since college,” he 
says, and he has worked tirelessly over 
the years to build Jefferson High’s theatre 
program.

Last year, Glendenning taught one 
science class, but now he is enjoying 
teaching theatre all day. The theatre pro-
gram has around 115 students. It includes 
Introductory Theatre I; Theatre II, which 
deals with set building and technical 
work; and Theatre III–IV, Advanced 

Acting. The Advanced Acting students 
perform in all of the plays.

Most of the student actors are juniors 
and seniors, but there is a sprinkling of 
sophomores and even a few freshmen. 
Many stay in theatre all the way through 
their high school careers.

“They get in by auditioning,” 
Glendenning explains. “Some auditioned as 
eighth graders. Once they’ve been admitted, 
they can take the class every year.”

The theatre department puts on seven 
to nine productions each year, including 
two full-length productions, story-telling 
nights, and student-directed productions. 
Productions include more dramas than 
comedies, but works can range from 
Shakespeare to Neil Simon and even neo-
futurist. They do some musicals—they 
put on Wizard of Oz last June—but musi-
cals involve much more time and com-
plicated planning. Musical productions 
require participation by all of the school’s 
performing arts departments, including 
vocal, dance, and band. “It’s a good thing 
we all get along great,” Glendenning 
laughs.

Currently, there are 33 student 
actors, plus the required stage managers 
and production crews. There are more 
girls than boys. “This is a problem when 
we’re choosing plays to produce,” says 
Glendenning, “because it is hard to find 

plays for large female casts.” Fortunately, 
he notes that more boys are starting to 
participate in theatre. “We now have 
about 10 or 11 boys.”

This past fall, Jefferson High 
produced Dracula right in time for 
Halloween. “This was only the second 
time we have ever repeated a play,” 
Glendenning says. “We did Dracula 
around 10 years ago, but we decided to 
do it again because vampires are very 
popular now. Everything was modernized 
for the production, but the language was 
kept the same. This version of Dracula is 
fairly recent, probably six or seven years 
old. It’s the best version—very bloody!”

For Dracula, there were so many 
actors that each role was double-cast, 
with each cast doing two performances. 
At the close of Dracula, the students 
moved right into student-directed plays.

Glendenning is the fortunate teacher 
who can say that students are in his 
classes because they love them. There are 
probably people who believe that theatre 
is frivolous, consisting simply of “fun” 
classes, but a closer look makes it obvi-
ous that it requires discipline, commit-
ment, and responsibility.

Some students come in to pick up 
their scripts before the school year even 
starts. Some carry their scripts around 
with them all day.

Glendenning requires his acting stu-
dents to sign production contracts. On the 
first day of school, they get a rehearsal 
schedule, and they must give a two-week 
written notice before missing a rehearsal. 
Since many rehearsals fall outside of 
school hours, students are responsible for 
getting themselves there. Occasionally, 
but not often, Glendenning has removed 
students from the cast for poor grades or 
missing rehearsals.

It takes about six to eight weeks to 
rehearse a nonmusical play, about 10 to 12 
weeks for a musical and about three weeks 
for cast members to learn their lines. Since 
a successful production depends on the 
entire cast and crew showing up when 
they are supposed to, the students don’t 
accept slacking from their peers.

“Peer pressure can do more than I 
can,” says Glendenning. “If they don’t 
know their parts, the rest of the cast will 
get on them!”

Some reformers, concerned only 
with math and science, want to slash 
the arts programs in schools. Asked his 
feelings about the need for the arts in 
schools, Glendenning replies, “How 
many hours do I have to talk?”

No Child Left Behind has created a 
lot of controversy, but Glendenning says, 
“One good thing was that it made arts 
part of the core curriculum, but it is not 
part unless it is tested, and trying to test 
art creates problems of its own.”

He notes that the West Virginia 
Coalition for Arts Education, a teachers’ 
group, is working on means to assess 
arts education at the state level. They 
have presented ideas to the state board 
of education and started implementing 
some of them. One is to create a rubric 
to be sure schools are following four 
levels of all arts being taught. Another is 
to have dance certification within West 
Virginia—currently teachers must go out 
of state to get dance certification. West 
Virginia University is working on imple-
menting such a program. Still another is 
to require all elementary art teachers to 
be certified in arts, not just in general 
education.

Glendenning vigorously justifies his 
theatre program and maintains that his 
graduates out in the world agree. “I tell 
my Theatre I students that it is the most 
important class they’ll ever take in high 
school. I can tie every class in school—
history, science, math, language—into 
what we do.”

In addition to the obvious lessons in 
reading and speech, theatre students pain-
lessly absorb an understanding of the cul-
tures and histories of the times and places 
where plays were conceived. Technical 
aspects involve everything from research 
on costumes to calculating dimensions of 
sets and placement of lighting, followed 
by hands-on sewing, construction, and 
painting. Most important, theatre fosters 
creative thinking, self-confidence, prob-
lem solving, responsibility, cooperation, 
and teamwork.

Glendenning notes that about 10 
percent of his students hope to go on to 
professional theatre, and some will major 
in acting in college. He says he has a 
former student in a directing program in 
a Michigan college, another in Pittsburgh 
studying stage management, and one with 
a masters in fine arts who is an adjunct 
professor at Shepherd University. Several 
are working in New York as actors.

Glendenning himself has done com-
munity theatre and directed shows at the 
Apollo in Martinsburg and the Charles 
Town Opera House, but school keeps him 
too busy for many of these activities.

He cites his favorite quote from Ben 
Franklin: “There’s time enough for sleep 
when you’re dead!”

On Stage at Jefferson High School
Claire Stuart

Five years ago, I wrote a series of 
articles for THE GOOD NEWS 
PAPER about six couples in our 

area who had been married 60 years or 
more. At the time, I thought this was rather 
amazing for our small community. As I 
write again, five and one half of these 
couples are still living and have celebrated, 
or are about to celebrate their 65th wed-
ding anniversaries. Truly amazing! Sadly, 
Henry Snyder was ill when I wrote about 
his life with his lovely wife, Edna. He died 
a few months after the article was pub-
lished, and I was glad that I had thought to 
write it when I did. Edna continues to live 
in their historic home on the outskirts of 
Shepherdstown.

Margaret and Adam Link, Jr. cel-
ebrated their 67th wedding anniversary in 
January of this year. Their two children, 
Pam and Adam III and their families, live 
nearby. Two of their three grandchildren 
are also in the area. Adam and Diane’s son, 
Alex, is attending Shepherd University. 
Pam and John have a daughter and son. 
Their daughter, Tami, and her family, 
which includes twin great-grandchildren, 
Torri and Quint, are close by. Their son, 
Calvin “Chip” Peterson III, graduated from 
the University of Florida and continues to 
live in Gainesville with his wife, Tarra, and 
five-year-old son, Liam Joseph.

After wintering in Florida for nearly 30 
years, Margaret and Adam have made the 
difficult decision to remain here this winter. 
They will miss the mild weather and their 
many friends in Florida, but traveling there 
is now too much of a challenge.

Dotty and George Marshall, who 
celebrated their 66th wedding anniversary 
in July, have moved to Mt. Pleasant, S.C. 
George reports that their new home is a 
retirement facility serving both indepen-
dent living and assisted living. It is in a 
very beautiful area with spectacular pan-
oramic views. They cross the confluence 
of three rivers in their 10-minute drive to 
Charleston. Two of their granddaughters, 
Megan Pritchett and Cara Applegate, live 
in Charleston. They have six great-grand-
children, four boys and two girls. Four of 
them are in the accompanying picture.

A family reunion is being planned at 
the High Hampton mountain resort in North 
Carolina next August to celebrate George’s 
90th birthday. He concludes his message,

“We do, however, still miss 
Shepherdstown and all of you who made 
our 24 years there so enjoyable and unfor-
gettable.”

