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Stay With Us
Randall Tremba

Joseph said, “I am your brother, Joseph, whom you sold 
into Egypt. God sent me before you to preserve for you a 
remnant on earth, and to keep alive for you many survi-
vors.” Genesis 45:1-15

Courage does not always roar. Sometimes courage is the 
quiet voice at the end of the day saying, “I will try again 
tomorrow.” Mary Anne Radmacher

You can’t keep picking people up. You have to stop them 
from falling. Robin Williams, Senate hearing on home-
lessness, May 9, 1990

* * *

The death of Robin Williams put suicide and men-
tal illness on our minds and in our hearts, per-
haps like never before. In case you hadn’t heard 

or noticed, there is much mental illness in our coun-
try—by some estimates as many as one in four people 
suffer from mental illness—much of it misperceived and 
misunderstood.

Some mental illnesses are brain related and can be 
managed with medication. But some are environmental 
and social, related to personal, family, and community 
dynamics.

Not all mentally ill people take their own life or 
even contemplate doing so. And not every suicide is 
precipitated by mental illness. One explanation doesn’t 
fit all.

In this world, many people are tormented by 
thoughts and feelings that push them to despair. It’s 
tempting to shut our eyes and wish troubled people 
would go away. They disturb our tranquility—and some-
times our sleep.

In 1976 I took up residence in the Presbyterian 
manse on the corner of German and Church Streets. 
It was my first year as minister of Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church. And, as fate would have it, in that 
very first year, I was called to prevent a suicide.

The phone rang in the middle of the night. Please, 

come quick, cried the caller. My friend is going to kill 

himself. It was a neighbor whom I barely knew and who 
barely knew me.

I went to the apartment. I saw the young man with 
a pistol in his lap. I sat down and asked him what was 
going on.

He talked erratically. I listened. He said life no 
longer meant anything to him.

I told him people loved him and that he meant a lot 
to them. These friends in this room, staying awake in the 

middle of the night with you, don’t want you to check 

out. But he could, I told him, take his life and we prob-
ably couldn’t stop him, now or ever. But, I said, we’d 

much, much rather you stay.

It took hours, but eventually the dark spell passed. 
And as far as I know, he is still alive today.

The impulse for suicide in many cases passes fairly 
quickly. Yes, some of those who try once will try again. 

But most won’t. Our job is to urge people to stay alive. 
We need them to stay with us. And they owe it to their 
“future self ” to stay on.

A few years after that midnight visit in 1976, one 
of my own parishioners took his life. There was no 
midnight cry for help. No obvious foreshadowing. Only 
in hindsight could we see the signs.

He had been a U.S. Marine, a lieutenant in the 
Vietnam War. Intelligent beyond brilliance. Healthy and 
sound of mind, or so it seemed. But he left behind a 
wife and three young children. We mourned his death 
and celebrated his life at church. And then he was ten-
derly laid to rest in Elmwood Cemetery.

In another era he would have been denied a 
“Christian burial.”

In some places, that’s still the case. In some places 
suicide is considered a mortal sin, and the victims and 
their families are stigmatized, punished, and condemned.

But people who take their own lives should not be 
condemned or demonized after the fact. Nor should sui-
cide be romanticized or glorified as some philosophers 
and poets have done. For suicide leaves an irreplaceable 
hole in the beautiful fabric of the world and the com-
munity in which the deceased once lived.

This past July, Sarah, age 47, a child of this town, 
also brilliant and radiant, full of promise, took her life 
after multiple attempts over 10 years. Mental illness and 
addiction darkened her mind.

In August, Ben, age 32, another child of this town, 
took his life at the Rumsey Monument. And then two 
days later, so did Robin Williams, one of the most joy-
ous personalities we’ve ever seen.

All of that prompted me to read Jennifer 
Michael Hecht’s book Stay: A History of Suicide and 
Philosophies Against It.

All suicides are not equal. Some who hasten the 
inevitable by their own hand have done so as a form of 
end-of-life management, not out of despair over life’s 
futility. Hecht carefully distinguishes between those two 
kinds of suicide.

It’s for those like Robin Williams and Sarah and 
young people like Ben that she writes, hoping that, 
despite the darkness in which such people live, they may 
hear real voices saying: Stay. We need you. We love you. 
You are part of our community.

Depression, of course, is no trifling matter. Yes, 
for some it is like a cold that will pass, but for most 
it is like cancer that won’t go away. We owe it to such 
troubled souls to muster mental health resources that can 
give them a chance, the way we muster resources to give 
those with cancer or heart disease a chance.

(By the way, wouldn’t it be better if our nation spent 
less on finding ways to kill people and more on finding 
ways to heal people?)

Hecht’s book surveys changing attitudes toward 
suicide. In the Greek and Roman cultures, suicide was 

considered honorable in some cases; those who took 
their lives were even celebrated in art and literature, 
people such as the Roman woman Lucretia and the 
Greek philosopher Socrates.

The church itself took root within the Roman 
culture and initially accepted suicide, in part, because 
Jesus’ death was seen as a kind of suicide, based on his 
words: I take up my life and I lay it down of my own 

will. No one can take it from me. (John 10:18)
But that attitude would change.
By the fourth century, the church would condemn 

suicide as murder, a violation of God’s commandment 
against murder and against stealing, robbing God 
of what belonged only to God. The church assigned 
suicides to the deepest parts of hell, even publicly muti-
lating and displaying their bodies as a deterrent to others 
who might consider such a thing.

But that would change, too.
In modern culture, threats of God or hell are less 

successful as deterrents, which prompted Hecht to write 
Stay and offer secular reasons against suicide.

Over the past hundred years, we have come to better 
understand the nature of mental illness and the limits 
of human freedom and willpower. Hecht, along with 
others, I believe, sometimes overrates the powers of the 
mind and will, as if everyone can calmly and objectively 
answer the question to be or not to be and then do what 
the mind says. It’s just not that simple or easy for many.

And so, when all is said and done, it is wise and 
compassionate to stand with the Buddha, who said: 
Always assume people are doing the best they can  

with what they have to deal. For no one really knows. 

No one knows.

And so to condemn those who give up on life is 
to arrogantly assume to know more than we do. And to 
give up on ourselves or others is to arrogantly assume to 
know more than we do about the future.

So, we don’t give up.
We don’t give up on people while they are alive 

because we don’t know what they still might be able 
to do. They may, in fact, have more courage and more 
reasons to live than they realize. It just might take a little 
time for them to see it.

The same courage and determination to end one’s 
life may—just may!—be used to face the darkness and 
to live on. That too takes courage, and it inspires others 
to stay on.

Dark times are sure to come as sure as night follows 
day. But if we listen in the dark, we just might hear the 
Beloved saying to us and to those we love: You are mine. 
Now and always you are mine. I hope you will stay.  

But if you can’t, I will understand. For I love you and 

always will.
But I’m pretty sure no one will hear that voice 

unless it comes from someone like you.
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Not Just Over 
the Mountain but 

Over the Hill
Wendy Mopsik

It all began 25 years ago when a small 
group of artists and artisans from the 
Eastern Panhandle were inspired by 

the concept of a studio tour. Anne Bowers, 
Katie Longworth, and Sharon Wyatt had 
experienced the event when witnessing 
the Valley Craft Network Studio Tour 
in neighboring Washington County, 
Maryland. They appreciated the advantage 
of like-minded artisans coordinating their 
efforts by giving visitors the opportunity 
to see a variety of studios and workshops 
over one weekend. With the thought of 
replicating the plan in Jefferson County, 
West Virginia, they gathered around 
Bowers’s dining room table to discuss the 
“what ifs” of the project.

Ten members joined that first year. 
Bowers is a basket maker who has 
continued as a mainstay of the tour; 
Longworth was a potter living in Summit 
Point; Wyatt worked with wool and fiber; 
potters Pam and Ren Parziale were foun-
dation members and are the only other 
original people remaining on the tour 
today; Larry Crouse is a furniture maker 
in Kearneysville, passing his craft along 
to his son; Don Miller was a pewtersmith 
and Lee Miller was a weaver; Ivan and 
Maggie Groff made whirligigs and did 
theorem paintings, which are stencils in 
layers on velvet. “Not to be forgotten are 
at least 35 artisans who have participated 
in the tour over the past 25 years,” added 
Anne Bowers. “Some have moved away, 
some show their work in different venues, 
and some have retired from their craft. 
Many continue to support us in a variety 
of appreciated ways.”

The studio tour, as defined by Pam 
Parziale, is a free, self-guided journey 
where artisans of different disciplines 
open their workspaces to the public. One 
purpose is to educate the community 
about how art is made using traditional 
methods, while another is to provide 
more opportunity for the artisan to 
have access to those who appreciate 
exceptional craftsmanship. Art pieces 
are for sale, often accompanied by actual 
demonstrations by the makers. Today the 
22 people, who identify as members of 
Over the Mountain Studio Tour, open 

their spaces in eight unique locations 
throughout the county. They occupy 
farmhouses in rural farmland, picturesque 
barns, and refurbished outbuildings, 
more traditional home studios in historic 
towns, and actual foundries and specially 
built kilns.

Parziale remembers those days in 
the late 1980s and early 1990s when the 
crafts movement was having a renais-
sance. She and her husband, Ren, who 
have been working together since 1971, 
were thrilled to join other like-minded 
professionals. “As artisans we were work-
ing largely in isolation and craved the 
collaboration that a studio tour afforded 
us. There has always been a tradition of 
helping one another, so when the chance 
arose to formally come together to break 
bread, cooperate, and brainstorm, it was 
a natural,” said Parziale.

Potter Joy Bridy further explained, 
“Over the Mountain Studio Tour is so 
much more than a single art event. The 
combination of talents and personalities 
creates a synergy that is greater than the 
individual artist alone.” Bridy described 
some of the audience preferences shared 
with her over the years: “Some people 
return annually just to see their favorite 
artisan, while many stop at each location 
to capture the entire range of fine arts 
and crafts displayed. Since items are  
as varied as garden gourd art, hand- 
hewn bowls, stained glass, wooden toys, 
folk art, unique jewelry, and furniture, 
there is something of interest to suit 
everyone’s taste.”

Uniform quality is of paramount 
importance to tour members. Aspiring 
participants must submit images of their 
work, résumés, and other professional 
materials to a six-person jury committee 
who review and critique. Once juried in, 
members pay dues, sign on to a commit-
tee, and take on related responsibilities. 
In keeping with its mission as an ever-
growing, constantly evolving group of 
professionals, the tour has added a new 
dimension, which is to engage young 
emerging artists in the tour. Mentoring 
by experienced makers of art is seen as a 
way to pass on the studio tour culture and 

assist those who would like to learn what 
that means to an artist.

Again Joy Bridy put life into the 
concept with specifics: “Often an 
apprentice, recently graduated art major, 
or individual starting a career needs guid-
ance or direction from someone already 
established in the field. As members of 
OMST, we can match up experienced 
artisans from many mediums with 
someone anxious to expand skills beyond 
the creation of the art.” Informally orga-
nized one-to-one mentoring will focus 
on teaching community networking, 
marketing, managing a small business, 
pricing, crowd sourcing, and inventory. 
Those “ready to launch” by the time of 
the annual autumn flagship studio tour 
will show their work along with regular 
members. Mentees will only be required 
to contribute a percent of their sales to 
Over the Mountain and have no obliga-
tion to pay dues until they qualify as a 
full-juried member.

“This ongoing learning experience 
is designed with the individual in mind. 
We will select the mentor based solely on 
the new artist’s needs, interests, strengths, 
and goals. As a potter who has person-
ally benefitted from being mentored, I 
am excited to be the contact for anyone 
interested,” Bridy continued.

