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Building Community Bridges
Randall Tremba
Power without love is reckless and abusive, and love
without power is sentimental and anemic. Power at its
best is love implementing the demands of justice, and
justice at its best is power correcting everything that
stands against love.
			 —Martin Luther King Jr.
I am not colorblind.
Black people were not welcomed in the church of
my childhood. God wanted races segregated. It’s in the
Bible—or so I was told.
I am not colorblind.
I was the only white boy in the starting lineup of
Youngstown’s South High School basketball team and
the only one to go college after we all graduated. I still
count the white boys on every basketball team I watch. I
can’t help myself.
I am not colorblind.
So I can’t help but notice that in this nation black
boys in general don’t have the same opportunities that
white boys in general have.
A lot has to do with the birth lottery. But a lot also
has to do with systemic injustice built into the infrastructure of our society. It’s mostly invisible to whites.
We’ve come a long way, but we still have a lot of
work to do, including listening to each other. And that’s
where a “bridge” can help. It helps get us to people we
don’t often see or hear much.
Jefferson County is about to undertake a community
“bridge building” project. The initial event will be at
Jefferson High School, Sunday, March 30, at 4 p.m.
The ROTC will present colors. The Jefferson High jazz
band will play. Both high school choirs will perform.
Combined voices from various county churches will
sing, “The time has come for us to work together.”
On stage that afternoon, speaking out for building
bridges will be the county sheriff, the superintendent of
schools, the president emeritus of the West Virginia
State NAACP, and the minister of the Presbyterian
Church in Shepherdstown. (Sorry, no bishops were
available!)
Last summer, following the acquittal of George
Zimmerman (alleged shooter of Trayvon Martin),
longtime local civil rights advocates met and agreed
that another “placard-waving protest” in front of the
Jefferson County courthouse wouldn’t do much good.
Let’s do something positive, they said. Let’s find a way
to involve whites and blacks in constructive conversations about race. Instead of talking among ourselves
about race and racial issues, let’s build a bridge or two
over the rift that separates us.

I know, I know. We’ve been here before—several
times before. And we will be here again and again, for
this rift is deep and wide. Besides, bridges don’t last
forever. And some don’t reach far enough. Building and
repairing bridges is endless work.
If our nation is to change, states must change. If
states are to change, counties must change. If counties
are to change, schools, churches, courts, and police
departments must change. And if institutions are to
change, hearts must change, one at a time.
And that’s sometimes called repentance or, more
accurately, returning—returning to the way of love and
righteousness. We have all gone astray. We have lost our
way. But this a moment of grace—a time to return from
exile and rebuild the Beloved Community.
Those attending the March 30 convocation,
“Building Community Bridges,” will be invited to commit to one of three conversation circles. Small groups of
mixed races and ethnicities will meet several times from
April through June to practice the fine art of listening
carefully to others.
One circle is Courageous Conversations: direct
conversations about race, perceptions, and feelings,
including fears and hopes.
Another circle is Advocacy: working for transformation through legislation, policies, and practices. Laws
matter. As Martin Luther King Jr. put it in his 1966
speech “Sleeping Through the Revolution”:
It may be true that you can’t legislate integration
but you can legislate desegregation. It may be true
that morality cannot be legislated, but behavior can be
regulated. It may be true that the law cannot change the
heart, but it can restrain the heartless. The law cannot
make a man love me, but it can restrain him from lynching me, and I think that’s pretty important also. And so
while the law may not change the hearts of men, it does
change the habits of men.
The third circle is a discussion of The New Jim
Crow, by Michelle Alexander, and the issues raised by
her book.
Many racist practices were outlawed 50 years ago
by historic civil rights legislation, including the Voting
Rights Act. Yes, there’s been progress, but there’s been
regression, too. Jim Crow practices, for example, have
reemerged in certain parts of our massive criminal
justice system, legally but unjustly shackling millions of
young black men to lives of despair.
Racism is the notion that one race is inferior to
another and thus undeserving of equal treatment or
equal opportunity. Racism lurks quietly and insidiously
in many a heart, if not all hearts. It’s a darkness that only
love can drive out!

Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light can
do that. Hate cannot drive out hate; only love can do
that. (Martin Luther King Jr.)
Jesus was born into a racist society and weaned on
racist ideas and practices. His people considered themselves superior to others, exceptional and extraordinary
in every way. But, then, what people don’t?
Yes, Jesus was born into a racist society. But he was
also born with a certain light in his heart, a light from
the great ancestors that he would cherish and cultivate.
I will give you as a light to the nations, that my
salvation [which is to say, my healing] may reach to the
end of the earth. (Isaiah, 600 BCE)
That light is in every heart. It’s a light that enlightens all people. It’s a light that shows us new possibilities, such as rebuilding a bridge that has crumbled or
building one where there is none.
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Mary Beth Kilmer
A Shepherdstown Original

Photo by Todd Cotgreave

“It surprises me when I meet someone I don’t know.”
Mary Beth Kilmer has lived all but
seven of her years in Jefferson County,
W.Va., and if she doesn’t know you
directly, she knows your mom, your
cousin, your neighbor, or at least used
to have drinks with your orthodontist at
Ferry Hill. She at one time ran the most
popular spot in Shepherdstown, currently
manages one of the busiest restaurants
downtown, and has not once let her red
hair keep her down.
After high school, Mary Beth tried
a brief stint at Shepherd College, where,
she admits, her grades were not stellar.
She did, however, receive an A+ for
dancing and cavorting at the 1872 Club.
With nothing keeping her feet planted
in Shepherdstown, she lit off to Lake
Waramaug in Connecticut.
“Drove up in a VW Bug with two
working gears, $20 in my pocket, and no
job waiting for me.”
Mary Beth traveled there with a
friend who had free housing by working at a home for wayward boys. With
nowhere to live, Mary Beth would sneak
into her friend’s room at night. She was
eventually caught and promptly offered a
job. She worked days at the home and got
a night job working at the Boulder Inn,
where she worked her way up from server
to manager, ran the bar, and scheduled all
the bands.
Traveling to Shepherdstown in the
late ’80s for what was supposed to be a
short visit, Mary Beth fell in love and
never made it back to Connecticut. She
got a job at the Martinsburg Holiday Inn
bussing tables, worked her way up to
manager, and was back to running the bar
and booking bands.
Things changed when she set up
Ed’s Beer and Wine in Ranson with her
then husband, Ed Barney. They sold
home brewing supplies along with a great
selection of craft and hard-to-find beer
and wine. They also sponsored a race
team from Summit Point called “Mo Beer
Racing.” Many of the team’s amazing,
fantastic, and death-defying victories
were said to have come from the fine

PHOTO BY TURTLE CLINGENPEEL

Todd Cotgreave

Staff at the Blue Moon Café: (left to right) Kim Bowen, Ben
Proudman, Anna Malcolm, Jesse Boyd, Mary Beth Kilmer with her
son Harper Furioso, and Mable Jo Cotgreave

suds offered to them by Ed’s Beer and
Wine.
As Ed’s Beer and Wine sales grew,
they noticed many of their customers
were driving from Shepherdstown.
They moved the shop to Maddex Square,
where it stayed for a little more than a
year. Sales increased enough that they
decided to move their enterprise to
downtown Shepherdstown, and that’s
when the magic happened.
The sign out front read, “Ed’s
Taproom, Redheads Welcome.”
Many businesses have come and
gone on German Street with little notice;
Ed and Mary Beth’s was not one of
them. The setup was simple enough: a
deli in the front with locally sourced
ingredients, beer coolers stocked with all
the craft beer you could shake a stick at
(Budweiser was not among the choices),
and a bar in the back. Those simple
ingredients led to a phenomenon that is
hard to put into words.
Mary Beth led the charge, as she
does everywhere she works, with a
family-first attitude, meaning that if you
work with her, you are family. You will
be in the trenches together serving a busy
lunch crowd, you will be stocking beer at
midnight for a bar that has exceeded the
fire marshal’s maximum occupancy by 60
percent, and at the end of your shift you
will be treated with a warm smile, a beer,
and the knowledge that Mary Beth loves
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Stellar Watson at Ed’s Taproom

you. The sense of community the staff
felt was incredible, and when you paired
that with great beer on tap and kick-ass
music, you got something very special.
When asked what it was like to run
the coolest place in Shepherdstown, Mary
Beth answered the question before it was
finished being asked: “It was phenomenal, the greatest experience ever.” Just
speaking about it, Mary Beth’s eyes lit
up and she was grinning from ear to ear.
“Worst layout ever.… It was too small
and too loud, but we would fill the building from stem to stern six nights a week.”
For those of us who were there,
we remember it just like that. Stellar
Watson’s amps were set at “ear bleeding.”
You had to fight and wriggle past all the
people to see Davey Jones face-to-face,
singing, screaming, and jumping up and
down, with Mary Beth right there, sitting
on the amp with a huge smile on her
face.
Some nights were slower of course.
You would often see the usual suspects
lined up at the bar having a few pints of
craft brew, engaging in witty repartee,
well…repartee at least. Those nights you
could practically reach out and touch the
sense of community.
But with her marriage dissolving
and a seemingly constant barrage of
late nights, it became harder and harder
to keep the freewheeling business

financially viable, and the taproom had to
close its doors.
“We were having too much fun.”
It didn’t take long for Mary Beth to
find employment at the Blue Moon Café
on Princess Street, where she has become
manager and is booking great musical
acts. The Blue Moon staff now shares the
same sense of family that was at Ed’s.
“People leave the Blue Moon if they
are going to graduate school or if they
are getting married or having a baby. The
way I see it, they are going to have to
drag me outta here.”
Those who have been around long
enough know her, and she knows them.
Kim Reid grew up in the area and recalls
Mary Beth in her youth as “an unmistakable streak of fiery red hair running
through downtown Charles Town.”
Life has come full circle, with Mary
Beth’s youngest son Harper now running
around town with a head full of red hair,
making friends, and flashing the occasional smile or two. If you don’t know
her, maybe you should. She’s Mary Beth
from Shepherdstown.
Todd Cotgreave is the chief operating officer of WSHC 89.7 Shepherd
University Radio, wine sales manager at
Reid’s Distributor, and had more beers
than he can remember at Ed’s Taproom.
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Roots and Wings
Love Letter to Shepherdstown
Sarah Soltow