Beth and Charlie Printz continue 
to live in the historic home they restored 
and enlarged. They celebrated their 65th 
wedding anniversary in September. They 
have a son and a daughter and three grand-
children. Their son, Chaz, and his wife, 
Donna, live in Martinsburg and also have 
a son and a daughter. Son Matthew lives in 
Cross Junction, Va., with his wife, Jessy. 
Daughter Allison is living in New York 
City studying for her master’s degree in 
contemporary art curation.

The Printzes’ daughter Mary Beth, her 
husband Steve Mulder, and their 21-year-
old daughter, Mikaela, are still  
in Anchorage, Ak., where Mary Beth 
teaches Spanish and Mikaela is a freshman 
in college.

Charlie is still active in the Sons of 
the American Revolution and oversees the 
Printzes’ cattle farm. These two are the 
senior of all of these “senior citizens”—
Charlie turned 95 in July, and Beth will  
be 92 in December.

Elinor and Sherman Ross are enjoy-
ing having their older daughter, Maylene, 
and her husband, Luther, and their fam-
ily now living here in Shepherdstown. 
Grandson Kerrick (age 26) has started 
working at the Fish and Wildlife National 
Conservation Training Center here in 
Shepherdstown and is loving it, so they now 
have four of their five grandchildren close 
enough to see frequently. Younger daughter, 
Laurie, lives in Arlington with her husband, 
Chad, and their three children—Eleanor and 
twins, Lily and Duncan.

Sherman has donated many volunteer 
hours at NCTC and was named Volunteer 
of the Year in 2008. The Rosses celebrate 
their 65th anniversary in January.

Betty Lou and Bob Bryant (the 
author and her husband!) have had several 
additions to our family in the past five 
years. On June 5, 2009, one of our oldest 
daughter Becky’s daughters, Stacy, and 
her husband, Kevin, presented us with 
our first great-granddaughter. She was 
born in Arlington, Va., and they named 
her Whitney, my maiden name. That was 
a thrill! Becky and Larry live in McLean, 
Va. Youngest daughter, Beth, and husband, 
John, and their children live in New Lenox, 
a suburb of Chicago. Our other two daugh-
ters, Barbara and Bonnie, and their fami-
lies live in Shannondale. W.Va.

Bonnie and Keith’s family grew by 
three last fall when, after five years of 
waiting and filing numerous appeals, and 
with help from Senator Robert Byrd’s 

office staff, the immigration authorities 
finally granted a humanitarian dispensa-
tion to their adopted Mexican daughter, 
Yajaira. She was 14 when they adopted 
her in 2004. They were able to get her out 
of Ciudad Juarez on November 10, 2009. 
When she arrived, she came with her three-
year-old daughter, Kimberly, and was 8½ 
months pregnant. Her son, Kevin, was born 
the day after Thanksgiving—five days after 
they reached their home here. Yajaira is an 
honor student at Washington High School 
and Kimberly is already fluent in English. 
Kevin is sturdy and looks like he could be 
a football player someday.

I am enjoying being secretary of the 
Friends of Music Board of Directors and 
was named to the Friends of Music Hall of 
Fame in December 2009. Bob is still able 
to play an occasional game of pool with 
his Fernbank buddies Jack Young and Dave 
Borchard. There’s great joy for him when 
that happens. We will celebrate our 65th 
anniversary in February.

Together with the Rosses, we are 
pleased to be among the 38 founders of the 
local Two Rivers Chamber Orchestra.

All five of the men of the anniversary 
couples served in the military during World 
War II. Because of this, we learned to 
survive separations during our courtships 
and early marriages. We wrote hundreds 
of letters to each other and exchanged our 
thoughts, so that our relationships were 
founded on a thorough understanding 
of each other. Once we were able to be 
together, we treasured the time. Three of 
the girls were teenagers when they married 
but, mainly because of the war, they were 
mature beyond their years. Our families 
were all-important to us. We sat down to 
dinner together every evening and shared 
the activities of the day. The pace of life was 
slower as our children, now in their 50s and 
60s, were growing up.

Now we are all really “senior citizens,” 
and dealing with assorted health problems. 
Not surprising! But thanks to the miracles 
of today’s medical achievements, we are 
still here. This also is amazing. And so we 
have been blessed with sharing our lives 
with the spouses of our choice. I think all 
of us would make the same decision again, 
even though we now know what the future 
held. It’s been a “sentimental journey!”

Betty Lou Bryant has lived in Jefferson 
County for 31 years and in Shepherdstown 
for 19 years. She has contributed to the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER on a number of 
occasions. She also enjoys proofreading 
each edition.

Married 65 Years!
Betty Lou Bryant

Jefferson High Theatre teacher Steve Glendenning introduces the school’s production of 
Dracula. Sophomore Brandon McClure plays the role of Renfield.

PHOTO COURTESY OF TACY JUDD: TAKENBYTACY.COM

Beth and Charlie Printz, around 2008
PHOTO FROM FAMILY ALBUM

Elinor and Sherman Ross, July 2007
PHOTO BY DAUGHTER MAYLENE

Betty Lou and Bob Bryant, with their 
3-1/2-month-old great-granddaughter Whitney 
Ann Cunningham, September 2009
PHOTO BY KEVIN CUNNINGHAM

George and Dotty Marshall, with four of their 
six great-grandchildren, fall 2010 
Left to right: Marshall, 4; Maclane, 2; Kane, 
2; and Lawson, 6
PHOTO FROM FAMILY ALBUM

Adam and Margaret Link
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Sarah Payne Naylor lived in Shepherdstown 
for 11 years, between 1994 and 2005. During 
this time she worked in Washington, D.C., 

for the Lutheran Office for Governmental Affairs. 
Later she and her husband formed their consulting 
company, The Naylor Group, LLC. Naylor is a life 
and career coach. She currently works intermit-
tently as a leadership coach for the federal govern-
ment’s Eastern Management Development Center 
at the Clarion Hotel and Conference Center in 
Shepherdstown.

In 2005, she and her husband, Ed, made the move 
to the sunnier climes of northern Arizona where they 
both continue to engage in community activities and 
where they welcome guests whenever possible.

GNP: Your book Crossing Rough Waters: Journey 
from Fear to Freedom is a autobiography blended 
with wisdom, spiritual nuggets, and some advice 
on living. How did you determine the blend of this 
work?

SPN: My life has been full of challenges that 
have taught me incredible life lessons. Also the 
people I coached taught me that I had something 
to give them. I helped them overcome fears and 
insecurities and then develop strategies that would 
move them toward success. As I was able to help 
others, I realized I was overcoming my own insecu-
rity and lack of confidence.

My book tells my life story with the hope that 
other people will reflect on their lives and under-
stand that they are not alone in their struggles. It 
is so important not to allow the difficult times to 
take you down. It is important not to be a victim to 
anyone or anything in your life. And, it is important 
to know that there is a higher power that is always 
present and that can assist you.

GNP: How has your advocacy work, which seems 
to have begun at an early age, affected your growth 
as a person, especially in terms of overcoming infe-
riority issues?

SPN: I grew up in a very poor community where 
I was sensitized to the struggles that people around 
me faced. I saw my parents struggle to keep food on 
the table and a roof over our heads. My parents read 
constantly and stayed current on domestic and inter-
national political events. I heard political discussions 
at the dinner table every evening. All of this prepared 
me to become passionate about justice and peace 
and to try to make a difference in the world.

I have also been greatly influenced in my social 
justice commitments by my husband, Ed, who is a 
retired Lutheran minister. I watched him live out his 
social justice commitments, and I have worked along-

side him to try to make a difference in the world.

GNP: You also have a background of international 
advocacy. How has this work affected your life?

SPN: I had the honor of serving on the board 
of directors of Lutheran Immigration and Refugee 
Service for 10 years, and I visited many refugee 
camps around the world.

When I visited Israel, Ethiopia, Hong Kong, 
Germany, the Philippines, and other refugee camp 
locations, I understood that people all over the 
world suffer similar injustice. I want to live my life 
in such a way that I do not contribute to injustice in 
the world, but instead create love and peace, and I 
want to encourage other people to do the same.