The creative Over the Mountain 
community is also stretching limits by 
formalizing a process that several artisans 
already employ. Individuals are challeng-
ing themselves to rethink the meaning of 
what they produce alone and are putting 
the emphasis on what they can produce 
by working in partnership with another 
member. This collaboration has resulted 
in some carefully planned pieces and 
some spontaneously developed surprises.

Joy Bridy and Anne Bowers made 
ceramic bowls with woven rims; Fran 
Brolle and Tara Bell collaborated on 
colored pencil drawings embellished with 
small glass fragments; Eric Johnson and 

Bridy used complementary skills to make 
ceramic plates with iron-forged plate 
hangers; and Treva Blackford’s fortunate 
teddy bear sports a handmade sweater by 
Susan Shildmyer, a book by Tara Bell, 
and honey pots by Pam and Ren Parziale. 
Together Shelia Brannan and Tom 
McGarry produced hand-crafted cabinet 
doors decorated with stained-glass insets. 
Jewelry maker Brolle described the 
collaborative experience as “challenging 
and fun,” as she and Bell struggled to 
combine paper and glass. “After spending 
time just looking at Tara’s piece and then 
adding the finely ground glass to her 
design, we were both pleasantly surprised 
with the result. A third dimension was 
added that made the work pop out from 
the page.”

With new ideas and new artisans, 
new audiences and new inspirations, the 
Eastern Panhandle’s Over the Mountain 
Studio Tour will undoubtedly be around 
for another 25 years. Be sure to take the 
journey this fall when all 22 members 
again open their studios throughout the 
county. The dates are Saturday, November 
8, and Sunday, November 9, 2014. Visit 
the website www.studiotourwv.org for 
details, artist information, and directions.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik has always 
aspired to be an artist like her mother, 
a graduate of the Maryland Institute 
College of Art. Today she writes about 
that which she cannot do.
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A collaborative sculpture crafted by potter  
Joy Bridy and blacksmith Eric Johnson.

Basket maker Anne Bowers, one of the 
founders and original tour members, poses 
with her rainbow egg basket.

(Left to right) Pam Parziale, Tara Bell, 
Ren Parziale, Treva Blackford, and Susan 
Shildmyer.
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Burkholder’s Baked Goods
...and it began from the back of  a van

Murray Deutchman

Fresh donuts, dinner rolls, fresh cakes 
and pies, donuts, breads, milk, cheese, 
and did I say donuts? And right in  

our backyard.
Southern Washington County, the 

western panhandle of West Virginia, and now 
Hagerstown itself are blessed with the deli-
cious products of Burkholder’s Baked Goods 
and the recently opened Burkholder’s Bakery. 
Burkholder’s baked goods have tickled the 
palates of the most discerning party hosts and 
baked-good aficionados in our area for almost 
two decades.

Most mornings will find a line of donut 
lovers at Burkholder’s door for a supply of 
fresh donuts and other pastries. Party givers and 
homemakers alike know that for fresh, hot, and 
delicious baked goods of all kinds, Burkholder’s 
is the place to go. And did I mention donuts? 
OK! OK! I won’t mention them anymore!

Nathan and Ruth Burkholder, their 
two daughters, Julia and Susan, assisted by 
Nathan’s sister, Sarah, run Burkholder’s Baked 
Goods at the rear of their home in downtown 
Sharpsburg, at 106 High Street. From the 
remodeled garage of their residence, they daily 
bake and create every kind of baked good you 
could want or need. They recently opened 
a new store, Burkholder’s Bakery, at 16110 
Everly Rd., in Hagerstown.

The Burkholders are part of the Mennonite 
community in our area, and like many of the 
Mennonites, they began as farmers. They 
came to the Washington County area from 
Franklin County, Pennsylvania, home to a 
large Mennonite community. They operated 
a farm on land that now is part of the runway 
at Hagerstown airport. After the airport 
purchased their farm, they bought a farm near 
Sharpsburg. They had no prior business or 
commercial baking experience, but they began 
selling baked goods out of the back of their 
van (on Friday nights only) at the then Amoco 
(now BP) station in downtown Sharpsburg.

In 1995, they had become so successful 
selling out of the van that they opened their 
first commercial bakery on Main Street next 
to what is now City Hall. In 2000, they sold their farm and purchased their home in 
Sharpsburg and remodeled the garage into the current bakery facility. Their business 
and personal lives are still guided by their deep Mennonite beliefs, their scriptures and 
traditions. A sign on the bakery front door admonishes their patrons that proper attire 
is required, not because of health reasons or decorum, but because “We appreciate 

your respect. The Bible teaches us to be modest 
(clothed). Read 1 Timothy 2:9.”

Mennonites have been described as both a 
religious group and an ethnic group. Their his-
tory dates back to the 15th century and the cen-
tral European areas of the Holy Roman Empire 
(mostly Switzerland and Germany). When 
land and the opportunity for religious freedom 
became available in America, they, along with 
similar religious groups like the Amish and 
Quakers, moved to America and settled in the 
lands known as Pennsylvania. Here, their par-
ticular religious beliefs and strong pacifist con-
victions were more freely accepted. While they 
did not join in military service during the Civil 
War, they did contribute by providing shelter 
and medical service to all injured soldiers.

Most of the Mennonites here migrated 
south from the Franklin County communities; 
the overall body of Mennonites in this area is 
known as the Washington/Franklin Conference. 
The first Mennonites in the United States 
arrived in 1735 and settled in Antrim Township, 
Pennsylvania. The first Mennonites to settle in 
Washington County came to the Beaver Creek 
area in 1743. Each Mennonite community is 
known generally by the area in which its mem-
bers live or worship. The Burkholder family 
is part of the Meadow View group, indicating 
where their meetinghouse is located.

While the family had no professional  
background in the baking business, daughter 
Julia did spend time with an uncle in Kentucky 
and learned a great deal about the baking  
methods now used by the family. Burkholder’s 
does its best to deal with local businesses 
to obtain supplies and ingredients for their 
products. In addition to their baked goods, they 
sell local dairy products and honey. Their milk 
comes in the old-fashioned milk bottles that 
many of us remember as the most common 
form of milk “packaging.”

The Burkholder family, their bakery,  
their religious traditions and beliefs, and the 
popularity of their products, especially their 
donuts (OK, I lied), contribute substantially to 
the Sharpsburg business community by drawing 
many visitors to Sharpsburg. They provide evi-

dence that a strong set of religious beliefs and traditions can coexist with a successful 
business.

Murray Deutchman is an author, a resident of Sharpsburg, and a big fan of small 
business and small towns.

Burkholder’s Baked Goods at 106 High St. in Sharpsburg, Maryland

Ruth and Nathan Burkholder
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Gojo
Todd Cotgreave

You may have seen a madman around town 
with a long beard and wild hair, painting psy-
chedelic images on rocks and anything else 

the paint will stick to. His name is Jon René Gaujot, 
but you can call him Gojo.

With Gojo, there is no simple explanation for 
where he is from. He has been everywhere and 
held more jobs than anyone I have met. The better 
question may be not from where, but from what. He 
is from frozen sea adventures on the Bering Sea; he 
is from the high-pressure sales floor in a Northern 
Virginia car dealership; he is from a successful 
coffee business in Hawaii; and right now he is a 
struggling artist from Shepherdstown.

Gojo worked for many years at sea, much of the 
time for captains and on boats that eventually would 
be viewed by millions on the TV series Deadliest 
Catch. He also worked salvage rigs that disassembled 
crippled or wrecked ships still afloat in the ocean. 
“Dangerous work” doesn’t begin to describe it. The 
fishing boats spent extremely long hours in freezing 
temperatures, while huge waves crashed onto the 
deck. He said odd noises at sea were treated with the 
highest priority since they usually meant something 
was about to break. If you couldn’t find the source of 
the noise, you wouldn’t know what you were running 
from and could wind up with a broken beam or pul-
ley knocking you into the ocean. “Grabbing steel” is 
a term he used for when you are about to be washed 
overboard and need to grab a piece of metal bolted 
to the ship so you won’t be washed away. Not your 
typical day in the office, to say the least.

Gojo recalled one time when he was washed 
overboard and had to swim away from the boat. This 
seems counterintuitive, but he explained that if the 
ship rises to 35 or 40 feet in the water, high enough 
so that you can see the barnacles covering the bottom 
of the boat, you had better start swimming out of the 
way or you’ll be crushed when it comes back down. 
You then have to swim as fast as possible toward the 
boat in hopes of being washed back onto the ship—
or pray that they throw a line to you.

He recalls most of the hardships with a smile. 
“I liked working on ships with low sea walls. More 
men were washed away on those, and one ship in 
particular was dubbed the ‘Widow Maker’ as so 
many men were washed off.”

I asked why that was preferable to a ship with 
high walls preventing you from being tossed to sea.

“Because the sea is beautiful, and on the high-
walled ships you couldn’t see the ocean or feel the 
wind on your face.”

Gojo works at one speed, and it is set on 
“intense.” On many boats, he was given the toughest 
and dirtiest jobs because he would just do them, 
no stopping, no complaining. While working on a 
boat named The Shellfish, one of his fingers was cut 
off. The ship’s doctor splinted the finger back on as 
best he could, and Gojo wrapped plastic bread bags 

around it with tape and went back to work. The cap-
tain was amazed to see him back and, after that shift, 
said he would have to travel back to port and find a 
replacement for Gojo.

Gojo refused. “I can work.”
“No, you can’t, your finger’s been cut off,” replied 

the captain.
“Yes I can, I can do it, you watch. I’ll be no 

burden.”
And he did. The Shellfish was one of the best 

boats in the ocean, and he had worked on many other 
vessels to earn the right to be there. No finger was 
going to get in the way of that.

What brought him to our town is a story of hard 
work finally paying off and then the payoff being 
pulled out from under him. Working in a small coffee 
shop in Hawaii, Gojo, through advertising and hard 
work, turned a hole-in-the-wall company into a large 
one with several shops and a distribution network 
throughout the islands. He worked with the owner, and 
it was agreed that he could expand to the mainland 
with the business. After scouting the perfect location 
in Georgetown, he got a call from the owner telling 
him that he had sold the now-profitable company, and 
the new owner had no plans to expand from its current 
position. Devastated, and having spent all his money to 
get to this point, he was adrift with no direction to go.

Having family in the area, he picked 
Shepherdstown to drop anchor, or maybe it picked 
him. I remember the first time I saw him, walking 
down German Street wearing a gigantic crab costume 
and smiling from claw to claw. I would like to say that 
it has been an easy time for him here, but plagued 
with several costly vehicular issues, living condi-
tions have not been the best. Also, Gojo operates 
at one speed, and it remains constant in work and 
relationships.

Determined, but with a smile, he planted himself 
downtown and started painting. At first there were just 
squiggles and color, more of a Rorschach test than art. 
Every day he would sit there painting, talking, smil-
ing, and laughing. Every day. The squiggles eventually 
gave way to shapes, waves, and figures, and the colors 
now glide along with gentle curves and grace.

Through my many conversations with him, it 
seems as though he has been so close to grabbing the 
brass ring that he can taste it. He is what my friend 
Al Thomas would call a devastated hero, a hero in all 
aspects of life, but devastated by life itself. The things 
that have always drawn me to him are a huge grin and 
a warm welcome. They are constant. He may be facing 
certain disaster as waves crash over him, but he will 
look straight into it, and smile as he feels the breeze 
and the sun wash over him.

Todd Cotgreave is the chief operating officer of 
WSHC 89.7 Shepherd University Radio and wine sales 
manager at Reid’s Distributor.