Dear Shepherdstown,
As I write this, snow is falling ever so lightly once again in this place I’ve
called home for much of my formative life. This winter is cold and hard, not as
difficult as many I’ve experienced, but somehow it feels simply cold and hard. I
can feel Arizona calling my name more strongly each and every day. It won’t be
long now until I head that way.
My husband, Fred, is already there. You know him as Pastor Fred of
Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish and have come to love him and his tremendous
capacities for generosity, leadership, and willingness to do the toughest jobs.
Certainly the community benefitted from his ministry here, and you can be
assured that he will find more adventures in ministry out there in Phoenix and
Quartzsite, Ariz. As I continue to attend St. James’s and St. Peter’s Churches, I
sense the congregations grieving the loss of his presence, but I also know that
people have a way of keeping on through even the most difficult of changes.
As I write this letter, he is unloading the Pod that contains our worldly
possessions. Once upon a time, when I was very young and living in an upstairs
apartment at Belle Vue, the ancestral Shepherd home, I was very proud of myself
for having so few pieces of the world to carry around. Now I marvel how it is
possible that we can live without all the baskets, bowls, pitchers, and other artifacts of established life that we’ve carried for so many years. My packing process
has been one of sifting and sorting, finding homes for items that I’ve loved
among the people that I love. And recently I have been gratified to visit a friend’s
home and simply see all of these things, that have been so much a part of my own
life, settling into someone else’s life…gently, easily, lovingly.
I really could not part with the macaroni art, however. While I was floored at
the discovery of it buried within the depths of the garage in a nondescript plastic
tub, it brought back such memories of my young children. I remember them
on a happy day, making the “I heart you, Mom” statement with all the creative
flourishes of discarded lace and ribbon, fabric and macaroni. One from each of
my children, they are a little too large to frame, but invaluable nonetheless, and I
will carry them forward with me into this new life.
Someone asked me, dear Shepherdstown, if I thought I would blog this
adventure. No, I replied, but I think I will write cards and letters. This being
National School Counselors’ Week, I received a hundred or so cards from the students at Driswood Elementary School. These cards tell me I’m great; they tell me
they appreciate me; they display drawings of hearts and flowers and sometimes
the scrawlings of unformed but growing minds. One little girl wrote, “Thanks for
hearing me.” This touched me greatly and is a very small gift that I can also carry
forward with me.
Dear Shepherdstown, I want to thank you for the roots that you have nurtured, growing deeply within the earth of this particular place. The 300-year-old
oak that stands behind our home has been one of the greatest teachers of that
lesson for me. Not that I was rootless, but it has taken me a while to actually
feel my roots extending deeply into the earth. Once these roots are recognized,
then one can use them and depend upon them, knowing that even in movement,
they remain steadfast. For me the rootedness involves the connections to people
and places in this town that have grown over the course of 40 years, along with
a relatively new sense of family history when I learned that my grandmother’s
grandmother was Sarah Morgan of Shepherdstown, who had moved over to
Berkeley County to marry a schoolteacher named Charles McKown.

When Fred and I moved here in
2001, I had been absent from you, dear
Shepherdstown, for 19 years—another
flight from this place, with wings
less formed and two children in tow.
Returning to you was a welcome
reprieve, but I was not aware at the time
of the kinds of healing that must occur
when one returns to resurrect a past
life, so to speak. I struggled for a while;
no job felt quite right, and old friends
had worn paths that my footsteps could
not follow. The task of discerning new
paths in old places took some time, but I
learned how to follow my own footsteps
through the woods and down to the
river. I learned how to swim in the
Sarah and Fred Soltow with grandson
watery depths of sometimes difficult
Elliott Cottrell
emotions. I learned how to play music,
and I learned how to stand up while people were looking. I found the spaces
where I could move and be myself, while also holding the more traditional spaces
of educator and pastor’s wife. And, dear Shepherdstown, I do not think I could
have done this without you. You helped me plumb the depths of my roots while
nurturing the growth and expansion of my wings. You taught me to fly, and in so
doing, how to nurture and support others in their own journeys.
Dear Shepherdstown, if I were a really good musician, I would sing a lyrical
song of your place in my world. As it is, I will dearly miss my Parish Pipers, and
I will pass the torch of Vacation Bible School music to another. I will go to the
Meck a few more times and open myself completely to the incredible magic of
the true musicians in this community. I will dance with my friends, and I will be
ever grateful for all the music and dancing that has ever happened, and ever will
happen in this community.
Dear Shepherdstown, if I were a really good artist, I would throw your colors
against the canvas of truth where you shine as a crown jewel in the love of all
things beautiful. As it is, I will carry some art with me, some fragile pieces,
some sturdy ones, and I will build a new home in Arizona adorned with pieces of
beloved Shepherdstown just as some pieces of me remain to adorn others’ homes
here.
Dear Shepherdstown, I have the sense now that I am very carefully and
mindfully folding up the tent of my life in this place. The soil is loosening around
my feet; I feel the urge to stretch my wings and fly. None of this would be possible without you and those who continue their lives here. I will always call you
my home, because you are the seat of my soul. As it is, I have only these words to
try to convey what you mean to me.
And so, dear Shepherdstown, until our paths cross again, you remain in my
heart as I hope I remain in yours.

PHOTO SUBMITTED BY SOLTOWS

February 8, 2014

						Sarah Felker Soltow
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The Local Source
Sue Kennedy
met Dan Saum and one year later they
married and moved to Rockville. While
Dan worked at Quest Diagnostics, Lillian
was at the Norm Thompson Fulfillment
Center. Within a couple of years the family began to grow. George Daniel Saum
IV came along and then Robert Forrest
Saum—Danny the Fourth and Bobby the
First.
“We moved to this area in January
1995. We needed a single family home
with enough land for two boys and two
dogs. We found a wonderful home we
could afford in Shenandoah Junction, and
we still live there.” While the boys were
in school, Potter-Saum “played in the
dirt” as a gardener for hire, for Meadows
Farms Nursery, Ridgefield Farms, and
Potomac Farms. Life was good.
Then in 2002, the bottom dropped
out of the Saums’ world. Bobby, then 9,
was diagnosed with a brain tumor. The
doctors at Johns Hopkins successfully
removed the tumor and the prognosis was
very hopeful. On April 1, 2002, Bobby
and his mom were driving to Baltimore
for his first round of chemo when they
were involved in a horrific accident
near Frederick and Bobby was killed.
Potter-Saum was very badly hurt, both
physically and emotionally, and talking
about her handsome little guy with an
adventurous spirit and great sense of
humor still brings tears.
“After Bobby died,” she said, “gardening was my lifeline.” Joining and volunteering with the Wild Flower Garden
Club of Jefferson and Berkeley County,
and Master Gardeners eventually helped
life get on track. Potter-Saum went back
to work at Meadows Farms. Then 2009
came along and, as she said, “I blew out
my knee.” Quest downsized her husband
out of his 17-year manager position.
Potter-Saum was laughing at this point in
the story. “We were both out of jobs, so
guess what we decided to do? We took
$5,000 out of savings and went to Europe
for three weeks.” Now I was laughing.
By the end of the year the future
was coming into focus. Potter-Saum
worked for Laurel Parker and Karen
Valentine, owners of The Source when
it was on Princess St. She also worked
at Retropolitan and did freelance social
media marketing for small businesses.
Parker left The Source, and Potter-Saum
partnered with Valentine until Valentine
left in 2011. Potter-Saum was now the
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Proprietor Lillian Potter-Saum

sole proprietor and within months
relocated to German Street and her store
became The Local Source.
“It was a huge risk, but when this
space opened up I knew it was perfect
and I had to have it. John Shank and Joe
Matthews own this building and they
have been fabulous to me since before
day one. I told them I couldn’t afford the
rent but knew my concept of a gift shop
promoting local artists would work and
made them a deal. If they would let me
pay half of what they were asking for
six months, just time enough to get me
going, I would pay them back in full.
They agreed and took a chance on me.
I couldn’t have done this without Joe
and John. I can’t say enough nice things
about them.”
The Local Source is eclectic, to say
the least: Mike Austin’s honey, 78 RPMs,
knitted hats of all sizes, local pottery
and soup-can lanterns, organic cleaning
supplies and foods, silk scarves and hot
sauce. Most of the art and gifts are local
and many are on consignment. “It’s my
locals that keep me going: beauty supplies, honey, tea, and little birthday gifts.”
The shop is full of gifts and impulse buys
that brighten your day.
As a community goodwill effort,
this devout recycler puts a box outside
the shop for your used batteries, cell
phones, wine corks, egg cartons, printer
cartridges. You know, the stuff you really
don’t know how to recycle.
Lillian and Dan are mainstays in the
town social scene and very supportive of
events, volunteer organizations, and the
other shops. She’s an active member of
the Shepherdstown Business Association

PHOTOS BY JESSIE SCHMITT
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ave you ever fantasized about
owning your own business? Sure
you have, everyone has. You
love to bake, or dance, or paint, and you
want to pay it forward. You’re an antique
freak, a fitness nut, a serial collector, you
schedule vacations around your garden,
you see that kind of need, you know you
can fill it.
It’s successfully done all the
time—in the movies. Take Diane Keaton
in Baby Boom. Her “Country Baby”
took the baby food industry by storm
with nothing more than a rotting apple
orchard, a dry well, no staff, and a money
pit for a house—while she was raising a
baby alone. All she had was an idea, an
applesauce recipe, and an MBA. I rest
my case.
Does any of this strike a familiar
spark in your would-be future plans? Well
then, why not do it? Do this community
a service and share your interests with
all those waiting customers. What could
be better than making a living dealing
in a world that you love? Having your
own thriving small business is the stuff
dreams are made of. Success is so easy in
a dream.
Unfortunately though, owning a
small business is anything but easy. No
matter how talented you are, no matter
how full of ideas, it takes a positive
attitude, tireless energy, risk taking, and
passion. Even so, there are no guarantees.
Attitude, passion, and energy are under
the owner’s control, but the economy
isn’t, nor is the weather. And we won’t
even get into the tax laws. Taking those
unknowns into consideration, you must
add another character trait to the ownership profile: bravery. One has to be brave
to qualify; very brave.
Lillian Potter-Saum is the owner and
sole proprietor of The Local Source in
Shepherdstown, and she has all the above
characteristics. All of them.
She’s is a self-described environmentalist. “It’s a love concept,” she said.
“When you take care of the Earth you’re
taking care of your own backyard.”
Lillian Potter was born in Riverdale,
Md., the sixth of seven Potter children.
She attended Northwestern School in
Adelphi and then went off to Prince
George’s Community College for a
liberal arts degree. Working all the time,
she said, “It took me four years to get
my associate’s degree.” In 1986, Potter

The Local Source storefront on
German Street

and said, “I like to think about the new
businesses coming into town, not the
ones that have left. Things change, that’s
the way life is. Shopping locally is something we try to do. I did my Christmas
shopping in eight local establishments
and my family and friends loved their
gifts.”
Potter-Saum summed up her passion
for her work by quoting a friend:
When buying from an artist/maker,
you’re buying more than just an object/
painting. You are buying hundreds of
hours of failures and experimentation.
You are buying days, weeks and months
of frustration and moments of PURE JOY.
YOU AREN’T JUST BUYING A THING,
you’re buying a piece of heart, part of a
soul, a moment of someone’s life. Most
importantly, you’re buying the artists
more time to do something they are passionate about.
“A very dear friend shared this with
me. I feel like she peeked into my heart
and ‘read my mail.’ This is so true.”