GNP: You talk about life as a “sacred journey,” 
and say that many people don’t know how to go 
about honoring themselves or the journey. Could 
you say more about that for our readers?

SPN: I have learned that many people are not 
aware of the God-given gifts that they possess. 
When we honor ourselves, we learn to live our pas-
sion by doing what we love to do, whether in our 
work, community, or in the world. I believe that 
when we are given an opportunity to live in this 
world, we have a responsibility to live our lives to 
the fullest. 

We all are potentially on our path to living 
the Divine mission for our lives. Getting in touch 
with the gifts of our soul requires the deepest self-
honesty and self-acknowledgement that we can 
muster—without ego.

GNP: You also write about the importance of a 
person hearing “truth” about him- or herself. Could 
you provide one example of your experience in this 
matter, where hearing a difficult truth proved to be 
the change agent for the person?

SPN: I was once referred to talk with a woman 
just diagnosed with HIV/AIDS. She had contracted 
HIV/AIDS from her husband from whom she had 
just separated. She had no job, and she was going 
to have to move from her home because she could 
not afford the mortgage payment. When she called 
me, I assured her that I totally supported her and 
that I had worked with people who were living with 
AIDS. She was almost catatonic; it was apparent 
that life was totally out of control for her.

The last thing I said to her was, “You know that 
nothing happens without a reason. This has come 
to you because you have something to give others. 
We are never given more than we can bear. So, the 
fact that you have been given all of this to deal with 

tells me that you are a very strong person and that 
you have something important to give others.”

The “truth” for this woman was to tell her what 
I knew, without sugarcoating or denying the sever-
ity of the situation. Several months later, she was 
excited to report that she had moved; her children 
were doing well; she had sought counseling for her 
family; she was in a support group; and she was 
now helping other women in similar circumstances. 
She had also been asked to be a motivational 
speaker for women living with HIV/AIDS.

GNP: You complete your book with a series of 
“BE-Attitudes.” How did these nuggets of learning 
originate?

SPN: Much in this book was given to me intui-
tively or from another person, like Josephine Stith, 
whom I met on a study tour of Greece and Turkey. 
During this trip, she asked me, “Where is the book 
you are supposed to write?” She then went on to 
say, “When you have crossed the rough waters of 
life and have made it to the other side of the river 
with your back still straight, you have a responsibil-
ity to tell others about the journey.” Later at home, 
I intuitively received the series of BE messages that 
can be considered “Attitudes for Living,” and I real-
ized that I had life experiences that matched each 
of the BEs. I learned that we all have experiences 
that can help other people, and the purpose of the 
book is to share that message.

Crossing Rough Waters can be purchased 
locally through Betty Severson, (304) 876-1444, 
or through www.crossingroughwaters.com, where 
you can also join Naylor’s blog. Naylor can also be 
found on Facebook.

Sarah Soltow thanks greater beings of cyberspace 
for assisting in this long-distance interview.

SARAH PAYNE NAYLOR
Crossing Rough Waters: Journey From Fear to Freedom

Sarah Soltow

wife Alice’s life remain an inspiration 
for me and, I know, for many who went 
through that time with him.

I have to include one anecdote. 
He and I and two students went to the 
Fahrney-Keedy Nursing Home to enter-
tain the folks there at Christmas time. 
Guy was uncharacteristically quiet on 
the way home. He finally said, “That 
sure makes you think about your final 
days—but, I guess you’re too young to 
have those kinds of thoughts.” That’s 
one of the few times Guy was wrong; I 
was thinking the very same thing.

Dr. Jim Pantle
Professor of Music Emeritus
Shepherd University

Dr. Guy J. Frank met me at the 
airport when I flew into Hagerstown 
for a job interview at Shepherd in 
1969. During the interview process, 
Guy took me to the hotel in down-
town Martinsburg for lunch. We had 
garden salads with our meals, and 
he suggested I be on the lookout for 
little frogs that sometimes appeared in 
the watercress. At first I didn’t know 
whether to take him at his word, but I 
soon discovered that this incident was 
going to be typical of his humor. Guy 
became my good friend and colleague 
for the better part of four decades.

Years went by with the promise 
of a new arts building on campus, and 
finally it was approved and funded. 
I well remember the music faculty’s 
first visit to the nearly completed 
(and yet to be named) Guy and Alice 
Frank Creative Arts Center. Guy was 
so excited to walk through the aisles 
and to see the building that came about 
largely thanks to his efforts.

I appreciated Guy’s involvement 
with the Millbrook Orchestra. He was 
one of the founders, made generous 
monetary donations, and served as 
the president of the board on several 
occasions. He was a featured guest art-
ist. Guy performed a Mozart concerto 
and, of course, his own variations on 
“Jingle Bells” in the styles of Mozart, 
Beethoven, Chopin, and others at the 
annual holiday concert. He was a fine 
pianist and teacher and could cause 
listeners to drop their jaws in awe. 
Sometimes he would play the melody 
in one key and the accompaniment in a 
different key. How striking, amazing, and 
indicative of his outstanding musicianship.

On most Friday nights, the two of 
us would end the week dining out (read 
KFC) and then going off to a movie. I 
miss those weekly outings, and I sorely 
miss my good friend Guy Frank.

Captain John Schley
Friend

Guy Frank was one of my very best 
friends. After his dear wife, Alice, died, 
we so much as brought Guy into our 
family. Every family dinner, all fam-
ily gatherings, Guy was with us. When 
on our winter vacations to Hawaii, San 
Diego, and Bermuda, we enjoyed Guy’s 
company. All of my family will miss 
Guy Frank very much.

Holly Morgan Frye
Colleague

I was given the wonderful opportu-
nity of working with Guy for five years 
when I was hired to be the manager of 
Millbrook Orchestra in 1988—the sec-
ond generation in my family to benefit 
from his association.

In 1951, my mom, then MaryAnn 
White from Charles Town, sat in Dr. 
Guy Frank’s class at Shepherd. He 
was, from all accounts, a great teacher 
and very good to his students. Mom 
shared with me that during exams, 
Dr. Frank would leave the students in 
the classroom, trusting them not to 
cheat, and would cross King Street to 
John Miller’s Restaurant (now China 
Kitchen) and buy everyone a soda. This 
exemplifies what Guy did for everyone 
he encountered: He put people at ease 
with his kindness and witticism. Dr. 
Frank also enjoyed eating sardines dur-
ing test-taking times, a habit that to this 
day makes my mother cringe!

This young organ student couldn’t 
have imagined that years later, her 
revered Dr. Frank would become a life-
long friend, colleague, and mentor for 
the next 50-plus years. Mom and Guy 
commiserated together, agreed, dis-
agreed, and held a strong mutual admi-
ration for each other as fellow musicians 
and friends. They served together on 
the Millbrook Orchestra Board and 
shared a vision of high quality music 
to be performed locally. And because 
both suffered from perfectionism where 
their music was concerned, the quality 
remained high until the curtain closed 
after the orchestra’s final performance.

Dabney Chapman
Friend

Guy never tired of telling me that 
my introductions of visitors to Rotary 
were classics, should be recorded, 
made into a book, etc. Even allow-
ing for a little friendly hyperbole, I 
think he really meant it and it was the 
kind of appreciation that provides the 
fuel to keep volunteers going in their 
appointed tasks.

Carl Moore 
Friend and Colleague

I will always remember Guy’s 
quick and ever present wit. I worked 
with Guy during my eight-year stint at 
what was then Shepherd College while 
on the Shepherd College Middle States 
Accreditation Committee. We had been 
meeting weekly for a full year leading 
up to the accreditation board’s visit 
to campus. I needed to talk to Guy to 
get a bit more information about the 
department, which he had started and 
headed at that time. So I called him. 
He answered the phone in his campus 
office and, knowing he would recognize 
my voice immediately, I jumped into 
my question. When I finished there was 
an awkward silence on the other end 
of the line and then he said in a very 
irritated voice, “Who is this and why 
do you think I would know the answer 
to such a question?” I was startled, but 

before I could say anything that high-
pitched laugh came through the phone. 
You always needed to be on your toes 
with Dr. Guy Frank.