Gojo disassembling a shipwreck for salvage

Gojo with a prize catch in the Bering Sea

Internet meme made during last year’s long winter while Gojo 
played in the snow
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Profile of a Teen
Voting is a Right, a Priority, and a Privilege

Marellen Johnson Aherne

“A representative from the West 
Virginia State Capitol came 
to my high school last fall to 

talk with the senior class about register-
ing to vote,” said Jessica Schmitt, 2014 
graduate of Jefferson High School. “It 
was quite interesting. He explained about 
political parties and how one can identify 
as a member of a party when registering 
to vote. After he fin-
ished, the senior class 
registered to vote in the 
school auditorium. It 
was exciting, and doing 
it this way made it con-
venient for all the stu-
dents. I was eligible to 
vote in my first election 
this past June. I voted 
in the Jefferson County 
election and then in the 
local Shepherdstown 
election. Being able 
to vote for mayor, town 
recorder, town council, and for the school 
board was exciting and important. Even 
though I’m leaving the area and school 
system for college, I still want what is 
best for the community and the kids in 
the schools who can’t vote yet.”

Schmitt, 18, grew up in 
Shepherdstown. Daughter of Jim and 
Melinda Schmitt, her political interest 
can be traced back to home life, as well 
as participation in the Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church’s youth program.

“My political beliefs,” related 
Schmitt, “have been formed first by my 
parents and, secondly, through involve-
ment in the SPC youth group’s type of 
volunteerism and community outreach.

“I don’t know why anyone wouldn’t 
want to vote. It took so much effort and 
perseverance for this nation to be formed, 
and for women, as well as other groups, 
to receive the right to vote. It is a real 
privilege and one that is not available to 
many people around the world. I think 
it is important to be able to express my 
beliefs. We have a representative form 
of government. I have a responsibility to 
that process. I don’t want to be silent.”

“I wanted to vote in 2008. I wish I 
had been old enough. I was only 12 at 
the time. Electing President Obama felt 
very important to me. Electing a good 
president is vital, and to have an African-
American person running for president 

was amazing. There is too much racism 
in this country. I feel his election really 
helped in breaking down stereotypes.”

Schmitt is looking forward to the 
November elections. For some previous 
election, Schmitt’s father showed her 
sample ballots. They then would talk 
through who each candidate was and 
what they stood for. This time around, 

Schmitt is looking 
forward to continuing that 
dialogue with her dad and 
is excited about exploring 
other places in which to 
learn about the candidates 
and the issues.

Schmitt was involved 
in high school politics. 
She was elected class 
treasurer her junior and 
senior years.

“It was fun to be in 
an elected position,” she 
said. “We were respon-

sible for planning many events, including 
homecoming activities, prom, and gradu-
ation. As class treasurer, at graduation I 
presented both the adviser gift and the 
class gift. It was quite a privilege, and 
something that I will never forget.

“A lot of my beliefs have come 
through my involvement in many activi-
ties, such as participating in many SPC 
mission trips and volunteer work in the 
community over the years. I first got 
involved with the SPC youth group in 
sixth grade. We have done a lot of cool 
things. A group of us traveled to Mingo 
County, West Virginia, and worked on 
repairing people’s homes. My group built 
a new roof on a house for a young fam-
ily. We got so involved and committed 
to finishing the roof that we missed the 
dinner hour. Volunteering as a group, 
with different personalities and talents, 
is very rewarding. I want to help people, 
and doing it with others makes it even 
more meaningful. We’ve developed a 
special relationship, based on collectively 
helping others. We didn’t just volunteer 
together; we truly enjoyed being with 
each other as well. Another event that I 
will never forget was raising money for 
San Mar Children’s Home in Boonsboro, 
Maryland, by biking the entire length of 
the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal. A small 
group, including my mother, participated 
from SPC. We experienced the beauty of 

the trail, and the joy of raising money for 
such a good cause. I have also partici-
pated in the United Way’s Day of Caring 
with my high school. Another event I 
want to raise money for is the Avon Walk 
for the Cure. Through all these activities, 
I have learned about religion, community, 
and mission.”

“Growing up in Shepherdstown has 
been fantastic. It is the coolest town. 
Sitting on the wall, hanging out at the 
Sweet Shop, and chilling with friends 
have been lots of fun. Because it is a 
small town, I am always running into 
people I know. I like that. And I like liv-
ing in a college town because it provided 
me with so much to do. I’m a huge 
football fan. I love Shepherd University 
football. I started attending games in 
elementary school and haven’t missed a 
home game. My brother, Tim, is a student 
at Shepherd, and I am very proud of the 
fact that he was a member of the football 
team for two years.

“Attending grade school through 
high school in the area has been terrific. 
We have a diverse population locally, 
which I have found to be interesting and 
important. I feel as though I have learned 
to accept people as they are. My parents 
supported me in developing that belief.”

As a student, Schmitt was involved 
in track and field but then turned her 
focus to singing.

“I began singing in the school choir 
in fourth grade,” said Schmitt. “I really 
like the collaborative nature of singing as 
a group. I’ve been part of the Jefferson 
High Pop Singers for the past two years. 
We are a group of 25 to 35 male and 
female singers, supported by a 10-person 
band. I’m an alto in the group and enjoy 
performing. It is fun to ‘get my diva on’! 
It’s like being able to become someone 
different. I’m a quiet person, but on 
stage, I can really rock out. The group 
is like a family. We enjoy performing 
in competitions, and the camaraderie is 
unbelievable.”

Schmitt will attend the University 
of Mary Washington in Fredericksburg, 
Virginia, beginning this fall. She plans to 
major in art history and perform in the 
university’s show choir, Encore.

Schmitt stated, “My parents are the 
best! Growing up, I always knew and felt 
my parents loved me, which is a wonder-
ful way to feel. Dad always says that 

school comes before anything. I did well 
in school and realized I had learned from 
him how to set priorities. I understand 
that it is important to place work before 
play. I really appreciate the benefits 
that come with commitment, stick-to-
itiveness, and a strong work ethic, all 
of which my parents have instilled in 
me. My parents are interested in new 
experiences and traveling, and they have 
always involved me. Mom and I take trips 
together sometimes. I loved the travel and 
the time to spend with her alone. Both 
my parents are spontaneous and we have 
all kinds of adventures. I have developed 
my love of travel from them and would 
like a career someday that allows me to 
travel and get paid for it.”

“One of the things Mom got me 
involved in was the GOOD NEWS 
PAPER. I have been the paper’s photogra-
pher for the last four years. I love captur-
ing the moment. Every summer during 
my childhood, my family would go 
camping. Mom bought me a disposable 
camera to use for the entire trip. I would 
usually use up all the film in one day. My 
digital camera solves that problem now. 
During my junior year of high school, 
I took an advanced placement studio 
art course, where my concentration was 
architectural photography. Shepherdstown 
is a great place to shoot pictures. I have 
enjoyed taking pictures for the paper and 
will miss it.”

Schmitt is looking forward to going 
away to college. She feels fortunate to 
have a small group of really close friends 
who call themselves the “Fab Four,” 
and she is excited about staying close 
to them, while creating a new group of 
friends at college.

Schmitt says, “Being near my  
friends is one of the reasons UMW was 
so appealing to me. It’s only two hours  
away and a relatively small school. I 
won’t know anyone on my first day, but  
it won’t take me long to make friends.  
I’ll miss Shepherdstown, but it will 
always be home!”

Marellen Johnson Aherne enjoys young 
people and finds them to be fascinating 
and delightful. 

Jessie Schmitt
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Toby Raphael and the Origins of the 
“Winners and Losers” Radio Program

John Case

In 2005, Shepherdstown Friends Meeting was a 
tiny group gathering on Sunday mornings at the 
Four Seasons Bookstore. There was one doughty 

Friend named Toby Raphael, who was practically a 
Shepherdstown institution in his own right.

He is gone now. Peace be with him. But I can’t tell 
the story of the “Winners and Losers” radio program 
(WSHC, 89.7 FM or 897wshc.org, weekday mornings), 
without a call-out to Toby from the crepuscular dust to 
help. The whole thing was his idea.

I only realized how much the program’s birth was 
intertwined with Toby’s spirit after I wrote this verse  
for his memorial. If I had not already named the show,  
I would have changed it to:

Toby’s Play

I remember, walking up and down
German Street on a sun-drenched Sunday
in West Virginia, in Shepherdstown,
Toby Raphael was on wings, and I in clay.

Everyone in town knew him,
he knew them, too, the truths, the bluffs, and play
of relations, and all the crap people say,
Cordial, but purposed, was Toby’s way.

Our leaflet called for Conflict Resolution:
Everyone was invited to the
“cooperation-over-conflict” dinner,
A feast, for the loser and the winner.

“And why not the rest of the world, too?” he asked.
Each handshake was a contract
to try and do the right thing.
Friendship was the first, and last, act.

In Toby’s play, he had a global address
in a small town, on a country path,
apprenticed to a Mexican leather master,
To preserve precious memories—his life’s craft.

To see for all time work’s image,
immortalized for far flung futures,
or an alien archaeologis’s rarest vintage.
Imagination was Toby’s star and augur.

He learned to see people, and me, as he knew
each could forever be held in Light,
turned from the rough to diamond blue,
to falcons of more perfect sight.

Like Matthew, Mark, Luke, and, maybe, John,
Toby took the illegal alien as his brother.
He testified for peace, for more wealth  
in common,
and taught me to say,

at the close of each show of the day:
“Take care of each other.”

We are still talking, Toby and I
Broadcasting daily from King Street

To county and cosmos,
on WSHC
Every working morning,
getting each imperfection undone.

Toby was an expert at preservation 
of ancient artifacts. But he had the soul 
of an old hipster turned radical, ingenu-
ous to a fault—as if he were a visitor 
from Middle-earth. I liked him instantly. 
I heard in his voice some long-gone 
brothers from the class wars of the ’60s 
who made an art of agitation without 
the slightest trace of insincerity.

I can’t remember what cause he pitched me, but I 
asked him how I could help. Instead of directions to a 
street march, he said: “We need a good progressive  
radio show in this town. You like to talk! Why don’t  
you start one?!”

I felt a bit like the wedding guest in Coleridge’s 
Ancient Mariner, whom the Mariner put under a spell. 
But instead of learning a tale of doom, I was given 
a mission. I hunted down WSHC station manager 
Buck Lam. From that oracle, I enrolled in Shepherd 
University’s Radio Practicum course, and, like most 
other beginning DJs, started playing my CD collection 
on WSHC at the 11-1 lunch hour on Mondays. Mike and 
Ruth Raubertas agreed to sponsor me.

I shamelessly admitted to Toby that the Don Imus 
cabaret talk radio was my favorite style. Toby disliked 
Imus for all the right reasons. But—we agreed that a 
semi-scripted “shock” format, from a different “moral” 
angle, could work. Amid the winners-and-losers stories, 
I promised to drive toward Light, as I was permitted to 
see it. The show’s signoff would be his: “Take care of 
each other.”

After some months of a weekly show, Todd 
Cotgreave, the new station manager, agreed to give a 
weekday morning talk/music format a try. Toby was the 
first guest.

The show evolved like the intersections of light and 
dark, vista and holler, in every season, on the road from 
Harpers Ferry to Shepherdstown: I turn off US 340 and 
onto Bakerton, as soon as possible. Poetically speaking, 
340 is full of mud. Like too much national politics from 
a single source will just drive you crazy. Things have to 
get real.

