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America the Beautiful
Same-Sex Marriage on the 
Thoroughfare for Freedom

Randall Tremba

O beautiful for pilgrim feet
Whose stern impassion’d stress
A thoroughfare for freedom beat
Across the wilderness
America! America!
God mend thine ev’ry flaw,
Confirm thy soul in self-control,
Thy liberty in law.

* * *

America is beautiful. Just look at 
its vast seashores, magnificent 
rivers, spacious skies, purple 

mountain majesties, fruited plains, and 
amber waves of grain. It takes your 
breath away!

America is beautiful and was so long 
before it was called “America.” Its people 
are beautiful, too.

But America’s ways have not always 
been so beautiful or good. We have 
murdered, stolen, lied, raped, oppressed, 
and enslaved others, often in the name of 
God. And thus, on top of everything else, 
we have blasphemed. We have privileged 
a few at the expense of many. We have 
denied many their rights.

And thus, rightly and necessarily,  
our national hymn continually calls us 
to self-examination, humility, and repen-
tance: America! America! God, mend  
thine every flaw.

Lately we’ve been mending one flaw, 
although “flaw” is too small a word for 
it. For it is a grave and wicked injustice 
that the Declaration of Independence was 
bound to expose one day.

We hold these truths to be self- 
evident that all men are created equal 
and endowed by their Creator with  
certain unalienable rights that among 
these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit  
of Happiness.

And that, too, is a beautiful part of 
America. For 237 years our Declaration 
of Independence has been a beacon for 
the world.

The founders may have meant males 
only but the spirit in the letter meant 

women, too. The founders may have 
meant white people only but the spirit 
meant people of color, too. The founders 
may have meant heterosexuals only but 
the spirit meant homosexuals, too. The 
founders, like all poets and prophets, said 
more than they knew.

As Jesus said, the Spirit of God 
blows where it will. And recently she 
has blown across this land like a cyclone 
knocking down barriers against equality  
of opportunity. But it takes more than 
spirit. It takes laws to confirm our liberties.

America! America! Confirm thy soul 
in self-control, Thy liberty in law.

In more and more states, gays and 
lesbians now enjoy the same protection 
and benefits granted to heterosexual 
couples. Many societies and nations have 
not allowed such freedom and equality 
to blossom, and although it’s true we 
are behind many others, we are at last, 
however slowly, beating a thoroughfare 
for freedom across the wilderness. It 
has reached Connecticut, Delaware, 
Iowa, Maine, Maryland, Massachusetts, 
Minnesota, New Hampshire, New York, 
Rhode Island, Vermont, and Washington—
as well as the District of Columbia and 
three Native American tribes.

Liberty is being confirmed in law. 
For heaven’s sake, set off some fireworks! 
Let the heavens rejoice and the earth be 
glad. On Independence Day celebrate lib-
erty and love in all its many expressions.

Look around. God loves diversity, 
revels in abundance and extravagance. I 
mean, look at the whole shebang, which 
is to say, the universe and this planet we 
call Earth. Whatever else you might say 
about the Great Spirit, you can say this: 
She loves diversity.

Helium wasn’t enough. She had 
to make hydrogen, oxygen, nitrogen, 
and a whole lot more. One star wasn’t 
enough. He had to make billions and 
billions more and many galaxies besides. 
Stingrays weren’t enough. It had to 
have a billion other fish. Eagles weren’t 

enough. Spinach wasn’t 
enough (thank God!). 
Daffodils weren’t 
enough. Apples 
weren’t enough. 
Giraffes weren’t 
enough.  
One kind of human 
wasn’t enough. And  
one kind of sexuality wasn’t enough.

Prodigious love has been filling the 
universe ever since hydrogen felt  
the urge to merge with oxygen. A wild 
and wonderful world is in the making 
and, wonder of wonders, we have eyes 
to see, ears to hear, hearts to sing, and 
hands to reach out and touch it with  
love and respect.

The Creator loves diversity. And  
in case you hadn’t noticed, the only thing 
the Beloved loves more than diversity  
is community—people and things living  
together in harmony. It’s really not 
enough to merely tolerate diversity. Go 
out and embrace it for all it’s worth.

As a Christian minister and a brother 
in this wild and wonderful human family, 
I say this to my gay, lesbian, bisexual, 
transgender, and questioning brothers 
and sisters: Far too many churches have 
scorned, judged, demeaned, bullied, and 
condemned you—in the precious name  
of the beloved Christ—just for being  
who you are. They have recited lies.  
They have incited fear instead of cultivat-
ing tolerance, understanding, acceptance, 
and love.

But all who speak in the name of 
Christ are not necessarily of Christ or 
of the way of Jesus. Jesus said: I am the 
way, the truth, and the life. By that, I 
believe, he meant love is the way to live. 
Regrettably, many Christians have taken 
his beautiful and welcoming words and 
turned them into bricks and swords.

Jesus is the heart of the Christian 
tradition, and Jesus said next to nothing 
about sex or sexuality. But Jesus did 

say a lot about love. Love one another  
as I have loved you.

Jesus did not come to condemn but 
to save, to save us from fear and hatred. 
The way of Jesus is not a way out of 
this world into another. It is a way of 
being in this world. It’s a way of being 
in love—feeding the hungry, healing the 
sick, mending the brokenhearted, and 
befriending the outcast.

Every intimate, committed relation-
ship between one adult and another 
deserves the opportunity for the blessing, 
protection, and benefits of a solemn cov-
enant, a covenant that encourages fidelity 
to the sacred promises of love. And that 
means marriage.

Regrettably most churches, includ-
ing my own, have yet to catch up to the 
states, let alone the Spirit. May God help 
us mend our every flaw and purge our 
sins against others.

We all mess up. America has messed 
up big time. But where there is grace, 
honesty, and humility, there is hope.

This July Fourth we have reason to 
be proud and grateful to live in America. 
No, things aren’t nearly well or safe 
enough for GLBT citizens; in fact, 
far from it in our own state. This year, 
however, as we celebrate our nation’s 
Declaration of Independence we can 
also celebrate with our gay and lesbian 
brothers and sisters this new possibility, 
the dawning of their own new day of 
freedom and equality. At last.
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Sara Lueck: An Appreciation
Maria Russo

On any given day, anyone who 

walks into the media center at 

Jefferson High School (JHS) 

is sure to be swept up by a whirlwind 

of positive energy and enthusiasm. The 

woman who is often described as a “full 

bundle of energy” sits beaming from 

behind the library counter, eager to 

become involved and assist. This lady  

is Sara Taylor Lueck.

Sara Taylor grew up in Lewisburg, 

W.Va., where she was raised with her 

identical twin, Sue, and their three 

older siblings. She moved from her 

hometown to attend Shepherd College 

(now Shepherd University). She and 

her future husband Allen “Al” Lueck 

were members of Shepherd’s class of 

1967. Since then, they have resided in 

Shepherdstown and actively participated 

in every school, college, and community 

event that one can imagine.

Sara Lueck has remained a  

dedicated sports spectator and a grand 

sponsor of Shepherd University. She 

and Al actively support the Shepherd 

University football team and have 

helped to create multiple football  

scholarships for student athletes.

Her extreme love of watching 

sports teams compete extends to the 

high school as well. She attends a vast 

number of Shepherd and JHS home and 

away football and basketball games. 

Whether she has traveled several hours 

to attend a game or is sitting in her  

designated seat on the first row at a 

home game, many would refer to Lueck 

as the “number one fan.”

Lueck has served as the committee  

chair of the Scarborough Society, raising  

funds for Shepherd University’s 

Scarborough Library. She looks forward 

each year to organizing and participating  

in the Scarborough Society Gala. The 

event allows her to be active in the  

community and bring people together  

to support the institutions she cares 

deeply about.

Also a member of the Shepherd 

University Wellness Center, Lueck 

focuses on not only observing sports 

but also practicing good health and self-

improvement. On most afternoons, after 

a long day in the media center at school, 

she is seen power walking for miles 

around the Wellness Center’s indoor 

track. She shows this determination and 

strong focus on personal enhancement in 

everything she takes on.

Throughout the time that Lueck has 

lived in Shepherdstown, she has come 

to embody the term “social butterfly” 

in the very best sense. She is fully 

enthralled with multiple community 

organizations, such as the Jefferson 

County Garden Club. Lueck’s devotion 

to her community is astonishing, but it 

is her beautiful personality and loving 

heart that really make up who she is.

Ms. Jodi Carter, who has been 

Lueck’s longtime best friend and who 

works with her in the media center, said 

she is “the most caring person I have 

ever known.” Lueck inspires and uplifts 

people with the aura of happiness she 

gives off.

Lueck willingly works to improve 

every situation in which she takes part, 

and she does anything to help anybody. 

She does not ask for special rewards  

or kudos for her good deeds—it is just 

who she is.

She knows how to make a difference  

in a person’s life. She is understanding  

and compassionate, and she does every-

thing in her power to get a job done. 

Lueck has been an astounding influence 

on so many individuals’ lives, and  

anyone who has met her can attest  

that she is a positive force working  

to improve this world.

Lueck’s tremendous personality 

has been an especially positive asset to 

JHS, where she has worked for 35 years. 

I have had the pleasure of working as 

a teacher’s assistant for Lueck in the 

media center this past year. She has 

willingly taught me the ropes of the 

library and has included me on every 

job. She has instructed me how to check 

out novels and how to catalog books, 

but she has also offered advice I need 

for my endeavors to come. She has fully 

supported my goals for the future and 

has advised me not only on success but, 

more importantly, on happiness.

This is the way Lueck approaches 

every aspect of her life—she makes  

each endeavor her own personal  

mission and she works hard to make  

the most positive circumstances become 

reality. Lueck has a wonderful persona, 

and she is continuously striving to be 

happier, healthier, and more involved. 

Her encouraging outlook on life and her 

desire to create a better world are some 

of the most inspirational characteristics 

found in any individual.

Lueck continues to leave a sig-

nificant mark on Jefferson High School, 

Shepherd University, Shepherdstown, 

and the world. She is remarkable. From 

her spunky cheetah outfits and her high 

heels that perfectly match, to her bound-

less energy and radiant smile, every bit 

of Lueck is vibrant. Her vitality and her 

readiness to enjoy life make her truly 

one of a kind. 

Maria Russo graduated from Jefferson 

High School this spring. She is deciding 

between Brown and Emory for college  

in the fall.
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They Call Him “Pastor B”
Sue Kennedy

At the end of the Cold War, vola-
tile regions that had only been 
held together by the superpower 

standoff erupted into internal wars. In 
Africa, where the post-colonial govern-
ments had become viciously autocratic, 
totally corrupt, and violently opposed 
to human rights, the end of the Cold War 
was the beginning of an open and barbaric 
opposition to their rule. Many have called 
the civil war that erupted in Liberia, West 
Africa, the bloodiest in history.

On the night before Christmas, 1989, 
Charles Taylor and his rebels crossed 
into the country to wage a guerrilla war 
against then President Samuel Doe. 
Taylor had once been a staunch ally of 
Doe and supported the 1980 coup he led, 
which saw the murder of then President 
William R. Tolbert.

Once in office, Doe appointed 
Taylor as director general of the General 
Services Agency and in 1983 sacked him 
for embezzling $1 million in GSA funds. 
Taylor escaped prosecution in Liberia 
and fled to the United States, only to be 
arrested in Massachusetts for embezzle-
ment. He then escaped from prison, was 
never caught, and eventually returned to 
Liberia. The bad blood between Taylor 
and Doe, two of the most dangerous 
despots in history, led directly to the First 
Liberian Civil War.

Within months of the Taylor coup, 
most of Liberia was under the control of 
his followers, the National Patriotic Front 
of Liberia (NPFL). In September 1990, 
NPFL captured and executed Samuel 
Doe. As the war raged on (1989 to 1996) 
250,000 Liberians were slaughtered and 
a million more fled to refugee camps 
in neighboring countries or escaped the 
continent all together.

One of those who fled Liberia in 
1990, from his home in Lower Buchanan, 
was a teenage law student by the name of 
Rudolph Monsio Bropleh. His father was 
a lawyer and judge; his mother, a high 
school principal. The Broplehs had 23 
children, and Rudolph was number 20. 
They were a close-knit family built on 
love, respect, faith, generosity, and a deep 
appreciation for education.

“My parents had good jobs before 
the war, but with 23 children there was 
very little money. Everything went for 
food and our education,” said Bropleh. 

“My grandmother was a huge part of my 
life. She was very positive, very loving 
and wise. She always saw to it that our 
clothes were clean and our shoes were 
shined…that we looked as good as 
she told us we were. My grandmother 
continually told me, ‘You’re going to be 
somebody.’ A child needs that. No matter 
how lean times were, I never doubted I 
could do anything if I tried hard enough.”

Then the man known today as  
Pastor B said with a laugh, “Thanks to my 
grandmother, I had no problem with self-
esteem. Thanks to 22 brothers and sisters, 
I learned good people skills real fast.”