These remembrances were collected 
and edited by Dr. Frank’s longtime 
friend, Bill Howard. He welcomes  
your own recollections. E-mail them  
to wrhoward@mac.com

Background image: Dr. Guy Frank’s 
engraved title page of his Symphonic Triptych 
composed for Shepherdstown

PHOTO COURTESY OF STUDIO 105

Sarah Payne Naylor

PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW
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What a Guy!
Memorial Tributes to Dr. Guy J. Frank 

Editor’s Note: Guy J. Frank was born 
May 9, 1919, in Los Angeles, the son 
of Anthony Saltalamachia and Alice 
Mahan. (Had his father not changed 
the family name to Frank, what a fabu-
lous composer’s name Guy would have 
had!) Educated at the Eastman School 
of Music, Dr. Frank came to Shepherd 
University in 1950 and is credited with 
the birth of the music department. He 
helped design the Creative Arts Center, 
which rightly bears his name. Collected 
here are some of the many tributes to 
his life and legacy. Dr. Frank died on 
August 24. Our thoughts and prayers 
go out to his daughter, Meredith, who 
cared for him in his final years.

Dr. D. Mark McCoy
Chair, Department of Music
Shepherd University

It is with great sadness that I 
inform you of the passing of Dr. Guy 
Frank, professor emeritus of music at 
Shepherd University, on August 24, 
2010. Dr. Frank was well loved by 
his students and colleagues and his 
impact on developing Shepherd’s music 
program during his 34 years at the 
university is immeasurable. He retired 
in 1984 after serving as chair of the 
creative arts division and music depart-
ment, and assisting in the establishment 
of the creative arts center that now 
bears his name, the Frank Creative Arts 
Center. Even in retirement Dr. Frank 
was a revered figure around town. The 
Two Rivers Chamber Orchestra played 
his symphony for Shepherdstown, 
Symphonic Triptych, as recently as 
October 2009 on the Frank Center 
stage. All who knew him will miss his 
love of music, of teaching, and his irre-
pressible wit.

Guy Frank was not large in stature 
but he was a giant of a musician. His 
ability to play anything on the piano 
(and I do mean anything) was a mar-
vel to all who heard him. I remember 
listening to him play and watching 
his hands fly around the keyboard as 
he dressed up any melody. Years later, 
when studying the score to his sym-
phony I could see those hands in my 
mind’s eye as I heard the flutes dancing 
around the main theme of the “Potomac 

Interlude” movement. I was triply 
blessed—I knew Guy as my teacher, 
my role model, and my friend. I feel 
fortunate to continue his work in the 
department that bears his name and the 
hallmarks of his leadership.

Dr. Jay Stenger
Assistant Professor of Music Emeritus
Shepherd University

I first met Guy Frank in 1968 
when he greeted me for that first job 
interview. His geniality was impressive 
and it grew over the years. He had the 
ability and comprehensive musical art-
istry to lead the department in making 
the most use of the terribly insufficient 
facility of McMurran-Reynolds Hall.

He also had the dream of a better 
venue for the new creative arts center. 
It has become a great gift to the com-
munity and a memorial to him.

Barbara Buck Stenger
Adjunct Professor of Voice
Shepherd University

When Guy retired from Shepherd, 
he and I shared a studio/office space  
in the Frank Creative Arts Center for 
several years. He came in very early, 
long before classes began. I looked for-
ward to our visits and made sure I was 
early too—what a treat to chat with the 
wittiest, most charming person in town!

He often spoke glowingly of the 
improvements the music department 
had made under the chairmanship of 
Dr. Mark McCoy, adding that Mark 
was the perfect person for the job (one 
of many things we agreed on). Guy 
never pointed out his own considerable 
accomplishments in starting the depart-
ment from nothing. (He taught every 
class, including Band and Choir.) The 
systems put into place by Guy made 
everything that came after possible. 
I’d love to see a class added called 
“A History of the Shepherd Music 
Department” so new music students 
could know something of the amazing 
man for whom their building is named.

Pastor Alan Granofsky
Former Student

You would never get the idea from 
Dr. Frank that he was anything out of 
the ordinary, until he began to play. 

(OMG.) I remember in a Form and 
Analysis class, as Dr. Frank was teach-
ing, he was demonstrating something 
using a Beethoven sonata. Suddenly he 
stopped and humbly said, “Oops! I’m 
in the wrong key.” I guess he wasn’t 
paying attention and just started from 
the first key he touched, a half step 
from the original. One of his teachers 
taught him to practice every piece in 
every key, something I soon incorpo-
rated into my personal practice ses-
sions.

Anne Munro
Flute Instructor
Shepherd University

I barely remember a time in my life 
that I didn’t know Guy Frank. He was a 
friend of the family when I was grow-
ing up in Shepherdstown and little did 
I know at the time what an influence 
he would have on me later in life when 
I became a college student seeking a 
degree in music education at Shepherd. 
Although I did not study piano with 
Guy, I did have him as an instructor in 
several of my music courses. He was 
a wonderful teacher, with a wry and 
witty sense of humor.

My fondest memories of Guy, how-
ever, are of his visits, along with Jim 
Pantle, to the Munro home for after-
noon Christmas dinners. He was a good 
friend to us and he will be missed.

Dr. Ron Jones
Dean, College of the Arts
University of South Florida

There is so much to share about 
Guy Frank. He was the consum-
mate entertainer, his wit made even 
the dullest occasions come alive; 
he was committed to Shepherd and 
to Shepherdstown; he was a serious 
musician who could perform with the 
very best of them, and yet he could 
be the keyboard clown at a party. We 
all remember his mannerism, when 
agitated or challenged, of lifting his 
eyebrows and rolling his eyes. I trea-
sure these memories, but it is Guy’s 
constant presence in my life that I feel 
it’s important to describe here.

While I resisted his pressure, Guy 
ultimately persuaded me to join the 
Shepherd faculty some 40 years ago. I 

was young, overconfident, and in need 
of a mentor who could set me straight 
and guide me in the right direction—
Guy willingly accepted that role. As 
his understudy I learned to sort through 
issues related to values, the purpose 
of higher education, the politics and 
rewards of life within the professorate. 

One memory I must ensure 
becomes a part of his legacy. When 
in the ’70s the marching band had 
trouble getting students to become part 
of what is called the “band front,” that 
is, the flag folks and majorettes, Guy 
presented a proposal to give academic 
credit to anyone who would volunteer. 
Shepherd’s Curriculum Committee 
quickly voted it down, frowning on giv-
ing academic credit for such an activ-
ity. Guy, with his understudy watching 
carefully, returned one month later 
with a new proposal (actually the old 
proposal, except he changed the title of 
the course for credit to “Eurhythmics”) 
and triumphantly left the meeting with 
a new course approved. Looking at me, 
he winked, and later he told me that a 
good administrator never accepts defeat 
but retreats, regroups, and attacks his 
opponent’s weakest flank. This was one 
of my most valuable lessons, and I have 
utilized it recently to successfully get 
political approval for a music building 
by simply changing the name of the 
proposal.

His influence is so pervasive in my 
life that for me he will never die and 
will never reside only in memory but 
will be a part of my conscience, ever 
present in my work.

