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Finding Home
Randall Tremba
How does it feel
To be on your own
With no direction home
Like a complete unknown
Like a rolling stone?
—Bob Dylan

I

was ordained as a Presbyterian minister in Southern
California in September of 1973. I had a bachelor
of arts in philosophy from Wheaton College in
Illinois. I had a master’s of divinity degree from Fuller
Theological Seminary in Pasadena, the most prestigious
evangelical seminary in the world. I had a promising
career ahead.
And then nine months after my ordination, the
world I counted on ended. I lost the love of my life.
Heaven and earth collapsed. I tumbled into an abyss.
Over the next six months my body kept going, but
my spirit was as good as dead. I trekked through Canada
and then across Europe, looking for something I never
found. When I came back to the States I drove aimlessly
about, staying with friends and relatives here and there.
Still looking for something I couldn’t name.
And then in late November 1974, 40 years ago, on a
whim, I took a rambling route from my cousin’s home in
Washington, D.C., to my parents’ home in Youngstown,
Ohio, for Thanksgiving. That rambling route happened
to carry me across the Potomac and Shenandoah rivers
at Harpers Ferry. And there I saw something I’d never
seen before—the Blue Ridge Mountains and those
legendary rivers swirling together. And just like that,
something clicked.
On a hunch—and with no other place to call
home—I rented a room in a large house across from
the Fort Drive-In Theater on Route 340 and took a job
as a pruner for Walnut Hill apple orchard. It paid $1.25
an hour.
I had never been so alone.
I was outside nearly every day, often in the freezing
cold. I worked with a group of good-hearted, hardscrabble, chain-smoking, illiterate men. And somehow
my broken spirit began to heal. I was 27 years old.
One of those men took note of my sorry status and suggested I check out Shepherdstown where, as he put it,
co-eds abound.
And so, on a cold December day with a light snow
falling, I drove for the first time across the thrilling and
treacherous Halltown Pike into Shepherdstown—not
to check out co-eds so much as to check out a rumor,
a rumor of a quaint and charming small town nestled
beside the Potomac.

I turned left off Princess Street onto German Street
and thought I’d driven onto a movie set—two compact
blocks of 19th-century storefronts and sundry rooflines.
After a 25-cent cup of coffee at Betty’s, I walked around
and came upon the Presbyterian church. I opened the
front door and walked in.
At that point in my life, I had been in so many
different churches I’d lost count. And at that particular
time, I really wanted nothing more to do with church.
I was disillusioned with life in general and the institutional church in particular.
But I was curious. I was curious about this peculiarlooking church; it seemed more like a New England
Quaker Meeting House than any Presbyterian church I’d
ever seen.
When I opened that door and walked in, it never
occurred to me that this was a “church of last resort.”
But, as it turns out, that’s what it was for me.
It was a Saturday. No one else was there. I
was alone.
I saw tired blue paint peeling off the walls. I saw a
faded, threadbare blue carpet. I saw worn pews—straight
and hard.
I saw a foreboding dark mahogany pulpit and
behind it two tall chairs and a sofa, all upholstered with
black cloth. And I saw the old rugged cross hanging in
the arch, dead center.
I should have turned and left.
But I stayed.
I stood under the balcony, trying to take it all in.
But, instead, something was taking me in—a certain
spirit that, I would learn later, arose from the wounded
and dying sons of this nation who lay on that floor and
the floors of many other buildings in this generous town
in the fall of 1862, bleeding and pleading for mercy
and grace.
I was standing on holy ground, in a house of
prayer, in a hallowed village.
As I stood there that cold December day, I had no
idea that the church’s current pastor would suddenly
resign four months later, leaving that church in the
lurch. Nor did I know that at his suggestion I would be
asked to preach there on Sundays until a “real minister”
could be found.