It’s not a trivial matter navigating the divisions 
of our society and world, no matter what your angle. 
Motoring along the Civil War battlefield between 
Schoolhouse Ridge and Bolivar Heights, the old—and 
new—“Confederate” vs. “more perfect Union” lines 
crisscross in your mind, and give profound pause.

An early show included Tuesdays with Elliott 
Simon, a talented musician and candidate for West 

Virginia Delegate, but our conversa-
tion was not taming my Bolshevik 
tendencies. In parable, trash began 
to pile up near the sewage treatment 
plant at the entrance to the Bakerton 
Tunnel. Two simply can’t go through 
together. Only one.

Adrift again, I drew upon the 
reservoir of local Quakers, and discov-
ered Janet Harrison and John Reed. 
Janet’s poetry, her abiding intelligence, 
and the power of her own spiritual 
journey were a call from a higher 

power. She lives in Harpers Ferry, although that is not 
why the town is plagued with vulture Congresses. The 
Rainbow Crow watches her always.

John Reed retired from more careers than I did, 
looks like Paul Bunyan, and is a “get-obsessed-and-stay-
obsessed” seeker.

The rise to the Bakerton ridges along the Potomac 
provides a moment to ponder the magnificence of 
creation. No matter who you are, or where you’ve been, 
your heart races faster, your burdens lighten, if you 
catch that sunrise. The program made a leap upward 
with a new Poetry Show each Monday, and Reed sharing 
“pearls of wisdom,” as we promised “to tell you every-
thing you need to know...and a little bit more.”

John and I began interviewing local politicians. 
To keep from getting sued for saying stupid things, but 
nonetheless unwilling to shut up, we devised one of the 
show’s enduring slogans: “This is the ‘Trust, But Verify’ 
Network.” That’s a mangled Ronald Reagan quote, and 
I can’t think of anything else he ever said that I agree 
with. Still, it’s a good rule. Even if you never intention-
ally tell a lie, not everything you say will be true. Don’t 
take what you hear for granted. Check it out.

This first chronicle of the show’s history ends on 
the day former West Virginia Delegate John Doyle 
marched into the studio to explain what we did not know 
about real politics, including, the equivalence of real-life 
governance—with sausage making. Some like the result; 
few relish the processing! Making fun of John Doyle for 
his existential writing style in his weekly column got his 
attention! Thank you, John.

We have only reached Bakerton Ridge at sunrise 
in the metaphorical history of the program. It’s higher 
ground...but there are more episodes to come! Stay 
tuned for: The Holler and the Ragged Flag; The 
Ridiculous Peacocks; The Perfect Church; Moler’s 
Crossing; Janet’s Tree Still Stands, The Golden Eagle’s 
Prey, and Shepherdstown.

John Case is a retired union organizer and software 
engineer. He hosts the Winners and Losers radio pro-
gram on WSHC.

Toby Raphael
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Creating the Future of  Healthcare
Sue Kennedy

It’s no secret that Dr. Suzanne Shipley hit the ground 
running when she took over as president of Shepherd 
University. One would have to be completely absent 

not to notice the university’s changes and improvements 
under her administration of the past six years. Even the 
campus landscaping radiates new life. A top priority on 
Dr. Shipley’s action list was the Shepherd University 
Department of Nursing 
Education. She saw 
great possibilities and 
set about to make them 
reality. The first step 
was to bring Brigadier 
General Sharon Mailey 
on board as department 
director and chair.

“President Shipley 
gave me one chal-
lenge,” said Dr. Mailey. 
She said, “Create 
the future. I saw her 
visionary directive as 
a great opportunity. It 
meant transforming 
the bachelor of nursing 
program by increasing 
enrollment; improving 
first-time pass rates 
for NCLEX [the state 
boards for licensing]; 
and increasing retention 
and graduation rates. 
It meant supporting the new Martinsburg campus with 
nursing education courses to include the creation of an 
RN to BSN program, mostly online, to give nurses who 
already have their RN license the opportunity to achieve 
a  
bachelor of science in nursing degree. And finally, to 
create the future of the Shepherd University nursing 
education, it meant that we would develop a graduate 
education program.”

Sharon Searis Mailey is a native West Virginian. 
She was born and raised in a town called Hurricane. 
Hurricane is nestled in the holler of Putnam County. The 
families in Hurricane weren’t known for their financial 
wealth, and the Searis family was no exception. But 
little Sharon Searis was very wealthy in other ways, the 
ways that count: bright, friendly, and very curious— 
a leader. She took full advantage of what was offered at 
Hurricane High and in Girl Scouts.

On a scholarship to Berea College in Kentucky, 
she earned her bachelor of science in nursing and was 
voted first vice president of the National Student Nurses 
Association graduating in 1969. In 1970 Sharon enlisted 
in the U.S. Army as a first lieutenant and moved up in 
the ranks, and in 1982 entered the United States Air 
Force and was promoted to lieutenant colonel. In 2000, 
upon completion of a 30-year career with the armed 
forces, she retired as Brigadier General Sharon Mailey. 
This is a mind-boggling achievement for any student, 
but considering Sharon was first in her family to gradu-
ate from high school, her success is even more so.

As a brigadier general, two of her assignments 
were particularly well suited to meet the Shepherd chal-
lenges. She represented the Air Force Nursing Service 
on the congressionally directed study in planning for 
the feasibility of a nursing program at the Uniformed 
Services University of the Health Sciences. And she 
represented the Air Force on the American Association 

of Colleges of Nursing Task 
Force on the Essentials 
for Baccalaureate Nursing 
Education. There she was 
influential in changing the 
accession requirements  
for nurses into the Air 
Force Reserve to that of 
having a bachelor of  
science in nursing.

One doesn’t rise to  
the rank of brigadier gen-
eral in the Air Force just by 
showing up. Dr. Mailey’s 
assignments and achieve-
ments are award winning, 
both in service to her 
country and as a civilian. 
Her leadership in health 
organizations and associa-
tions and her awards are 
ongoing and too numerous 
to name. (For the list, 
there’s always Google.)

Sharon and her husband, attorney Jerry Mailey, 
live in Reston, Va. They raised two sons. Christopher 
is an electrical engineer. He and his wife have a son. 
Jonathan is a mechanical engineer. He and his wife 
have two little girls. Though Sharon freely admits 
she still loves trips back to Capitol Hill, the Kennedy 
Center, and New York City, her heart is in West 
Virginia.

While at Shepherd, Dr. Mailey has strategically 
positioned the nursing department for growth and 
quality with her management of attentions to goals. 
“President Shipley’s strategic plan for the university was 
the launching platform for the department change.” She 
explained that with the implementation of a new cur-
riculum four years ago came the opportunity to provide 
evidence-based practice as a foundational component for 
new nurses. This cutting-edge curriculum introduces stu-
dents to population health, genetics, ethics, gerontology, 
and information management as content areas beyond 
the traditional nursing courses.

With the consistent improvement in the first-time 
pass rate for Shepherd’s new graduates on NCLEX (the 
last three years have all been above the state’s required 
pass rate), the West Virginia Board of Nursing approved 
the enrollment of students to actualize the capacity of 
60 nursing students per semester. “We were thrilled by 
this vote of confidence from the board,” said Dr. Mailey. 
With the support of a Health Resources and Services 
Administration Nursing Workforce, retention and gradu-
ation rates climbed to 94 percent. Shepherd nurses are 

all employed, and most stay within a 75-mile radius  
of home.

“As we look at the health needs of the people within 
our region and their negative health outcomes, there is 
a sense of urgency to help make a difference. Needless 
to say, there have been, and we will continue to see, 
profound and unprecedented changes in healthcare. One 
of the factors driving change in nursing education is the 
greater need for knowledgeable and innovative nurse 
leaders to improve the health indices for our people. In 
order for this to occur, the region needs a graduate nurs-
ing program, such as the Doctor of Nursing Practice. 
This DNP clinical degree would provide an increased 
number of nurse leaders in education and administra-
tion, and family nurse practitioners in primary care. Our 
region needs greater access to primary care providers 
and nursing faculty to produce the nurses who deliver 
the increased complexity of patient care. A graduate 
DNP program at Shepherd is a win-win for the commu-
nity and the university. President Shipley has submitted 
the plan for the DNP to the Higher Education Policy 
Commission and the department is waiting  
on the review so it can present the implementation to 
admit students by fall 2015.”

From the time she was a young girl growing up in 
Hurricane, Brigadier General Dr. Sharon Mailey always 
wanted to be a nurse. Her passion was to bring caring, 
compassion, and a tireless work ethic in the field of 
healthcare to all those who needed it. “Hurricane was 
home to so many good people. A caring family, support-
ive teachers, and an encouraging community made for a 
good life, but I had to leave in order to become a greater 
contributor to society. I wanted to pay it forward,” she 
said. Sharon Mailey’s entire adult life has been one of 
exemplary service to her country and to her community. 
As a leader, nurse, teacher, and mentor she summed 
up her work at Shepherd: “The ultimate goal of the 
Shepherd nursing program is to empower our students to 
be change agents for healthcare issues, not only in West 
Virginia, but wherever they practice.”

Sue Kennedy never ceases to be amazed at the vast 
number of extraordinary people in Shepherdstown.

Brigadier General Sharon Mailey, director and chair of 
Shepherd University’s Department of Nursing Education
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Pat Donohoe and Her  
Cracker-Tin Odyssey

Mary Bell

In the fall of 1970, Pat Donohoe and 
her sister Betsy Donohoe were stay-
ing at their grandparents’ home in 

Portsmouth, Ohio. Sadly, this visit was 
occasioned by their father’s funeral. 
While there, Betsy noticed a cracker 
tin—green, white, and obviously old—
wedged between some books. When 
asked about it, the Donohoe sisters’ Aunt 
Betsy took it down, dusted off the lid, 
and opened it. That simple act began a 
journey that would last over 40 years 
and culminate in Pat Donohoe’s publica-
tion of her recent book, The Printer’s 
Kiss: The Life and Letters of a Civil War 
Newspaperman and His Family.

The cracker tin was full of letters. 
Lots and lots of letters, some faded, torn, 
scribbled, age rendering them as fragile 
as onion skins and barely legible, but a 
treasure trove nonetheless to the Donohoe 
sisters. Seeing their excitement, their 
Aunt Betsy led them to a small cub-
byhole above the porch, where they found 
more family documents. Among them, 
was an original copy of the October 10, 
1863, edition of The Loyal Scout, the last 
newspaper published by their great-great 
grandfather Will Tomlinson.

Pat and Betsy gratefully took cus-
tody of the letters, promising themselves 
that someday they would read and 
transcribe them. The sisters knew that 
most of the letters were written by their 
great-great grandparents, Will and Eliza 
Wylie Tomlinson, and that Will was a 
newspaper publisher, but that was about 
all. The letters then had to take a back 
seat to life—education, family, careers—
but they remained in the care of Pat and 
Betsy, moving across the country and 
back for decades.

In the fall of 2000 Pat, after receiv-
ing her masters in divinity from Wesley 
Theological Seminary, was ordained 
and installed as the associate minister 
at Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church. 
Having settled in Shepherdstown with  
her husband, David Borchard, she used 
what little spare time she had to research 
the letters, after transcribing them in 
1999 when she was between careers.  
Her research included many trips to 

Ripley, Ohio, where Will and Eliza 
Tomlinson lived when many of the letters 
were written. Ripley was known during 
the Civil War period as “that abolitionist 
hellhole,” and it was an important stop  
on the Underground Railroad. Through 
those trips, Donohoe met Alison Gibson, 
the director of the Union Township 
Library in Ripley, whose interest in 
what has become known as the Wylie-
Tomlinson Letter Collection proved 
invaluable to Donohoe.