Dr. K. Farrell Coy
Professor Emeritus
Former Chair of the Department of 
Music and Theater
Shepherd University

Guy was the glue that held together 
the music department, what little there 
was of it, when I came to Shepherd. 
My fondest recollections of Guy have 
to do with his sense of humor, which 
overcame a lot of the travails of those 
early years. I know many of us remem-
ber his “cavorting” at the keyboard for 
the Christmas parties, but the warmth 
and true devotion he quietly demon-
strated during the last months of his 

In the Moon of Wintertime
A New CD by the Parish Pipers of Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish

Sarah Soltow

Before too long it will be 
time to heat the was-
sail, hang the wreaths, 

check out the “Christmas in 
Shepherdstown” activities 
and reflect on the season of 
Advent. The newest release 
from the Parish Pipers, In the 
Moon of Wintertime, is the 
perfect accompaniment for the 
season and a welcome change 
from the ersatz overly synthe-
sized and repetitive Christmas 
albums produced by (reader, 
fill in the blank with any pop/
rap/country singer). It fea-
tures the performances of our 
friends and neighbors from the 
Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish 
(see sidebar). The CD includes 
a variety of songs from the 
past and present and around 
the world including Southern 
gospel, Negro spiritual, folk, 
and contemplative songs for the 
season performed a cappella 
and with a variety of accompa-
niments including violin, sax, 
guitar, and flute.

The Parish Pipers have 
been performing for St. Peter’s 
and St. James’ Lutheran 
Churches for almost 10 years. 
Several years ago, they ven-
tured into the world of record-
ing with a limited production 
called In My Heart, which 
featured their distinctive sound 
of guitars, sax, and violins, 
combined with strong vocals 
in praise, worship, and gospel 
tunes. While several members 
of the group have changed and 
all have grown, their sound 
retains this distinctive mix of 
vocals and instrumentation.

In the Moon of Wintertime 
is a unique and sophisticated 
soundtrack for a holiday open 
house. Crank it up and gather 
round the Yule log for a medi-
eval evening in the manor. The 
music really deserves center 
stage to set a contemplative 
mood (wherever you find it) 
for meditation, morning or eve-
ning prayer, Christmas Eve and 
Christmas morning. Rather than 
try to create something new for 
old familiar Christmas songs, 
the group chose to create a 
selection that is enticingly “not 
quite familiar” to many listen-
ers. Many will recognize the 
title song, “Twas in the Moon 
of Wintertime,” but probably 
not the richly rendered “French 
Carol.” “The Angel Gabriel” 
may be somewhat familiar, 
and Lutherans among us will 
recognize “People Look East.” 
You can even expect a bit of toe 
tapping with “Gloria” and the 
spiritual “There’s a Star in the 
East.” “Dona Nobis Pacem,” 
(Grant Us Peace), a traditional 
Latin piece is sung in canon, 
and listeners are likely to find 
themselves singing at least one 
of the parts.

This is one Christmas CD 
that doesn’t sound like all the 
others. Keep it with your favor-
ites: Mannheim Steamroller 
Christmas, Christmas Portrait 
by Carpenters, Bob Dylan’s 
Christmas in the Heart, 
or Mariah Carey’s Merry 
Christmas. It will help dilute 
the sugar and tell the reason for 
the season.

Carolyn Thomas set a personal record in the Freedom’s 
Run half marathon with liturgical chants running through 
her mind the whole time. Folks training for the spring fun run 
“This Race is for the Birds” will find “Dona Nobis Pacem” 
to be just the right cadence for chi running and breathing.

The Parish Pipers
Irvin Athey (vocals) is a member 

of St. James’ Lutheran Church in Uvilla. 
He spends his nonmusical time behind 
the wheel of an AmeriGas truck and help-
ing his wife, Sharon, fix up her room at 
Wildwood Middle School.

Judy Bradshaw (flute) mixes her 
musical gifts with her visual artist skills. 
She is a watercolor artist with work hang-
ing at Dickinson & Wait.

Ingrid Daily (vocals, violin) is a 
woman of many voices, a member of 
Asbury United Methodist Church, and 
a school nurse at Charles Town Middle 
School.

Kathryn Henry (vocals), a longtime 
member of St. Peter’s Lutheran Church in 
Shepherdstown, is a part-time retired and 
part-time employed chemistry instructor at 
Hood College.

Jill Humeas (guitar) is a former 
local rock star and member of St. Peter’s 
Lutheran Church. She currently writes 
computer programming at the U.S. Coast 
Guard.

Kevin Knitter (vocals) is recently 
retired lieutenant colonel from the U.S. 
Army and a member of St. Peter’s Lutheran 
in Shepherdstown.

Suzanne Offutt (vocals) is a stunning 
soprano who also happens to be the princi-
pal of Shepherdstown Elementary School. 
She is a member of St. Peter’s Lutheran 
Church in Shepherdstown.

Ruth Raubertas (piano, violin, vocals) 
is a talented local music teacher, a Parish 
Piper from many years ago who has 
returned to the fold, and a member of Mt. 
Zion Mennonite Church in Boonsboro, Md.

Sarah Soltow (guitar, vocals) is the 
quasi manager of the group, is married 
to the pastor of St. Peter’s Lutheran, Fred 
Soltow, and is a guidance counselor at 
Driswood Elementary School.

Lydia Vickers (saxophone, vocals) 
is the very busy mother of Catherine and 
Matthew (who are also featured on the 
CD as “children’s laughter”), as well as a 
band instructor for five Jefferson County 
elementary schools.

Guest Musicians
Robert Northrup (vocals and arrange-

ments), Don Oehser (dobro), Terry Tucker 
(percussion), Amanda Townsend (trumpet), 
and Todd Coyle (bass, percussion, and pro-
duction). We are very grateful to them for 
their assistance in this project.

The CD was produced, mixed, and mastered locally by Todd Coyle and EarthVibe Productions.
Cover art was graciously provided by Tara Bell; photography by Mike Zagarella.
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Debates have raged for hundreds 
of years, particularly since 
the Protestant Reformation, 

regarding just how much influence 
church traditions should hold over 
Christian worship and devotional 
practices as compared to practices 
rooted purely in Holy Scripture. 
Indeed, in my own parent denomi-
nation, the American branch of the 
German Reformed Church, there was 
a time in the early 19th century when 
the denomination actually forbade 
its clergy to include a written prayer 
within a corporate worship service. 
This prohibition even extended to 
the Lord’s Prayer during a service! 
The mandate stemmed from the idea 
that only a prayer originating straight 
from the heart was worthy of presen-
tation before God.

Several decades later within  
this same denomination, scholars,  
embracing the Mercersburg Theol-
ogy with its high-church leanings, 
had garnered enough sway to forbid 
extemporaneous prayer in corporate 
worship. “After all,” they claimed, 
“there are only so many things one 
can pray about, and they are all 
covered in the beautifully worded 
prayers found within prayer books.” 
Hence, there was no need to ever 
risk offending God’s ears by includ-
ing an extemporaneous prayer, which 
might contain grammatical errors 
and text of questionable beauty. (It 
is unclear why my denominational 
forebears thought God’s ears to be so 
delicate.)

Fortunately, cooler, more tolerant 
heads have prevailed, and both extem-
poraneous and written prayers are now 
most welcome in corporate worship, 
trusting our omnipotent, all-knowing 
God to root out the meaning of our 
prayers while protecting his own holy 
ears from any unintended offense. I 
daresay God is up to the task.

Now we are in the season of 
Advent—one of those inventions 
of the church—which is part of an 
even larger invention of the church, 
the liturgical calendar, designed by 
church scholars to guide our worship. 
Look as hard as you can and you 
will not discover word one about the 

season of Advent anyplace in Holy 
Scriptures. Jesus never spoke of the 
season of Advent, and somehow Jesus 
made it to adulthood without ever 
having experienced an Advent calen-
dar or an Advent wreath. But Jesus 
never drove a car either, and I’m not 
the least bit interested in giving up 
my car, nor am I interested in giving 
up Advent just because Jesus didn’t 
drive his Lincoln Continental to the 
local church’s Festival of Lessons and 
Carols for Advent.

But what’s so important about 
Advent? Why not simply jump ahead 
to pure Christmas themes, which 
loom so closely? The stores and 
towns are decorated. There’s nonstop 
Christmas music playing on the radio, 
and already Miracle on 34th Street 
has been shown seven times on tele-
vision just since Thanksgiving—and 
that’s only on broadcast TV stations! 
Besides, if it’s Advent, Christmas 
can’t be more than four weeks away.