No, I wasn’t insulted in the least by that notion.
I had no intention of staying with that or any other
church. I would stay for a while and then get on with
my life.
The congregation was small. But their hearts were
big and full of grace. Even though I was a wreck and
not much of a preacher, they took me in. They saw more
in me than I saw in myself. They cared for me, said nice
things about my obtuse, rambling sermons, and unwittingly mended my broken heart.
I couldn’t believe what I’d found.
Sometimes you have to leave home to find it.
A year went by and still no real minister had
been found. I was given some time off. I flew back to
California to see old friends and fell in love with one. I
couldn’t wait for her to see Shepherdstown and meet the
kind and quirky souls of this quaint village.
And so in March 1976, Paula caught a red-eye from
San Francisco to Washington, on a one-way ticket and
a hunch. We didn’t know much about anything or how
things would unfold. After all, as James Rumsey once
said, heaven only knows how it will all turn out.
Forty years ago this month, a certain small town
experienced in the art of tending the wounded took me
in and opened a door on a world of grace. I’ve been trying to repay that debt of love ever since.
Randall Tremba was installed as the official pastor of
the Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church in July 1976.
He and Paula are parents of Jonah, Nathanael, and
Amanda and grandparents of Angie, Paula, Eli, and
Evan Wyatt. He has been the executive editor of the
GOOD NEWS PAPER since its founding in 1979.
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Kate Walsh Found Her Spot
Claire Stuart
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K

ate Walsh is a vivacious woman with an infectious, friendly smile. She can probably cheer
anyone who needs cheering, and she doubtless meets a number of such people in her work as the
resident massage therapist in the Shepherd University
Wellness Center.
Of course, many people like to get a massage
simply because it relieves stress, makes them feel good,
or relaxes them after a workout. However, a massage
therapist also sees others who are in pain or have lost
mobility caused by things such as sports injuries, accidents, and strokes.
Before becoming a massage therapist, Walsh, a
people person, had always held jobs in customer service.
She worked in the Shepherd bookstore, leaving to help
run a retail store. When her company moved to another
state, the employees had a choice to relocate or lose
their jobs. She chose not to relocate.
Walsh wondered what she would like to do next and
whether she should return to school and learn something
entirely new. She says that her husband reminded her
that she had been good in anatomy in school, liked
people, and liked getting massages. He suggested she
think about massage therapy.
She enrolled in massage school in 2006 and loved it.
“I found my spot in the universe!” she said.
Walsh attended the Shenandoah School of
Therapeutic Massage in Edinburgh, Virginia, an institution she described as “very picky” about the students it
accepts. Prospective students had to go through three
interviews, one at a time, before going on to another.
After passing the third interview, Walsh was invited
to attend.
The program took a year and a half, with a lot of
grueling course work. “It was hard work. We studied
from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. every day,” she recalled.
Therapeutic massage covers a wide spectrum
and includes many specialties. Walsh took classes in
pediatric massage, massage for children with autism,
sports therapy, and even animal massage—and earned
certification in all of them. She particularly liked the
deep tissue massage used in sports therapy.
To complete her studies, Walsh was required to
work on 50 people and write a paper about how she had
helped them. Where was I going to find 50 people? she
wondered.
She racked her brain and finally was inspired to call
her former employer at the Shepherd bookstore, figuring
that the college would be an ideal place to find a large
number of people.
She explained her situation, saying, “I’m desperate!
Find me 50 people!”
She was introduced to Jim Sweeney, coach of
Shepherd’s women’s soccer team, and she found
50 soccer-playing women who were happy to get a
therapeutic massage. At that time, Shepherd’s Wellness
Center had recently opened. Walsh scoped it out, didn’t

Shepherd University Wellness Center massage therapist
Kate Walsh works on a client.

see any other massage therapists on hand, and wondered
if an ideal opportunity had just been presented to her.
“I asked Jim Sweeney who their massage therapist
was, and he said that they didn’t have one.” Walsh
remembers that September 22, 2009, was the exact date
she began her practice in the Wellness Center. It was on
a trial basis but it worked out, and she has been there
ever since.
When she first started work on campus, she offered
a chair massage as a way of introducing herself. She
recalls that she hadn’t anticipated (but should have) the
groups of snickering young men sidling past, egging
each other on to make wisecracks about massage. She
laughed it off and chalked it up to their age and gender.
“They didn’t teach us to expect that in massage school!”
she said.