Sue Kennedy’s dream is to open a cable
knit sweater shop with a soda fountain.
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Seasoned Florists Flourish
on German Street
Wendy Mopsik
PHOTOS BY STAN MOPSIK
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an you imagine a more rewarding
career than one that brings happiness to celebrants, comfort to
mourners, and beauty to everything in the
surrounding environment? The work of
a florist is just such a career, and the two
owners of The Village Florist are the creators of this magic.
Douglass Hutzell and Tim Valerio
have worked side-by-side in their own florist business for the last 19 years, although
their journey began long before. Valerio
remembers being intrigued at age five by
the morning glories growing in his uncle’s
window boxes and vividly described the
sheep grazing on the grasses owned by the
Johns Hopkins Hospital property not far
from his home. Living in East Baltimore
where personal gardens were confined
to small spaces and soil was a luxury, he
crept down to the nearby railroad tracks to
steal dirt for his first vegetable garden.
“I actually grew carrots, turnips,
potatoes, and onions in tin cans lined up
on the window sill,” he recalled.
Choosing which future course to
follow wasn’t a hard decision for Hutzell
either. Growing up in the Hagerstown
area, he graduated from the Career Study
Center, a vocational high school option in
the Washington County Public Schools.
With a concentration in horticulture and
a strong background in all aspects of the
business, he immediately was able to pursue his lifelong interest at Gibney’s Florist
in Hagerstown.
Huzell’s and Valerio’s paths crossed
sometime later when, in the late 1980s,
Valerio also found employment at
Gibney’s. His first job after graduation
from Patterson High School had been
with a florist in Canton, a neighborhood
in Baltimore that is currently affluent and
trendy but was a much different place at
that time. Valerio says he always knew the
city was not where he wanted to be and
moved to rural western Maryland as soon
as he was able.
The men began their own business
in 1995, creating The Village Florist in
Hagerstown. As luck and timing would
have it, in August 2009 Nancy Van
Tol-Rempe, of the well-known Van Tol
florist family, spied their parked Village

The Village Florist surprises you with
offerings beyond fresh and silk flowers.

Florist van and tracked them down with an
attractive offer. With no family to continue
the business, she was ready to give up
the shops in Shepherdstown and Charles
Town stores. She hoped that Hutzell and
Valerio would take over as new owners,
incorporating her Village Florist business
with theirs of the same name.
As the number of shops increased,
the men realized that they were stretched
a bit thin and gradually consolidated to
a single florist shop on German Street in
Shepherdstown, choosing the location with
a university, strong business association,
variety of churches, a well-trafficked main
street, friendly townspeople, and a less
saturated market.
Both men voiced their pleasure at
being part of town. “We appreciate being
included in the library’s summer reading
program and awarded a flower to each
participant who completed a reading log,”
declared Hutzell. “We are also pleased to
donate a fresh arrangement weekly to the
Shepherdstown Visitors Center, adding
to the already welcoming quality of the
space.”
The business owners stressed the difference between “order gatherers” that are
listed as ubiquitous phone numbers in the
yellow pages and the actual local florist.
“We can charge more responsibly, answer
directly and deliver the orders in a timely
manner, while often knowing the customer
who is receiving the flowers or custommade basket,” explained Hutzell.
Most of their orders come from the
surrounding area, and they credit the
Shepherd University community with
generating multiple opportunities for
flowers. Steve Gossard, their driver and
long-time employee, manages deliveries to
Hagerstown, Smithsburg, and Sharpsburg
as well as locations closer to town.

This Valentine’s Day display window
reminds customers of their loved ones and
signals the busiest single business day of
the year.

Owners Doug Hutzell and Tim Valerio
work together to finish an order of
vibrantly colored fresh flowers.

There is a distinct division of labor
between Hutzell and Valerio, although
they both love working with flowers and
designing the window displays. Hutzell
finds the business and accounting side
more satisfying and has intensified efforts
to add more inventory to attract customers.
“This is so much more than just a florist
shop. We have chocolates, Trego jewelry,
greeting cards for all occasions, seasonal
silk flowers, items for decorating the
home, some local art and photography,
and specialty books to help with party and
event planning.”
Village Florist customers might also
see for sale a watercolor painting done by
Hutzell. He is self taught and very modest
about his talent, which clearly demonstrates another facet of his artistic ability.
If one should inquire, he may even show
off a giclée, created by a process that digitizes his artwork and transfers it to canvas.
Several of Hutzell’s paintings in different
media are displayed, and he anticipates
continuing this interest as time allows.
Valerio’s passion for flowers is
obvious, from his delight in naming
and describing the species to his allencompassing enthusiasm for planting and
nurturing his home gardens. Moving from
a well-developed property in Chewsville,
Md., that boasted formal gardens to an
unlandscaped space in Sharpsburg posed
unique and exciting challenges. Valerio
loved the idea of being able to start from
the beginning and eventually created
another showplace with much variety
and over 70 boxwoods. “I love knowing
that the promise of a new bud or blossom
is always there. Something can happen
overnight that slightly changes the feel of
the whole garden. In growing season, I’m

outside from 6 a.m. to 8:30 a.m. and then
back after work until dark.”
Both florists agree that capitalizing on
a natural talent for floral arrangement is
the easiest way to begin. However, Valerio
has taught classes and conducted seminars
for regional garden clubs and local groups
as well. The Chewsville gardens and the
newer Sharpsburg garden next door to St.
Paul’s Episcopal Church were featured in
separate issues of HM@ Home, a supplement to Hagerstown Magazine, along with
tips for gardening success.
Hutzell added that the business
always chooses seasonal flowers when
possible, and they liberally help themselves to those grown by Valerio. During
inhospitable weather, the men receive
regular shipments from local wholesalers
to fill customer orders. An indication of
Valerio’s preference for fresh blossoms
and plants came through loud and clear as
he reiterated his need for gardens. “When
I die, I promise to haunt anyone who
leaves silk flowers on my grave.”
Small towns need all kinds of retail
businesses to meet the demands of their
residents and to draw visitors from outside
the area. But a shop that brings beauty,
solace, joy, and cheer to customers is a
necessity. Happily, German Street has a
long history of housing The Village Florist
and all of its bountiful treasures.
Wendy Sykes Mopsik (wendymopsik@
frontiernet.net) has always wanted to
work in a flower shop where there is no
winter and where the fragrance of flowers
is ever present. Yes, even on crazy, busy,
exhausting Valentine’s Day!
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What Kind of Name Is “Cool Green”?
Claire Stuart

PHOTOS BY JAMIE LAWRENCE

M

ichael Bean was an automotive technician at Union
Sales Dodge when the business began suffering from the pains of
Chrysler’s financial problems. Eventually
the dealership closed its doors, and
Bean was at a crossroads in his life. He
decided to use his years of expertise and
the tools he owned to go into business
for himself. He opened a mobile auto air
conditioning service, taking his business
to people at home and at work. To find a
name for his business, he made a list of
all the words that described what he did.
He shuffled them around to see how they
looked and decided on the name Cool
Green Auto Air. “Cool,” of course, was
for air conditioning and “Green” because
he wanted to emphasize the fact that he
used environmentally sound practices in
working with refrigerants.
When Bean found his Shepherdstown location in 2010, the business
morphed into Cool Green Auto and Tire.
Bean’s expertise and 20 years experience
went far beyond auto air-conditioning
systems, and he was able to bring a
hometown, full-service auto care facility
to the community.
The Institute of Automotive Service
Excellence (ASE), a national nonprofit
organization, has been testing and certifying technicians for over 40 years. Bean
explained that new car dealers require
technicians to earn certification before
they send them for factory training. The
ASE requirements state that to become
certified in most specialty areas, you
must pass one or more of the ASE certification exams and present proof of at least
two years of relevant work experience.
Bean is an ASE Certified Master
Technician. In order to become a Master,
you have to qualify in at least eight
specialties. “You can renew certification
every five years, but it is voluntary,”
Bean says, and “it reflects the character
of the person.”
Cool Green is classified as a fullservice general auto repair facility. Bean
says they service about 2,600 cars a year.
About 1,000 are for state inspection and
the rest are everything from oil changes
to engine replacement. There are three
service bays, and the Cool Green staff
consists of four mechanics (including
Bean) and two salespeople.

Owner Michael Bean

Seth the mechanic

Cool Green Auto & Tire, on the Shepherdstown Pike

Bean found an additional opportunity for his business in the big demand
for used cars, and they’ve sold about 200
cars in the $3,000 to $5,000 price range.
He attests that all of the cars they sell are
thoroughly gone over in the shop before
being offered for sale and are sold with a
30-day/1,000 mile 50-50 warranty (owner
and shop split the cost) for parts and
labor. Bean says that only one of all the
cars he’s sold has had a serious engine
issue, and he made it good.
When he began his business, he says,
“I knew how to fix cars. Now I know
how to run a business. And some things
you learn after you start a business!”
Bean finds his work both challenging
and exciting. “Technology is changing
under our feet,” he says, “and vehicles
are getting more and more high-tech.”
“Old school mechanics knew engines
and transmissions, and the new guys
hardly work on them. They have more
electrical know-how.” He describes himself as the generation in between.
For an example of today’s sophisticated systems, he explained that
ultrasound technology is behind the
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operation of the crash response system
in some cars. “They detect changes in
the cabin pressure to get the air bags to
deploy.”
One thing he learned was that the
equipment it takes to work on today’s
vehicles is very expensive. “It’s hard to
get an adequate return over the cost of
tools while keeping costs down to satisfy
loyal customers,” he said.
He noted that with increasing auto
computerization, diagnostic computers
are a necessity, with a price tag in the
neighborhood of $25,000. “And our main
scanner doesn’t do everything from every
car manufacturer.”
He cited the tire pressure–monitoring
feature on modern cars. If a tire has to
be removed for repair, he explained that
the car’s monitor will not recognize the
tire when it is put back on. It has to be
re-synchronized with the system. “And it
takes a $2,000 tool just to do that!”
With cars getting smarter and
smarter—parking themselves, avoiding
accidents, and even driving themselves—
Bean observes that, control is being taken

away from the driver and put into the
hands of computer systems.
Recalling Toyota’s recent problems
with sticking throttles, he explained that
control of the throttle is electronic and
no longer controlled by cable. Formerly,
gas pedals were connected to the engine
by cables and linkages. Now there is no
physical cable, and when you step on
the gas, a sensor transmits data about
the position of the pedal to a computer
that uses the information to change the
throttle position.
When things go wrong with sensors,
it is possible for cars to accelerate when
you are not stepping on the gas or to
slow down no matter how hard you give
them the gas. Fortunately, this is very
rare. Bean says that new cars are full of
redundant systems, much like airplanes,
so there is less chance of a system breaking down.
“Any time anything can make a car
safer, it is good,” he said, “but it drives
up the cost of owning and repairing.” He
pondered, “In the future, how will people
afford to fix their cars?”
For those who might wonder, Bean’s
personal choice of a vehicle is a 2004
Chevy truck, although he notes that
Toyotas are in great demand as used
cars. He describes his vehicle choice to
be “hardcore American” and adds, “My
dad was a lifetime United Auto Workers
member.”
Cool Green services Shepherdstown’s police cars. “We fix them immediately and get them back in service,” says
Bean. He welcomes anyone with a small
fleet of business vehicles to talk to him
about fleet maintenance.
It is important to Bean to maintain
the trust of the community by giving
the best service and value that he can.
He backs all major repair work with a
three-year, 36,000-mile warranty. And
in keeping with its name, Cool Green
recycles anything possible and properly
disposes of their cardboard, plastic, oils,
and antifreeze.
Cool Green is located at
8668 Shepherdstown Pike
(304) 579-8920
Open 8 a.m. to 6 p.m.
Monday through Friday
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Vernell Doyle
A Person for Whom History “Became Real”
Murray Deutchman