Bropleh graduated from high school at 
15 and received an undergraduate degree in 
economics from the local university. Then 
the war came and with it lasting memories 
of the shock and horror. He soon escaped 
West Africa for the United States and 
settled in Baltimore. All his life, the value 
of education was instilled in the young 
man, and so it continued. He went on to 
earn a graduate degree in theology from St. 
Mary’s Seminary and University, a graduate 
degree in divinity from Howard University, 
a degree in economics from Johns Hopkins 
University, and a doctorate in pastoral 
psychology from Oxford University.

While in Baltimore, he served at 
St. Matthews United Methodist Church, 
helping the church to grow from 28 to 
more than 250 parishioners. He also 
established ministries that included an 
after-school program, a soup kitchen, a 
halfway house, and a welfare-to-work 

program. He met and married a beautiful 
girl from Liberia named Everane, and the 
young couple settled down in Baltimore 
to raise a family of their own. Then in 
2004, the bishop of the United Methodist 
Church of the Washington-Baltimore 
Conference appointed Bropleh lead pas-
tor of Asbury Church in Shepherdstown, 
W.Va. “When I was assigned to Asbury, 
the bishop told me he thought I had the 
ability to turn things around.”

The bishop was right. Everane 
and Rudolph Bropleh live in Maddex 
Farms with their five children: Raphael, 
Randy, Nahdi, Randa, and Nahdoe. The 
educational legacy continues. Raphael 
is at Shepherd University, Randy goes 
to Grambling, and Nahdi is heading to 
Marshall in the fall. Randa and Nahdoe 
attend Jefferson High School. Everane 
earned a master’s in information technol-
ogy from Shepherd, and today she is an IT 
instructor with Harpers Ferry Job Corps. 
Pastor B is deservedly proud of his family.

Putting these life lessons, his educa-
tion and talents to further use, Pastor B 
has become a much sought-after moti-
vational speaker. Over the past 21 years, 
he has been motivating and empowering 
audiences through his leadership-training 
and development conferences throughout 
the world. A small sample of his work 
includes: Empowering Approaches 
for Youth Involvement (South Korea), 
Leadership for Peaceful Coexistence 
(Israel and Palestine), the UN Global 
Forum (Armenia), the African Youth & 

Governance Conference (Ghana), and the 
All Liberia Conference: Decentralization 
and Development of New Leadership 
(Liberia, 1998).

In 2005 he joined the Shepherd fac-
ulty as an adjunct professor of economics. 
Dr. Linda Rhone, a member of the Asbury 
congregation, was on the Shepherd 
faculty at the time, and when Shepherd’s 
president, David Dunlop, made the offer, 
she encouraged her friend to accept the 
position: “Hey, you’d be great.”

Seven years later, Professor Bropleh, 
whose students call him Rudy, continues 
to spread economic and worldly wisdom 
at Shepherd, motivating a very fortunate 
next generation of leaders.

He considers his life a blessing and 
passionately believes his work is to infuse 
new ideas, promote community, and help 
the people to do better.

“Shepherdstown, the whole 
Panhandle, is full of good people,” he 
said. “I believe, though, that some could 
be a little more forward-thinking. More 
forward-leaning. I am a hopeful person, 
a glass-half-full person. I see good in 
people and pray that we can all improve.”

In March 2013 Asbury Methodist 
Church broke ground on a new addition, 
which Pastor B said was a symbol of the 
church’s partnership with the community. 
The Asbury congregation continues to 
grow, making this expansion long overdue. 
The plan is a $3 million three-phase proj-
ect, with the first phase to be completed 
before the end of this year. As the pastor 
said, “It’s a blessing not a building.”

Pastor B possesses the self-
assurance, wrapped in easygoing wit and 
warmth, of a man who knows what he’s 
here to do and is doing it. As a boy in the 
war-torn West African country of Liberia, 
he was taught the importance of a lov-
ing family, a strong faith, acceptance, 
tolerance, and self-esteem at the knee of 
his parents and his grandmother. He was 
taught that everyone is supposed to be a 
difference maker—to be a positive influ-
ence on the people in all our lives.

Pastor B. learned his lessons well. 
The man is remarkable.

Sue Kennedy grew up in Millbrook, N.Y., 
and lived in eight states before she moved 
to West Virginia, which she sincerely 
thinks is the best one yet.
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Pastor Rudolph Bropleh during groundbreaking on March 10, 2013
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A Place To Go Home
Domestic rings the dinner bell

Hannah Cohen

Food nourishes far more than the 
physical body. The meals we eat 
often remind us of special times 

in our lives. Thus, the expression The way 
to a man’s heart is through his stomach 
holds a bit of truth. I am willing to bet 
that you could woo anyone with a meal 
from childhood. And to prove me right, 
Doug Vaira’s new restaurant, Domestic, 
has Shepherdstown swooning.

In planning the menu for his new 
restaurant, Doug thought of his favorite 
childhood dishes—what his mom and dad 
made him for dinner. For Doug, home is 
steak and mashed potatoes, something he 
shares with us on the menu. So are fried 
bologna sandwiches, pizza, and macaroni 
and cheese.

For some, home comes to mind 
when you see a fried bologna sandwich; 
you could be sitting at a small wooden 
table in Domestic or you could be 
watching your grandfather make his 
lunch. However, Domestic’s version of a 
bologna sandwich matured, as we did; it’s 
more attuned to an adult’s palate—little-
kid food with a big-kid spin. The fried 
bologna sandwich’s pickle relish would 
not be appealing to a much younger ver-
sion of me, but my 20-something palate 
certainly enjoyed it, especially because 
I got to eat the mozzarella sticks in my 
sandwich.

Doug enjoys watching new patrons’ 
candid reactions upon opening their 
menus for the first time, seeing chicken 
wings or a hot dog. Surprise fades into a 
sly smile. Being a kid was fun, and Doug 
lets us be kids again.

But Doug also thought beyond his 
own home, about what represents our 
American home. Well-known foods 
define the various regions of the United 
States; they are a direct reflection of our 
culture’s melting pot and local special-
ties. Domestic’s menu integrates all 
regions of the United States, from their 
barbecue sliders to their lobster mac and 
cheese to their eggplant with pesto. You 
can enjoy New England style seafood, 
Southern fried catfish, Midwestern steak, 
Southwestern burritos, and Northwestern 
wines.

From state to state, the types of 
foods differ based on what the environ-
ment offers its diners, yet certain meals 
define our quintessential American 
culture, from Portland, Maine, to 
Portland, Oregon. Ballpark means hotdog. 
Grilling means hamburgers. Picnics have 
watermelon. Domestic’s all-American 
quarterback options include a local dog 
duo, a classic hamburger, and chicken 
wings. Like a potluck, where people 
bring something to the table from their 
own kitchens, Domestic’s menu brings 

the regions of the Unites States, our 
patriotism, and our sweet childhood 
memories into one space.

Not only does food define a 
culture, our meals define our life cycle. 
Childhood is peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches and ice cream cones, college 
is beer and pizza, and for some, “finally 
making it in life” is fine wines and 
being able to order fancy appetizers. At 
Domestic, we eat from our childhoods, 
we eat from our college days, and any 
age can enjoy those fancy appetizers. 
Everyone is welcome there, and Doug 
says that’s not accidental. He conceptual-
ized Domestic as a common ground for 
the entire community to enjoy a meal. 

Look around the room and you would 
think that you are at a family reunion. 
Students enjoy sandwiches at a table, 
friends chat at the bar, and nestled near 
Domestic’s large front windows, a retired 
couple converse over a nice bottle of 
wine. Older generations can become kids 
again, younger generations can afford to 
eat out, and the space invites us to do so.

The restaurant’s interior design is 
simple, comfortable, and vibrant. We 
are drawn to the uncomplicated esthetic 
of wooden tables and chairs and soft 

yellow-and-white lighting. Local artists’ 
work hangs on the walls, and a huge 
barn door mixed with paintings of farm 
animals reminds us of our agricultural 
roots. Everything about the space is 
relaxed: Domestic has no dress code, its 
staff wears flannel, and its space is full 
of chatter and laughter of all generations. 
Domestic is not about pretenses; it is a 
welcoming place to eat. Come as you are.

Domestic is Doug’s second res-
taurant, the first being Dish in Charles 
Town. A native of Pittsburgh, he moved 
to Jefferson County from Denver about 
15 years ago. In that time, he created 
his home and is helping to nourish two 
towns’ communities by providing venues 

where we may enjoy each other’s com-
pany over a hearty meal. Whereas Dish’s 
philosophy is farm to table, Domestic is 
re-creating the food that means home.

The name patriotically implies what 
Doug firmly holds true: Domestic is 
American food, honest to its core. That 
becomes very apparent upon walking 
in the front door when a large painting 
of the Unites States greets you from 
across the restaurant. It features five 
chalkboards that highlight dishes from 
the various regions of the country. Like 
the menu options, the beer and wine 
selection is Made in USA, a principle to 
which Doug is fully committed. As more 
of us search to support our country’s 
entrepreneurs and foster community 
growth, Domestic serves us a palatable 
solution. We can return home.

The restaurant officially opened 
in April, following its soft opening in 
March, to an eager following. Going for-
ward, Doug plans to host special events, 
like wine pairings and beer tastings, and 
to enhance and vary the specials menu 
with the shift of seasons and available 
produce. For more information on 
events, check out Domestic’s website or 
Facebook page, or glance at the chalk-
board to the left of the bar as you are 
greeted (probably by Doug).

As for us, small communities sup-
port each other by sourcing from within 
our incredible United States of America, 
taking pride in local businesses that cater 
to their communities’ needs. It is obvious 
that Doug cares about serving what he 
calls a “good, honest meal in a clean 
space.” Embodying a relaxing, homey 
environment, he and his staff’s personali-
ties reflect the genuine nature of his goal. 
At Domestic, we are home. Though all 
grown up, we are still kids at heart, and 
after a long day, someone is ringing the 
dinner bell.

Domestic
117 East German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
(304) 876-1030
http://wvdomestic.com

PHOTOS BY HANNAH COHEN

Domestic owner, Doug Vaira
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In Conversation With James McNeel
Sue Kennedy

Thousands of theatergoers 
are preparing to flood into 
Shepherdstown for the 23rd 

Contemporary American Theater Festival 
(CATF) season. The excellence of and 
excitement surrounding CATF has grown 
every year, but this year it’s over the top. 
This season marks a milestone: the produc-
tion of 100 original plays, including three 
world premiers and two commissions, most 
to be performed in the new Stanley C. and 
Shirley A. Marinoff Theater.

Recently I sat down with James 
McNeel, CATF’s director of all manage-
ment, promotional, fundraising, and gov-
ernance and the CATF rep to the senior 
fundraising staff at Shepherd University.

James, how did you come to join the 
staff of CATF?

Actually I rejoined the staff. I was 
a CATF intern for the 8th, 9th and 10th 
seasons when I was in college.

Were you always interested in theater?
No. When I entered Shepherd 

University I had no clue what I wanted  
to do. I changed my major three times in 
two years. First it was communications, 
then political science, then English. One 
day my dad and I were talking about 
my “cluelessness,” and he said, “When 
I was in college, I tried out for a play. It 
was fun.” So I thought “Why not?” and 
enrolled in an acting class taught by Ed 
Herendeen. I remember the first day like  
it was yesterday.

Were your parents in theater?
They weren’t, but they appreciated 

theater. My mom taught foreign languages 

and English around the globe for over 
40 years. She has a Ph.D. in French. 
She and my father were both teaching in 
Australia when they met. They got mar-
ried in Colorado and moved back to Dad’s 
home, Marlinton, in Pocahontas County, 
West Virginia. Mom [Denise Kendrick 
McNeel, from Cheshire, England] taught 
French, and Dad [Bill McNeel] was the 
editor of our family newspaper, The 
Pocahontas Times. It’s been in our family 
since the 1880s. Dad’s family was among 
the first settlers of Pocahontas County. 
Dad is notable for being a West Virginia 
historian. He’s written two books on the 
logging industry and he’s the only surviv-
ing founder of the Pocahontas County 
Historical Society Museum. My great-
grandfather was the noted Pocahontas 
Times editor and conservationist, Calvin 
Price. There’s a state forest named after 
him in Pocahontas County.

Growing up, my mom would take me 
and more than 40 middle and high school 
French students on trips to Quebec, the 
Caribbean, Europe. When I was a kid, we 
traveled a bunch…I have dual-citizenship 
with the USA and United Kingdom.

McNeel went on to graduate from 
Shepherd with a bachelor’s degree in 
English and theater and then to American 
University in Washington, D.C., as a 
master’s candidate in arts management. 
After a brief stint at AU’s Studio Theater, 
he was offered a job at the National 
Endowment for the Arts.

How was that?
My first day on the job was on 9/11. 

It was surreal.
I was at NEA for five years, first 

managing the adjudication and award-
ing of individual grants in literature, 
theater, and folk art. It was a difficult but 
fascinating challenge. Fourteen hundred 
worthy applications for 40 grants.

In 2005, McNeel followed a lifelong 
dream: to live and work in New York City.

My great uncle lived on West 76th 
St., and when I was a kid I’d visit him 
and he made sure I discovered New York. 