Walsh explains that she does not work directly
for Shepherd. She is a private contractor, but she maintains an office/massage room in the Wellness Center.
She is very happy with this arrangement because she
did not want to have a practice requiring her to make
home visits, or have people come to her home or a
private office.
Initially, her practice consisted mostly of Shepherd
students. “At first, students were my bread-and-butter,”
she said, “but the recession hit and business from students fell off.”
She explained that students have to pay for their
own massage therapy because the college does not refer
students on sports teams to her or pay her to treat them.
Team trainers deal with sports injuries, she said. She
does, however, treat individual football, baseball, and
soccer players who choose to come to her for therapy.
Community members were always some of her
clients, and business from them has steadily increased
to where she now treats more community members than
students. She also works on faculty and staff.
Walsh doesn’t keep regular daily office hours, but
she works within the hours that the Wellness Center is
open, including many evenings and weekends.
“I get lawyers on Saturdays and doctors on
Sundays!” she laughed.
She prefers that people call and make appointments,
but she is willing to take walk-ins if she is on campus
and can accommodate them. She sometimes gets emergency calls during her off time. She once got a call in
the evening while she was in a salon getting her toenails
done! A man had had an accident and was in pain, so
she arranged to meet him in the Wellness Center.
Walsh enjoys her work and likes helping people
relax and feel better, both physically and mentally. Her
compassion extends to animals, too, and her home is full
of pets.
“Every one of them found me,” she explained.
The menagerie includes a pit bull that had been badly
abused, a red lab pup, and mother-and-daughter terriers
found wandering a road. Walsh said there had been
another terrier sibling that she had taken to extensive
chemotherapy treatments, but who eventually died of
cancer. She also adopted an old cat, which became
attached to her own two cats in a boarding facility while
her house was being renovated.
“I get this naturally,” she said, adding that she was
welcoming her mother, who was moving in with two
pugs and four rescued cats.
Walsh’s message to everyone: “Be good to each
other. And get a massage!”

Claire Stuart is the pen name of someone in the
witness protection program who just couldn’t bear to
stop writing. There is also a beautiful, young British
actress by the same name.
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Dear Reader,
As always you hold the future of the GOOD NEWS PAPER in your hands.
This is our one and only appeal for financial gifts. Thanks to you we are entering our 36th year with no
debt but one: a debt of gratitude to you. And with your continuing help, we can keep on publishing the best
little free (but not cheap) newspaper in the whole world!
Our first issue was published in May 1979 with a press run of 1,000 copies. We now print 13,000 copies
and mail nearly 12,000. Virtually every mailbox within five miles of Shepherdstown gets a copy—and, by
request, hundreds more from Maine to California and from Alaska to Florida. Nearly 20,000 people read
each issue.
The GOOD NEWS PAPER is free because dozens of people—writers, editors, typists, photographers,
illustrators, proofreaders, and designers—donate their time and talent. Among them: designer Melinda
Schmitt, photographic editor Nan Doss, photographer Jamie Lawrence, copy editors Rie Wilson and Claire
Stuart, proofreaders Carolina Ford and Betty Lou Bryant, typist Kathy Reid, pre-publication editor Libby
Howard, and regular writers Claire Stuart, Hannah Cohen, Murray Deutchman, Mary Bell, Ed Zahniser,
Mark Madison, Wendy Mopsik, Sue Kennedy, John Case, Todd Cotgreave, and new children’s story writer
Eleanor Hanold. Marellen Aherne is our new Artworks editor.
We are grateful to John Snyder for donating design and set-up services at HBP in Hagerstown. Lex Miller
faithfully distributes 1,000 copies to shops, restaurants, and visitor centers.
Volunteers keep the cost of producing this community magazine to an absolute minimum. Each quarterly
issue costs about $3,000 to print and mail—$12,000 a year. Our Business & Service Directory brings in
$4,800. The several religious communities of the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association contribute another
$1,500. The rest comes from you.
And your gifts do come in—ranging from $5 to $300. Please send your gift today. You may use the
enclosed self-addressed envelope—if it hasn’t fallen out! If it’s missing, please put GNP, P.O. Box 1212,
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 on an envelope, stamp it, stuff it, and mail it. Make checks payable to the Good
News Paper, or simply GNP, and help keep a good thing going for another year.
Sincerely,

Randy
Randall W. Tremba
Executive Editor
P.S. Give a gift subscription to your friends or relatives. They’ll thank you for it. It’s absolutely free, of
course. Use the handy coupon on page 2.