PHOTOS BY MURRAY DEUTCHMAN

V

ernell Doyle is the person to see
if you have questions about the
history of Sharpsburg and the
surrounding area. If she doesn’t know the
answer, she will try to find it or let you
know where you can find it. For the past
seven years, she and her husband, Tim,
have worked to learn the history of the
Sharpsburg area and Sharpsburg in particular.
They moved to the Hagerstown area
in 1975, living first in the Leitersburg area
and now live east of Hagerstown. She is a
certified teacher in English and math and
has taught in the public school system,
at Hagerstown Community College, and
in correctional education for the State
of Maryland. She earned her master’s in
English literature from Northern Illinois
University and was working toward her
doctorate before moving to Maryland. In
addition to belonging to the Sharpsburg
Historical Society, she is a Master
Gardener in Washington County, a member of the Faces of the Civil War book
group, an active musician, and a volunteer
at the Newcomer House information and
visitor center for the Heart of the Civil
War Heritage Area.
In 2006, she and Tim, hoping to
enter the hospitality and tourism business, looked at Sharpsburg as an ideal
location. They bought a house on West
Chapline Street close to the main square in
Sharpsburg. The house, built in 1856, was
the former home of the Bender family,
who have a long history in the Sharpsburg
area. The Benders were a canal boat
family; many of the men were canal boat
captains on the Chesapeake and Ohio
Canal. The name is familiar to local residents because of Captain Bender’s Tavern
on Main Street, a favorite eating spot.
Raleigh Bender, captain of Canal Boat
No. 1, established the business in 1936.
Doyle says that she had little interest
in history until they bought the house and
decided to operate it as a vacation rental
home. In addition to sparking an interest
in local history, establishing and running
the Antietam Guest House has served several purposes: It adds to the preservation
of historic homes in Sharpsburg, shares

Vernell Doyle at the Antietam Guest House

The house that made history real

the house and history with the public, and
provides a retirement business for Vernell
and Tim. When asked if the house is a
B&B, they often joke that it is a BYOB:
“Bring your own breakfast.”
Mainly because of the research she
and her husband did before and after
purchasing the house, Doyle developed an
interest in history. As she puts it, “History
became real.” One of the first things the
Doyles did after buying the house was
to join the Sharpsburg Historical Society
(SHS). Since then, Vernell has devoted
much time and energy to discovering the
history of Sharpsburg and the people who
lived there and in the surrounding area.
In 2009, some of that research resulted
in the book Sharpsburg, in the Images
of America series published by Arcadia
Press.
Doyle is now president of the SHS,
which was formed in 2002. In 2008, the
historical society led the process to have
the town placed on the National Register
of Historic Places, designated as a historic
district. That designation makes possible
tax breaks to those who help in preserving
Sharpsburg’s heritage.
Sharpsburg was once a busy commercial town, including several hotels
and general markets. Historic Sharpsburg
retains the same boundaries and eight
streets that Joseph Chapline designed in
1763, but the commercial aspect of town
has been reduced while the town remains
a residential community, rooted in its
churches, elementary school, and Nutter’s
Ice Cream Parlor.

In 2012, the SHS obtained a grant
from the Heart of the Civil War Heritage
Area that led to renovation and signage
for the Big Spring. The spring was the primary source of water for Sharpsburg and
the reason for its location. SHS designed
and purchased a wayside sign that tells the
history of the springhead and of its importance to the growth of the town. The town
council arranged the sign’s installation for
the 250th commemoration of the founding of Sharpsburg. Many descendants of
Joseph Chapline attended the July 9, 2013,
event.
While at the National Archives in
College Park, Md., researching the history
of the spring’s stone wall, Vernell and
Tim located the 1934 work orders for the
improvements to the springhead. The Civil
Works Administration, a precursor of the
Work Projects Administration, funded
the spring’s improvement as well as other
Sharpsburg projects during the Great
Depression.
Last year Doyle was successful in
obtaining a grant from the Washington
County Gaming Commission for the purchase of a computer, printer, and projector
for the historical society. These purchases
will facilitate programs and help with the
inventory and organization of the historical society’s records, books, photographs,
and artifacts. The SHS headquarters are in
Town Hall, in space donated by the town
of Sharpsburg.
In addition to historical society
projects, Doyle has an active interest
is tracking the names and history of
the many families who have lived in

Sharpsburg. She has recently been reading through the Washington House hotel
guest register that indicates who stayed in
the hotel in Hagerstown in the years just
before the outbreak of the Civil War. The
most renowned guest was John Brown,
who signed the register as Isaac Smith,
just before his attack on Harpers Ferry.
A number of Sharpsburg residents stayed
there during that period, most likely
because they had business in town and the
trip from Sharpsburg took several hours
in the 1860s. A town resident recently
gave SHS records of the Sharpsburg bank.
These records provide another source of
family names and businesses associated
with Sharpsburg in the early 20th century.
The SHS board members will be studying
these records this winter and spring.
You’d think that Doyle has her plate
full just keeping up with her history
projects, but not so! In addition to the
many activities associated with her history
life, Doyle also plays alto saxophone in
the Rohrersville Band, attending practices
once a week. When she moved to the
Hagerstown area in 1975, she joined the
Hagerstown Municipal Band and played
with it for 10 years. After a hiatus from
her music, she joined the Rohrersville
Band in 2004. Anyone who has heard the
band will know that its music is a handclapping, foot-tapping, and in many cases,
a tear-producing experience (especially
with its patriotic and historical medley).
A life in service to education has
morphed into a life of discovery about the
history of southern Washington County.
Doyle’s enthusiastic efforts have brought
knowledge and interest to residents of that
area. We cannot understand or appreciate
the present without knowing what came
before—and keeping that in mind as
we live our lives today. It becomes real
to us, as it became real to Doyle, when
we realize that we are walking the same
streets, living in the same neighborhoods
and homes that were so much a part of the
past.

Murray Deutchman, a writer and
retired attorney, lives in Sharpsburg.
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Ferry Hill
Across the River and Into the Past
Mary Bell
PHOTO BY JAMIE LAWRENCE

J

ust across the Rumsey Bridge from
Shepherdstown stands Ferry Hill.
From its prominent position overlooking the Potomac, this early 19thcentury plantation home has witnessed
200 years of history in and around
Shepherdstown. If walls could talk!
Colonel John Blackford built Ferry
Hill, but no record exists of exactly
when. Surviving records show that he
purchased the land in 1816, and his
family life was bustling in the house by
1825. By that time, Blackford’s first wife,
Sarah, and two of her children had died,
and Blackford was married to his second
wife, Elizabeth Knode. Blackford’s
descendants believed Colonel Blackford
sited Ferry Hill on the bluff overlooking
the Potomac and land beyond it so that
he could see Sarah’s and their children’s
gravesites on the Shepherd estate.
Blackford became known as Colonel
Blackford after earning this rank in the
War of 1812. Colonel Blackford commanded a group of volunteer militia at
the disastrous Battle of Bladensburg,
where the American troops were routed
in August of 1814. In a paper written in
1965, Helen Norton Beckenbaugh, one of
Colonel Blackford’s descendants, states
that John Blackford was never blamed
for the fiasco at Bladensburg and was,
in fact, granted his rank as colonel some
time after the battle.
John Blackford wanted Ferry Hill to
be a brick house, and there were no brick
works in the area at that time. He ordered
the bricks from Scotland, and they were
shipped as ballast into Baltimore Harbor.
From there, the bricks were transported
by oxcart to Ferry Hill.
The brickwork on the front of the
house is Flemish bond, which alternates
the small end of the bricks (headers)
with the sides of the bricks (stretchers).
This decorative style of bricklaying was
popular in domestic architecture at the
time. The brickwork used on the back
of the house is traditional running bond,
featuring rows of offset stretchers. Also,
it’s said that there is a neck of a whiskey
bottle set into the bricks on the front
of the house near the top of the second
window from the right.

Rear view of Ferry Hill

Fortunately, John Blackford, who
was a farmer, planter, businessman, and
active citizen, kept a diary, and from
that, one can derive a picture of life at
Ferry Hill Plantation. By 1838, Ferry Hill
comprised over 700 acres. Crops included
hay, fruit, potatoes, livestock, and timber,
for sale as well as home consumption.
Colonel Blackford raised hogs, sheep,
and beef for use on the plantation, and
in 1838, he purchased a sausage-making
machine that was so popular that he
lent it to his neighbors. Under the slave
labor–based economy in which Colonel
Blackford operated (there were at least
25 slaves at Ferry Hill in 1838), Ferry
Hill prospered. Blackford hired additional local labor from Shepherdstown,
Sharpsburg, Boonsboro, and surrounds as
needed.
Colonel Blackford’s efforts were
not confined to the operation of Ferry
Hill. He also owned and operated the
ferry service across the Potomac at
Shepherdstown. His civic duties included
serving as a sheriff for several years and
as supervisor of the roads in the area. In
April 1799, he served on a committee in
Shepherdstown to investigate complaints
about odors emanating from a tannery.
Life at Ferry Hill was very social.
Because of the difficulties of travel at the
time, the Blackfords entertained overnight guests frequently and dinner guests
almost daily. Colonel Blackford’s diary
recounts that at least two and as many
as a dozen visitors joined the family for
dinner, stopping on their way to and from
Baltimore, Washington, Hagerstown,
and Harrisburg. As a matter of course,
visitors who came from 15 miles or more
spent the night and sometimes stayed for
weeks.
Mrs. Elizabeth Blackford died in
1838 after a long illness. Colonel John
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Blackford died in 1839, and Ferry Hill
was divided among his three sons. In
1848, Robert Douglas, who was married
to Colonel Blackford’s daughter Helena,
bought the property. Not much is known
about life at Ferry Hill during this period,
but it is known that Henry Kyd Douglas,
Robert Douglas’ son from an earlier
marriage and Helena’s stepson, grew up
there.
Then, the Civil War broke out. Ferry
Hill played an important role throughout
the war years. Henry Kyd Douglas, who
was a young attorney at the time, enlisted
in the Confederate army and became a
staff officer for Stonewall Jackson. After
the Battle of Antietam, Confederate
wounded were sheltered at Ferry Hill,
and when Union forces forced the
Confederates back across the Potomac,
Union troops occupied the house and
land. Again in 1863 and in 1864, the
Douglas family housed and entertained
Confederate troops.
At some time during the Civil War,
Helena Douglas, Henry’s mother, was
spotted by Union forces signaling to
Confederate troops from a window at
Ferry Hill. The Union forces, who were
in control at the time, arrested Robert
Douglas, her husband and Henry’s father,
and held him at Fort McHenry for several
months.
Ferry Hill, like much of the region,
was devastated by the Civil War. In his
diary entitled I Rode With Stonewall,
Henry Kyd Douglas described the view
of Ferry Hill after the Battle of Antietam:
“A beautiful farm was laid waste, its
fences disappeared…artillery parks filled
the wheat fields…rifle pits and several
rifled cannon with their angry muzzles
pointing across the Potomac, decorated
the lawn.”