I loved life in New York. I lived on the 
upper West Side and had friends there 
and made friends there. I got a job at 
The Center for Creative Resources, Inc., 
as general manager and then went to 
the Cherry Lane Theatre in Greenwich 
Village to be the director of development 
and marketing.

Though his time in New York gave 
him extraordinary opportunities to 
meet, work with, and learn from some 
great artists, he always came back to 
Shepherdstown for CATF.

Why the permanent move back?
One night I went to an event in 

New York attended by a contingent 
of CATF notables like Jenny Allen, 
Catherine Irwin, Peggy McKowen, and 
Ed Herendeen. Catherine was planning to 
retire as CATF managing director and Ed 
said he wanted to talk.

So they talked, and the rest is history. 
As McNeel tells about his role as CATF 
managing director, his enthusiasm is 
palpable. He is everywhere, working long 
hours.

My goals as the director of develop-
ment and marketing are to raise money 
and fill seats. Those are two of the 
hardest things about theater, but it’s also 
a straightforward mission. I hope to 
diversify and entice a younger audience 
from around the region as well as work 
to expand the national outreach of the 
festival. There’s a lot of room for growth 
and it’s exciting to build new systems and 
brainstorm new approaches.

The festival is very lucky to be 
on the campus of Shepherd, and it’s a 
really unique and very strong partnership. 
Shepherd’s visibility is the highest it’s 
ever been. CATF plays a role in that and 
certainly Shepherd plays a role in CATF’s 
growth. I think that’s a really special thing.

You said that for 10 months of the 
year, the CATF staff consists of just Ed 
Herendeen, Peggy McKowen, and you. 
How does that work?

We work closely with a fantastic 
board of trustees, led by Jenny Ewing 

Allen, to raise the money needed, generate 
buzz for the season, hire the company, and 
so much more. For a million-dollar non-
profit organization, this is no small feat.

What’s more, unlike some boards, 
ours feels that the artistic selection is not 
in their purview. They’re fully supportive 
of Ed’s selections. In other words, we’ve 
never been muzzled.

What makes it work for me is how 
successfully Ed, Peggy, and I coexist. 
We’re truly a team; we have to be. I’ve 
known Ed for a long time—he was my 
mentor while I was a student at Shepherd 
and he early on identified my skill set 
and steered me toward the career I have 
now. Ed’s a true collaborator and values 
the input of the people around him. 
While my position at CATF might be 
specifically tied to fundraising, market-
ing, and finances, I never feel removed 
from the art itself.

Peggy is a hybrid, a chameleon. 
An artist in her own right, she has an 
uncanny ability to navigate between what 
is needed to mount the shows—working 
with designers, overseeing the produc-
tions, and, let us never forget, designing 
plays as well (Gideon’s Knot and From 
Prague are just two masterful examples 
of her creative acumen)—with the minu-
tiae of producing a festival as whole.

In my three years here, I think 
we have all found a way to match our 
individual talents to a larger goal. And, 
frankly, we get along and have a good 
time. When you add in the 30 or so folks 
that sit on our board, it is rare to be able to 
truthfully say you like all the people with 
whom you work. I do. CATF mirrors the 
spirit that this community embodies—cre-
ative, smart, open, and warm.

I’m very grateful for the opportunity 
to return to the theater that began my 
career, at my alma mater, and in the state 
where I was born.

Sue Kennedy lives in Shepherdstown  
and bought her CATF tickets a month ago.
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James McNeel

The curtain goes  
up on the 23rd CATF 

season on July 5.
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On Farming & Coming Full Circle
Green Gate Farm grows more than food

Hannah Cohen

Life comes full circle. The end of 
one thing is always the begin-
ning of another, and all the small 

circles of our individual rotations overlap 
in the places where we find ourselves 
connected to our pasts and our futures. 
Such is the circle of life. So when I found 
myself having lunch with Lars Prillaman 
and Leslie Randall at Green Gate Farm, I 
could not help but realize coincidence is 
an opportunity with a story.

I will start with the story of Green 
Gate Farm. Just around a tight bend in 
the road and over a small creek, a white 
farmhouse sits perched on a rolling hill. 
Built in the early 1900s this particular 
house and its farm belong to Persimmon 
Lane. Once you turn that bend, a natural 
lullaby livens—you hear the creek bub-
bling downstream, birds fluttering in the 
trees, and wind rushing through the long 
grass. You see only fields and the small 
white house. Growing up, I remember 
Mr. Needy sitting on its front porch, 
taking in the evenings. Throughout the 
years, that small farm and its little white 
house root us to a tradition of agriculture 
here in Jefferson County.

I, like many in our community, 
always become quite nervous when an 
old farm goes on the market. When I did 
not see Mr. Needy sitting on his porch in 
the evenings anymore and the only thing 
growing in his garden was a realtor sign, 
I feared the worst: the devastating heart-
ache of watching our history rewrite itself 
into developed land. Someone saved this 
farm, and it is someone with a family 
legacy in Jefferson County farming.

Lars was the kid at 4-H camp who 
made his presence known, from his loud 
laugh to his pranks that drew everyone’s 

attention. Jokes aside, Lars’s presence is 
now felt in his love of farming and pas-
sion for the community that created the 
man with the sparkling blue eyes. Many 
kids were rooted to this county through 
4-H. So when Lars purchased the farm 
of Mr. Needy (uncle of our retired 4-H 
extension agent), life had really come full 
circle. This little white farmhouse waited 
patiently for the right man to sit on its 
porch. In 2010, its foundation became 
Lars’s to build his home and turn him 
into a Jefferson County farmer. Not only 
did 4-H guide Lars home, it showed him 
the road to farming.

Roaming between music gigs left 
Lars searching for more, and when an 
old 4-H friend, Forrest Pritchard, offered 
him an internship at his Virginia farm, 
he started walking his path back home. 
From there, Lars moved to Greenstone 
Fields, where he met the woman who 
now balances his wild energy with 
peace—the woman who would become 
his partner in running his own farm.

Leslie has clear hazel eyes that see 
thoughtfulness, patience, and potential. 
She is new to our community, but an old-
timer of small, intellectual towns, rich in 
farming families. Traveling has led her 
to each of her homes—from falling in 
love with farming while studying abroad 
in New Zealand, to growing flowers in 
Virginia where she met Lars. She is at 
peace sprouting seeds into vegetables. 
Now she is shooting her roots at Green 
Gate Farm. Members of the farm’s CSA 
(Community Supported Agriculture) 

group receive their weekly share of chard, 
kale, basil, tomatoes, beets, and other 
vegetables because Leslie ensured that 
the seeds planted this spring became our 
community’s nutritious, delicious gifts 
from Green Gate’s earth.

When they work as a team, both 
Lars’s and Leslie’s personalities and 
expertise ebb and flow, allowing them to 
focus on their passions, learn from and 
ground each other. The farm, too, will 
eventually operate cyclically, using nature 
to guide each component of its life cycle. 
Their planned ecosystem utilizes natural 
tendencies rather than machinery. A plot 
of land would be first a grazing field for 
cattle, then a pecking ground for chickens, 
then a rooting space for pigs, finally culmi-
nating in fertile, nutrient-dense, aerated soil 
primed to grow vegetables. They envision 
farming without dependency on oil or 
machines.

Standing by the horse pasture, four 
hopeful eyes look to the soft rolling hills, 
green tufts of trees, and fields of grass 
broken by tree lines leading to more hills, 
trees, and fields. But Lars and Leslie are 
not looking at Green Gate Farm land. 
When Mr. Needy’s farm was sold, the 
land was divided into plots. The plot with 
the farmhouse holds the house, the old 
barn, the field to the left of the house that 
floods twice a year when the creek bed 
awakens, and a small strip of land to the 
right and back, where his pigs are rooting 
and his horses are grazing. Lars needs the 
plot of land behind his house to create a 
viable, sustainable, productive farming 
ecosystem and business. Acquiring about 
nine acres would allow his vision to come 

to fruition, but that is not up to Lars and 
Leslie alone.

They do not have the financial 
resources to protect and continue a 
history of Jefferson County agriculture; 
we have to invest in our food and our 
community as well. If we do not, we are 
tilling under local, sustainable agriculture 
and turning our backs to a man raised by 
this community. If we cannot vote with 
our food dollars to invest in our heritage 
and our legacy, the little white farmhouse 
and its green gate will become our past 
not our bequest to our future.

We simply need to continue revital-
izing a community ecosystem: Our 
farmers grow our food, we purchase 
their products, which then gives them the 
financial resources to continue investing 
in their farms. As a byproduct, we also 
protect our land and our environment and 
strengthen our community’s economy. 
Big ideas aside, we help our children 
realize their dreams, create families, 
and we grow together. To help Green 
Gate Farm flourish, we can join their 
2014 CSA or purchase their products 
on Saturday mornings at their stand 
near the Post Office and Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church. For more informa-
tion on how you can support the farm, 
see their Facebook page and website: 
http://greengatefarmwv.com.

In five years, Lars hopes to have cre-
ated a crop cycle specific to his farm, to 
know the nature of his land as he knows 
the lines on his hands, to hire an appren-
tice to give someone else the chance that 
he was given, and to connect with schools 
to educate students about their food. For 
Lars and Leslie, the amount of labor that 
realizing their potentials will take is an 
afterthought to the satisfaction they get as 
they watch their seeds grow, their pigs fat-
ten, and their chickens lay another dozen 
eggs. When Mr. Needy sat on their front 
porch, I think he took in more than the 
view. He took in a way of life.

Hannah Cohen is excited to make 
chocolate mousse with Green Gate’s  
fresh eggs. She can be reached at  
hannaheliza.cohen@gmail.com.

PHOTOS BY HANNAH COHEN

Lars Prillaman and Leslie Randall in front  
of the farmhouse

Lars tends to the chicks.

Trays of seedlings await planting.
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Genevieve Monroe
94 Years Young

Claire Stuart

A t 94, Genevieve 
Monroe admits 
that she has  

actually slowed down. 
She even stopped driving  
three years ago! She doesn’t  
attribute her long life to anything in  
particular. “I stay away from salt, sugar, 
and grease. I never dieted, I just worked!”

Born in Shepherdstown in 1918, 
one of 13 children of Marstella Stubbs 
Washington and Harry Washington, 
she is the oldest surviving sibling. Her 
three remaining sisters are Charlotte in 
Connecticut, Priscilla in Atlanta, and 
Dora who lives here.

 “My dad died young,” Monroe says, 
“but my mother lived to be 97. People 
would tell her she should marry again, 
and she’d say that she wouldn’t have 
another man over her children.”

Growing up during the Great 
Depression, Monroe was accustomed to 
hard times. Her family lived on the east 
end, with no indoor plumbing, electricity, 
or even a well.

“We had to carry water from the 
Town Run up the hill to wash clothes,” 
she recalls. “My mother washed clothes 
on a board. We paid 2 cents a bucket for 
drinking and cooking water from a family 
up on the hill—they had a well with a 
hand pump.”

The black children had to walk 
across town, past the larger white chil-
dren’s school, to reach their two-room 
schoolhouse on the west end. It went 
through 8th grade, with one teacher and 
a principal, each teaching four grades. 
Students were respectful, and the only 
problems were mischief like throwing 
spitballs. Children were switched for 
misbehavior. “But I never was,” Monroe 
reports. To go on to high school, students 
took a bus to Charles Town and took a 
test, but Monroe was unable to continue.

Mrs. Washington worked hard to 
support the family. She gardened and 
canned, and they kept a few chickens. 
She sold Grit, a weekly newspaper popu-
lar in rural areas, delivering it in a wagon 
that she pulled through town.

In summer, Monroe, a sister, and her 
mother picked blackberries where the 
Day Care Center is now. “We climbed 
over a fence, and picked about two  
times a month. Mom would get us up  
at six or seven in the morning to pick 
berries to sell.”

Her mother did make cobbler, but 
almost all of the berries had to be sold 
buy food. “There was a mill in town 
where you could buy a bag of cornmeal 
or flour for 25 cents. Mom did a lot of 
bread baking, and she’d make griddle 
cakes on top of the stove, making a syrup 
out of brown sugar and water.”

They used kerosene lamps and 
heated and cooked with wood and coal. 
Coal trains came through town and coal 
would fall off, so the children walked 
along the tracks from Shepherdstown to 
Morgan’s Grove to pick it up. “You’d get 
a big basket of coal,” she recalls.

When she was big enough to work, 
Monroe did day work, as did her mother, 
for 10 cents an hour. There was no money 
for new clothes, and the children wore 
hand-me-downs.

Doctors were unaffordable, so if they 
got sick, her mother used home remedies. 
“If it looked like we were getting a cold, if 
we even sneezed, she’d give us a teaspoon 
of sugar with a drop of kerosene on it.”

Strange as that sounds today, it was a 
common remedy in earlier times.

Even in hard times, children find 
time to play. Monroe describes herself 
as a tomboy. Her favorite pastimes were 
baseball and marbles, and she remembers 
having constantly skinned knuckles from 
marbles games.

She married Samuel Monroe, who 
passed away in 1972. They were married 
for 34 years but had no children.