What can we possibly accom-
plish within four brief weeks that’s 
so important to our faith journey? 
Before we answer this question, allow 
me to make one thing perfectly clear. 
Please understand what Advent is 
not. Advent is not Christmas! Advent 
anticipates Christmas. Now, there 
are three major themes of Advent. 
First, Advent anticipates the coming 
of Christ in a double manner: his  
literal arrival at his incarnation, as the 
babe of Bethlehem, Emmanuel, “God 
with us”; and his figurative arrival 
each Christmas—both very obvious 
understandings of Advent. Second, 
Advent anticipates the second coming 
of Christ at the end of time, an aspect 
that lends great worth to the nativity  
event—this birth is not just an ordi-
nary event! Third, Advent places 
the ministry of John the Baptist, a 
forerunner of Christ, clearly before 
us, helping us to discern just how 
significant Christ is to the Christian 
faith journey. Advent gives us a fuller 
comprehension of the Christian faith 
story that prepares us to see beyond 
our mere secular celebrations of the 
season and imbues our celebrations 
with a richness and peace that only 
God can bring.

Advent is indeed a season of 
preparation before Christmas—practi-
cal preparations in our households as 
well as intangible preparations within 
our very being. The practical prepara-
tions for our Christmas celebrations 
are dictated by the social demands of 
hospitality. Guests are coming and 
preparations must be made. Truly, 
hospitality is of major importance to 
a Christian lifestyle and should not be 
taken lightly. There are floors to wax, 
cookies to bake, decorations to be 
assembled, and gifts to purchase and 
wrap. But like Lent, which prepares 
us for the gift of Easter, Advent pre-
pares us for the gift of Christ, both as 
an infant and at the end time. Within 
the Christian mindset, Christ is just 
as surely coming as our human guests 
and relatives. That means that there is 
spiritual housekeeping to be done, as 
well. To be sure, with the onslaught 
of holiday guests and cele brations, 
it is all too easy to become buried in 
practical preparations to the neglect 
of spiritual preparations. But do not 
fear!

Advent, that season invented by 
the church, helps us maintain a right 
perspective of hope, anticipation, 
introspection, and even penitence. It 
is no accident that one of the liturgi-
cal colors of Advent is violet, the 
same color of the most penitential of 
liturgical seasons, Lent. Penitence is 
part of our spiritual housekeeping, 
which makes it all the more difficult 
to swim against the tide of the joy-
ous merchant-driven, pre-Christmas 
ambience designed to entice and for-
tify our gusto for holiday shopping. It 
should not surprise us that the church 
would create a season designed to 
refocus our attention on the Godly as 
Christmas approaches.

Take a look at the texts of our 
Advent hymns and you will see the 
emphasis on hope, watchfulness, and 
making ready. And just when the 
panic of the encroaching Christmas 
day is nearly upon us—when our 
hypercritical Aunt Lucy is about to 
knock on the door, fully intending 
to discover some lapse in our house-
keeping or baking skills—the church 
brings us the tradition of the Octave 

before Christmas with the prophet 
Isaiah’s beloved Great “O Antiphons.”

If you have never worshiped 
during the week before Christmas 
using the “O Antiphons,” I unreserv-
edly commend the practice to you. It 
refers to the seven antiphons recited 
or chanted preceding Magnificat dur-
ing vespers throughout that special 
period of Advent preparation known 
as the Octave before Christmas, 
December 17 through 23. Magnificat, 
one of the two major canticles of 
vespers, consists of the Virgin Mary’s 
words found in Luke’s gospel and 
spoken in response to her having 
been told by the Angel Gabriel that 
she will bear the Christ Child. Dating 
from the early fifth century, each of 
the “O Antiphons” highlights one of 
the seven titles given for the coming 
Messiah by the prophet Isaiah. These 
same seven titles are lifted up in that 
most beloved of all Advent hymns, 
“O Come, O Come, Emmanuel.”

The entire service of vespers, 
evening prayer, takes only 20 to 30 
minutes, assuming it is done in an 
unhurried manner. And unhurried 
is exactly the way vespers should 
be done, especially during Advent! 
When our lives are at their most 
frenetic pace, we need to turn to a 
spiritual discipline that can instill 
calmness and allow us some freedom 
from the stress of seasonal prepara-
tions in order to maintain a proper 
perspective. Advent, with its tradition 
of using the Great “O Antiphons” 
during the Octave before Christmas, 
is one of the greatest gifts of the 
church. Let us enrich our spirits and 
the meaning of Christmas by embrac-
ing this wonderful tradition. And as 
for Aunt Lucy, why deprive her of the 
joy of finding a little dust? As Easter 
approaches it is often asked: What are 
you giving up for Lent? As Christmas 
approaches if anyone should ask you 
what you are giving up for Advent, I 
suggest that your answer should be: 
“Dusting!”

The Reverend Brother Ronald 
Grubb, OCC, is pastor of Christ 
Reformed Church, Shepherdstown.

Advent
An Approach to the Season Approaching Christmas

The Reverend Brother Ronald C. Grubb
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Dear Reader,

This is our one and only appeal for financial gifts. Thanks to you we are entering our 32nd year with no 

debt but one: a debt of gratitude to you.

With your generous help, we have kept a good thing going for 31 years. With your help we can keep on  

publishing the best little free (but not cheap) newspaper in the whole world! As always you hold the future 

of the GOOD NEWS PAPER in your hands.

The first issue of the GOOD NEWS PAPER was published in May 1979 with a press run of 1,000 copies. 

We now print 13,000 copies and mail nearly 12,000. Virtually every mailbox within five miles of 

Shepherdstown gets a copy—and, by request, hundreds more from Maine to California and from  

Alaska to Florida. Nearly 20,000 people read each issue.

The GOOD NEWS PAPER is free because dozens of people—writers, editors, typists, photographers, 

illustrators, proofreaders, and designers—donate their time and talent. We are grateful to John Snyder  

for the donation of design and set-up services at HBP in Hagerstown.

The GOOD NEWS PAPER not only reads well, but looks good, too, because of an experienced and 

talented production team including designer Melinda Schmitt, photographic editor Nan Doss, copy  

editors Rie Wilson and Claire Stuart, proofreaders John Foxen and Betty Lou Bryant, typist Kathy Reid, 

pre-publication editor Libby Howard, and regular writers Claire Stuart, Nan Broadhurst, Ed Zahniser, Mark 

Madison, Wendy Mopsik, Chris Robinson, and Sarah Soltow. Ruth Weese continues to provide beautiful  

photographs. Ed and Kitty Kelly faithfully distribute 1,000 copies to shops, restaurants, and visitor centers.

Volunteers keep the cost of producing this community magazine to an absolute minimum. Each quarterly 

issue costs about $3,000 to print and mail. That adds up to $12,000 for the year. Our “Business & Service 

Directory” brings in $4,800. The several religious communities of the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association 

contribute another $1,500. The rest—$6,000—must come in gifts from you.

And your gifts do come in—ranging from $5 to $300. Please send your gift today. You may use the 

enclosed self-addressed envelope—if it hasn’t fallen out! If it’s missing, please write GNP, P.O. Box 1212, 

Shepherdstown, WV 25443 on an envelope, stamp it, and mail it. Make checks payable to the GOOD NEWS 

PAPER, or simply GNP, and help keep a good thing going for another year.