After Henry Kyd Douglas’s death,
Ferry Hill passed to his sister, who had
married into the Beckenbaugh family.
They operated it, first as a farm and later
as a restaurant, until 1951. They sold
Ferry Hill to Frederick W. Morrison Sr.,
who continued the restaurant—a popular
spot for Shepherd College students.
The National Park Service bought
Ferry Hill in 1974, giving Morrison a
right to retention, which he exercised
until 1979. When he left the property,
NPS renovated Ferry Hill and moved its
headquarters there in April 1980. NPS
headquarters have since been moved to a
new building, and Ferry Hill stands on its
own as an NPS site open to the public.
In May 2012, NPS Superintendent
Kevin Branch and other local and
state officials celebrated the opening
of new exhibits and the completion of
improvements to Ferry Hill. Grants from
Jim Norton and the Carlson Family
Foundation, along with efforts from
the Canal Trust and Pebble Project
Volunteers, made this possible.
Cross the river to Ferry Hill. Look
for the neck of that whiskey bottle. View
the exhibits, walk through the house, follow the trail to the C&O Canal towpath.
Close your eyes. Hear the ferryman
trying to figure out how to get a circus
across the river in the 1830s. Listen to
the Irish immigrant laborers digging
the canal. Hear the cries and shouts and
curses as troops try to clamber across
the bridge to Shepherdstown from the
Antietam battlefield. Smell the fried
chicken and pole beans coming from the
Beckenbaugh’s restaurant.
Mary Bell is a Shepherdstown resident
who loves fried chicken and pole beans.
Ferry Hill is open Memorial Day
through Labor Day, Wednesday through
Sunday, 10 a.m. until 4 p.m.
www.nps.gov/choh/planyourvisit/
ferry-hill-place.htm
Colonel John Blackford’s diary from
1838 is available at http://docsouth.unc.
edu/fpn/blackford/blackford.html.
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Susan Carney
Translating Color
PHOTO SUBMITTED BY SUSAN CARNEY

Hannah Cohen

Susan Carney

L

ife does not harbor discovery in
calm waters; the true adventures
begin when we give ourselves to the
unexpected. High tides bring low tides,
crests bring troughs, a current eddies, an
offshore breeze changes directions, and
some days, the wind blows just enough,
the current carries us not too fast, and we
bob in the waves like a ship at sea, content, peaceful, and mindful of either side
of the tidal equilibrium. For a moment,
the ship rests; the pendulum balances; we
find peace.
In her most recent works, Susan
Carney curates a similar feeling of peace
by balancing light and dark colors to
bring stillness to an otherwise swaying
pendulum.
Raised by a father serving in the
military, moving place to place was one
reliable constant in Carney’s life. She
lived in the faraway places about which
other children only read stories. Seeking
discovery, Carney wandered the forests
and deserts beyond her homes, exploring
their inhabitants. To some of us, her
childhood and teenage years may seem
lonely, but Carney found nature’s beauty
in the colors of the landscape and the
creatures living in its ecosystem.
Capturing natural beauty on a canvas, Carney blends her many discoveries
and memories into one place. Evident
in her work hanging on the walls of her
living room, nature remains the core of
her inspiration. Colors of the American
deserts and Indian forests showcase
birds and butterflies from our immediate
backyards. Glancing at her walls, Carney
credits the years spent living in India as
those that inspire her most today. Much

of her work showcases the colors and
shapes of both India and Asia.
Today, Carney stays closer to her
home in Shepherdstown, finding inspiration on the trails of the nearby rolling
mountain ranges. “Insects and birds
have powerful metaphors for me,” says
Carney, “in particular the symbolic cyclical life cycle of butterflies and moths.”
From an earthbound caterpillar
emerges a work of art that catches our
attention and paints the spring and summer skies. Getting there is no small feat
and involves periods of evolution and
patience: a caterpillar wanders, taking
in nourishment, then encases itself in
a cocoon for a period of development,
from which emerges a creature made
anew. It’s a process that Carney admires,
particularly as she thinks on her own
development as an artist.
As a child, Carney drew, copying
patterns and making sketches. Years later
as an adult, she enrolled in her first drawing class. With the encouragement of her
stepmother, she entered a few drawings in
a juried exhibition. Creating art was and
remains her passion for living, but years
ago she had no expectation of winning
recognition. Yet, she was awarded for her
work and sold her first piece. It was of
her infant son.
Not long after, the young single
mother of two boys quit waitressing
and her part-time jobs painting signs
and copying great works of art (from
Van Gogh and Matisse, among others) to enroll in an art study program
at Shepherd University. There, under
the tutelage of Professors John Carr
and Rhonda Smith, Carney discovered
printmaking. Carney has continued to
produce works using a printmaking
technique called monotyping, which
layers images one on top of the other.
Positive responses from professors and a
continuous audience bolstered her talent;
Shepherdstown would soon lend itself as
a place of reflection where her worldly
travels would intertwine their meanderings onto canvas.

Carney’s sons made the decision to
remain in Shepherdstown, having made
friends and not wishing to leave their
home. She took a position teaching art
at Charles Town Middle School and continued to teach for the Jefferson County
Public Schools for 13 years. During
that time, she received her master’s in
fine arts from the University of Arts in
Philadelphia. Carney’s recent decision
to quit teaching came when she realized
that she needed to focus all her energy
into creating. Though uncertain, she is
determined that her passion as an artist
will prevail to provide for her.
For many years Carney has continued to show her works, which have been
well received by both local and guest
communities. During the Contemporary
American Theatre festival, she rents the
War Memorial Building to showcase her
work, finding a consistently interested
audience from those attending the
festival, in addition to routinely showing
at the Shepherdstown Handmade Market.
This winter and spring she will display
her work at Montgomery College in
Rockville, Md.; Gallery B in Bethesda,
Md.; Artfields in Lake City, S.C., and at
the Bridge Gallery in Shepherdstown.
In addition to shows, Carney creates
commissioned works for businesses
and individuals. Her work can be found
in Shepherdstown at The Press Room,
Domestic, and Grapes and Grains, and
German Street Coffee and Candlery carries greeting cards featuring her art.
Carney tells a story with a brush
rather than a pen. Listening to others
speaking translates a world of words into
colors brought to life in oil and acrylic
that Carney paints onto her canvases.
When her sons were young, they often
brought their friends over to play.
Inevitably, her studio would be filled
with the sounds of trucks and trains,
adventures, and mischief. Each party
honored the solitude of the other, but I
sense the magic of voices helped her find
her creativity.

Today, she listens to books, television shows, and interviews while she
works. Though her dyslexia makes meeting great writers on the page difficult,
Carney becomes audibly engaged with
their exceptional talent, particularly of
writers who pen a piece for the stage. In
her current works, Carney has attributed
paintings to Lena Dunham of Girls and
both David Chase and Terence Winter of
The Sopranos.
A work dedicated to Chase reaffirms
her underlying theme of balance. Carney
extrapolates light and dark shades of neutral tones, rendering a chandelier of polar
opposite tones. Listening to episodes of
The Sopranos, Carney recognized Chase
brought rays of light to otherwise dark
places in his characters’ lives. Our struggles and our elations make life interesting
and worthwhile; without one, we cannot
appreciate the other. Carney captures the
moment the pendulum balances, and we
feel in harmony with our world.
When I saw her piece dedicated to
Chase, it was still in its cocoon stage;
Carney affixed it to her wall to reflect,
as the piece developed a new layer in her
mind. Carney hopes those viewing her
works feel something, not necessarily
something tangible or explainable. (If
not, just the rich hues make one want to
reach out for their brilliancy.)
Each day Carney turns over a new
page, writing her own chapters as she
paints another layer, another print,
another person, place, or creature. Many
unexpected, marvelous seas await sail,
but Carney knows the best are to be
found just beyond her property line.
Hannah Cohen is looking forward to
green grass and spring flowers.
For more information on Carney’s
current work, showcases, and commissions, go to www.susancarney.com or
email carneys@frontiernet.net.

Artwork
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susan carney

Blue Moon

Light Shadow Milkweed
Rooster on Wood
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ARTWORKS

Updated Cranes

Magnolia Warbler

Chandelier I

PHOTOS SUBMITTED BY SUSAN CARNEY

See artworks in color at
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

GOOD NEWS PAPER • spring 2014

14

Sarah Kezman: “dear sister . . .”
dear sister,
i wish we could be young
again, whole,
before we gave ourselves
away
heart breath

soul

to be young and do it all over
and to be kind and be there
and listen
everything would be different
and we’d both be whole and joyous

Are you happy, Callum asks me
Mommy, I want you be happy
The sweetest boy in the world implores me
But life has been so unkind
I resolve not to let this dear boy
See how I am broken
I paint my clown face
And let my hair be
It’s Natural Afro

come back and be a child again
running in the yard

Before there was no one there
And now there is my child
Asking me
“Mommy, why are you crying?”
I want to tell him that everything is ok
That the world is happy and safe

playing teenage mutant ninja turtles again

He is smiling

and spitting grapes
i will make you marshmallow sandwiches
i promise

He is cries for a moment and
Then he is happy again
He asks me to play with him
“Mommy, are you done crying?”
I tell him he was mistaken —
It was just a laugh he heard

singing dreaming

*

*

*

Block
it is extremely difficult
to convert Thought’s tangled knots
into linear comprehensible print
on a flapping light-as-air page
this is Absolute — not Excuse
pale fingers — Heart beat
brain waves
all too jumpy
for the patient stepping
of line by line
erratic
breath
of the thief
Stealing time
for poetry
but too
Anxious
to write.

I tell him I love him
More than anything
Around the moon Infinite times
He calls me Captain Mommy
And I hope he never learns
why I hold him tight, shielding his eyes
I pray that he never feels
pain like this
like being ripped open by sharks
And eaten alive
Or hit by a bus a thousand times
I hope I have had enough pain
For the both of us
And that his life will be
Long and sweet
And that people will be kind
*

*

POETRY

Widow
1
The sea that swallowed my heart —
I cannot think it was your wish
to choke on the depths of blue, green, brown.
It was the songs that gave it away —
drowning was always part of your act.
Since birth, you routinely came so close.
Once we were frightened by how close
The sea was to our little house.
Then, it began — the waves lured you.
Usually, you drowned and came back,
wanted to be held, sandy and wet,
salt sticking to your eye lashes.
2
I tiptoe around the trail of sand
left beside our bed, look away
as your tears lap at the foundation
of our house. A sand castle,
the color of your skin, floats away.
*

*

*

every day they insist on the truth
which I choose to veil in the enchanted
how easily my love is a knight
shielding me in his kiss
sleek white horse leading us to heaven
“oh that is so romantic,” they say
“it isn’t real”
real is cement burnt in the sun
real is razor blades and whiskey breath
real is hatred — cold stars like a gun
when they insist on the truth
i rescind my offer of delicious
crocheted cupcakes – yarn and cotton
as comforting as sugar in your mouth

*

each morning, she calls me, worrying
*

*

*

a girl with the anticipation of grief
painted on her face
wishes on a smoke-shrouded moon
a silver thread tied to her finger

about her new baby, exquisite in his
folds of skin and milky lipped sweetness
into the phone, she cries, telling me,
how his nose sounds sniffly
or he slept for too long

the American soldier speaks to her softly
How-in-du-kum-jumilia
Everything will be ok

i tell her to relax and enjoy
the moment, holding her baby
feeding him from her breast

she is comforted
in that moment
knowing there is no distance
between them

my heart aches
till my voice trembles
if i could just
hold my son when he was
a newborn for one more hour
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Sarah Kezman, longtime Shepherdstown resident,
joined the Bookend Poets at age 15 and has read widely
here. At Shepherd University she graduated in English
and women’s studies. Her poems have been in Antietam
Review, Pivot, Long Island Quarterly, Sans Merci,
Shepherdstown Chronicle, and the anthologies Wild
Sweet Notes II and In Good Company. This is her third
appearance in the GOOD NEWS PAPER. She lives in
Northeast, Pa.
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John Muir
Wilderness Warrior
All that the sun shines on is beautiful, so
long as it is wild.
		