Donohoe loved her work as associate 
minister at Shepherdstown Presbyterian 
Church, but in 2003 the pull of the 
Tomlinson letters and the birth of a 
grandchild led to her decision to ask to 
leave her posi-
tion. “It was a 
difficult deci-
sion,” Donohoe 
says. Free to 
devote herself 
to the letters, 
Donohoe first 
tried to write 
a novel around 
them. “The 
novel just 
didn’t work,” 
she says. And 
she didn’t 
want to simply 
publish them  
as a collection. Instead, she carefully 
chose letters spanning 1844 to 1864 
that tell the story of Will and Eliza 
Tomlinson in their own words. With edit-
ing, research, and background provided 
by their great-great granddaughter, the 
Tomlinsons tell their own story. “Their 
dramatic story reads like a novel, but is 
about a real family who refused to let 
extraordinary times rob them of the gifts 
of life,” Donohoe says.

Timing, serendipity, and fate have 
played an important part in Donohoe’s 
journey with these letters. She credits 
her sister’s curiosity with beginning 
this adventure and sharing discoveries 
along the way. In January 2006 Donohoe 
received an email from Alison Gibson 
at Ripley’s Union Township Library 

asking if she had 
seen that additional 
Tomlinson letters 
were being sold on 
eBay. Donohoe had 
no experience with 
eBay and didn’t 
know historical 
letters were bought 
and sold there. 
Because of Gibson’s 
email, Donohoe was 

able to purchase a collection of another 
100 Tomlinson letters. Over the years, 
with the help of some eBay vendors, 
she purchased 150 letters to add to the 
original collection. The vendors told her 
they purchased the letters in New York, 
where her great-grandfather’s sister lived. 
Unfortunately, Donohoe shared with a 
sigh, she missed purchasing a “really 
good letter” by one second on an eBay 
auction. Despite having missed out on 
buying a few letters, she finds it remark-
able that, 150 years after the letters were 
divided between two family members, a 
direct descendant of the writers was able 
to unite them once more.

While one must read the book  
to get its true depth and flavor,  

Donohoe has shared some tidbits of its 
content. The letters are passionate, and 
readers will always know where the 
Tomlinsons stood:

June 26, 1861 
Dear Pap, 
I am well and hope…that you will meet 
with no accident. If you should happen to 
see Jeff Davis, just send a bullet through 
his traitor heart and all prosperity will 
bless you.

Dearest Eliza— 
Well, war is upon us—and blood will 
shortly flow…And all for what? Because 
of the success of a miserable faction of 
false philanthropists and banded political 
renegades and public plunderers.

West Virginia plays a significant  
role in Donohoe’s book. Will Tomlinson, 
who was a quartermaster sergeant in  
the 5th Ohio, went to Buckhannon,  
West Virginia. His role in a guerrilla 
warfare unit targeting Confederate bush-
whackers there is revealed in the book, 
thanks to some prodding and help from 
Donohoe’s husband.

Kent State University Press pub-
lished Donohoe’s book in its Civil War in 
the North series.

Mary Bell is a Shepherdstown resi-
dent who is constantly amazed by the 
remarkable people she meets in the 
Shepherdstown community.

Pat Donohoe

PH
O

TO
 B

Y 
D

EN
N

Y 
C

R
O

S
B

Y

Donohoe will be signing her  
book and giving talks at

Shepherd University’s  
Lifelong Learning 

Shepherdstown, West Virginia 
October 15, 2014, 12:30 p.m.

Union Township Public Library 
Ripley, Ohio 

October 25, 2014

Turn the Page Bookstore 
Boonsboro, Maryland 

November 1, 2014, 1 to 4 p.m.

Watch for other events on her  
website: patriciadonohoe.com
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The Reluctant Artist
Marellen Johnson Aherne

 “When I was a child, I loved to color,” said 
Tara Bell. “There was a specific technique I 
learned where Crayola colors were applied, 

then completely covered by black crayon. As the black 
was scraped off, beautiful stained glass window effects 
emerged. The joy I felt in unveiling those pieces is the 
same joy I feel today in creating my detailed colored 
pencil drawings.”

Bell’s pictures have a dreamlike quality. They invite 
one in to hear a story told by the drawing, yet it is of 
one’s own making. This is no accident. Bell’s technique 
is based on a story tradition which, to understand, needs 
some explanation.

The child of a Navy officer, Bell grew up in places 
like California, Puerto Rico, and Guam. This experience 
helped instill in her a deep appreciation for the diversity 
of geography and cultures. She loved the outdoors, 
spending every possible moment playing on beaches and 
in the water, building forts, and climbing trees. A favor-
ite resting place for Bell was high up in a tree with a 
book to read and a pad of paper and pencil for drawing.

“I’ve always felt as one with nature,” said Bell. “It 
provided me with inspiration then and does to this day. 
Nature informs my drawings as well as my writing.”

In the 1970s Bell’s family settled in the Shenandoah 
Valley. “Living in Middletown, Virginia, at the age of 
13 was challenging,” said Bell. “I felt the odd person 
out. In those days very few new people came to these 
small communities. I had a hard time being accepted. 
My views on the world seemed different from the other 
children my age. My writing and drawing became 
even more important to me. The other factor that really 
influenced me was the theater. Mom was a professional 
actress, and we had moved to this area so she could 
work at the now closed Wayside Theater. I would play 
in the wings as Mom rehearsed and performed. It was 
a magical place to be. I feel so lucky to have had these 
experiences as a child.”

Bell’s mother, Linde Hayen Herman, and stepfather, 
Harold Herman, taught at Shenandoah University in 
the theater program. There, Mr. Herman founded the 
Shenandoah Summer Musical Theatre. Storytelling 
through theater was an important part of Bell’s upbring-
ing. She subsequently attended Shenandoah University, 
receiving a degree in recreational therapy with an 
emphasis in theater.

Despite continually writing and publishing chil-
dren’s stories and creating her pictures, Bell came to 
think of herself as an artist rather slowly.

“In my early years in college,” she shared, “I had 
formed a belief that to be a real artist, one needed to live 
and create like the old masters. If I couldn’t do that, then 
I wasn’t a real artist. It wasn’t until about 15 years ago 
that I began to think of my art as something I did for me 
and that it was a natural expression of me. Participating 

in a workshop where I learned to med-
itate in a special way greatly facilitated 
that transition. Meditation allowed me 
to move what I felt and saw forward. I 
was telling stories through my work. I 
understood that I was an artist.

“Art is now a conduit for me. 
I stopped thinking about it and just 
became one with it. I call my work, 
‘Illuminating Nature—The Dream 
Imagined.’ Every piece I do tells a 
story that has generally come from my 
dreams. Several years ago I attended 
a special workshop under Stephen 
Aizenstat, a Jungian psychologist, 
at the Pacifica Graduate Institute in 
Santa Barbara, Ca. His practice, called 
Dream Tending, is designed to help 
open creativity and the generative 
process. The object is to acknowledge 
one’s dreams and then to explore 
meaning beyond the dream. It’s 
like extending the dream into real 
life. What I learned there has been 
instrumental in realizing the work I am 
currently doing. To learn more about 
Stephen Aizentstat and his Dream 
Tending workshop go to www.dream-
tending.com.”

Bell explained that she is the 
sort of artist who needs to schedule 
her creative time. In the winter Bell 
blocks out several hours three times a week to write. In 
the warmer months, the same schedule is applied to her 
drawing. Bell participates in a creative writing group 
currently composed of four writers who critique each 
other’s work. According to Bell, this group is critical to 
her success as a writer.

Bell moved to Shepherdstown in 1983, after mar-
rying her husband, Richard. They had met a few 
years earlier while contra dancing.

“We loved it in Shepherdstown” she said, “so it was 
a serious decision for us when, 20 years ago, we decided 
to build a home at the southern edge of the county. We 
love it there, yet I wanted to keep a close connection 
to Shepherdstown. Over the years I have done retail 
work in town. After a few years teaching at the day 
care center, I worked at O’Hurley’s General Store. That 
was great because everyone comes to O’Hurley’s. I got 
to see people and continue to build friendships. I then 
worked for The Herb Lady for eight years. I’ve been at 
Dickinson and Wait for the last 13 years. What a great 
place to work. I love being surrounded by the interesting 
and beautiful things sold in the store. I’m going to be 
retiring soon to take up my art and write full time.”

Bell began contributing stories and drawings to the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER about 10 years after the paper’s 
beginning. The paper maintains a portfolio of Bell’s 
work, which is frequently used.

“I was writing children’s stories and the newspaper 
published them,” she said. “I eventually became the chil-
dren’s editor with Cassie Bosley. I began contributing 
drawings early on as well. Melinda Schmitt, then layout 
editor, initially asked me for pictures to accompany 
stories. I drew buildings, kids, and animals, among other 
things, for the paper’s use.”

Bell’s latest book, The Shell Ghost of San Cristobal, 
can be purchased on Amazon and at Barnes and Noble 
online. Her drawings can be seen at Dickinson and Wait, 
Gifts Inn Boonsboro, and during the Over the Mountain 
Studio Tour in which she has participated for the last 
eight years.

Tara Bell
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Fish

Fox Wood Trees to Sky

Fir Trees
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SEE ARTWORKS IN COLOR AT  
SHEPHERDSTOWNGOODNEWSPAPER.ORG

PHOTOS SUBMITTED BY TARA BELL

Tidal Pool

Trees by Lake
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Liz Wells: “Antietam” and Other Poems
Antietam
The seventeenth of September looked down from cloudy skies upon the two armies  
facing each other on the fields of Maryland. It seems to me now that the roar of that  
day began with the light, and all through its long and dragging hours its thunder formed 
a background to our pain and terror. —Mary Bedinger Mitchell

To call the homeplace a battlefield’s romantic but true,
ask anyone on their porch, any plain-faced young mother’s mother
who thinks she’s still got it, we’ve all heard tell of times before
high-school football nearly drew a bigger crowd
than church on Sunday; before sprawling McMansions
with marble rotundas and cheap vinyl siding were built
over arsenic-laced fruit soil and ghosts of poisoned “help;”
before tractor-pulls, strip-malls, tip-jars, two-fers,
scratch-offs, do-nuts, bingo, save-a-lot, or the roller-rink,
when woolen soldiers lost parts a’ themselves in large, brutish chunks
in the limestone pastures and at the saloon turned makeshift hospital
where bas-relief angels pressed their porcelain faces
into the tobacco-smelling and blood-letting room.

Witness
I ride my bike slowly at night,
avoiding major streets, startling cats
that’ve finally cornered something
each in their own dark space,
under the porch, behind a minivan tire,
somewhere else just as close, still unseen.
Bungalows are alight with energy-efficient bulbs
in vintage chandeliers and the drapes are never drawn.
The living room walls are exotic: terracotta, turquoise,
Rose City Red—fresh, but nodding to perhaps the same
cracked shade twenty layers beneath.
They’re passing the peas to the tune
of “honey how was your day,” each avoiding
what matters most. I see the raised forks; I see
they’ve been to the dentist.
Through another window, her zipper’s stuck again.
She can’t quite reach the lengthy stripe along her spine—
will he get it? She smiles as she gathers her hair
at the nape of her neck because her plan is working.
Entertained by glowing faces, a suggestion
of a TV. Not a commercial because they’re rapt.
There’s drama as I pass: it’s a kiss, no—
someone’s dying/pregnant/gay, no—
it’s a kiss. I’m sure, just a kiss.