GOOD NEWS PAPER • WINTER 2014

6

Jefferson High Graduates: Where Are They Now?

Mountaineer Band Director
John Hendricks
Hannah Cohen

Hendricks played trombone in the marching
band when he was a student at Jefferson High.

Conducting as band director at Spencer High
School in 1983

the university’s bands. Because WVU
football keeps fans watching the game,
the marching band is broadcast throughout living rooms on game days, but “The
Pride of West Virginia” is not the only
stupendously talented and entertaining
band that WVU can boast. Others include
the Wind Symphony, the Symphonic
Band, the Concert Band, the Basketball
Pep Band, and the Volleyball Pep Band.
What goes without saying is that since
high school, Hendricks has seen his
share of concert venues and sporting
events—especially football games. As
an undergraduate student, he played
at the final game in the Mountaineers’
now retired stadium and performed at
the opening game of the current Milan
Puskar stadium. He has attended every
WVU home game since 1993.
Now, as the director of bands,
Hendricks oversees all of the WVU
bands, as well as advising graduate
students, conducting the Wind Symphony,
and serving as assistant dean for the
College of Creative Arts. Juggling

GOOD NEWS PAPER • WINTER 2014

multiple roles is what band students and
directors do best. What audiences view
and hear is the result of countless hours
and immeasurable dedication and organization. Hendricks attests to his learned and
practiced powers of organization, which
allow him to handle the rigors of his many
roles at the university.
From what Hendricks has seen, band
prepares its members for many career
fields. Band members must manage
their academic course load in addition to
long hours of practice. This necessitates
dedication, teamwork, creativity, patience,
and a positive outlook. As assistant dean,
Hendricks is responsible for recruiting and
retaining students. He encourages prospective students to visit the campus and learn
what a day in the life of a student in the
creative arts entails.
A day in the life of John Hendricks
is rarely monotonous. Especially when
his obligations rely on the success of
multiple teams’ seasons. Under his direction, the Wind Symphony performs four
concerts each year and periodically travels. In March 2015 it will play a concert

Conducting the WVU Wind Symphony

in Chicago at the prestigious Symphony
Hall.
On any given day Hendricks might be
found in his office coordinating the details
of a travel schedule, budget, or upcoming
concert. He could be advising one of his
graduate students or rehearsing with his
Wind Symphony. Or attending meetings or
corresponding with prospective students.
When he is not on campus, Hendricks
enjoys traveling with his wife, Carolyn,
to whom he has been married 22 years.
His office walls hold framed pictures of
a photography hobby. Asked whether he
listens to anything other than the music he
chooses for either instruction or concert,
he laughs. When the notes of future and
past concerts are not reverberating in
his head, he enjoys classical and, more
recently, Christian music. He still occasionally plays the trombone.
Hendricks is a role model for many
students who keep in touch after they
graduate and assume roles as band directors. Some reflect on moments when they
are standing on their podiums holding a
baton, and something John Hendricks used
to say to them when they were students
comes rolling off their tongues.
Music selections that Hendricks
played in the WVU band are still played
today. He never tires of those songs. A
band director always rallies to reenergize
and entertain listeners. Hendricks’s passion
for what he does has not dwindled. Like
his favorite song the marching band plays,
the Shaker hymn “Simple Gifts”:
’Tis the gift to be simple,
’Tis the gift to be free,