In 1944, Monroe got a job in the new 
Veteran’s Administration Hospital, where 
she worked 32 years. She recalls how 
thrilled she was to get her first paycheck. 
“I got six dollars and I thought I was 
rich!” she says.

She bought her first car in 1948, a 
used two-door Oldsmobile, and she was 
on the road from then on. Her friend 
Sally Johnson taught her to drive. “Not 
my husband!” she laughs.

She bought seven used cars while 
she worked at the VA. “They were all 
lemons,” she reports, and every payday, 
she had to budget for repairs.

Life wasn’t all work, and Monroe did 
get out of Shepherdstown to see sights 
and have fun. “Nelly Washington would 
sponsor a bus, and a bunch of us would 
go to New York every year. We’d go to 
Coney Island. And we went to hear Oral 
Roberts preach at his camp meetings.”

In 1976, she retired to take care of 
her mother. “I was the only one with no 
kids, so I took care of her. She lived two 
more years.”

Monroe never lived anywhere but 
Shepherdstown and says she never wanted 
to. After a lifetime of hard work, most 
people would be ready to rest. But after 
her retirement, Monroe busied herself with 
community, church, and volunteer work. 
She was active in NAACP and delivered 
Meals on Wheels out of Charles Town. At 
Asbury Methodist Church, she served on 
various committees and as church treasurer.

Pastor Rudolph Bropleh says,  
“To me, she’s a symbol of faithfulness, 
and that’s very inspiring to all of us  
at Asbury.”

She was a member of the Shepherds-
town Housing Authority, working to 
improve conditions in town. “There were 
never any sidewalks on the west end until 

Shepherdstown got a block grant in the 
late 1970s to bring it up to date,” she 
says. “The Housing Authority was able to 
loan people money to upgrade plumbing 
and electricity at low interest, and the 
interest went back into the town treasury 
to keep money to loan.”

As a volunteer with Good Shepherd 
Interfaith Volunteer Caregivers (GSIVC), 
Monroe drove people wherever they had 
to go. She was up and down all the back 
roads of the county.

Donna Acquaviva, former executive  
director of GSIVC (now living in 
Roanoke), remembers Monroe fondly. 
“We think of her so often and always 
with love. She was a model volunteer 
at Good Shepherd, always willing to 
do whatever we asked of her. Our care 
recipients loved her, too. Often she was 
much older than they, but her energy  
in those days was remarkable.”

Until recently, Monroe lived by 
herself, but she now uses a walker and  
a niece stays with her at night. She 
spends her time reading, watching TV 
and cleaning house.

“I have to move around to keep my 
strength up,” she says. “There’s more I’d 
like to do, but I can’t. I have to get up 
at 7 to get ready for 11 o’clock church! 
A girl comes in from JCCA [Jefferson 
County Council on Aging] to help around 
the house and another one comes in to 
help me walk and exercise in the house.”

Although she had no children of her 
own, Monroe always took a loving interest 
in her nieces and nephews. Her nephew, 
Robert Holmes, Ph.D., honored her in 
a scholarship he endowed at Shepherd 
University in 2012. The Priscilla L. Holmes 
and Genevieve Monroe Scholarship 
provides financial assistance to members 
of the Stubbs-Washington-Branson family 
who exhibit an interest in community and 
public service. Dr. Holmes, who lives 
in Atlanta, retired after 34 years in the 
Georgia General Assembly. He credits his 
mother, Priscilla, and his aunt Genevieve, 
for helping him attain his success.

Claire Stuart would like to have such  
a long and useful life!
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Genevieve and her sisters: (left to right) Dora B. Washington, 
Priscilla Holmes, Charlotte Tucker, and Genevieve Monroe

Genevieve Monroe



G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S u m m E R  2 0 1 3

10

On Losing a Mentor
Cassie Bosley

The dictionary defines mentor as 
“a wise and trusted commander.” 
The word comes to us from Greek 

mythology: Mentor was a friend of 
Odysseus who was entrusted with teach-
ing Odysseus’s son. It is now used in 
connection with, for example, Boys and 
Girls Clubs, but it’s not used often. Is 
it a question of semantics? We say, “He 
has the new guy under his wing, or that 
the mechanic is apprenticed to Smith’s 
garage.” These expressions imply a kind 
of guidance, but without any moral or 
spiritual obligations (although sometimes 
that happens). At times we call on our 
religious leaders, our parents or a teacher, 
a grandmother or a neighbor to help 
guide us and teach us.

In our culture, when we use the word 
mentor, most of us conjure pictures of 
Mr. Miagi in The Karate Kid; Master 
Shifu, the red panda who teaches, beyond 
all odds, the Kung Fu Panda; and some 
remember Splinter, the sensei of the 
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles. We know 
about senseis because of these movies 
and because many of us, perhaps our 
children and grandchildren, have trained 
at a neighborhood dojo (school). But not 
all senseis are mentors.

Mentoring involves wisdom, which 
is handed down, and that process is what 
teaching is all about. Carol A. Wiley,  
editor of Martial Arts Teachers on 
Teaching, says, “Perhaps the best teach-
ing is most about guiding others while 
letting them find their own way.” A 

mentor does not want to change the 
student into a version of the mentor.

The idea of the teacher being the 
learner is also essential to being a 
mentor. The mentor is wise enough to 
know that every opportunity is both a 
teaching moment and a chance to learn 
something.

“Teaching and learning are the 
same thing,” points out James Zimron in 
Wiley’s book. This concept is integral to 
the martial arts mentor/student relation-
ship. The teacher guides, leads, and 
provides a safe place for learning. The 
student accepts, learns from, and respects 
the teacher. The teacher as mentor and 
the student are both open to teaching and 
learning.

Barbara Feldman was my sensei 
and my mentor. In 1993, I started training 
in karate with her. I had met her years 
earlier at the Bookend Poets monthly 
meeting. When Shepherdstown artist Tara 
Bell asked me to go to a twice-weekly 
women’s martial arts class with her, I 
said, “Sure,” thinking maybe that kind 
of training would help me get rid of my 
nightmares and oft-visiting depression. In 
1999, I tested for my first-degree black 
belt, and in 2006, for my second. Tara and 
I also had the chance to learn t’ai chi from 
Sensei Barbara, and almost all of my 15 
years of training involved t’ai chi. I went 
to 11 week-long t’ai chi training camps 
(Sensei Barbara attended more), where 
Sensei and I trained together, ate together, 
and often roomed together. Martial arts 
training encourages a deeper relationship. 
It is not only a physical relationship but 
also a mental and spiritual connection.

On January 10 of this year, we lost 
Sensei Barbara to a short battle with 
cancer. Losing someone dear, such as 
a sensei like Barbara Feldman, leaves 
a huge hole. I keep hearing her voice: 
Keep on learning and growing. She was a 
sensei who understood that each of us is 
an individual, that all of us are connected, 
and that each of us can choose to do 
our best. Over years of training with my 
sensei, I have stopped having nightmares. 
I got brave and strong.

Many Shepherdstown residents 
trained with Sensei Barbara at Blue 
Heron Martial and Healing Arts, where 
students can study Ai Mute Shotokan 

karate, t’ai chi ch’uan, Bagua, and 
qigong. After 19 or 20 years of exis-
tence, Blue Heron has migrated. The 
students, however, have not, and a few 
of them have shared their voices.

Chris Schwartz started training at 
Blue Heron in 2005, after coming to 
the demonstration on Saturday night 
of the National Women’s Martial Arts 
Federation, an organization founded 
by Barbara Feldman and others in the 
1980s. Special Training, a four-day yearly 
event, was held at Shepherd University 
that year. Chris was attracted to the 
martial arts demo, and was particularly 
drawn to t’ai chi. When he saw Sensei 
Barbara on the demo floor, he saw her 
embody the art of t’ai chi. “She com-
bined the mind and body into one fluid 
movement. She could project energy to 
students, to whom she was committed. 
She gave herself to the martial arts. What 
she gave to the community in a larger 
sense is immeasurable. She embodied the 
spirit of the Peaceful Warrior. She taught 
without pushing [author’s note: the karate 
students may have a different story], 
without expectations, without conditions. 
Her purpose was to elevate the student.”

Lance Dom, a volunteer at 
Shepherdstown Public Library, came to 
Blue Heron for a few years. He says, 
“Barbara was everything a teacher should 
be. She was committed to her students 
and to her discipline, with no ego. She had 
capabilities that allowed her to teach widely 
divergent levels with no difficulty. Personal 
things didn’t matter—students could relax 
quickly with no personality conflict.”

Linda O’Brien, a Shepherdstown resi-
dent, went to the dojo to learn about lian 
gong—gentle exercise set related to t’ai chi. 
She said, “Barbara was 
the gentlest and kindest 
teacher, always generous 
with her time. She had 
knowledge, patience,  
and spirit.”

Jacob Smith is a 
Shepherd University 
student who trained 
with us as a boy. He 
remembers that “the 
tests that Barbara put us 
through were more than 
just a simple exam; you 

could not just attend and expect to pass. 
You had to be more. You had to embody 
the art and focus in every aspect of life to 
succeed. Barbara showed us to train past 
the hardships and to maintain a life of 
dedication.”

Despite the dissolution of Blue Heron 
Martial and Healing Arts, all these voices 
come from those who carry the spirit of 
Sensei Barbara’s legacy into the future. 
(There are many more voices, and I apolo-
gize to those who trained long and hard but 
who didn’t get a chance to speak here.) We 
all walk a little differently, in mind, body 
and spirit, because of Sensei Barbara.

When I meditate, I often greet my 
master and guides in my heart; now 
Barbara is with me, that small part of her 
spirit imparted to me, reminding me to 
breathe, to accept not only my weaknesses 
but also my strengths. This is what a sen-
sei does. We all teach and learn from each 
other. The thing that sets a mentor apart is 
that a mentor chooses the responsibility.

So long, Sensei Barbara, not goodbye.

Cassie Bosley teaches English, self-defense 
for women, and t’ai chi at Shepherd 
University. She gardens, creates and sells 
crafts at various places, and is captured 
by her grandson every other weekend.

Local Martial Arts Classes
Jong Hap Mu Sool Martial Arts, 

Shepherdstown, W.Va.
Blue Heron “extension,” taught by Chris 

Brown at Shepherdstown Community Center
Summer t’ai chi classes, taught by Cassie 

Bosley at Harmony Healing Arts, New Street
T’ai chi classes starting in June, taught by C. 

Schwartz and B. Bosley at the Entler Hotel
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Barbara Feldman (lower left) with students 
Sandy D’Onofino (top left), Cassie Bosley 
(top right), and Tara Bell, all residents of 
Shepherdstown.

Training with friends at tai chi camp, Barbara at far right
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artwork 

The Art of Spring: 
Marian Buckner

David Zunker

First impressions with impression-
ists can be especially tricky. Was 
the floral floor mat at the entrance 

to artist Marian Buckner’s home to be 
stepped on or should one step back and 
simply admire? Thank goodness the mat 
turned out not to be vintage, and neither 
was it a creative, commercial use of 
Buckner’s own artistic work. Still, side-
stepping seemed the safest thing to do at 
the time and definitely the most politi-
cally correct. Awkwardness avoided.

Everything else about a conversation 
with Buckner is as comfortable as her 
paintings, which are also as delightful 
and charming as she is. The public can 
see that at a show of her work, where 
between 15 and 20 of her original floral 
and landscape pieces and many of her 
prints have been on display and available 
since May 11 at the Bridge Gallery in 
Shepherdstown.

Buckner’s art ideally suits this season 
of color, style, and freshness. Selecting 
her work to welcome spring was a 
natural, according to Bridge Gallery 
proprietor Kathryn Burns. Just as flowers 
are coming into full bloom in the Eastern 
Panhandle, Buckner’s work also blossoms 
for all to see, something it has been doing 
since she started as an artist almost by 
chance dozens of years ago.

Buckner describes herself first 
as an “amateur activist,” having taken 
up causes, especially recently, but her 
passion is her art and she is the epitome 
of artist evolution. She shared her first 
piece, painted when she was 35 (she 
calls herself a late bloomer), a painting 
of a tulip next to a white sky that she 
says should have been blue. It’s a piece 
she says her six-year-old grandson could 
perhaps have done better. But she’s mod-
est, especially when the tulip painting sits 
alongside an unfinished piece, a delicate, 
yet dramatic work portraying a bouquet 
of flowers, one of her favorite subjects. 
It’s clear that her life as an artist has been 
one of steady, studied improvement.

“I grew up on a farm,” Buckner said. 
“That’s where I got my love of gardens, 

flowers and nature. 
My husband Hank 
often brought me 
flowers, and this 
show honors him 
and my family. 
This was a bouquet 
from him, and I 
had to turn it into a 
painting.”

Turning 
nature scenes, 
farmscapes and 
flowers of almost 
every description 
into more than 500 
impressionist pieces has been a 50-year 
journey of enjoyment. And it’s not over 
yet—far from it. Not only does she  
have several pieces still in the final  
stages for this show, she has more than 
300 photographs and sketches in two  
idea books, waiting for her to find the 
time to finish them.