—John Muir, 1898

T

his year marks the 50th anniversary
of the Wilderness Act, one of the
most important pieces of environmental legislation ever passed. John Muir
would have been extremely proud of this
achievement and, considering the state of
the environment at his death, pleasantly
surprised at its passage. So, as we celebrate this anniversary, it is an opportune
time to revisit the most articulate voice
for wilderness that America has ever produced.
Ironically, this uniquely American
voice was a Scotsman. Born in 1838, Muir
immigrated with his family to Wisconsin
in 1849, a year after it became a state.
(Coincidentally, this was why the middle
school in my hometown was called John
Muir Middle School—if only all middle
schools were named after inspirational
conservationists!)
Muir’s father, like so many immigrants before him, was a religious dissenter, finding the Presbyterian Church
too lenient. He inflicted a joyless religious
creed upon his family, forbidding the
study of anything but the Bible in his
house (all other studies were decried as
“frivolous”), and imposed his rigid will
with the lash. Not surprisingly, Muir, as a
young man, escaped to nature as early as
possible. Perhaps less likely, he remained
deeply spiritual, although transferring
his affections from the Old Testament to
nature.
A bright but unfocused student at the
University of Wisconsin for two years,
Muir fled to Canada to avoid the Civil
War draft. After the Civil War, he returned
to the United States and seemed destined
to live a boring life as sawyer in a wagon
wheel factory. In 1867, a factory accident
left him blind for six weeks, during which
time he swore if his sight returned he
would use it to help others understand
the beauty of the natural world. Upon
regaining his sight, Muir, true to his vow,
spent the next 47 years observing and
preserving as much wilderness as he could
fit into one lifetime and several pairs of
hiking boots.

Muir’s peripatetic wilderness appreciation began with a journey—literally
a thousand-mile hike from Indiana to
Florida in 1867. He deliberately sought
the wildest pathway possible and ended
his journey in malarial Florida. Seeking
cooler and less buggy environments,
Muir spent the next decade of his life in
Yosemite—a place that became his Eden.
Yosemite was to prove the welcoming home Muir had lacked as a boy. He
immediately fell in love with its wild
nature. Its mountains, diverse geology,
and interesting flora and fauna became
his lifelong laboratory. Its preservation
became his lifelong crusade. Muir loved
the wildness of the place, reveling in
earthquakes and climbing high trees in the
midst of thunderstorms to better feel the
forces of nature.
While living in Yosemite, Muir
was visited by the great transcendental
philosopher, Ralph Waldo Emerson. Muir
was in many ways the logical next step
in the transcendentalism of Thoreau and
Emerson as it evolved into the intellectual
wellspring of the American Conservation
Movement. If Thoreau’s classroom was
the small New England pond outside
Boston, Muir’s classroom was the great
vistas of the Sierra Mountains. In a sign of
the changing times, Muir actually turned
down Emerson’s offer to teach at Harvard
noting, “I never for a moment thought of
giving up God’s big show for a mere profship!” As a former teacher at Harvard, I
cannot disagree with Muir’s decision.
Muir had been impressed with
wildlife ever since his thousand-mile
journey to the Gulf, noting at that time,
“If a war of races should occur between
the wild beasts and Lord Man, I would be
tempted to sympathize with the bears.” As
alluded to in that quote, Muir was most
skeptical of homo sapiens, a skepticism
that was soon put to the test in his beloved
Yosemite.
By the beginning of the 20th century,
Muir had become well known through
his wilderness writings on California and
Alaska. He was one of the best-known
figures of the American Conservation
Movement, camping with President
Theodore Roosevelt in Yosemite in 1903
and lobbying him successfully to make
Yosemite a National Park in 1906.

Yet no sooner was the conservation
movement begun than internecine warfare
emerged in the tranquil and beautiful
Hetch Hetchy Valley of Yosemite. In
1906, one of those earthquakes that Muir
heralded as demonstrating the forces of
nature nearly destroyed San Francisco
through aftershocks and the resulting
fire. In an effort to find a more reliable
water source for the city, it was proposed
in 1908 that the Hetch Hetchy Valley be
dammed and turned into a reservoir for the
city. Gifford Pinchot, founder of the U.S.
Forest Service in 1905 and popularizer of
the new term “conservation,” supported
the dam.
Now, thanks to Muir, Yosemite was a
National Park and only an act of Congress
could allow the valley to be destroyed. A
vicious battle began between Pinchot and
Muir over the future of the valley. Muir
laid out his view early on, noting: “These
temple-destroyers, devotees of ravaging
commercialism, seem to have a perfect
contempt for Nature, and instead of lifting
their eyes to the God of the mountains, lift
them to the Almighty Dollar. Dam Hetch
Hetchy! As well dam for water-tanks the
people’s cathedrals and churches, for no
holier temple has ever been consecrated by
the heart of man.”
This did not leave a lot of room for
compromise. Pinchot attacked Muir for
supporting monopolies and thwarting
the “wise use” of this water resource.
The fight was personal and ugly, and it
lasted five years. In 1913 Congress finally
approved the dam, and Muir died a year
later—supporters said of a broken heart.
But Muir’s legacy far outlived his
final losing battle. In 1916, the National
Park Service was established, whose preservationist mission mirrored Muir’s losing
arguments for Hetch Hetchy. In 1892,
Muir had formed a small outing club to
hike the Sierra Nevada mountains and
experience the transformative nature of the
wilderness. Over the decades, the mission
of this “Sierra Club” grew to include
advocacy to protect encroachments on
national parks and lobby for new protected
wild areas. The club’s evolution from hiking to lobbying ironically mirrored Muir’s
own biography.
Finally, in 1964, 50 years after Muir’s
death, the Wilderness Act was passed,
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Mark Madison

John Muir and Theodore Roosevelt at
Yosemite (1903)

protecting our nation’s remaining wild
places. Although written by Howard
Zahniser, the act’s sentiments were
Muiresque: “In order to assure that an
increasing population, accompanied by
expanding settlement and growing mechanization, does not occupy and modify
all areas within the United States and its
possessions, leaving no lands designated
for preservation and protection in their
natural condition, it is hereby declared to
be the policy of the Congress to secure for
the American people of present and future
generations the benefits of an enduring
resource of wilderness.”
There is one other legacy Muir
bequeathed all of his heirs, and that is the
need to fight for wilderness. Muir’s life
and legacy remind us it is not enough to
just love wild places; we have to fight to
protect them from the ongoing environmental enemies. Like Muir, we may not
win every battle, but it is critical we win
the war for wilderness.
The battle we have fought, and are
still fighting, for the forests is a part of the
eternal conflict between right and wrong,
and we cannot expect to see the end of
it.…So we must count on watching and
striving for these trees, and should always
be glad to find anything so surely good
and noble to strive for.
—John Muir, speech to
the Sierra Club, 1895
Mark Madison teaches environmental
history, environmental film, and environmental ethics at Shepherd University.
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The Faeries
in Grandma’s
Garden
Eleanor Hanold
Author’s note: This is the first episode
in a series intended for parents or other
adults to read to children.

D

o you want to know a secret?
Until now only my brother,
Frankie, and I have known about
my grandma’s friends, the Blossoms, who
once lived all of the time in Grandma’s
garden in northern Wisconsin and now
most of the time in the woods in back
of Grandma and Grandpa’s house in
Shepherdstown, W. Va. Soon after they
met, Grandma and the Blossom children
began to visit almost every day. Grandma
loves children, so after a couple of summers, Grandma invited the Blossoms
to come with her and Grandpa to
Shepherdstown, promising them that each
summer they would return to Grandma’s
garden in Wisconsin.
For a very long time Grandma had
not known that the Blossoms lived in her
garden. The mother and father, Petunia
and Foster Blossom, are scientists and
work long hours in a research laboratory,
which I shall tell you about later. To this
day Ms. Petunia and Mr. Foster Blossom
do not like their children to speak to
anyone outside of their family, other than
Grandma of course. Grandma says the
three Blossom children, Kylie, Chris, and
Amber, speak in quiet voices and know
it is important to follow their mom’s and
dad’s rules. That is a story for another
day though.
I hope she does not mind that I tell
you this, but Grandma talks out loud to
herself and even has conversations with
Frankie and me when she and Grandpa
are in Wisconsin where, as I told you,
they go every summer. One day Grandma
was talking to us in her garden (as if
we were there) while she was weeding.

She looked right at the
Blossom children as they
were tiptoeing by (they
later told Grandma) and
said: “I sure wish you
would help me with this
garden! It is a lot to take
care of all by myself. I am
not getting any younger,
you know.”
Amber, the youngest
child and a very kind and
polite little girl, answered
without thinking: “I will
help you!” Grandma says
she jumped two feet in
the air when she heard
that sweet little voice.
Grandma can hardly see
anything without her
bifocals, which she never
wears when she is gardening. “Who said that?”
Grandma exclaimed.
Chris, the older brother,
who has a bad habit of
answering for his little
sister, Amber, replied: “We
live in your garden! How
might we help you?”
Grandma was happy about the
chance to have someone to visit with, so
she answered right away: “I am lonesome
for my grandchildren, Nora and Frankie.
If you could keep me company and tell
me about yourselves and how you came
to be in my garden, it would make the
time go by faster.” Grandma could not
see where the voices came from; still, on
that day she began her friendship with
the three children, who soon introduced
her to their parents, Doctors Petunia and
Foster Blossom.
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Once the Blossom children started
talking to Grandma, it seemed like they
could not stop. Just like Grandma, they
had been lonely too. They could tell that
Grandma was a good listener and by now
they were quite certain she could not
see them, which put them at ease. Did
I tell you what the real reason was that
Grandma could not see Kylie, Chris, and
Amber? They are faeries! Do you have
any idea how small faeries are? Here is
some of what Grandma learned about the
faery children, as she listened with her
ears and with her heart.