The Other Nina
She looks out the window and something looks back.
Not directly, but through the always new skin of leaves.
It’s there, responsive. She can see tributaries
of dark veins carrying necessities to each sloping edge—
a process illuminated from behind by intangibility, un-new
yet reliable as any aging flora or fauna. This light
is how she knows it will continue. Her reflection appears
in the foreground, convinced for a moment
that it had actually gone away. She’s frowning
at her realization that even though her will is free
and she’s long since conquered God, the Earth
has its own design and there is no choice to disobey.

Liesl
Whenever my sister thought about the last time she saw her parents together, she  
probably felt summertime in New England pressing down on her freckled shoulders 
like some long lost, phantom limb. She might have indulged the tingling during quiet 
moments when she wanted to feel sad, squeezing her eyelids shut, hoping for one or  
two hot tears. Through the watery blackness, maybe she saw her father kneeling,  
taking pictures of a sandy seagull feather that had fallen unnoticed by the bird, or saw 
her mother waiting, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, temporarily blinded 
by several permanent curls pinned by the wind across her face.

Seafarer
The moment you choose to abandon the boat
you’ve already become something else.

An entity that draws its breath underwater,
recalls the taste of rusted metal.

The moment you choose to lay down the old wood
that’s propelling you through the blue peaks

and valleys of the Willamette, you’ve already decided
the water looks more green than blue.
The moment you choose to drown out the cathedral bells
you’ve just noticed, you’ve already disappointed your father.
The river must now provide.

The moment you choose to swim or not
these moments do not apply.

When the White Iris Blooms
When the white iris blooms
the baby will be born
unfurling in a bowl of water
a collective creature responding
to the clip of cold metal scissors

Revisions must be made
as the ikebana takes its shape
Japanese maple leaves
wilting before the single blade of bear grass extends
to its greatest height
representing Heaven or some equal
unreachable point above Woman
Man Earth

These days of gestation
are like the life-cycles of words
in poems some dying before reaching
the apex of light
of revelation
of divine potential

Deleted are the failed adjectives
and deadpan punctuation
gone-soggy stems and brown petals
that wouldn’t wait

When the white iris blooms
it will be finished

PH
O

TO
 S

U
B

M
IT

TE
D

 B
Y 

LI
Z 

W
EL

LS

Liz Wells lives in Portland, Oregon, and 
teaches English composition/writing 
to college students online. She earned 
her bachelor’s degree in English from 
Shepherd University in 2007 and her 
masters of fine arts in creative writing 
from Goddard College, Vermont, in 2010. 
These poems are from her new collection 
of cross-genre work, Lovechild, to be pub-
lished in Spring 2015.
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The Lazarus Syndrome
Bringing Species Back From the Dead

Mark Madison

And when he thus had spoken, he cried 
with a loud voice, “Lazarus, come forth.”
And he that was dead came forth, bound 
hand and foot with graveclothes; and 
his face was bound about with a napkin. 
Jesus saith unto them, “Loose him, and 
let him go.” John 11:43-44

According to the Bible, approxi-
mately 2,000 years ago Jesus 
resurrected Lazarus from the 

dead. Today, a century after the pas-
senger pigeon’s death as a species, some 
scientists have the Lazarus syndrome—a 
desire to restore a species from its death.

First some background. Almost 
exactly 100 years ago the last passenger 
pigeon on the planet died and the whole 
world mourned. The female pigeon, 
Martha, had spent her whole life in 
captivity and her dying days in the 
Cincinnati Zoo. Upon her death, her body 
was frozen in a block of ice, shipped to 
the Smithsonian Institution, dissected, 
skinned and put on display—a sad testa-
ment to the wasteful ways of humans.

Now there had been many extinc-
tions before the passenger pigeon, 
including the dodo, the great auk, and 
the Labrador duck. But what made this 
extinction so traumatic and chilling was 
that the passenger pigeon was probably 
the most abundant bird ever to exist on 
the planet. Estimates of the passenger 
pigeon numbers ranged from three to five 
billion, and they traveled in flocks that 
were miles wide and darkened the skies 
when they flew overhead. Estimates were 
that this one species made up 20 to 40 
percent of all the birds of the Northeast. 
John James Audubon (1785–1851) 
described their numbers in 1813:

The air was literally filled with 
Pigeons; the light of noon-day was 
obscured as by an eclipse; the dung fell 
in spots, not unlike melting flakes of 
snow; and the continued buzz of wings 
had a tendency to lull my senses to 
repose.…The Pigeons were still passing 
in undiminished numbers, and continued 
to do so for three days in succession.

The most striking part of the story is 
that this most ubiquitous of birds  
was almost certainly made extinct 

through human hunting and, to a lesser 
degree, habitat destruction. The birds’  
tremendous flocking behavior made it 
easy for them to be hunted. They could 
be captured in ground nets, pole nets 
along their migration routes, shot with 
bows and arrows, and even killed with 
clubs and stones. Not surprisingly, this 
abusive human behavior quickly led  
to the species’ extinction. The passenger 
pigeon was mourned most eloquently  
and ironically by Aldo Leopold in  
his 1949 posthumous book, A Sand 
County Almanac:

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

However, on the bird’s death, centen-
nial efforts are underway to bring the 
species back to life. This “de-extinction” 
process is not cheap, quick, or certain, 
but it is indisputably interesting and 
ethically challenging. Currently, DNA 
has been sequenced from 12 stuffed 
passenger pigeon specimens (like poor 

Martha). The goal is to assemble the full 
genomic code for the extinct passenger 
pigeon. The passenger pigeon genome 

will then be compared 
to the band-tailed 
pigeon (its closest rela-
tive). Some segments of 
the band-tailed pigeon 
genome will be replaced 
with the essential pas-
senger pigeon sequences 
to create a genome to be 
inserted into the germ 
cells of band-tailed 
pigeons. This process 
(which could take 
years and will require 
some advanced new 
techniques) would allow 
the first new passenger 

pigeon to be hatched in more than a 
century. So far we are in avian Jurassic 
Park territory.

But ironically, this may be the easier 
of the two hurdles. Ecologically, there 
are many more perils that face this resur-
rected bird than the nets and muskets 
of previous years. First, their will be 

no passenger pigeon parents to rear 
the young, so this will have to be done 
with either surrogates (like band-tailed 
pigeons) or humans with puppets (as 
was done with the California condor). As 
these young chicks are bred in captivity, 
care will have to be taken to ensure they 
maintain enough genetic diversity to 
avoid “genetic bottlenecks”—the situa-
tion where a lack of genetic diversity can 
lead to the weakening of a species so it 
cannot survive in the wild. Finally, there 
is the drastically changed environment 
since the bird disappeared in 1914. The 
pigeon’s original range encompassed 
the whole Eastern United States, and 
its nesting sites could be miles in area. 
Although large parts of New England 
have reforested, other areas of the 
Midwest and Southeast have suffered 
tremendous forest and habitat loss. There 
are also the potential detrimental effects 
on the numerous birds that have replaced 
the 20 to 40 percent of the bird niche 
formerly occupied by passenger pigeons. 
Imagine the cosmic irony if a resurrected 
passenger pigeon caused the extinction of 
other species?

Yet in spite of the costs and chal-
lenges, I firmly believe this project 
should go ahead at full speed. Far too 
many in the conservation community 
have been too timid and too technophobic 
in recent decades. This is a big project 
with a grandiose vision of passenger 
pigeons one day returning to those same 
ancient trees they perched upon a century 
earlier. The challenges are great, but 
so is the potential message: We can do 
the right thing by wildlife after having 
exhausted all the other options.

All of this is reminiscent of Mark 
Twain’s perhaps apocryphal quote: “The 
reports of my death are greatly exag-
gerated.” In the case of the passenger 
pigeon, one can only hope the obituary 
was written too soon and that at least this 
one species, like Lazarus, may one day 
arise from the dead.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history, environmental ethics, and envi-
ronmental film at Shepherd University.
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A Travelogue and a  
Wee Bit of  History

Sleepless in Scotland
by Claire Stuart

The people of Scotland are Scots. 
You can also call them Scottish, 
but don’t call them Scotch! 

Scotch is whisky.
We spent two weeks in Scotland, 

half in Edinburgh and half in Inverness. 
I wanted to explore the homeland of 
my ancestors—and they speak English! 
Interestingly, there is a push to revive  
the Gaelic language, so many signs  
are bilingual.

The weather was sunny in the high 
60s, which locals call hot. There is little 
time to rest in midsummer because it 
is light until after 11 p.m., and the sun 
peeks out again around 2:30 a.m.

Edinburgh is full of statues (and 
seagulls) and the crowns and helmets 
of the heroes serve as handy perches 
and toilets! My favorite statue was of 
Greyfriars Bobby, the sweet little dog 
who slept on his master’s grave for 14 
years, made famous by a book and a 
Disney film. People from all around the 
world come to rub the doggie’s nose, and 
the bronze shows through the grime and 
oxidation of the years.

Scotland is a land of castles. 
Edinburgh Castle, built in about 1093 
on volcanic rock, looms over the city. 
It is a sprawling fortified complex with 
gun batteries, barracks, royal residence, 
administrative buildings, chapel, prison, 
and even a cemetery for the soldiers’ 
dogs. Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots, gave 
birth here to James VI, future king of 
England and Scotland. Scotland’s crown 
jewels are housed here, and the immortal 
Tom Jones will be playing a gig!

Stirling Castle, also highly fortified, 
was more of a comfortable home for 
the Stuart dynasty. It brags beautiful 
gardens, a great hall for state events, an 
elegant chapel and king’s and queen’s 
quarters recreated with fine furniture, 
elaborately painted walls and ceilings 
and rich tapestries.

ScotRail trains are comfortable 
with huge windows, and the trip to 

Inverness is breathtaking as you enter the 

Highlands. Inverness is a small, walkable 

city with great walks along River Ness 

and a castle of its own, now housing 

municipal offices.

From Inverness, a cruise on Loch 

Ness and into the Caledonian Canal is a 

treat. The Loch Ness Exhibition Center 

explains the history of the search for the 

legendary monster—and why modern 

science shows that it cannot exist— 

or can it?

On the headlands overlooking Loch 

Ness are the ruins of Urquhart Castle, 

built in the 13th Century and partially 

destroyed in 1692. A lot of the complex 

is still standing, including a five-story 

tower that you can climb.

Dunrobin Castle is one not to miss. 

Ancestral home of the Sutherland family 

since about 1200, it is still owned by the 

family. This gorgeous fairy tale castle  

with towers and turrets is completely 

furnished down to table settings. Formal 

gardens go from the castle down to the 

North Sea, where the Duke’s visitors 

arrived at his dock.

A highlight of Dunrobin is the dem-

onstration by the falconer, with raptors 

that soar and buzz the spectators at his 

commands. He explained that the major 

cause of falcon mortality is broken flight 

feathers and said they can be repaired 

with feathers of any bird super-glued in 

place until new feathers grow!

We took a day bus tour of the Isle of 

Skye, an enchanting place of spectacular 

mountains, just about impossible to see 

without a rental car or taxi. And we 

visited Rosslyn Chapel (as seen in The 

Da Vinci Code), a whisky distillery, ruins 

and graves (some marked with puzzling 

pre-writing symbols), and Culloden 

Battlefield, where Bonnie Prince Charlie 

was defeated in his attempt to restore  

the Stuart monarchy. Two weeks was  

not enough!
View of the city from within 

Edinbu rgh Castle

Edinbu rgh Castle

Dunrobin Castle

Greyfria rs Bobby a nd Cla ire
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The Forty-Five
By Stephen Willingham

A trip to the Scottish Highlands 
would be incomplete for any-
one interested in history and 

its continued impact on our contempo-
rary times, without a visit to Culloden 
Battlefield, located five miles from the 
city of Inverness. On April 16, 1746, 
a heretofore undefeated Jacobite army, 
headed by Prince Charles Edward 
Stuart—“Bonnie Prince Charlie”—was 
crushed in less than an hour by loyal 
government forces led by Prince William 
Augustus, Duke of Cumberland, son of 
the reigning English king, George II. 
This was the Jacobite rising of 1745, 
known as simply as, “The Forty-Five.” 
Two previous “risings” had occurred in 
1689 and 1715. Of the three, The Forty-
Five was the most successful and struck 
the greatest terror in the sitting Whig 
government in London.