She says she works on about 50 
pieces at a time, but it’s a process that 
might see a single work of art undergo 
great study, thoughtful consideration and 
meticulous planning before it ever sees a 
brushstroke. That leaves her feeling as if 
she just can’t find the time to complete 
all the art ideas that wait for her to take a 
first, second, or third step toward finish-
ing. Even pieces she’s started sometimes 
get reworked countless times—like the 
New Zealand landscape she’s working 
on, which, she was advised, needed a bit 
more boldness.

“I think the willow section of that 
piece is one of the best things I’ve ever 
done,” she said. “And that happened 
because I had to wipe it all off and start 
over. When I did that, I found it had just 
gorgeous structure and I was able to turn 
it into something that pleases me. That’s 
intuition, and sometimes it just happens.”

Her inspiration is nature, which 
also just seems to happen and evolves 
at its own pace, but her enabler was 
husband Hank, who bought her her first 
oil paints. It was also Hank who was 

most proud when 
she mounted her 
largest and most 
recent show at the 
Boarman Gallery 
in Martinsburg in 
2002. She hasn’t 
had a show since, 
thanks to a slight 
detour into activ-
ism, for what she 
calls a very good 
cause.

But she’s back 
and flowers will be 
at the heart of this 

show in Shepherdstown.
“I enjoy flowers more than most 

people do because I just look and look and 
look at them,” she said. “Then I decide on 
technique and medium that suits.”

Buckner works in oil and watercolors 
mostly, and gouache, a kind of watercolor 
that she especially likes for florals. It 
is similar to watercolor, but modified 
to make the colors opaque, rather than 
transparent, and which tend to dry a 
different value—often darker—for a bit 
more intensity.

She describes her style as contem-
porary impressionist: “To distinguish 
me from Monet,” she laughs. “Not that 
anybody would confuse me with Monet, 
but that’s what people do think when you 
say impressionist—and Monet’s style is 
different from mine.”

Buckner has had quite a few of her 
pieces published—including in several 
well-respected North Light art books. 
One featured her side-by-side with one of 
her art heroes, Joyce Pike, whose paint-
ings sell for thousands of dollars, but 
Buckner’s pieces have been kept afford-
able by design.

“I like to keep some of my pieces in 
a price range you would have found 40 
years ago,” she said. “That way almost 
anyone can enjoy them.”

Her art on display at the Bridge 
Gallery will also be for sale, though 
perhaps nowhere close to the price range 

of her first ever piece, which sold for $3. 
That piece followed a series of lessons 
she’d taken focusing on how to paint art 
that would sell.

“I recall,” she says, “that I was 
thrilled.”

Those who attend Buckner’s show at 
the Bridge Gallery will also be thrilled, 
by the ideal match of her careful atten-
tion to nature’s gifts and an explosion of 
light, color and beauty all over the area 
this spring, especially in Shepherdstown, 
which is very special to her.

The arrival of Buckner her late 
husband in Shepherdstown was seren-
dipitous. She was attending a class in 
the mid-80s—perhaps not an art class, 
although she has taken hundreds of 
those in her career as an artist—and had 
recently bought Hank a book describing 
top safe cities for retirement, something 
they were just beginning to discuss. 
While she was in class, she met a woman 
from Shepherdstown who was the ulti-
mate champion for life in this town who 
described the lifestyle, the arts commu-
nity, and the people, all of which sounded 
perfect to Buckner.

“I went home and suggested to 
Hank that I had found a place for us to 
look further,” said Buckner, “and Hank 
said, ‘I did, too.’ And I said my place is 
Shepherdstown, West Virginia, what’s 
yours? And he said, ‘So is mine.’”

Serendipitous and fortuitous. Without 
that off chance, this region would perhaps 
be without the extraordinary talent and 
art of Marian Buckner.

David Zunker is a local writer and 
editor who comes to this area by way of 
Minnesota, Virginia, and South Carolina. 
He can be reached at dzunker@gmail.com.
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Marian Buckner 
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Marian Buckner

The Farm at Dawn

 
Autumn’s Gold

Dogwood Blossoms, Bluebells and Lilacs I

Snowy Walk

Two Roses

Sunlight Patterns

PHOTOS SUPPLIED BY MARIAN BUCKNER

See artworks in color at shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

Orchids

Marian buckner

The Farm 
at Dawn

Autumn’s Gold

Orchids
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Two Roses

Sunlight Patterns

Dogwood Blossoms, Bluebells and Lilacs I

Snowy Walk

see artworks in color at shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

PHOTOS SUPPLIED BY MARIAN BUCKNER
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Want To Talk?
Poems by Peter Bradford

The Truth Shall Set You Free

Hold onto your ham hocks, boys

The truth is right around the corner, and

It’s coming at you at nearly a thousand mph. 

If you blink

You’ll miss it.

Watch out! 

There it is!

Right over there!

It’s simple
Straightforward, and

Direct.

No wonder you hadn’t seen it before.

Want To Talk?

I got your text

The message read

Want to talk?

Hell, yes
I want to talk!

I’m Irish

We can’t stop talking

Even in our sleep
We interact

We’re irrepressible
Funny
Always engaged

Enthralled
Enraptured

With your magnificent self
With the way you speak
With the way you toss your hair, and

The way you bat your eyes at me

When you want to be kissed

If I Have To Die

I’d like to die in your arms

I can’t think of a better place to be

A warm

Loving

Sheltering place

Almost like being outside in the Spring
Sitting under a spreading elm

Hoping for mercy

Bartering for a few more precious minutes

Belaying life down a short, slender string

Belying reality for just a few more minutes

Breathing my last

In the lovely nest of your arms

Trees in a Small Dale

There were trees in a small dale 
Near the subway where we first met

There were sad men all around us
But it did not dim the light in your eyes

Wastrels of modernity we seemed
Children playing with teacups
Singing songs of strange lands
Talking animals, and
Pillowed clouds that hold beautiful secrets 
In gentle eddies at the edge of the world.

You came from Kansas 
Like Dorothy

You came in rose 
Like Hepburn.

Your radiance visible from across busy streets,

You gave me a Mickey wave

Paused to let another person go ahead of you, and

Strode boldly out into the traffic.

When I saw your face

I knew.

Another Time

I’ll see you again 

Some other time

In a parallel time stream

In another body maybe

In a better suit
With a tie you like
And answers you like

And maybe
Just maybe
I might like you
For a while

Like I did this time.

When All Hope Is Lost

It never really is
You know

Hope
Lost

It’s never lost
Until the last moment
Maybe not even then

That’s the beauty of hope

It’s difficult to extinguish

Kind of like the eternal flame

What are you going to do with that?

Blow it out?

I don’t think so

Even the beast can’t seem to stem 
That beautiful, golden, rushing exuberance 
That characterizes hope

That’s why I am so fond of hope

Sometimes it’s the only loving companion we have

Sometimes it’s our only friend in the world

Sometimes

Just sometimes

Hopes are vindicated
Dreams come true
Love triumphs, and 
People find gold at the end of the rainbow

All 

Aiming for eternity

Love in the Shadows Emerging

We met online

That’s the way it’s done these days
 
Talked, flirted, exchanged stories
Of way back then
A while back, and
Not so far back.

Conversation came easily

So did truth

Flowed off our tongues like honey

That soft
Sweet
Sibilant smoke that curls around a couple 
Like clouds sheltering them
Focusing their gaze 
Only upon each other

That’s how love sparks

Passion starts

That’s how men fall, and 

How women catch them in their arms 
As they tumble
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EARTHBEAT

Richard Nixon & the Passenger Pigeon
Mark Madison

The extermination of the passenger 

pigeon meant that mankind was just so 
much…And to lose the chance to see 
frigate-birds soaring in circles above the 
storm, or a file of pelicans winging their 
way homeward across the crimson after-
glow of the sunset…why, the loss is like 
the loss of a gallery of the masterpieces 
of the artists of old time.

—President Theodore Roosevelt, 1916

Next year will mark a tragic anni-
versary: 2014 will be the centen-
nial of the extinction of the last 

passenger pigeon. Humans have made a 
lot of birds extinct. In prehistoric times 
between 1,000 and 2,000 birds were 
extinguished by voracious humans, and 
since records have been kept, we have 
extinguished another 100-plus bird spe-
cies, ranging from the great auk to the 
dodo—millennia of avian homicide. This 
raises the question: Why do we all know 
the passenger pigeon, while the little-
lamented Labrador duck is relegated to 
the dustbins of history? To answer this we 
need to examine the fascinating natural 
and cultural history of this most ordinary 
of birds which enjoyed the most extraor-
dinary numbers.

The passenger pigeon (Ectopistes 
migratorius) was not an amazingly beau-
tiful bird (it looks not unlike common 
pigeons today); nor did it have a spec-
tacular song or plumage. But it did have 
one amazing trait: It was the most popu-
lous bird ever to inhabit North America, 
perhaps even the world. Its range was the 
entire Eastern half of the United States 
into southern Canada. Recently some 
fascinating archeological evidence has 
suggested, counterintuitively, that passen-
ger pigeon numbers were lower in North 
America before Europeans arrived here. 
The argument goes that American Indians 

competed for 

some of the 
same foodstuffs 
as passenger 
pigeons and thereby checked the bird’s 
numbers. However, with the arrival of 
European settlers (and more importantly 
their diseases), American Indian numbers 
plummeted as much as 90 percent in 
some areas. This opened a brief eco-
logical window for passenger pigeons, 
whose numbers exploded to between 3 
and 5 billion. Some ecologists estimate 
that at their heyday the pigeons might 
have made up 25 to 40 percent of the 
entire land bird population of the United 
States. James Fenimore Cooper’s book 
The Pioneers (1823) introduced Natty 
Bumppo (aka “Leatherstocking”), who 
describes a whole town coming out to 
hunt the populous pigeon:

So prodigious was the number of the 
birds that the scattering fire of the guns, 
with the hurling of missiles and the cries of 
the boys, had no other effect than to break 
off small flocks from the immense masses 
that continued to dart along the valley, as if 
the whole of the feathered tribe were pour-
ing through that one pass. None pretended 
to collect the game, which lay scattered 
over the fields in such profusion as to cover 
the very ground with fluttering victims.

This was a unique point in time 
when their numbers were as high as they 
would ever be.

These large numbers were combined 
with a distinctive flocking strategy. The 
population could stretch over hundreds of 
miles and contain billions of birds. When 
in flight, their migration could last for 
hours and they literally darkened the sky, 
as Audubon and other early observers 
recounted. In many ways the Eastern 
forests of North America were shaped by 
the pigeons: Hundreds would nest in a 

single tree and their collective weight 
broke branches and killed trees, 
while their voluminous excrement 
fertilized them. Almost certainly 
these overwhelming numbers were an 
evolutionary survival mechanism to 
thwart predators and keep the overall 
flock relatively safe.

Unfortunately the new human 
predators were a lot more ingenious 
(and ruthless) than the foxes, weasels, 
and hawks that traditionally ate the 
pigeons. While American Indians and 
passenger pigeons had coexisted for 
millennia at lower human and avian 

numbers, the subsequent expansion of the 
pigeon and European settler populations 
put the two groups on a collision course. 
First, they competed for habitat, and the 
massive clearing and deforestation of the 
Eastern woodlands coincided with the 
birds’ most important migratory routes. As 
these were disrupted, the pigeons became 
much more vulnerable to predators—both 
wild and human.

In fact, active hunting to extinction 
was the primary cause of the pigeon’s 
demise. This is no ecological mystery. The 
early American settlers are clearly at the 
crime scene with a (literally) smoking gun. 
From 1700 to 1900 commercial hunting 
of passenger pigeons was a huge industry. 
Slaves and servants often subsisted on little 
else than the fat pigeons, sold for 2 cents 
a bird. They were a staple of the poor and 
were even ground up for fertilizer. Their 
massive flocking behavior seemed suicidal 
when combined with settlers’ guns and 
nets. In Michigan 50,000 birds a day were 
slaughtered for five months in a wildlife 
decimation unequaled in environmental 
history. Half-hearted measures for the 
birds’ protection emerged in the 1890s 
but it was too late. A species designed 
for communal living in the billions was 
decimated, scattered, and doomed.

Attempts were made to breed 
passenger pigeons including sending 
a female pigeon named Martha to the 
Cincinnati Zoo in 1902. These efforts 
to rear pigeons in captivity predictably 
failed. On September 1, 1914, Martha, 
last descendant of the most gregarious 
bird ever to exist on the planet, died 
alone in the Cincinnati Zoo.

Martha’s solitary death marked 
a turning point for American conser-
vationists. As they looked about the 
landscape, they wondered what iconic 
American species would be next to disap-
pear—bald eagles, bison, elk? Gradually 
the American conservation movement 
grew in the early 20th century, putting 
wildlife protection at the top of the list 
with Martha as the iconic figure. Aldo 
Leopold summed up the implication of 
the death of a species eloquently in 1947:

For one species to mourn the death of 
another is a new thing under the sun. The 
Cro-Magnon who slew the last mammoth 
thought only of steaks. The sportsman who 
shot the last pigeon thought only of his 
prowess. The sailor who clubbed the last 
auck thought of nothing at all. But we, 
who have lost our pigeons, mourn the loss. 
Had the funeral been ours, the pigeons 
would hardly have mourned us.