Sincerely,

Randall W. Tremba

Executive Editor

P.S. Give a gift subscription to your friends or relatives. Absolutely free, of course. Use the handy coupon on 

page 2. They’ll thank you for it. 
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When you enter the office 
of Dr. Betty Ellzey on the 
second floor of Knutti 

Hall, you may be a little claustropho-
bic in the smallish space filled with 
stacks and stacks of books and papers 
that mark this English professor’s 
territory. Looking up, however, will 
relieve the claustrophobia and provide 
a sense of expansiveness to this office 
of tight walls, large bookcases, and 
very high ceilings. The energy in this 
space goes up and up and is filled 
with the vitality of Ellzey’s life and 
career. Photographs and drawings  
bedeck the entire wall space of the 
office. Ellzey will surely be at her 
desk, immersed in yet another proj-
ect. Her continuing accomplishments 
attest to a 22-year career at Shepherd 
University that has enriched students, 
campus, and community.

Ellzey’s contagious energy car-
ries her love for three distinct, yet 
interrelated aspects of her life. The 
first of these is her love of teach-
ing English literature. She began her 
career in academia with a bachelor’s 
degree in English from Carnegie 
Mellon University in Pittsburgh, Pa., 
and became fascinated with dramatic 
literature. She earned her doctorate 
in medieval languages and literature 
at Catholic University, Washington, 
D.C., and then worked a year-
long stint with the Middle English 
Dictionary project at the University 
of Michigan in Ann Arbor. The proj-
ect surveyed extant texts from the 
years 1100 through 1500 and gath-
ered words, meanings, and quotes 
according to categories such as ani-
mals, medicine, and philosophy. This 
experience was the “cherry on top” 
that sealed Ellzey’s love of medieval 
languages. Her relationship with ye 
olde English settled in on Chaucer 
and Shakespeare (who is, by the way, 
technically not medieval, but a major 
contributor to that which is called 
modern English).

That leads us to her second 
love: English dramatic literature as 
performance. In her earlier teaching 
of this subject, Ellzey would assign 
students to take a part of a medieval 

drama and imagine how it would be 
staged. After all, drama is written 
to be performed, not just to be read. 
Eventually, a nontraditional student 
in this class provided the inspiration 
to take this idea a step further, and 
Ellzey was quickly invited to take a 
group of students to the University 
of Toronto in Canada to perform one 
of 40 medieval plays. This was the 
beginning of what would become the 
Rude Mechanicals theater company  
at Shepherd.

Since those early years, this group  
of highly motivated and talented 
students under Ellzey’s direction 
has performed in Washington, D.C., 
Denmark, and the Netherlands, along 
with repeat performances at the 
University of Toronto. They also, of 
course, perform each semester on 
their home turf of Reynold’s Hall. At 
this writing, they were preparing for a 
performance of A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream for Shepherd University and 
the community. This group of about 
30 young people brings a fresh 
interpretation to this tried-and-true 
Shakespearean comedy.

While a person’s work and career 
are often highly gratifying, nothing 
can take the place of family. Ellzey 
has worked tirelessly for 15 years to 
build a fantastic program in ancient, 
medieval, and Renaissance literature 
within the English department of 
Shepherd University, but the light of 
her life is her daughter, Cathy. In the 
early ’90s, Ellzey decided that adop-
tion would be her route to building a 
family. Through “a friend of a friend 
of a younger sister,” she encountered 
a facilitator in Chicago who was 
working to find adoptive parents 
for African American and biracial 
infants. In 1993, Ellzey traveled to 
Chicago over Thanksgiving to investi-
gate an opportunity for adoption.

Although the intended plan did 
not work out, Ellzey connected with 
an expectant mother who was to 
give birth within two to three days. 
Ellzey was able to spend time with 
the birth mother, the grandmother, 
and the great-grandmother of the 
unborn child. On November 22, 1993, 

Catherine Cecilia was born, and two 
days later, Ellzey and her new daugh-
ter moved into a hotel room where 
they stayed for two weeks while 
adoption paperwork was completed. 
Knowing that she was coming back 
to her teaching schedule as a new 
mother, Ellzey enlisted her mom 
for support. Her mother stayed for a 
semester while the professor learned 
how to juggle the responsibilities of 
career and family.

Ellzey created her own unique 
niche as a single working mom. 
From the time Cathy was an infant, 
Ellzey developed a system of offering 
housing in exchange for childcare. 
Over the next 14 years, this family 
extended its care and love to a series 
of young college students who grew 
with them, completed their college 
years, went on with their lives, and 
yet remained connected to the Ellzeys.

When Cathy was in third grade, 
Ellzey decided that the needs of a 
young-girl-of-color/daughter-of-
white-single-mom would be better 
met through home schooling. This 
led both Cathy and Ellzey through 
a series of highly creative avenues 
of education that has even included 
a “little school” that served seven 

students three days a week for two 
years. Last year, after six and a half 
years of creative home schooling 
and extracurricular activities that 
included French, Latin, medieval 
theatre, Shakespearian performance, 
and many varieties of dance, Cathy 
applied to and was accepted as a 
sophomore at the Barbara Ingram 
School for the Performing Arts in 
Hagerstown, Md. For Cathy, it is  
a new adventure to be involved in 
curricular activities that have the 
structures of a fairly traditional 
classroom. For Ellzey, it is a crown-
ing achievement to see her daughter 
growing into a young woman who 
is now learning to navigate a much 
different world of education than the 
one in which she was raised.

To get a good idea of a person, 
one can look at that person’s child or 
children. Ellzey has nurtured not only 
her daughter but also a generation of 
students at Shepherd. The photographs 
that ascend the high walls of her cam-
pus office bear witness to the growth 
and development of all. And Ellzey 
bears witness to the joy that all of this 
has brought to her life.

Dr. Betty Ellzey
Professor of English and Home-Schooling Mom

Sarah Soltow

Cathy and Betty Ellzey relaxing on the wall in Shepherdstown

PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

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

Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

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

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

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

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

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

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

Religious Society of Friends 
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Preparative Meeting
Worship in silent expectant waiting

Sundays at 10:30 a.m.
Four Seasons Books (thru the side gate)
Contacts: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852
or Marie Tyler-McGraw (304) 876-3540

http://shepherdstown.bym-rsf.net/about-2-2/

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

Unity of Shepherdstown
Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy

Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.

Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops

Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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Christmas choirs will hail Jesus as King 
of Kings and Lord of Lords. But to tell 
you the truth, Christians should be a little 

reluctant to sing along, since in that name wars 
have been waged and peoples subjugated. In the 
4th century, Emperor Constantine established 
the precedent by emblazoning crosses on Roman 
shields. And soon thereafter Christendom was 
established—by the sword—all across Europe.

Christendom was not the kind of kingdom 
Jesus envisioned. Christ was not that kind of 
king.

Consequently many of us are as reluctant to 
call Christ “king” today as Jesus was reluctant to 
be called “Christ” in his day. Let me explain.

First, Christ is a title, not a last name. Jesus 
was not the son of Mr. and Mrs. Christ. I know, I 
know, most of us know that, but it doesn’t hurt to 
review basics.

Christos is the Greek word for the Hebrew 
word Messiah, which means “anointed.” It can 
refer to a king, prophet, or priest anointed to 
serve the people.

For several hundred years before Jesus, the 
title Messiah was widely and somewhat loosely 
used. But eventually it came to symbolize a sin-
gular Jewish hope for someone anointed by the 
Spirit of God who would save them from their 
oppressors and redeem their broken spirits, the 
way we hope someone or something will save  
our country from moral and economic bankruptcy 
without our having to change our ways.

Wouldn’t that be nice? Yeah boy, I’d vote for 
that Messiah! For hundreds of years, the Jewish 
people had suffered under the heels of occupying 
forces: the Babylonians, the Greeks and, finally 
the Romans. Humiliation bred resentment and 
insurgencies, not unlike what we have seen in 
Iraq and Afghanistan.

Imagine, if you can, the forces of a foreign 
country occupying American cities and taking 
anything and everything they wanted. How long 
would it take an insurgency to arise in our country?

How long, O Lord, how long? O come, O 
come, Emmanuel and ransom captive Israel.

Some people wait for the Lord. Others take 
things into their own hands. Under the Roman 
occupation, certain zealots had claimed the title 
Messiah in order to inspire an insurgency. The 
Romans squashed them all.