The goal of the Jacobites, who 
took their name from the Latin Jacobus, 
meaning James, in honor of the deposed 
James VII, was to reinstall the reign 
of the Stuart kings, started by the first 
Scot to sit on the English throne, James 
VI of Scotland, thus James the First of 
England. Following a combination of 
events involving no heirs, the interlude 
of the English Civil War, and later 
William of Orange arriving with a bigger 
army, control was finally wrested away 
from the Stuart line. Particularly in the 
Highlands, there was a general feeling 
of disenfranchisement and not sharing 
in the bounty as the United Kingdom 
began to reap the benefits of a growing 
empire. In addition, age-old resentments 
still simmered with Scottish, as well as 
English, Catholics, who chafed under 
the burden of legal discrimination that 
continued to bar them from political 
service and representation. For their part, 
the French saw a perfect opportunity 
to tie up the rival British military and 
money in quashing an internal civil war. 
Consequently, Jacobites were not only 
Scottish, but also English and French.

More poignant, in a personal 
way, than walking the wind-blasted 
Drummossie Moor at Culloden, or 
pausing in the spot where the Jacobites’ 
famous “Highland Charge” had nearly 
broken the loyalist line, was discovering 
that some rebel prisoners were later 
detained at the Old High Church in 
Inverness. Here an unknown number of 
them were condemned and shot in the 
churchyard in full view of recovering 
loyalist wounded, hospitalized in the 
Bainain House just across the Ness 
River. This section of the river is now 
spanned by the Grieg Street pedestrian 
bridge, which dumps a walker out nearly 
in front of the Old High Church.

In the cemetery, two stones still sit 
directly in line, exactly nine paces apart. 
One, in the shape of a heart, is reputedly 
where a blindfolded, condemned man 
would either stand or kneel. In order to 
steady his aim, the executioner would 
then rest his musket on another stone 
with two grooves chiseled in top. A 
third stone, a bit too close to the line of 
fire, was an innocent bystander, and still 
bears a bullet hole where the marksman 
slightly pulled his shot and didn’t do 
such a clean job of it. These executed 
Jacobites were routinely buried in a 
mass grave, now only marked by a tree, 
near the west door of the church. Those 
prisoners not shot were exiled mainly 
to North and South Carolina, where the 
Scottish civil war would continue to be 
waged by their descendants during the 
American Revolution, the War of 1812, 
and the American Civil War.

Standing there today and looking 
out over the Ness River as it flows into 
Moray Firth from Loch Ness, one real-
izes that the only monsters that once 
existed in the region were human and 
not prehistoric.

Stephen Willingham teaches English 
at Washington High School. He is inter-
ested in history wherever he goes. Claire 
Stuart is the patient wife who waits 
while he reads every historical marker.

Fa lconer

PHOTOS BY CLAIRE STUART AND STEVE WILLINGHAM
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The Faeries in  
Grandma’s Garden
Amber, the Forgotten Faery

Eleanor Hanold

Author’s note: This is the third episode in a 
series intended for parents or other adults to 
read to children.

D
o you remember me? My name is Nora 
and my little brother, Frankie, helps 
me write these stories. Our grandma 

has made friends with a faery family, the 
Blossoms, who live most of the time in the 
woods behind our grandparents’ house in 
Shepherdstown but return every summer to 
my grandma’s garden in northern Wisconsin. 
The grown-up Blossoms are scientists and 
they have three faery children. Kylie, the old-
est faery, wears a leg brace, which makes 
it hard for her to fly. Last time I told you 
how Grandma tried to fly at the big lake in 
Wisconsin so that Kylie would know that she 
isn’t the only one who has trouble flying. With 
the help of the Blossoms and our grandpa, 
Grandma was able to hover and spin. Then 
just as Grandma was about to celebrate having 

tried to fly, Amber, the littlest faery, could not 
be found anywhere.

Other than the light from the twinkling 
stars, it was now pitch black by the big lake. 
Amber’s disappearance had everyone wor-
ried, but the kind faeries knew that Grandma 
was wet and cold, so they told her she should 
go home with Grandpa. Grandma said she 
didn’t want to leave without knowing where 
sweet Amber was, but Drs. Foster and Petunia 
Blossom said that they would start looking 
right away. They promised to meet Grandma 
next to the garden at 9 p.m. or send a message 
by faery carrier. “What is a faery carrier?” 
Frankie asked. “A bluebird!” Grandma 
answered. “Hmm,” Frankie said, and Grandma 
smiled.

Everyone knows how sensitive Amber is 
and that Chris complains about how Amber 
flies off by herself when she gets upset. 
Chris gets tired of having to look for Amber 

so much. Grandma told us sometimes all of 
the Blossoms seem to forget about the lit-
tlest faery. And did I tell you that Chris told 
Grandma that even he feels like he is invisible 
to his parents sometimes? He told Grandma 
that his mom and dad worry so much about 
Kylie because of all of her surgeries that they 
often don’t even notice when he and Amber are 
sad or sick. Grandma said it was no wonder 
that when a kind little faery needed comfort 
that she would go somewhere private, espe-
cially a thoughtful little faery like Amber, who 
never wants anyone to have to worry about 
her. Amber had told Grandma that she feels so 
lucky that she can swoop and soar and never 
has to have operations or feel a lot of pain, like 
her big sister Kylie does, and that she admires 
how Kylie never complains.

Kylie and Chris talk to Grandma a lot, yet 
Amber usually does not say much at all. It 
warmed Grandma’s heart when Chris told her 
that Amber seems to trust her more than any-
one. Chris said Amber told their parents, Drs. 
Foster and Petunia Blossom, that Grandma 
is her best friend. Grandma says she feels a 
special bond with Amber too.

Did you know that my grandma was a 
counselor? She says she was trained to pay 
close attention to what others say and do. As 
Grandma thought back on the week of “the big 
fly,” she realized that Amber likely was afraid. 
Amber is just six years old and sometimes 
being six is not so easy. Sometimes a 6-year-
old worries and is frightened. Remembering 
the times she might have talked to Amber and 
reassured her that she would be careful when 
she tried to fly, tears spilled down Grandma’s 
face. Frankie and I told Grandma not to cry. 
We both gave her big hugs.

Grandma said to us: “Nora and Frankie, 
I think you should know something about 
Amber—she is a confident little faery. She 
is not afraid to try.” Grandma told us that she 
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thought Amber would not have thought twice 
about flying home by herself. Frankie asked 
Grandma what she meant about Amber not 
thinking twice. Grandma explained to Frankie 
that all she meant was that Amber would not 
hesitate to try flying home. And, Grandma 
said, Amber likely became upset at the lake 
during the time Grandma was trying to fly. 
Grandma was pretty sure that Amber wouldn’t 
want to steal her thunder either. Oh no, you 
guessed it: Frankie wanted to know what steal-
ing Grandma’s thunder means. So Grandma 
said that stealing her thunder would be like 
Amber taking attention away from Grandma 
when everyone was applauding her for try-
ing to fly. Then Grandma sighed and told us: 
“Sometimes Amber forgets she is little and has 
to tell someone where she is going.”

I guess you want me to tell you about 
Amber and if she is okay, don’t you? If you 
haven’t figured it out already, Grandma never 
tells a straight story. She goes one way, then 
another; but if we are patient, she eventu-
ally gets to the point. At 9 p.m. just like the 
Blossoms promised, a message arrived by 
faery carrier for Grandma saying the Blossoms 
were continuing to search all around the lake. 
This is what the note said: “Grandma, would 
you begin to look for Amber in the garden? 
Because it is so dark out, we really don’t think 
she would have gone there, so please don’t 
spend too much time looking. Don’t worry 
now because our little Amber is very clever. 
We are sure she is okay. It is simply so dark 
out that we cannot see her and she is a very 
quiet little faery as you well know. Sincerely, 
Petunia and Foster.” Have you ever visited 
northern Wisconsin? If you have, you know 
that when it gets really dark outside, all you 
can see are stars. When we visit Grandma  
and Grandpa in the summer and we are in  
our beds with lights out, Frankie and I will put 

our hands in front of us and we cannot even 
see them!

Back to the story, though Grandma said 
everything seemed perfectly clear the minute 
she read the Blossoms’ note. Grandma wished 
she had looked in the garden when she first 
got home. So as soon as the faery carrier flew 
off, Grandma grabbed her special faery lantern 
that hung on the gate. Walking into the garden, 
she quietly called out: “Amber, where are you? 
Please talk to me.” Grandma thought she heard 
sniffling. She asked: “Amber, is that you?” 
Then Grandma said: “I have been so worried 
about you, Amber. It is Grandma. Won’t you 
please come and talk to me?” Grandma said 
she reached out and, to her surprise, the little 
faery landed right on her outstretched hand. 
Grandma was startled at first. None of the 
faeries had come so close to her before. With 
the light from the faery lantern, Grandma 
could see Amber clearly for the first time. The 
lovely little faery was crying.

It was easy for Grandma to see that Amber 
needed some cheering up, so she teased her: 
“Amber, thank goodness it is you! When you 
first landed on my hand, I thought you were 
a pink cricket!” Amber giggled and softly 
exclaimed: “A pink cricket!” Grandma smiled; 
then she told Amber that her whole family was 
so worried about her and were looking for her 
at the big lake. Immediately Amber whistled a 
chirpy little tune and the bluebird faery carrier 
flew out of the darkness, landing on the branch 
next to Grandma’s outstretched hand. Amber 
said to the faery carrier: “Please take this 
message to the big lake: ‘Mom, Dad, Kylie and 
Chris, I am home in the garden with Grandma. 
I am very sorry I worried you. Love, Amber.’” 
The faery carrier wrote down what Amber said 
and flew off.

While they were waiting for the Blossoms 
to return to the garden, Grandma said to 
Amber: “You flew away from the big lake 

all by yourself and when I found you, you 
were crying. I am worried that my trying to 
fly frightened you, my little faery friend.” 
Amber choked up and tears filled her hazel 
eyes when she answered: “Grandma, I was 
very scared when you started to get dizzy from 
turning around and around over the water. I 
didn’t know what to do to help. My heart was 
pounding so hard, so I flew away. I am sorry, 
Grandma. I’m so happy you are alright.”

Grandma said she looked straight into 
Amber’s eyes and said: “Grandpa would never 
let anything happen to me, Amber. He may 
be silly but he looks out for me, just like your 
family looks out for you. You are such a fine 
little faery and when you laugh, it sounds, 
well it sounds…like a melodious tinkling of 
bells! It is an enchanting sound. I want to hear 
my sweet little faery friend Amber laugh a lot 
more often. Let’s talk to your family tomorrow 
and see how they might help you to have more 
fun. What do you say?” Amber nodded her 
head up and down and smiled. Grandma said: 
“Something you must promise me though…” 
“Anything Grandma,” Amber responded. 
Grandma looked at Amber very intently: 
“You must remember the safety rules. What 
is one rule you should never break?” Amber 
thought for a minute and answered: “I promise 
I will never fly away again without asking for 
permission.” “The right answer, my little pink 
cricket!” Grandma exclaimed. And the tinkling 
laughter of the lovely little faery filled the 
night with song.