Hendricks at a bowl game with WVU’s
Mountaineer Marching Band

’Tis the gift to come down where
we ought to be,
PHOTOS SUPPLIED BY J. HENDRICKS

J

ohn Hendricks’s professional career
began when he learned to play the
trombone in fifth grade. Since then,
the current director of bands at West
Virginia University has both played and
directed scores of notes.
Hendricks grew up in Shepherdstown
and played in the Shepherdstown Junior
High and Jefferson High School bands.
He graduated from Jefferson in 1979.
Hendricks remembers when the West
Virginia University marching band
performed a guest show on the JHS
football field when he was high school
student. Watching them play, Hendricks
promised to become a member of that
band. Fulfilling his goal, Hendricks went
on to attend West Virginia University and
became a trombonist in the WVU bands.
As a young leader, Hendricks served
as drum major for Shepherdstown Junior
High School. At WVU, he was selected to
be section leader, rank leader, and finally
drum major. Modeled by his former band
directors, Glen Paddock (Shepherdstown
Junior High), David Wilson (Jefferson
High), and Don Wilcox (West Virginia
University), Hendricks aspired to be as
influential to others as they were to him,
instilling a passion for music with the
camaraderie of being a member of a
band program.
In 1983, upon receiving his bachelor’s
degree in music, Hendricks’s first band
director position relocated him to Roane
County, West Virginia, at Spencer High
School. After five years there, Hendricks
aspired to continue his education, which
would enable him to instruct at a collegiate level. He returned to WVU and
matriculated through a master of conducting program, which led to his promotion
as the Rutgers University athletic band
director in New Jersey.
Our mountains kept calling, and in
1993 Hendricks returned to West Virginia,
accepting the position as assistant
band director at WVU. He has been a
Mountaineer ever since.
Throughout his ongoing career at
WVU, Hendricks has conducted for all

And when we find ourselves in
the place just right
’Twill be in the valley of love
and delight.
Hannah Cohen learned to play the
flute in fifth grade at Shepherdstown
Elementary School. Her brief musical
career included some marching.

7

No More Sliding Down the Pole
Murray Deutchman

PHOTOS BY MURRAY DEUTCHMAN

C

hristopher Mullendore is the fire chief for the
Sharpsburg Volunteer Fire Department. He lives
in Keedysville, Maryland with his wife and oneyear-old son. The fire department lifestyle and service
to his community are in his DNA. His father, Douglas
Mullendore, is the former fire chief in Boonsboro,
Maryland, and now is the sheriff of Washington County.
Mullendore joined the fire department as a junior
member when he was 16 years old and has been
involved in its activities ever since. He is a volunteer
firefighter, like every other member of the Sharpsburg
Fire Department, though most are also professional, paid
firefighters in other nearby jurisdictions. Mullendore is
a paid firefighter for Frederick County, Maryland. He
actually refers to his volunteer work at Sharpsburg as
a hobby. Not many people can say that their hobby is
saving lives.
Mullendore has a bachelor’s degree in fire service
and is enrolled in the four-year Executive Fire Officers
Program at the National Fire Academy in Emmitsburg,
Maryland—where only 1 percent of applicants are
admitted. He is an instructor at many of the fire departments in Maryland and at the Maryland Fire and Rescue
Institute. Mullendore became formally associated with
the Sharpsburg Fire Company in 2000 and became chief
in June 2014.
The Sharpsburg Volunteer Fire Department was
started in 1943, and its facility on West Chapline Street
in Sharpsburg was built that same year. It is staffed
entirely by volunteers—58 total firefighters, including
five females. Although the firefighters are volunteers,
they are considered employees and receive benefits.
There are also a number of non-firefighting volunteers
who help with the administrative tasks of the firehouse.
The department has two fire engines, one brush truck,
and an officer vehicle. The volunteers have given timely
response to more than 99 percent of the calls they
receive with at least four firefighters in attendance. They
receive 400 to 500 calls a year.
The leadership of the fire company is sort of two
headed. There is Mullendore, the fire chief, and his
deputy fire chief, the assistant chief, two captains, and
two lieutenants. Alongside this hierarchy are the board
of directors and the president of the fire company, Jay
Brandenburg. In 2010 planning began for an expansion
of the facility in Sharpsburg, and the new firehouse is
almost finished.
The fire department is separate from the Sharpsburg
Area Emergency Medical Service unit, whose offices
and equipment are right next to the firehouse, but the
two work together closely. An EMS unit responds with
most fire calls. When planning first started for the new
building, it was hoped that the two services could share
the facility, but financial considerations prevented these
joint plans from going forward. As it is now, when
the fire department moves into the new building, the
Sharpsburg EMS may take over the old one.