Jesus himself dismissed that title in part 
because of its nationalistic and militaristic over-
tones. Jesus, as it turns out, was brewing a differ-
ent kind of spirit.

At that time it was commonly believed that 
the Messiah would be a warrior king like David, 
who, you may remember, slew the Philistines like 

so many stink bugs. Jesus wanted no part of that 
messianic complex.

It’s true, the image of the Messiah sprouted 
in Jewish soil, but in time it would become some-
thing else. The image of Christ would transmute 
into a symbol of universal love—at least for a 
while. You can see evidence of its evolution in 
certain first-century letters.

And now to the “Jesus” part of Jesus Christ.
The name Jesus (or, Jesu) is the Aramaic 

equivalent of Joshua, the warlord who succeeded 
Moses and succeeded in conquering Palestine 
after appointing 12 mighty swordsmen, one from 
each tribe, to plan and execute a bloody mili-
tary invasion. According to the book of Joshua, 
those 12 tribes splashed across the Jordan River, 
slaughtered many of the native inhabitants and 
hijacked their lands and houses, not unlike cer-
tain European Christians who splashed across 
the Delaware and Mississippi, killing Indians  
and hijacking their lands.

As you can see, when you’re God’s chosen 
people, when you’re exceptional, when you’ve 
been given a destiny, other people better get 
out of your way. That’s one image of God. But 
it’s not the image that Jesus offered. The God 
Jesus reveals is crucified with the victims of the 
Roman Empire. And that kind of God is hard to 
imagine.

In Joshua’s day, the human mind and heart 
were stuck on tribalism, a form of “survival 
of the fittest.” The human heart was stuck and 
would not budge. But something was stirring 
within the earth and within the human heart and 
brain that would not be denied.

It shows up in the gospels. The name Jesus 
is the Aramaic equivalent of Joshua. Why is that 
important? It’s important as background for see-
ing the story of Jesus unfold.

According to the gospels, Jesus, like Joshua, 
also splashed in the River Jordan and then very 
deliberately appointed 12 men—but not swords-
men. Jesus appointed a motley company includ-
ing several smelly fishermen, a reviled tax 
collector, a zealot, and a starry-eyed poet. With 
these 12 in tow, plus other men and women, Jesus 
“invaded” the same land Joshua had invaded.

But Jesus’ hand held no sword. His hands 
healed the sick, fed the hungry, and lifted up the 
fallen. He proclaimed and embodied a new day, a 
kingdom (kin-dom) of love and justice meant for 
this earth. “Thy kingdom come on earth.”

The contrast between Jesus and Joshua 
was very clear to those who first conveyed the 
gospel of Christ’s kingdom, as was the contrast 
with the Roman kingdom. Caesar Augustus, just 
like Joshua, wanted to save his own people and 

usher in world peace (Pax Romana) just like the 
United States wants to save its people and usher 
in world peace. Joshua and Caesar saved their 
people and worked for peace by destroying those 
who stood in their way. Their way to world peace 
would be through violence.

It’s the ancient myth of redemptive violence. 
Kill the bad people and all will be well. Peace 
through victory (or Nike, the Roman god of  
victory).

Joshua, which means “savior,” saved his 
people and their way of life by violence. Jesus, 
which also means savior, saved his people by  
loving his enemies even if it killed him. He made 
peace by the blood of his cross, not by the blood 
of his enemies.

Those who joined his movement would also 
work for peace by way of healing and restorative 
justice. As it turns out, nothing in heaven or 
earth, and certainly nothing in Rome, could keep 
that kind of love down.

And so when that Jesus and all that love rose 
out of the grave, Jesus would be declared King 
of Kings, Lord of Lord, Son of God, which was 
a way of saying to the world that Jesus and this 
way of love were more powerful than the Roman 
emperor, whose image was displayed across the 
world, the way the United States’ “image” is 
displayed by hundreds of military bases all 
around the world. In both cases the message 
is clear: submit or else.

In the first century the image of Caesar 
Augustus was displayed throughout the world 
with these titles: King of King, Lord of Lords, 
Prince of Peace, Son of God. Thus, in the first 
century, there was a clash of images and myths. 
It was a question of loyalty and allegiance. Who 
will you give your heart to? Who or what will 
save you? Whose kingdom will you serve?

That was the question in the first century. 
And it’s the question before us today. Peace 
through military victory or peace through restor-
ative justice?

In Christ all the fullness of God was pleased 
to dwell, and through him God was pleased to 
reconcile to himself all things, whether on earth 
or in heaven, by making peace through the blood 
of his cross. (From a first-century letter written to 
a fledgling group in the Roman city of Colossi.)

Just when you think this is only about Jesus, 
it turns out to be about each of us. The fullness of 
God is pleased to dwell in human flesh, pleased 
to dwell in humanity. The fullness of God, which 
is to say Love, is pleased to dwell in each of us. 
And it’s just dying to come alive.
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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.

PEACE ON EARTH
The Jesus or Nike Way

Randall Tremba

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

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

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

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

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

Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott
Jack & Martha Young

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

Shop Locally
Support local merchants, save fuel, and have a great time!

Alternative Gifts International
www.altgifts.org/bin/site/templates/splash.asp

Help dig a well, provide medicine, help save a coral reef

Fair Trade Federation
www.fairtradefederation.org

Links to online catalogues from dozens of sites
that offer fair-trade items from around the world

Heifer International
www.heifer.org

Provide livestock, from chicks to water buffalo,
to help lift a family out of poverty

National Arbor Day Foundation
www.arborday.org

Plant a tree

Honor Someone With a  
Donation to Your Favorite Charity

Your local library
Martinsburg Rescue Mission

Good Shepherd Interfaith Caregivers
Shepherdstown Volunteer Fire Department

Shepherdstown Day Care Center
Jefferson County Community Ministries

Alternative Christmas Shopping Suggestions

Donors
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Counseling & Depth 
Psychotherapy

Individuals    Couples    Adults    Children

Blue Ridge
Community & 

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

DaviD a. Camilletti
ATTORNEY AT LAW

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

Charles Town, WV 25414

DCamilletti@cmzlaw.com
(304) 725-5325

Fax: (304) 724-8009
LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street

ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

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

www.CTWallsandFloors.com

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

K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

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

smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
                                             P.O. Box 35

Shepherdstown, WV 25443

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Schmitt Construction Company

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

Things have you 
feeling Boxed In?

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

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

   Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

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

P.O. Box 10 Phone 304.876.6900

Shepherdstown, W.Va. 25443 Fax 304.876.2600

“Six Generations of Community Service”

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

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

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV 304-876-3022

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

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

Quality, award-winning toys 
and games that inspire  

a child’s natural creativity  
& imagination!

Visit our New Larger Store!
122 West German Street 

304-876-1174

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

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

DIANE BOWARD

garden design

organic and conservation gardening

304.283.7373

harvester50@yahoo.com

Essays, Art & Poetry

 3 Peace on Earth. By Randall Tremba

 11–13 ARTWORKS Doug Kinnett. By Nan Broadhurst

 14 POETRY Georgia Lee McElhaney.

 15 Flowers to Beat the Heat and the Critters. By Claire Stuart

 16 ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL Lost Worlds. By Mark Madison

 20 Advent. By Reverend Brother Ronald Grubb

People, Places & Things

 4 Dr. Betty Ellzey. By Sarah Soltow

 6–7 What a Guy! Memorial Tributes to Dr. Guy J. Frank.

 8 On Stage at Jefferson High School. By Claire Stuart

 9 Loving the Skin You’re In. By Wendy Mopsik

 10 Raw Earth. By Christopher Robinson

 17 Married 65 Years! By Betty Lou Bryant

 18 Sarah Payne Naylor. By Sarah Soltow

 19 In the Moon of Wintertime. By Sarah Soltow

Faith, Hope & Charity 

 5 Appeal Letter

 21 Religious Communities

 22 Donors

 23 Business & Service Directory
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