Which brings us to Richard Nixon. 
If the modern conservation movement 
began with Republican President 
Theodore Roosevelt, it reached another 
peak with Republican Richard Nixon, 
whose environmental deeds were 
worthy even if his motives (as always 
with Nixon) were suspect. Trying to 
shore up his support among progressive 
Republicans, Nixon signed a host of 
environmental bills during his tenure, 
creating the EPA, mandating clean air 
and water, and, in 1973, signing the 
Endangered Species Act. The Act was, 
and remains, the most revolutionary envi-
ronmental legislation ever passed. The 
Act is complex and nuanced, but reduced 
to its essence, it is an attempt to outlaw 
extinction. Its motto could (and should) 
be: “No more passenger pigeons!” In the 
40 years since the Act was passed, the 
United States has been very successful 
in stopping most extinctions and slowing 
the decline in many endangered species. 
The Endangered Species Act is Martha’s 
most enduring legacy and as the heirs 
of her breed’s murderers, we should do 
everything possible to honor it.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history, environmental ethics, and envi-
ronmental film at Shepherd University. 
Comments on this article can be sent to 
mmadison@shepherd.edu.

President Nixon signing the Endangered Species Act on  
December 28, 1973.

Martha, the last passenger 
pigeon in the world.
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The Town Run Garden
Sarah Soltow

Spring larkspur, Indian lily, meadow 
rue, and trillium…

Wild ginger, twinleaf, bloodroot,  
and phlox…

The names of these native plants roll 
off the tongue as they carry us, blooming, 
into spring and summer. You may choose 
to take a walk along the C&O Towpath 
or another wild area looking for them, or 
you could return again and again to the 
Town Run Garden, which is nestled in 
the heart of Shepherdstown, behind and 
between Knutti Hall and White Hall on 
the campus of Shepherd University.

Wood poppies, redbud, and 
dogwood…

Spicebush, bluebells, and 
columbine…

Many years ago, this vibrant and 
lovingly tended garden space was a tennis 
court. In fact, it was the only tennis court 
at Shepherd University until the current 
ones were built on West Campus. As the 
new courts became popular, the old one 
became nostalgic—partners might play a 
relaxing set under the shade of the mag-
nificent old-growth trees there, and, often, 
love would occur, in the game and other-
wise. Some years later, the courts became 
run down and unkempt. They became 

an eyesore. And then some real 
magic happened. Instead of paving 
paradise (as in the words of the Joni 
Mitchell song Big Yellow Taxi), the 
reverse occurred. The asphalt paving 
was removed, and paradise in the 
form of five large garden beds of 
native plants was created.

Professor Sonya Evanisko, 
coordinator of the Painting and 
Drawing Program at Shepherd 
University, was one of two people 
who started the garden 16 years 
ago, in 1998. With the help of 
Jim Watson, who used to work 
for the university in the Shepherd 
University Foundation office, she managed 
to have the old asphalt courts with the 
broken down chain link fence removed, and 
they uttered the incantation, “Let’s reclaim 
this plot of land as green space!”

Sundrops, evening primrose, 
Solomon’s seal…

Jack-in-the-pulpit, ferns,  
and sedum ternatum….

As ever, the act of creation requires 
energy, effort, persistence, and assistance. 
In the first few years, these ambitious gar-
deners had a few grants and some support 
from a local West Virginia state garden 

club. But over the last several 
years, Patricia Burkette, Karin 
Field-Smith and Professor 
Evanisko, have provided much 
of the maintenance for the gar-
den. (Burkette has since retired 
from the group.) About five 
years ago, the local Potomac 
Mecklenberg Garden group 
adopted one of the beds and 
graciously cares for it. About 
three years ago, Kathryn Bragg-
Stella took over maintenance of 
one of the large planted areas.

Evanisko remarks that 
the garden is huge, and it is a 
continual effort to find consis-
tent volunteers to care for it. 
Shepherd University owns the 
space, but the grounds crews 
are too few and too busy to 
maintain this expansive garden 
area. Grounds Supervisor 
Christie Harshman explains 
that the university provides 
mulch for the garden and 
removes piles of brush as they 

accumulate. Grounds crews mow the grass 
and maintain the walkways, but community  
volunteers do all the fine gardening.

Baptista, St. John’s wort,  
crested iris, echinacea…

Black-eyed Susan, coral-bells, 
spiderwort…

My personal experiences with the 
Town Run Garden began about a year 
ago when Karin Field-Smith recruited 
me to assist in her part of the garden. 
Field-Smith is a meticulous gardener 
whose passion for native plants has led 
her to open Bluebell Ridge Nursery in 
Sharpsburg, Md. You can find her at the 
Shepherdstown Sunday morning Farmers 
Market with an array of these native beau-
ties. While gardening with her, my first 
lesson was how to identify the imposter 
wood poppy (a non-native species), work 
to eliminate it from the garden, and then 
transplant the almost identical native 
species of wood poppy! I watched in awe 
as Field-Smith would gently tug each 
“imposter poppy” plant away from the 
earth, place one drop of diluted Round-up 
on the invasive root stock, and then later, 
return to replant the native species in that 
same area. Field-Smith has been known 
to work up to eight hours at a time main-
taining her slice of this paradise. She is 
adamantly protective of the native species 
aspect of the garden, but will allow a few 
“favorite foreigners” (non-invasive, non-
native plants) to reside. These include the 
Japanese anemone, monk’s hood, ligularia, 
and the very, very tall tatarian aster.

Many years ago, at the inception 
of this project, local residents Karene 
Motivans and Stuart Wallace designed 
the entire space. Destined to be a native 

woodland garden, it retains that character. 
Field-Smith estimates that 98 percent of 
the plants in the garden area are native 
species. Over the years, the Town Run 
Garden has hosted art exhibits, egg hunts, 
and butterfly releases, among other activi-
ties. Evanisko relates much of her experi-
ences in the garden to her relationships 
with the local children who have grown 
up with this piece of paradise centrally 
located in their lives. Her children, as well 
as the Wallace children, grew up attending 
events and helping their parents tend the 
gardens. Evanisko once used the garden 
space to teach caring for the environment 
to preschoolers. Essentially, the current 
generation of Shepherdstown teens have 
spent much of their growing up years 
running and playing in this green space—
around the Little Barn and Little House, 
over the rocks and stumps of the garden, 
and across, over and in the Town Run 
that frolics there as well. Perhaps their 
parents were tending the garden, or maybe 
they were resting on the handcrafted 
bench in this green space. Perhaps it was 
an afternoon stroll through this vibrant 
quadrangle. It all contributes to the overall 
sense of place that a child carries forward 
with her into life. It all means something 
to be able to run and play in a green space 
designed for celebrating the life of this 
place where you live.

The Town Run Garden has been on 
the annual Shepherdstown Back Alley 
Tour numerous times throughout the years, 
and it always welcomes visitors looking 
for the beauty and peace of nature. The 
garden also continues to welcome the 
caring and consistent volunteer garden-
ers who make it all happen. The current 
gardeners are always ready to recruit and 
train more helping hands to contribute 
to the beauty of the Town Run Garden. 
Thanks to Field-Smith, I’m in!

Anyone interested in helping with  
the garden may contact Sonya Evanisko  
at sevanisk@shepherd.edu.

Sarah Soltow enjoys her adventures in 
writing for the GOOD NEWS PAPER and, 
more recently, as host of the new GOOD 
NEWS PAPER Radio Hour. As she says, 
“It’s a hoot!”
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Dutchman’s breeches and twinleaf

Native woods poppies happily blooming in the  
Town Run Garden

Karin Field-Smith with native plants at the  
Farmers Market
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Neighbors Helping Neighbors—
But More Neighbors Are Needed!

Claire Stuart

Since 1990, Good Shepherd 
Interfaith Volunteer Caregivers 
(GSIVC) has been on hand with 

help for elderly, disabled, and homebound 
Jefferson residents. Services are free to 
all, regardless of income. A network of 
selfless volunteers provides everything 
from rides to medical appointments, 
light chores, and home repairs to simple 
friendly visits and reassuring phone calls.

There are just four paid staff 
members, and Good Shepherd gets no 
government funding. They depend solely 
on grants and donations and their own 
fund-raising events.

Kristopher Cline, GSIVC services 
coordinator, reports that in the first quarter 
of 2013, they had 1,000 requests for 
services. With only 30 volunteers to do 
the jobs, some requests had to be turned 
down. “Some volunteers have been work-
ing six times a week,” says Cline, “and we 
are hoping to get more volunteers. Some 
people drive 10,000 miles a year for us.”

GSIVC only serves Jefferson County. 
Cline wishes they could go into Berkeley 
County, but the local demand is too much.

The downturn in the economy has 
had unexpected ripple effects. Cline 
reports that the Jefferson County Council 
on Aging provides transportation services 
for dialysis patients, but unfortunately, 
they have seen a decline in donations. 
This means that they can no longer pro-
vide all the needed transportation, so they 
have been sending clients to GSIVC.

It is a matter of life and death for 
those clients to get to their dialysis. This 
requires a volunteer who not only drives 
but also has the time to stay as long as it 
takes for the client’s dialysis. Some dialy-
sis starts very early in the morning. 

About 90 percent of GSIVC’s 
services are for transportation to medical 
appointments, but Cline says that all 
types of needs are treated equally and 
filled according to volunteers available. 
One volunteer picks up two or three clients 
for dialysis every Saturday. There are two 
volunteers who take care of the medical 
equipment–lending program. Volunteers 
sign up for whatever they can do.

Cline says, “No matter what  
your talents and skills are, there is some-
thing you can do. I get calls from people 
who say, ‘I just want to be visited.’ 
It’s so sad, when you talk to an 
elderly person, where every-
one they knew has died.”

Cline, 31, was born 
and raised in Jefferson 
County. He is completing his 
bachelor’s degree in computer 
information technology at 

Shepherd University. He originally came 
to Good Shepherd as a volunteer to get 
their database online and stayed on as 
services coordinator. Before his arrival, 
he says that GSIVC was “in the Stone 
Age” with computers. He manages the 
database and is very pleased that it is 
now working well.

“It has saved a lot of time. Now 
clients can schedule their rides from their 
computers and volunteers can check the 
database. Maybe you are on your way 
somewhere and you see that a neighbor 
needs a ride, and you are going right by.”

He reports that the computer 
program has freed up a lot of time to 
help clients that would have been spent 
on the phone scheduling. He adds that 
the program also allows volunteers to 
print out directions and keeps a record of 
volunteer miles and calculates miles per 
year for taxes.

Cline says that one of GSIVC’s new 
focuses is on teaching clients how and 
where to ask for help by informing them 
about organizations and programs, includ-
ing church and community groups, that 
may be able to provide the services. There 
are programs that help certain groups—
veterans, people with diabetes, etc.

“This takes some of the burden 
from GSIVC,” says Cline, “and saves the 
volunteers for people who have no other 
means of help.”

Good Shepherd was going to simply 
cut off any new clients but found this 
better way to reduce the load without 

turning clients down.
According to Cline, most 

of the volunteers are retirees 
because they have the 
time and financial means, 
and they are sometimes 

even older than the clients. 
Volunteer burnout is always a 

potential problem. “We have to 

think of the clients, but we also have to 
think of the volunteers and not ask too 
much of them.”

Cline would like to find ways to 
interest more young people in volunteer-
ing. As a young man, he enjoys the expe-
rience of interacting with older people, 
something that today’s youth often do 
not have an opportunity to do. GSIVC 
has teamed up with Shepherd University 
in two degrees that require community 
service, but many students don’t have 
cars. “Maybe they could just come by 
the office and help in the yard or help 
someone in their own neighborhood.”

Cline says that everyone working 
at GSIVC volunteers as well. This has 
encouraged him to pass the volunteer spirit 
on to his own children, ages eight and ten. 
“My kids enjoy it. They worked at the 
spaghetti dinner, helping with the bread.”

His wife, Angela, is a volunteer, 
serving as resource development special-
ist. She helps with donations, volunteer 
recruitment and events.

Explaining what volunteering can do 
for a volunteer, Cline says, “I watch the 
news with all the terrible things going 
on in the world, and then I come to work 
and see people helping people.”

Cline feels that Shepherdstown is the 
right home for GSIVC.

“Everyone in Shepherdstown is hold-
ing hands to help each other,” he says.

Gary Tucker, president of the 
executive committee board of directors, 
has been with Good Shepherd for 13 
years. He says, “Our needs have grown 
tremendously. We’re just grateful that the 
community does what it does.”

Tucker sympathizes with many local 
businesses that are pinched for cash 
in the tight economy, so he created a 
fund-raising event that does not require 
business sponsors. It is the Rubber Ducky 
Race that will be held July 20.

“We won’t have to be asking busi-
nesses to donate. The community will be 
the sponsor,” he says.

He explains that participants can 
buy tickets for the event, and 375 rubber 
(actually plastic) duckies will race down 
the Town Run from near Betty’s to the 
Blue Moon. “Kids love it,” he says.