Fire Chief Christopher Mullendore

Sharpsburg Fire Department

Inside the fire department building

The new building will be finished by the end
of November or early December and will cost about
$900,000. It sits right next to the old firehouse and
will be able to house all the firefighting vehicles and
equipment. It also will have offices, a full kitchen,
bathrooms and shower facilities, sleeping quarters, and
a lounge/TV room. It has storage for all the equipment
and gear needed to respond to all types of fire and
safety emergencies, including water rescues. The floor

of the firehouse, which is required to hold all the heavy
equipment, is made of an epoxy with concrete. It has
plumbing to provide radiant heat.
It was a shame to see that the old method of reaching the fire equipment from the second floor—down a
fire pole—is no longer a fixture of the firehouse. I was
sure that every firefighter had to become proficient at
this. My earliest recollection of a fire department was a
field trip my second grade class took where we each got
to ride down the pole with a fireman.
The two fire engines now in service are reaching
the end of their life cycles. They cost about $500,000
each, and plans and funding are being prepared for their
replacement. About one-quarter of the funding needed to
provide firefighting services comes from donations from
the public. Another quarter of the funding comes from
the county and state, and about one-half comes from
fundraising events held each year. The annual budget
exceeds $200,000.
Emergency calls in Washington County are routed
from the 911 call center near Williamsport, Maryland.
Sharpsburg’s area of coverage is about 36 square
miles, and its fire department has responsibility for
the Fairplay area, another 16 square miles. It provides
protection for about 2,600 households and about
5,800 residents.
The Sharpsburg Fire Department has a very strong
working relationship with the Shepherdstown Fire
Department. When one department has to respond to a
call in its area, the other is on alert to assist and provide
coverage if needed.
Chief Mullendore wants to remind all local
residents that with the coming of winter, the fire department’s busy season will arrive. Home fires are caused
mainly by improperly located wood stoves, failure of
residents to clean their chimneys and flues, dangerous
placement of space heaters, and improper use of oil
and kerosene heaters. He urges residents to do a safety
check of their homes now to forestall these mostly
preventable tragedies.
It is the express purpose of the Sharpsburg
Volunteer Fire Department and all its volunteers
“to protect the property and lives of the citizens of
Sharpsburg and surrounding communities.” When I
asked Mullendore what made him dedicate his time as
a volunteer to the department, considering that he was
already a professional, paid firefighter for Frederick,
he said that he grew up in this area and wanted to give
something back to his home community—and did not
want to forget where he came from.

Murray Deutchman formerly practiced law in
Montgomery County, Maryland, for 35 years and now is
an author and resides near Sharpsburg.
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Stephen Miller of Rellim Orchard

PHOTOS BY TODD COTTGREAVE

Todd Cotgreave

Mixed apples for sale

R

ellim Orchard in Kearneysville is the second
oldest orchard still in operation in West Virginia
and has been placed on the National Register of
Historic Sites. Dr. Stephen Miller is the fourth generation Miller to run the orchard, and it is really getting in
the way of his woodworking hobby.
“My occupation is…well, I’m retired! I run an
orchard full time just for the fun of it. My real hobby
is woodworking. I have a very nice shop. I built it four
years ago and hardly get a chance to use it.”
In 1880 Mr. Turner gave 60 acres of “Turners Hill”
to his daughter Susan and her husband Abraham Miller.
Abraham named the farm Rellim, which was his last
name spelled backward, in hopes that it would add interest and distinguish it from other Miller farms. He was a
plantsman and dairy farmer, selling plants from hotbeds,
along with quince and dairy products. In 1929 his son
Paul took over the farm and, with disdain for the regulations on the commercial dairy industry, started planting
fruit trees. Then the farm became an orchard only.
“If my grandfather thought there were too many
government regulations on dairy farmers then, what do
you think he’d say now? He’d go nuts!”
Planted during the Great Depression, the oldest tree
at Rellim fell last year under a high apple yield. The oldest trees still standing now are in a row that was planted
back in 1956. Modern orchardists don’t use older trees.
They are too tall and require lots of labor to get the
apples. Current techniques get as much fruit as possible
with minimal effort, which is not always the way it’s
done at Rellim. This season alone Dr. Miller (age 70)
has lofted a ladder into more than a thousand trees,
looking at apple after apple to determine if it is ready to
be picked. He says there is a completely different taste
to fruit that is fully mature when it is picked.
Since he was a boy, he loved coming out to the
orchard. He recalls that so many people were there all
the time. There were plenty of trees to climb and family
and friends to run around with. Dr. Miller recalls his
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Dr. Stephen Miller