Next time: “The Blossoms Have a Plan”

Eleanor Hanold has always wanted to write a children’s 
book that focuses on the experiences of undiagnosed 
children in a handicapped family, which was the topic 
of her dissertation, “The Forgotten Children—Siblings 
of the Handicapped: A Family Systems Perspective.” She 
has written numerous articles and presented various 
papers on this important topic.
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Sun-Powered Church
Highlights From the Ribbon-Cutting Ceremony

Than Hitt and Randall Tremba

Editor’s note: Wednesday morning, August 26,  
about 200 people gathered on the yard behind the 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church to celebrate  
the installation of 60 solar panels on the roof of the  
church’s Fellowship Hall. Below are excerpts from 
remarks made by Than Hitt, chair of the church  
solar panel working group, and by Randall Tremba,  
pastor of SPC.

Remarks by Than Hitt
We are here today to dedicate the largest 

community-supported solar project in West Virginia. 
Congratulations, Shepherdstown!

This project is good for the environment; it’s good 
for the church’s finances; it’s good for our community; 
and perhaps most important, it’s good for West Virginia, 
because what we’ve done here can be replicated by any 
organization in the state that wants to go solar.

I want to recognize some of the people who have 
made this project happen:

Members of the SPC Solar Working Group—thank 
you for many hours of work and dedication; members 
of the Shepherdstown Presbyterian church council 
and Finance Committee; Laurie and Greg Vaudreuil 
from Mosaic Power; the Shepherdstown Planning 
Commission and Historic Landmarks Commission; 
Mayor Jim Auxer—thank you for being here and 
supporting this project; students from Shepherdstown 
Elementary School—thank you for being here! This is 
your future we’re talking about.

When we began working on this project nearly three 
years ago, I could hardly imagine this moment. It began 
as a brainstorming session. It’s amazing what you can 
dream up over a cup of coffee in church!

When we started, we knew about the environmental 
benefits of solar power and we knew its long-term 
economic benefits, but we had no idea that this project 
could also build community and strengthen our resolve 
to work together for a clean energy future in Appalachia. 
And now we know it can.

I won’t lie to you and say that it has been easy. 
We’ve had to develop a new way for churches to over-
come obstacles for investment in solar power. With the 
diligent work of Dan Conant and Solar Holler, and the 
support of our neighbors in the community we’ve been 
able to do that.

These 60 solar panels serve as a symbol of our hope 
for the future of West Virginia. The system will produce 
nearly half the church’s electricity. It will cut greenhouse 
gas emissions and will provide long-term economic 
benefits to SPC. And it will cost the church one dollar.

Even better, it provides a model of how organiza-
tions can go solar in West Virginia—with the dedication 
and support of neighbors and friends instead of state or 
federal incentives.

This work is especially crucial for West Virginia— 
a state where energy production has long been part of 
who we are. We know the importance of energy and how 
our people, land, and water have been sacrificed in the 
pursuit of energy.

Our friends 
still suffering 
from a coal 
chemical spill 
in Charleston 
this year know 
this all too well. 
We need a more 
peaceful and 
sustainable path 
for energy in this 
state. And as a 
10th-generation 
West Virginian, 
I’m happy to be 
working with 
you toward this 
common goal.

Let the 
sun shine on 
Shepherdstown!

Remarks by Randall Tremba
Good morning. I am the pastor of SPC, which,  

I believe, now stands for Solar Presbyterian Church.
These solar panels reconnect this church to an 

old and long Christian tradition of reverence for and 
connectedness with Mother Earth—a reverence sadly 
forsaken over the past several hundred years.

In the 13th century, St. Francis composed a long 
hymn of praise to Mother Earth, Sister Water, Brother 
Wind, and Sister Moon, but it begins this way:

Be praised, my Lord, through all your creatures,
especially through my lord Brother Sun,
who brings the day; you give light through him.
He is beautiful and radiant in all his splendor!
Of you, Most High, Brother Sun bears your likeness.
This sun-powered project will make a lot of 

Presbyterians, living and dead, very happy. Let  
me explain.

The roof on which these 60 panels rest was built  
in 2001. The roof was built on top of rooms that were 
built on top of a flat roof over an annex that was  
built in 1952. Originally called “the Presbyterian wart” 
because it was so ugly, it was eventually called the 
Fellowship Hall.

The Fellowship Hall is attached to the main 
Meeting House, which was built in 1836 (25 years 
before the Civil War) by a community of Presbyterians 

first organized on the banks of the Potomac in 1743  
(33 years before there was a United States of America).

James Rumsey was also born in 1743. Steam power 
would soon be the talk of the town and the world. And 
now we’re talking solar power.

These solar panels would make those founding 18th 
century Presbyterians very happy because, in case you 
didn’t know, most of them were Scots and the Scots like 
nothing more than saving a penny.

Think Andrew Mellon. These panels will save us 
many a penny.

As much as frugality, the Scots also love techno-
logical inventions.

Think Alexander Graham Bell.
The Scots also love the natural world, and they  

work to keep it whole and holy. Think John Muir, son  
of a Scottish Presbyterian minister. So you see, love  
of nature is in our DNA. At its best the Presbyterian 
tradition nurtures human oneness with the earth and all 
its creatures.

Every Sunday as part of worship, a child of our 
church blesses animals, plants, and a feature of the earth 
of his or her selection. Last Sunday, little Jordan Hughes 
blessed rivers.

As much as Presbyterians like frugality, invention, 
and nature, we also like being ahead of the times. We 
don’t mind being first. Think Sally Ride. First woman 
into space. Also a Presbyterian.

And last but not least, there is John Calvin, founder 
of the Presbyterian tradition. In the 16th century,  
Calvin challenged the status quo and conventional 
wisdom with ideas we now know as democracy— 
many kinds of people working together for the common 
good. Calvin became an early advocate of universal 
literacy and public education in order to promote the 
common good.

And that’s what this solar project is ultimately  
about: the common good. For people, creatures, and 
Mother Earth.

As happy as this project makes Presbyterians, I 
hope it makes our civic community just as happy and 
proud. For this project could not have happened without 
ecumenical and communal support.

We Presbyterians have a practice of ordaining 
ordinary people for works of justice and compassion. 
We ordain such people with a ritual called the laying on 
hands—the power of love passed from one to another to 
another. So today I invite you to form a web, a grid of 
love and support. At the designated moment, place your 
hands on the shoulders of the person in front of you, 
all the way to the smallest Hitt, named Hazel, who will 
make a big hit for Shepherdstown and the state of West 
Virginia as she cuts the ribbon.
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Ready for the ribbon cutting!

Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church 
with it’s new solar panels
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

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

Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
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

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

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

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets

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

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

All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends  
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown 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

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org 

Trinity Episcopal
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

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
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

2nd Act Church
meets at Shepherdstown Middle School

Rob Davis, Pastor
E-mail: rob@2ndactchurch.org

Sunday Services: 10 a.m.
www.2ndactchurch.org

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

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

Youth Faith Class: 10:00 a.m. 
nsumc@frontiernet.net

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Catholic Parish
106 South Duke Street
Father Mathew Rowgh

Telephone: (304) 876-6436
Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.

Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

www.StAgnesShepherdstown.org

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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Byliners
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
Bill & Patricia Carrigan
Margaret Drennen
Erdem Ergin
Rosamund & Joel Garner
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad Hammann
Jack Huyett
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
Michael & Bonnie Austin
Tom Banks
Pat Barnes
Mary Bell
Linda & L Dow Benedict
Patricia Donohoe &  

Dr. David Borchard
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Judith & Marc Briod
Frances Brolle
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
Diana Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Eleanor Finn
Susan & Richard Fletcher
Rosemary Geist
Gillespie Family
John Gordon
Annette Gottschalk van Hilst
William & Jeanaine Hammond
Marianne Howard &  

Rufus Hedrick

Sharon & Al Henderson
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
Mary & James Holland
Beverly & Robert Hughes
Tinu Mathew & Oommen Jacob
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Lucetta & Marten Jenkins
Stanley & Judith Jones
James Keel
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Jack Kendall
Susan Kennedy
Ronald Kepple
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
John & Judith Lilga
Mary Ellen & Greg Lloyd
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Chris Mark
Dorothy & George Marshall
Floyd Miller
Althea & Frank Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Rhea & Russell Moyer, Jr.
Esther & Tim Murphy
Betty Myers
Gary Nisewarner
Vina & Vincent Parmesano
Suzanne Patrick
Ralph & Laura Petrie
Mary & Franco Posa
Arthur & Rebecca Prather, III
Donna & Charles Printz
Martha & Robert Rizzo
Harry & Joyce Robinson
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Marsha & Ralph Scorza

Suzanne & Garland Shackelford
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
Sara Smith
Donna Windsor & Alton Smith
Mary & Mark Smith
Fred & Sarah Soltow
Vergie Spiker
James & Mary Staley
Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Janet & Oscar Stine
Clifton Stubblefield
Susan Swanda
Gloria & Robert Thatcher
Elizabeth Walter
James & Sandra Watkins
Carolyn & Joe Weaver
Judy Weese
Mildred & Fred Wells
JD & GM Williamson
Esther Wood
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Lynn & Chesley Yellott
Jack & Martha Young
Susanne Offutt &  

Michael Zagarella

Friends
Jane & Lawrence Blash
Odetta Brown
Patricia & Charles Brown
Michael Churchey
Richard Conard
Ruth Conard
James Davis
Karen Davison
Margaret Didden
Paul & Eileen Elliott
Lara Engebretson
George Eriksen-Gerum

Aldene Etter
Gladys Garrett
Paul Karaskevicus
Mary & Walter Logan
Daniel & Teresa Mason
Shirley Myers
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Janet Olcott
Addie Ours
Rebecca Phipps
Millie Riley
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.

DONORS

GOOD NEWS PAPER RADIO HOUR!
Second Saturdays at 11:00 a.m. | Shepherd University Radio
Co-Hosts: Michael Zagarella and Murray Deutchman | WSHC 89.7 FM
www.897wshc.org/listen-live

The basic format of the show is to have a conversation with interesting 
people in this area who do good things. If you know someone who  
you think fits this description, send the suggestion to:  
mzaudiology@yahoo.com.

For guests and topics, go to  

www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
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BLUE MOON CAFE

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

bluemoonshepherdstown Corner of Princess &
.com High Streets
 Shepherdstown, WV
 304.876.1920
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Blue Ridge
Community &

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

Schmitt Construction Company

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors

129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

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

 Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

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

SHEPHERDSTOWN
PEDAL & PADDLE

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

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

101

TREE QUESTIONS?
Contact a certi  ed arborist.

304-876-3104
www.trees101.net

Educati on | Consulti ng | Tree Care

Potomac Integrative Health
304-579-4746

david didden, md

207 S Princess St, Ste 11
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 fax 304-579-4673

Potomac Integrative Health
304-579-4746

david didden, md

207 S Princess St, Ste 11
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 fax 304-579-4673

Potomac Integrative Health
304-579-4746

david didden, md

207 S Princess St, Ste 11
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 fax 304-579-4673

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

lawyer@camillettilaw.com

David A. Camilletti
Attorney

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

Jack Berkley, Psy.D., Pllc
CONSULTING & CLINICAL PSYCHOLOGY

Licensed Psychologist, WV, ICADC

Mailing Address: The Entler Hotel
P.O. Box 3225 129 East German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 Shepherdstown, WV

Phone 304-283-4912 • Fax 304-876-1765

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Things have you  
feeling Boxed In?

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

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