This will be the Third Annual 
Rubber Ducky Race, and it is being 
held earlier this year than in the past. 
“This year it will be held during the 
Contemporary American Theater Festival, 
and there should be a lot of out-of-town 
visitors,” says Tucker.

If the weather is not too hot, Tucker 
will be on hand wearing a duck costume!

Angela Cline sums up GSIVC’s situ-
ation and the need for more volunteers, 
“We have the heart, but we don’t always 
have the means.”

Find out what YOU  
can do as a volunteer!
GSIVC is located at 7311 
Martinsburg Pike (Route 45) 
across from 7-11, west of 
Shepherdstown

Office hours: Monday through 
Friday, 9 a.m.–3 p.m.

(304) 876-3325

www.gsivc.org

Mark your calendar for the 3rd Annual Rubber 
Ducky Race: July 20, 2013 in Shepherdstown
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Investing in Your Own Backyard
Wendy Sykes Mopsik

A
s couples, they often cook together, 
watch movies and plays together, 
laugh at the same things together, 

sample new wines together and together 
enjoy outdoor activities like biking and hik-
ing. They also decided together to make an 
impact on the community and region by 
donating $5,000 each to commission a play 
during the Contemporary American Theater 
Festival’s (CATF) 2013 season.

These major players are Lisa and 
Paul Welch, residents of German Street 
in Shepherdstown, and Mina Goodrich 
and Larry Dean, who live in their dream 
house a little outside of town. Both 
couples fervently believe that investing 
time and money locally brings them the 
greatest satisfaction. Each has been a 
strong supporter of such organizations as 
the Friends of Shepherdstown Library, 
Shepherdstown Community Club, Animal 
Welfare Society of Jefferson County, 
Friends of the Shepherdstown Riverfront, 
West Virginia Department of Natural 
Resources, and Shepherd University’s 
Scarborough Society. They have also 
been long time donors to CATF.

“What could be better than helping 
to bring excellent theater to your own 
backyard?” asked Goodrich.

A love of theater and film actu-
ally nurtured the women’s friendship 
as they shared the driving between 
Shepherdstown and the Cinema Club 
in Washington, DC, over a period of 
years. At the Avalon Theater in Chevy 
Chase, Md., they watched and discussed 
seven independent movie premieres 
each spring and fall. Noting a lack of 
opportunity to see films in town during 

this period of time, Welch 
and Goodrich founded 
the Shepherdstown Film 
Society, which will cel-
ebrate its 10th year during 
the 2013–2014 season.

The CATF experi-
ence was part of the 
motivation for the 
Welches’ decision to 
move from the DC area 
to the oldest town in 
West Virginia. Since 
2001, they had been 
coming to the summer 
theater festival, enjoying 
the restaurants and shops 

and biking the trails. After 25 years, 
Paul’s first career as a nephrologist with 
the Army ended, and since Lisa’s career 
as a research pharmaceutical consultant 
was portable, the couple decided to make 
the change.

Larry Dean, a retired electronics 
engineer, and Mina Goodrich, a clinical 
and later administrative health care pro-
fessional, also were living and working 
in Washington. They had the advantage 
of strong ties to Shepherdstown, where 
Goodrich had been raised and where her 
family still resided. Their history with 
CATF dates back to the late 1990s and 
the relocation was an easy step. As avid 
theatergoers, they had subscribed to 
Arena Stage and have always been drawn 
to works by Shakespeare, which they 
regularly enjoyed at DC’s Shakespeare 
Theater Company.

As Ed Herendeen, founder and 
producing director of CATF, tells the 
story, he knew that this coming season 
was going to require even more extra bells 
and whistles than those in the past. This 
summer’s festival would see the 100th play 
produced and the introduction of a new 
third theater, bringing all the production 
venues together on the West Campus of 
Shepherd University. He already had the 
commitment from Shepherd to commission 
a world premiere in honor of CATF’s 20th 
anniversary, but was hoping to find another 
gracious donor to support a second one.

Herendeen provided a tutorial on the 
ways he can procure material for CATF. 
One way is to launch a world premiere—
the first production of a work, solicited 
from literary agents whose clients have 

written plays that are ready for producing.  
Another way is to show the second 
production of a work. It is often harder to 
convince a producer to put on a second 
production, although it is equally chal-
lenging and satisfying to mount. But the 
most exciting way to find a play, accord-
ing to Herendeen, is to commission a 
writer to pitch his ideas.

“We instigate the future of American 
stage literature by commissioning a 
writer. It’s like buying air because you 
are really just buying a vaguely formed 
concept or notion, perhaps without a title 
or even specific characters. ” He contin-
ued to explain, “Commissioning is risky, 
scary, and an adrenaline rush. It’s being 
there at the conception of an idea, at the 
beginning of birth!”

It is the relationship between the 
playwright and the company that brings 
life to his words that makes this kind of 
endeavor unique for a producing director. 
Herendeen reverently describes the act 
of commissioning a play as the ultimate 
service to the writer.

And so the convergence of a desire 
to support the birth of an idea and the 
delight in contributing to the theater of 
new ideas came together. Thanks to the 
generosity and foresight of Lisa and Paul 
Welch, Mina Goodrich and Larry Dean, 
Herendeen is able to produce the world 
premiere of H2O, written by Jane Martin 
and directed by Jon Jory. The two couples 
agree that their trust in CATF is absolute. 

“We have chosen to support the 
process. The choice of the play is second-
ary because whatever Ed chooses will 
be provocative and cause the audience to 
think,” said Lisa Welch, the initiator of the 
original thought to commission a play.

Paul added, “It was an easy decision 
and seemed the right means for us to be 
involved in our own way.”

All four also agree that the success 
of the production can be defined by many 
measures. For them, just helping to get 
a new work produced and performed is 
enough—regardless of its critical success. 

Larry Dean is equally enthusiastic 
about helping to commission H2O but 
has no desire to see any of the working 
“table readings” or be present at early 
draft readings. His preference is for being 
a participant in the audience reaction to 
the production in its most final form.

Dean explained, “The audience com-
pletes the picture and is a vital part of the 
whole theater experience.”

The Welches, however, have taken 
advantage of much that CATF offers to 
those who agree to commission a new 
theater piece. They attended a New York 
“buzz party” in March where CATF sup-
porters and theater professionals in the 
metropolitan area got together to discuss 
and celebrate the upcoming season. They 
also witnessed an entire read-through 
of the play enacted by a New York cast, 
which both Paul and Lisa described as 
giving them a feeling of kinship with the 
creative process.

The 23rd season of the CATF will 
indeed be a season of extras. With 
Shepherd University’s contribution, 
Herendeen commissioned the world 
premiere of Scott and Hem in the 
Garden of Allah, written and directed by 
Mark St. Germain. Each time this work 
and H2O are shown anywhere in the 
world, the program notes must indicate 
that it was commissioned by CATF in 
Shepherdstown, West Virginia, in 2013. A 
third world premiere is a work written by 
Liz Duffy Adams and directed by Kent 
Nicholson called A Discourse on the 
Wonders of the Invisible World. Heartless, 
written by Sam Shepard and directed by 
Ed Herendeen, and Modern Terrorism, or 
They Who Want to Kill Us and How We 
Learn to Love Them, written by Jon Kern 
and directed by Ed Herendeen are both 
second productions that received their 
premieres last fall in New York City.

 For more information on the sum-
mer schedule and all the other extras, go 
to CATF.ORG or call 800-999-CATF. 
Fans of the theater festival, people want-
ing to help give birth to new ideas, or 
anyone wishing to follow the example of 
Lisa and Paul Welch, Mina Goodrich and 
Larry Dean may contact Ed Herendeen 
or James McNeel to learn more about the 
commissioning process. 

 
Wendy Sykes Mopsik (wendymopsik@
frontiernet.net) is a devoted fan of CATF 
and a member of the Board of Trustees. 
She loudly applauds everyone in the local 
community and region who annually sup-
port the theater by whatever means they 
are able. 
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Celebrating their investment in CATF, (clockwise from top 
left) Larry Dean, Paul Welch, Lisa Welch, and Mina Goodrich, 
eagerly anticipate the 2013 season.
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Another Shepherd 
University Founder

John E. Stealey III

John E. Stealey III, distinguished professor  
emeritus of history, delivered these remarks 
on Founders Day, 5 October 2012, at the 
Shepherd University amphitheater.

For this Founders Day, I wish to 
emphasize the strong connections 
between Shepherd University and 

the Shepherdstown community. I shall 
concentrate on the institution’s historical 
beginnings because it almost perished 
as a state institution in its first month of 
creation. Previously unknown and unrec-
ognized, a member of the community 
prevented this from occurring.

The university, since its founding 
in 1871 and 1872, has always been an 
integral part of the community, and the 
community has always been a part of the 
college and university. It must be clearly 
remembered: It was the Shepherdstown 
community that created Shepherd and 
preserved the institution. Otherwise, 
it would not exist today as a private or 
public entity. The town’s informed citi-
zens have always supported the Shepherd 
enterprise at crucial times.

Over the years, Shepherd has 
enjoyed a community that extended 
beyond the town to include the greater 
Eastern Panhandle and neighboring 
counties in Maryland and Virginia. 
Jefferson, Berkeley, and Morgan counties 

have always 
supplied a great 
proportion of 
the institution’s 
students, but the 
greater Eastern 
Panhandle 
also includes 
Hampshire, 
Hardy, and 
Pendleton  
counties. At least 
two of these 
counties did not 
have high schools 
until the 1920s. 
Shepherd College 
served as the 
high school and 
first two years 

of college for these counties and others. 
In 1931, Shepherd began offering four-
year bachelor’s degrees. The necrology 
columns of the Shepherd alumni publica-
tions illustrate this evolution.

On this occasion, I introduce a 
Shepherdstown citizen who saved 
Shepherd from imminent extinction as 
a state institution within a month of 
its incorporation by the West Virginia 
Legislature in February 1872. William 
Augustine Morgan descended from one 
of the earliest town families. He lived 
at Falling Spring, near Morgan Grove 
Park. The day after Virginia voted to 
secede from the Union, he mustered in 
the Virginia Forces in Shepherdstown. 
He rose from captain to colonel in the 
1st Virginia Cavalry in the Civil War. 
By war’s end, he had had 14 horses shot 
from under him. He deserves to be known, 
along with Joseph McMurran and the seven 
incorporators of the college, as a founder. 
Morgan represents the importance of a 
citizen of the community who protected 
college interests on a crucial occasion.

To explain Morgan’s role, I shall  
set the historical scene by employing  
historical shorthand. Those who con-
trolled the Commonwealth of Virginia 
did not believe in or support free public 
schools. Eastern Virginians believed 
education was a family responsibility 

unless one proclaimed indigence. Western 
Virginians believed that primary educa-
tion was a state responsibility. Constant 
sectional conflict over the issue was a 
theme of antebellum Virginia history. In 
the 1840s, as a result of the pressure of 
western Virginians, Virginia permitted 
individual counties to establish schools 
with county, not state, tax money. Three 
counties, including Jefferson, did so. 
(This explains the origin of the free 
public school building on the southeast 
corner of Princess and New Streets.)

The quest for state supported public 
education was one of the factors that 
led to the rupture of Virginia in 1861. 
West Virginia immediately created a 
public school system, the first south of 
the Mason-Dixon Line. Over the next 
seven years, 1863 to 1870, the state and 
its townships remarkably built approxi-
mately 2,400 schools. These schools 
obviously needed qualified teachers. In 
response, the state makers, Unionists 
and Republicans, created three normal 
schools to produce teachers located in 
their political strongholds—Marshall, 
West Liberty, and Fairmont. They also 
created the land grant university, also 
placed in a Republican stronghold in 
Morgantown, in 1867.

When the former Confederates in a 
political counter-revolution seized politi-
cal control of the state in 1870, many, but 
not all, exhibited Virginia proclivities of 
hostility toward the free schools. In 1872, 
to reverse the state makers’ programs, 
they succeeded in calling a constitutional 
convention where they enjoyed a 68–12 
majority of delegates. In February and 
March 1872, the convention and legis-
lature met and sat simultaneously at two 
different locations in Charleston.

In February 1872, the Democratic/
former Confederate legislature, facing 
the reality of the existence of free public 
schools, chartered three normal schools 
to be located in Democratic/Confederate 
strongholds—Shepherdstown, Glenville, 
and Concord Church. The three institutions 
were incorporated, but not established or in 
operation under state appropriation.

Meanwhile, the former Confederates 
in the constitutional convention had 
enacted a motion that could have become 
a part of the constitution. It recognized 
only state normal schools already estab-
lished or in operation—Marshall, West 
Liberty, and Fairmont. “The legislature 
shall never hereafter make any appropria-
tion whatever to any state normal school, 
or any branch thereof, except those 
already established or in operation.” 
Shepherd was chartered, but not opera-
tional under state appropriation.