Chris is an ordinary young 12-yearold (in human time) boy faery, or so it
would seem on the surface, Grandma
says. He tries to seem very brave, he
likes to tease his sisters, and he is very
friendly. Chris will tell you, Grandma
says, that he is the best flyer in the family
and that he loves to soar and swoop. He
wants to fly with other boy faeries and
be a true competitor, but his parents need
him at home to help with his sisters, the
housework, and the cooking.
Chris loves Kylie and Amber, but
sometimes he says he gets angry that he
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has to take care of them all the time and
can never play with other boy faeries.
He is not able to attend Faery Academy,
where his parents once learned the
skills they needed to become scientists.
Grandma says that Chris dreams of
becoming a doctor who specializes in
genetics. When Frankie asked Grandma
what specializes and genetics means, she
said specializes means to stick with one
thing and genetics is stuff we inherit from

our ancestors like my green eyes and
Frankie’s cute nose.
Do you want me to get back to telling you about the faeries? Amber is six
years old in human time and the youngest
person in the Blossom family, but she
tells Grandma she is a big girl and likes
to help Kylie and Chris when her mom
and dad are at work. She does not talk a
lot usually, but Kylie and Chris say she is
a good listener. Amber is learning to fly

almost as well as Chris can and she loves
to read. She hardly ever laughs, even
when Chris teases and tickles her. Amber,
Chris tells Grandma, still carries a blanket around, wears a diaper at bedtime and
cries a lot about anything even a little bit
sad. Chris says he worries about Amber
sometimes. Grandma says she thinks
Amber is very sensitive.
Kylie is the oldest of the three child
faeries. She is 15 years old in human

years. Chris likes teasing Kylie about
her glasses that slide down her tiny nose.
Then Kylie will tell Chris to stop it with
her happy voice and a little shake of her
head. Grandma often hears Kylie trying
to do pirouettes in what sounds like a
satin dress. Grandma says that Kylie is
one girl faery who will never give up,
seems happy most of the time, and has a
laugh that, Chris told Grandma, pierces
his heart.
Grandma told us that Kylie wears
leg braces and has sores on her feet. And
Grandma says that Kylie often has to visit
faery doctors, do lots of painful exercises,
and sometimes even has to have operations. Still, Grandma told us, the only
thing Kylie ever complains about is not
being able to fly like Chris and Amber
can. So while Kylie was at the doctor one
day with her parents, Grandma, Chris and
Amber had an idea. They wondered if it
would help Kylie if she could see that she
was not the only one who found it hard to
fly. Would you like me to tell you about
Grandma’s first flying lesson next time?
Eleanor Hanold recently moved to
Shepherdstown with her husband,
George. She has long been interested
in family dynamics, especially those
that include children with handicaps or
chronic illnesses. Children, faeries, and
adventure are among her favorite things.
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Simplicity Finds Its Season
at Four Seasons Books
John Case

PHOTO BY RUTH RAUBERTAS

I

t’s never easy to profile the Quaker
testimony of simplicity. Like its sister
virtue modesty, simplicity by nature
deflects and diffuses light onto others,
as if naturally aware that no labor but
death is truly solitary. Simplicity wears a
veil of the ordinary—the work shoe, the
greatcoat, the book, the eyeglasses—alert
to the new, unimpeded by the old. It likes
yes and no answers and fewer but better
words. Simplicity is not discomfited by
the unknown.
Of course there is the variant of simplicity known as “modest to a fault.” Not
only a veil but a kind of cultural burqa, it
can hide unsung heroes who neither were
recognized nor sought any recognition.
Perhaps this mode of modesty that should
be discouraged, but most people will agree
that we could generally do with more
rather than less modesty in both public
and private life.
Of course, any virtue may become a
fetish. I once knew a man who actually
paid associates to publicly remark on his
humility. And the unctuous, servile, or
sycophantic personas are nearly universally regarded as falsely modest.
In what sort of community do the
modest lead? Where are acquisitiveness,
adornments, spectacle, excessive ambition,
and all manner of dishonorable conduct
put behind plainness, transparency, and
simplicity? Where do handshakes still
count?
It turns out that Shepherdstown,
W.Va., is a candidate town. One need
walk no farther up or down German street
than number 116 to find the Four Seasons
bookstore, with proprietors Mike and Ruth
Raubertas. There opens a virtual oracle of
knowledge and imagination for any age
level. There is a community gateway to a
universe in which it’s no longer all about
you—where even you are no longer all
about you.
The first circle of Quaker simplicity
is opening the spirit and mind to the wonder of the Other. A bookstore, especially
one with the imprint of a locality, of a
true spot in space and time, is as good a
portal as any to find your true place in the
universe.
Fiction, history, philosophy, religion,
biography, science, politics, art, mystery,
sci-fi, poetry, food, new, used, and

Mike Raubertas

children’s literature—all are invitations
to encounter the Other, the most precious
moral thread in the acquisition of culture.
So it was with Mike and Ruth
Raubertas. They moved to Shepherdstown
in 1991 to start the bookstore. It opened
in the beginning using just the first and
middle rooms of the first floor of 116
German St. How did it come to pass?
Both Mike and Ruth grew up the
Philadelphia area. They married in 1978.
After Mike graduated from law school,
he was working without much pleasure
as an attorney in Washington and eventually found himself spending almost all
his lunches in bookstores, reading and
browsing, browsing and reading. Part of
the intoxication that can overtake one in
a bookstore is the sense of sheer awe at
the scale of accumulated culture within
your grasp, which seems indistinguishable
from the liquor of the gods themselves!
While Mike was speculating Olympus-like
thoughts and draughts at lunchtimes,
Ruth’s musical and musical education
talents also sought a climate rich in community, cultural and spiritual light.
Fate, or the Divine, is known to work
even stars and galaxies into favorable
alignments, or cross them in transcendent
indifference. Mike’s disillusionment with
legal work, Ruth’s musical talents, avid
reading, a love of books, a college town
rich in visitors and history—all recommended Shepherdstown. Suffice it to say,
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a tree took root, standing near the waters
of the Potomac, and has not been moved
since.
In 1996, Mike and Ruth bought the
store they had rented five years before.
The survival of their business against both
usual and unusual twists of fate owes itself
to a unique combination of forces.
After purchasing the store, they
were able to convert the entire first floor
for business use, while renting out the
upstairs as apartments. This made it
possible to add used books. Used books
give the store a strong community flavor,
and imprint upon it a unique watermark
of Shepherdstown origin. Most of the
used books are donated or exchanged
locally. Shepherdstown and its character
are reflected in multiple dimensions on
the bookstore shelves. Local authors and
poets, historians and biographers share
space with classic collections from the
home shelves of professors and soldiers
and spies.
In 1999, building renovations enabled
the store to expand to the second floor,
which became the new home of an
enlarged children’s section, and over time,
a large component of the store business.
The used books added depth and dimension, although they required more labor in
pricing and evaluation than new books.
Making Four Seasons work to support
a family required the collaboration of
music students and renters. Local banking
helped finance the purchase and expansion
of the store.
Independent bookstores across the
nation withered in the storm days of
the big box stores: Borders, Barnes and
Noble, and Books-A-Million. These
companies used economies of scale
to undersell smaller stores. Stores in
Hagerstown and Frederick and Winchester
all drew some customer base away from
Shepherdstown. But at the same time,
increasing local tourism, the growth
of Shepherd University, the rise of the
Contemporary American Theater Festival,
the National Conservation and Training
Center, the Clarion, and the expansion of
the Bavarian Inn all provided compensation as the bookstore sought to diversify
its offerings.
Ruth for a while organized a special
section on religious literature. Magazines,

cards, and some gifts were added in judicious doses. Live author meet-and-greets,
live literature and poetry readings, and
custom book displays for local events
added more community personality to
Four Seasons. For nearly a decade the
store served on Sunday mornings as home
to Shepherdstown Quaker Meeting for
worship and First Day school.
After weathering the assault of the
big box stores, Four Seasons had to take
on new challenges of online competitors
like Amazon. But the peculiar features and
advantages of Shepherdstown, including
the absence of chain stores in the attractive, walkable downtown, have enabled the
store to survive, even in the wake of the
recent Great Recession.
Mike was attracted to Quakers from
a ’70s-era Catholic upbringing that was
followed by a youthful rebellion and
disillusionment and later a renewed
understanding and conviction that there
was more to the world than material
gain. In the Vietnam War he was strongly
impressed by the Quaker peace testimony
and by the values of simplicity, community, equality, and stewardship through
which the Light of the Divine shines.
Stewardship of land, resources, and
community is both a lifestyle and common
dream to which Mike and Ruth have long
aspired. Micro-farming is their latest
passion. Homegrown chickens, eggs, nuts,
fruit, and vegetables grace their dinner
table. In addition to micro-farming and
permaculture gardening, they have dramatically reduced the energy footprint of
their home through a “green” development
that uses geothermal and passive solar
technologies to heat and cool the house
efficiently.
Mike and Ruth Raubertas have sought
to live their lives toward shared ideals,
raise their family, and manage the Four
Seasons bookstore in accordance with values well framed in the Quaker testimonies
of simplicity, peace, integrity, community,
equality, and stewardship.
John Case is a retired union representative and software developer, host of the
Winners and Losers Radio Program on
WSHC weekday mornings, and clerk of
the Peace and Social Justice Committee
of Shepherdstown Friends.
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Mercy Killers
Marellen Johnson Aherne

T

and actor, Michael Milligan, is performing for only a small stipend, so there will
be no admission. We hope to raise the
stipend through advance donations and
passing the hat.”
Milligan has been writing and acting
for the theater for almost two decades.
Based in New York City, Milligan has
appeared both on and off Broadway
and in regional theaters throughout the
country. He is a graduate of The Juilliard
School. Mercy Killers has had successful
tours in Ohio, Californi, and Minnesota,
and is now playing off-Broadway in New
York City.
“Great theater results when the
shared experience of seeing a performance together fosters meaningful discussions and holds the tension creatively,”
said Yellott, “and Mercy Killers is great
theater.” The one-man play pulls on the
heart, not to manipulate it but with the
hope of breaking it open rather than
breaking it into pieces. Joe’s broken heart
takes us on a journey of understanding
how the shattered heart can separate us
through misunderstanding.