Jefferson County had elected 
Colonel William Augustine Morgan of 
Falling Spring as one of its two delegates 
to the constitutional convention. Morgan 
moved to amend the adopted motion 
by adding to the phrase, “except those 
already established or in operation,” the 
clause “including the Normal school now 
chartered and located at Shepherdstown, 
Jefferson County.” Morgan’s amendment 
failed, and it looked as though Shepherd 
College would not be a state normal 
school. After Democratic delegates 
mulled over the possibility that only 
Republican constituencies would possess 
normal schools, parliamentary maneuver-
ing began. Morgan and others succeeded 
in an unrecorded vote in amending the 
enactment by adding after the words, 
“except those already established or in 
operation,” the phrase, “or now chartered.” 
These three words ensured Shepherd’s 
existence as a state-supported institution.

Thus, this former Confederate 
cavalry colonel from Shepherdstown 
(who voted in the convention against any 
measure advocating pardon of rebels) 
preserved Shepherd in its first month as 
a state institution. Shepherd is currently 
one of six institutions of higher learning 
that enjoys constitutional status. Colonel 
William A. Morgan’s actions demon-
strated the close, vital connection and 
support between the institution and the 
community. Colonel Morgan deserves to 
be remembered among the seven found-
ers and the first principal of Shepherd. 
Shepherd University would not have been 
a state institution without his efforts.
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Falling Spring, where Morgan lived in Shepherdstown, circa 1935
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Quakers Unite Against Gun Violence
John Case

The Religious Society of Friends, 
known as Quakers, has an expres-
sion called “holding in the Light.” 

This means either the Divine Light of 
God that lives in each living thing, or the 
light of a community of people who are 
in both a spiritual and material relation-
ship with each other.

Holding the children of Newtown, 
Conn., in the Light—those who were 
slaughtered and those who still live—
compelled the Shepherdstown Meeting 
of Friends to seek consensus (a “sense of 
Meeting” in Quakerese) on gun violence. 
One might think this was a no-brainer 
given the reputation of Quakers as war 
resisters and advocates of nonviolence, 
peacemaking, and conflict resolution 
strategies. But this was not the case.

It began with a leading (Quakerese 
for an inspiration) of Friend Neal Peterson, 
our former Clerk of Meeting. Neal stayed 
awake most of a night following the 
Newtown horror, composing the core of 
what would later become our statement on 
gun violence. In the beginning, many felt 
making the effort was likely useless and 
were pessimistic about the possibility of 
meaningful unity on such a controversial 
issue. While most were open to reasonable 
restraints on guns, few were comfortable 
with only a political statement or a list of 
legislative demands.

There was something lacking in 
thinking that only legislative steps toward 
gun control would really meet the chal-
lenge. Deeper unity about the causes of 

violence was only to be had at a moral 
and spiritual level.

A number of obstacles stood in the 
way of consensus. First, many believe 
that mental illness and a sense of growing  
sickness in society is at the root of the 
problem. Certainly, most, if not all, of 
the mass shootings—too many now to 
enumerate—have involved serious  
mental illness. And we can assume that 
the 17,000 suicides by guns also include 
a lot of vic tims of depression and other 
mental illness. No doubt a few of the 
robberies, murders, and accidents that 
make up the remaining 18,000 gun deaths 
involved some less than sober and stable 
behavior, too.

The problem with the mental health 
analysis is that, while we all know it is 
important, it leads to vast unanswered 
questions, which could lead to paralysis of 
analysis. What kind of mental health test 
could certify that a person will not murder 
or commit suicide? How many psychia-
trists would it take to certify the millions 
wishing to purchase weapons? How many 
of them got Cs in the course where you 
supposedly learn to identify killers?

For some, the major mental illness  
is a perceived breakdown of families  
and community networks. But here, 
too, the remedies involve some of the 
biggest and most complex sociological 
problems—about which there is as much 
division as consensus.

Yet one question arising from these 
challenges had an easy answer: Will 

mental illness (or broken family) victims 
without guns kill fewer children than 
those with guns?

Another obstacle was sweating the 
small stuff. Should legislation mandate 
a maximum 3-shot or 15-shot or 30-shot 
magazine? Should gun owners or manu-
facturers buy insurance against (be liable 
for) the consequences of gun misuse? 
Will background checks and registration 
really make a difference?

Rather than become bedeviled with 
such questions about which we had no 
expertise, we stuck with what we felt sure 
was true for us:

We…oppose permitting guns in 
public areas where there are children. We 
oppose access to weapons that are never 
appropriate for civilized use…. Quaker 
testimony expresses…that the answer to 
violence is not more violence. Instead it 
is a path that turns away from fear, hate, 
vengeance; that turns instead towards 
love, hope, forgiveness, compassion, and 
kindness. We ask that every political and 
faith leader go on record, now, and lend 
their voice… Do not remain silent.

On these moral, right vs. wrong 
commitments, there was not just a  
majority but a sense of the group; it  
was not just an opinion poll but a testi-
mony that all wished presented to  
the larger community and all elected  
officials. It was now a basis for action. 
Few sensed beforehand that such unity 
would be possible. But when it came  
to pass, the sense of heightened empow-
erment was palpable.

The details of resolutions are less 
important than getting people in motion. 
Once people find a way to cooperate and 
focus their efforts where there is common  
ground, real solutions and progress 
become possible. When multitudes are 
aroused for the common good, they 
generate geniuses by the score!

Shepherdstown Quakers set forth  
to Harpers Ferry, where the town council 
responded with its own unanimous 
resolution endorsing background 
checks, firearm registration, and assault 
weapon restraints. The county council 
of neighboring Berkeley County, the 
Martinsburg Town Council, and the 
Jefferson County Commission all heard 
appeals and set hearings and public 

comment on gun violence. Visits to 
Senator John D. Rockefeller brought 
endorsements. The day after we visited 
Senator Joe Manchin’s office, the senator 
did a historic turnaround on gun vio-
lence, working out the compromise with 
Pennsylvania Republican Senator Pat 
Toomey for background checks.

The Shepherdstown Ministerial 
Association has also taken up the ques-
tion and adopted its own resolution 
urging that

all members of the Shepherdstown 
Community strive to identify the ways 
and means of reducing gun violence, 
making peace in our community, and 
providing the maximum feasible safety  
of our children….

Once the responsible and conscious 
forces in a community get in motion, the 
“do nothing position”—the essential mes-
sage of gun control opponents—becomes 
a moral embarrassment. Those who “let 
their Light shine” can speak to each other 
and their government as they would to 
the lost children, as if they are still close 
to us, listening. Mention must be made 
and acknowledgement given to Friends 
who weighed in at important moments 
in this process: Kristin Loken, Janet 
Harrison, Garrett Moran, Dick Hunnisett, 
Elizabeth Hostler, Carol Robbins, and 
Mark Mulligan.

It seems impossible to overstate the 
importance of reducing gun violence for 
the future of our society. The deep con-
flicts driven by inequality and economic 
depression can nullify the ordinary func-
tioning of public and democratic institu-
tions. They can return us to savagery 
and barbarism if people start shooting, 
instead of talking. There lies a chaos that 
no one who has brought children into this 
world can bear to witness.

John Case of Harpers Ferry is a retired 
union organizer and software engineer, 
host of the Winners and Losers weekday 
morning radio program on WSHC, 89.7 
FM, member of Shepherdstown Monthly 
Meeting of the Religious Society of 
Friends, and clerk of its Peace and Social 
Justice Committee.
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Quakers demonstrate against gun violence during a recent March.
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3112

Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Family Fun Nite: Wednesday, 6:45–8:00 p.m.
E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org

www.4pillarchurch.org

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.
Thanksgiving Day service: 10:00 a.m.
Reading Room is in Entler Rm. 210,
open before and after the service and

by appointment. Call to confirm Sunday
school and child care: (304) 261-9024

All are welcome.

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)
Contact: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852

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

2nd Act Church
meets in the Ram’s Den

Student Center, Shepherd University
Rob Davis, Pastor

E-mail: rob@2ndactchurch.org
Sunday Services: 10 a.m.
www.2ndactchurch.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 Catholic Parish
106 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.

www.StAgnesShepherdstown.org

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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Byliners
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Dr. Billy Ray & Cindi Dunn
Robert & Jane Edwards
Jean Neely
Brian Palank DDS
Mary Ann Rogers
Lisa & Paul Welch
Craig & Roy Winkel

Patrons
Martin Baach
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Barbara Spicher & Martin Burke
Nancy Hooff & James Campbell
Bonnie Casely
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Joan & Erdem Ergin
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad Hammann
Denver & Patsy Hipp
Mary & Joseph Horky
Catherine Irwin
Jennifer Janus
W.E. & Joann Knode
Patricia Lovelace
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell
Laura & Thomas Martin
George & Patricia McKee
Helen Fitzgerald  

& Richard Olson
Avery Post
Phillip Salladay
Frances Skiles
Peter & Victoria Smith
Darlene & Brian Truman

Marie Tyler-McGraw
Henry Willard, II
Kimberly & Mark Wilson

Partners
William & Roxanna Andersen
Sheila Bach
Tom & Courtney Baker
Tom Banks
L. Dow & Linda Benedict
Beth Burkhardt
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon Byron
Linda Carter
F. Dennis & Lola Clarke
Marit & Donald Davis
Martha Doss
William & Sarah Drennen
Edward Edelen Jr.
Betty Egan
Jean Elliott
L. Aldene Etter
Sharon & Richard Fedorchak
Eleanor Finn
Susan & Richard Fletcher
L Brenton & Caroline Ford
Rosemary Geist
Gillespie Family
John Gordon
William & Jeananne Hammond
Marianne Howard  

& Rufus Hedrick
Barbara Heinz
Sharon & Al Henderson
Claison & Patricia Henkes
Lily Hill
James & Norleen Hoadley
Mary & James Holland

Douglas & Priscilla Horner
Robert & Beverly Hughes
Joan & Ernest Johnston
Stanley & Judith Jones
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Susan Kennedy
Ronald Kepple
Viola Kieldsing
Glenn & Lillian Kinser
Richard & Kathy Klein
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
John & Judith Lilga
Mary Ellen & Greg Lloyd
Rich & Joni Lyon
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Chris Mark
Dorothea McMillan
Mildred & Floyd Miller
Althea & Frank Miller
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Naomi Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Rhea & Russell Moyer Jr.
Dorothy Mozden
Esther & Tim Murphy
Betty Myers
Gary Nisewarner
Janice Offutt
Janet Olcott
Sandra Osbourn
Margot Ours
Vina & Vincent Parmesano
Walt & Susan Pellish

Ralph & Laura Petrie
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Arthur & Rebecca Prather, III
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Capt. John Schley
Carole & David Scott
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
Sara Smith
Betty Snyder
Fred & Sarah Soltow
William & Lois Speg
James & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Staley
Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Clifton Stubblefield
Elizabeth & Alan Sturm
Diana Suttenfield-Abshire
Susan Swanda
James & Sandra Watkins
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Chess & Lynn Yellott
Jack & Martha Young

Friends
Maize Albright
William & Mary Baker
Stephen Baluch
Barbara & Clifton Brooks
Odetta Brown
Elizabeth Bufithis
George & Margaret Cashin
Rosemarie Coy
Le & Tuyet Dang
Karen Davison
A. Dec

Margaret Didden
Paul & Eileen Elliott
Gladys Garrett
Susan & D. Michael Glenn
Sister Beth Hassel
Karen Hilberg
N. Julian
Rebecca & Burton Lidgerding
George Mason
Daniel & Teresa Mason
Shirley Mercer
Rebecca Murphy
Addie Ours
Ronald & Cynthia Reeser
Atsuko Sanders
Burt & Cari Simon
Michael & Ann Taylor
Karene Motivans  

& Stuart Wallace
Judy Weese
Eldon Winston
Ruth Conard

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.

DONORS

GOOD NEWS PAPER RADIO HOUR!
Second Saturdays at 11:00 a.m. | Shepherd University Radio
WSHC 89.7 FM | Host: Sarah Soltow

June 8 Jack Young talks about SAIL:  
Shepherdstown Area Independent Living initiative

July 13 Ed Zahniser, GNP poetry editor, discusses  
all things ‘word’

Aug. 10 John Allen, author of Uncommon Vernacular, on the 
early architecture and history of Jefferson County

Sep. 14 Shepherdstown librarian Hali Taylor, on the new 
library and reclaiming “the brownfield”

More info: www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
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Blue Ridge
Community &

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

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

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

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

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

THIS SPACE FOR RENT
CALL 304-876-6466

304.728.7060
217-6 oak Lee Drive
ranson, Wv 25438

304.876.1936
123 Duke street
shepherDstoWn
Wv, 25443

108 EAST GERMAN ST.      304.876.2200

PLUM
JEWELRY FOR THE MASSES

C.T. CARPET ONE
WE SELL & INSTALL

HARDWOOD ~ CARPET ~ CERAMIC

VINYL ~ LAMINATE ~ CORK FLOORING

CHARLES TOWN 304-725-1461
W W W . C T C A R P E T O N E . C O M

F L O O R
&  H O M E

Mondays closed | Sundays 11:30am-8pm | Tuesdays, Wednesdays,  
& Thursdays 11:30am-10pm | Fridays & Saturdays 11:30am-11pm

117 East German Street Shepherdstown, WV 25443 | 304.876.1030

wvdomestic.com
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