FLYER PROVIDED BY MICHAEL MILLIGAN

he setting is serene. Birds flock
to the feeders hung outside the
picture windows. The sun streams
in, warming us on a cold winter’s day.
This is Lynn Yellott’s environment where
she and family physician husband, Chess
Yellott, have lived for 14 years. Her calmness and passion live in perfect harmony
in this setting. Through a passageway, an
office filled with file cabinets, books,
and family history speak to the commitment Yellott has to the advocacy work
that is central to her life.
Trained as a librarian, Yellott
specialized in the field of Consumer
Health Information. Her early career
in Massachusetts and New York found
Yellott often at odds with a system that
found the distribution of health information to consumers too risky. Defying the
common practice of libraries of the time,
Yellott established a consortium of librarians who provided medical information to
the public so they could learn about their
conditions and advocate for themselves
and their healthcare.
Since the early 1990s, Yellott’s focus
has included improving the US healthcare system. In 2008, Lynn and Chess,
along with Shepherdstown resident Ann
Coulter, established a combined chapter
of Physicians for a National Health
Program (PNHP) and Healthcare-Now!
PNHP, composed primarily of medical
personnel, focused on research and
advocacy, reflecting their concern with
the changing dynamics of American
healthcare.
The germ of the idea to bring Mercy
Killers to West Virginia began more than
a year ago when Yellott was introduced
to it on a national healthcare conference call. A one-man play, written by
Broadway actor Michael Milligan, who
also stars in the show, “Mercy Killers is
the story of a young couple faced with a
life-threatening illness,” Yellott explained.
“It opens just after Joe has been hauled
into the police station where he is
questioned about the death of his wife.
In emotional statements to the officer,
he reveals their deep love, the anguish of
her illness, and their inability to afford
treatment.”
“I heard about the play,” said Yellott,
“talked to people in other states where
the play had toured, and then read the

script. Ann Coulter and Carolyn Rodis
(also of Shepherdstown) agreed it seemed
like a good idea. The three of us, with
the help of additional volunteers, began
working last May to bring it here. It was
after I had a chance to sit in the audience
of a performance that I knew we had
made the right decision. I was riveted by
the acting and by Joe’s story. The play is
extremely powerful. I was on the edge of
my seat, but there is just enough humor
to provide a break from the intensity.
And a bonus for audiences here is that
Michael Milligan, the actor-playwright,
loves West Virginia. The character Joe
spent his honeymoon in West Virginia,
and he describes with passion his experiences at Blackwater Falls, Canaan Valley,
and Dolly Sods.”
After participating in a discussion
series based on the book, Healing the
Heart of Democracy, by Parker Palmer,
facilitated at the Presbyterian Church
in Shepherdstown, Yellott realized that
the post-performance discussions could
serve as a vehicle to overcome the
animosity often engendered by arguments
about healthcare. “Participating in the
book discussion helped me realize that
the post-play discussions we’ve been

planning could have the potential to
bridge conflicting views. The play itself
does not deal with healthcare policy, but
it does provide much food for thought.
Mercy Killers offers a vehicle for people
to come together and talk constructively
about diverse responses to the play. We
hope people will gain a helpful perspective through the character Joe’s experiences and be able to ‘hold creatively the
tension’ (in the words of Parker Palmer)
that might arise as a result of differing
opinions.”
According to Yellott, “PNHP and
Healthcare-Now! are concerned about
all people who suffer because they
cannot afford healthcare. This includes
people who have insurance. People with
severe illnesses suffer enough just from
their medical condition, and then it is
compounded by all the stress due to
stacks of incomprehensible bills, hassling
with insurance companies, and figuring
out how to pay the bills, and how to
avoid becoming bankrupt. We have been
concerned by the polarized nature of discussions about healthcare in our country.
We hope that by bringing the play Mercy
Killers here, we will help to move the
discussion further along. The playwright

Marellen Johnson Aherne is a lifelong lover of the theater and a current board member of Shepherdstown’s
Contemporary American Theater Festival.
Don’t miss this great night of theatre.
The performance schedule includes:
March
28	7 p.m., Ice House
138 Independence St., Berkley Springs
29	1:30 p.m., Fisherman’s Hall
312 South West St., Charles Town
30	2 p.m., Opera House
131 W. German St., Shepherdstown
31	7 p.m., Calvary Church
220 W. Burke Street, Martinsburg
April
1	7 p.m., Baha’i Regional Center
308 S. Buchannan St., Ranson
2	12:30 p.m., Erma Ora Byrd
Nursing Hall Auditorium
Shepherd University, Shepherdstown
For additional information,
contact epspan@gmail.com or go to
http://mercykillerswv.wordpress.com/
and http://mercykillerstheplay.com.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

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)

4257 Kearneysville Pike
Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3112
Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
Mid-Week Mingle: Wednesday, 6:30–8:00 p.m.
Real Recognize Real Teen:
Sunday, 2:00–3:30 p.m.
E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org
www.4pillarchurch.org

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

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Catholic Parish

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

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

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.

King & High Streets
Bruce W. Barth, Interim 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

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla

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.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org

Corner of Church & German Streets
The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, 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

Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-2362
Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Youth Faith Class: 10:00 a.m.
nsumc@frontiernet.net
www.newstreetumc.com

Rt. 230 Uvilla
Bruce W. Barth, Interim Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 9:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

Shepherdstown Monthly Meeting
for Worship and First Day School
Sundays at 10:00 a.m.
Shepherdstown Railroad Station,
Audrey Egle Drive
Contact Clerk, Elizabeth Hostler, (304) 582-8090,
elizhostler@gmail.com
http://shepherdstownfriends.org

2nd Act Church

meets at Shepherdstown Middle School
Rob Davis, Pastor
E-mail: rob@2ndactchurch.org
Sunday Services: 10 a.m.
www.2ndactchurch.org
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BUILDING COMMUNITY BRIDGES
An invitation to interracial conversations
Kick-Off Program
Jefferson High School Auditorium
Sunday • March 30 • 4 p.m.
Speakers
Peter Dougherty, Sheriff, Jefferson County
Susan Wall, Superintendent, Jefferson County Schools
James Tolbert, President Emeritus, West Virginia NAACP
Randall Tremba, Minister, Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church
Music
Jefferson and Washington High School Choirs • Jefferson High Jazz Band

DONORS
Byliners
Marellen Aherne
John Allen
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Dr. Billy Ray & Cindi Dunn
Patricia Hunt
L. Hardy Mason
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Mary Ann Rogers
Lisa & Paul Welch
Dr. & Mrs. Craig Winkel

Patrons
Jenny Ewing Allen
Martin Baach
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Barbara Spicher & Martin
Burke
Bill & Patricia Carrigan
Erdem Ergin
Rosamund & Joel Garner
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad Hammann
W.E. & Joann Knode
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell
Philip Salladay
Marie Tyler-McGraw & Howard
Wachtel
Jo & Bill Wilcox
Henry Willard II
Susan Brown & Arthur
Wineburg
Johnna Armstrong & Paul
Woods

Partners
William & Roxanna Andersen
Edwinna Bernat & Dan Aravic
Tom Banks
Pat Barnes
Mary Bell
Linda & L. Dow Benedict
Patricia Donohoe & Dr. David
Borchard
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Sandy Brown
Marian Buckner
Elizabeth Bufithis
Beth Burkhardt
Helen & John Burns
Linda Carter
James & Nellie Castleman
R. Dabney Chapman
Andrea Collins
Philip & Frances Cox
Rosemarie Coy
Marit & Donald Davis
John & Margaret Demer
Edward Edelen Jr.
James Edwards
Jean Elliott
Eleanor Finn
Susan & Richard Fletcher
Rosemary Geist
Gillespie Family
John Gordon
Annette Gottschalk van Hilst
William & Jeanaine Hammond
Marianne Howard & Rufus
Hedrick
Barbara Heinz
Sharon & Al Henderson
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
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Sara Smith
Mary & James Holland
Donna Windsor & Alton Smith
Beverly & Robert Hughes
Mary & Mark Smith
Tinu Mathew & Oommen Jacob
Betty Snyder
Lucetta & Marten Jenkins
Fred & Sarah Soltow
Stanley & Judith Jones
Vergie Spiker
Joan Keith
James & Mary Staley
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Janet & Oscar Stine
Jack Kendall
Clifton Stubblefield
Susan Kennedy
Susan Swanda
Ronald Kepple
Gloria & Robert Thatcher
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Elizabeth Walter
John & Judith Lilga
James & Sandra Watkins
Mary Ellen & Greg Lloyd
Carolyn & Joe Weaver
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Judy Weese
Chris Mark
Mildred & Fred Wells
Floyd Miller
J.D. & G.M. Williamson
Althea & Frank Miller
Esther Wood
Genevieve Monroe
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Lynn & Chesley Yellott
Rhea & Russell Moyer Jr.
Jack & Martha Young
Esther & Tim Murphy
Susanne Offutt & Michael
Gary Nisewarner
Zagarella
Sandra Osbourn
Vina & Vincent Parmesano
Friends
Suzanne Patrick
Jane & Lawrence Blash
Ralph & Laura Petrie
Odetta Brown
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Patricia & Charles Brown
Mary & Franco Posa
Michael Churchey
Donna & Charles Printz
Richard Conard
Martha & Roger Rizzo
Ruth Conard
Harry & Joyce Robinson
James Davis
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Karen Davison
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Margaret Didden
John Savage
Paul & Eileen Elliott
Marsha & Ralph Scorza
Lara Engebretson
Suzanne & Garland
George Eriksen-Gerum
Shackelford
Aldene Etter
Lenore & Thomas Sloate

Gladys Garrett
Paul Karaskevicus
Mary & Walter Logan
Daniel & Teresa Mason
Ellen & Charles Moore
Shirley Myers
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Janet Olcott
Addie Ours
Rebecca Phipps
Tracy & Christopher Riordan
Theresa & Lyle Rush
Atsuko Sanders
Lori Simmons
Burt & Cari Simon
Robert Snipes
Lynn Truslow
Terry Tucker
Mary Franklin VanMeter
Jennifer & Steven Wabnitz
Virginia Donovan & Charles
Ware
Eldon Winston

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.

Potomac Integrative Health
Potomac Integrative
304-579-4746
Health
Potomac Integrative
Health
304-579-4746
304-579-4746
david
didden, md
david didden, md
david didden, md
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Schmitt Construction Company

207 S Princess St, Ste 11
Shepherdstown,
207 S Princess St,WV
Ste25443
11

fax 304-579-4673

Shepherdstown,
207 S Princess St,WV
Ste25443
11
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

fax 304-579-4673
fax 304-579-4673

James A. Schmitt
(304) 876-2462

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Things have you
feeling Boxed In?

This Space Available
Call 304-876-6466

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

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

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

		
		

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors
129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
304.876.8777

Licensed Psychologist
Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy
Mailing Address:

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

DAVID A. CAMILLETTI
ATTORNEY AT LAW, L.C.

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

David A. Camilletti
Attorney

P.O. Box 1273
Shepherdstown

Shepherdstown
Pedal & Paddle
Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

213 N. George Street
Charles Town, WV 25414
304-725-0937
Fax: 304-725-1039

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

BLUE MOON CAFE
Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

lawyer@camillettilaw.com

121 E. German Street

WV 25443

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.

runch
Sunday B
Open for

304-263-0345

304-876-0657

Holistic Psychology Associates
Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

bluemoonshepherdstown
.com

Corner of Princess &
High Streets
Shepherdstown, WV
304.876.1920

Jack Berkley, Psy.D., Pllc
CONSULTING & CLINICAL PSYCHOLOGY
Licensed Psychologist, WV, ICADC

Mailing Address:
P.O. Box 3225
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

The Entler Hotel
129 East German Street
Shepherdstown, WV

Phone 304-283-4912

•

Fax 304-876-1765

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

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

Jim & Kara Day

TREE QUESTIONS?

Owners

Contact a certied arborist.

101

304-876-3104
www.trees101.net
Education | Consulting | Tree Care

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

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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Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Like us on
Facebook!
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