family’s love of baseball. They would save up apples for
grading, and then turn on the radio as high as it would
go so they could listen to the World Series while they
worked. The whooping and hollering of 15 to 20 people
would fill the barn as the announcer called the game.
“Part of the love affair and mystique with the
orchard were the people. I was speaking with Ron
Slonaker, who was practically raised on Jefferson
Orchards, and we both agreed, it’s work now. Back in the
days when we were young it was fun; the people made it
fun. Now I’m down to me and it’s work.”
Dr. Miller had known since he was a young man
that he loved the farm and the work done on it. He loved
the machinery and the trees, being outside, and all the
people involved. His father discouraged him from being
an orchardist, saying that it was a lot of hard work for
little pay. So he set his sights on the supervisor’s job
at the West Virginia University experimental farm in
Kearneysville. His father advised that he would need a
PhD if he was to do that, but it would be the best of both
worlds. He could still be around the trees and the work
he liked but also be able to make a decent living. After
receiving his doctorate, he got a job at the USDA station
where he worked for 32 years, retiring as the director.
“I still enjoy pruning trees. After three or four
months, it gets to be a drag, but I enjoy it. To me it’s a
design thing. I look at each tree as a work of art. I’m
trying to make it what it ought to be, to make it perfect.”
In the 1950s, there were nearly 30 orchards in
Jefferson County, some as large as five or six hundred
acres. The then superintendent of the WVU experimental farm, Ed Gould, said that a time would come when
the land will be too valuable to grow fruit. Today there
are less than half a dozen commercial orchards, of those
only a few are multigenerational.
Rellim Orchard is a holdout from 135 years ago.
Grand oaks stand at the entrance to the farm and the
smell of apples in decay on the orchard floor make you
aware that you are not in the supermarket. Most of the

Rellim entrance sign on Route 480 south

customers have been coming for years and years because
the apples are perfect, handpicked by a man on a ladder
who smiles and jokes and loves what he does.
Todd Cotgreave is chief operating officer at WSHC FM
and purveyor of inebriants for Reid’s Distributor.
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Shepherd
University’s
Scene Stealers
Make a Splash
Mary Bell

Scene Stealers executive board for the
2014-2015 season: (clockwise from top left)
President, Paul Cabell; Vice president, Matt
Rothenberg; Treasurer, Candace Kenney;
Secretary, Sydney Clark

some of the people back stage, and her
attention was riveted on them.
“I knew then that’s what I wanted to
do. I was hooked,” she said.
Paul Cabell, the president of Scene
Stealers, describes himself as painfully
shy as a child, but he always enjoyed
performing and working on shows at
church or wherever he could. Cabell
broke through his shyness when his uncle
took him to New York City, where he saw
Rent, The Lion King, and Gypsy.
“That transformed me,” he said.
The Scene Stealers advertise
auditions through flyers, Facebook,
and information night at Shepherd
University. They rehearse almost daily,
with the whole cast and crew assembling
at least once a week. The directors are
tough—they stick to a rehearsal schedule
posted on their website, and performers
must know their lines. Any Shepherd
student who wants to make this time
commitment can participate in some way
in Scene Stealers, and usually
about 16 to 20 people are involved in
each production.

PHOTO BY BECKY WASHEL
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T

here is a moment in musical theater.
The orchestra pit stops tuning. The
audience settles, chatter becomes a
murmur and then fades. The house lights
go down, and the audience, expectant and
optimistic, looks to the stage, ready to be
taken to someplace they’ve never been.
That is the moment Shepherd University’s
Scene Stealers create.
The Scene Stealers began in 2011,
when a small group of Shepherd students
wanted to increase their opportunities to
participate in musical theater productions.
With the vision to start a student group
to produce shows, they contacted Rachel
Meads, director of student activities at
Shepherd University, who applauded
their initiative and encouraged them to
move forward. With a green light from
the Student Government Association, the
Scene Stealers were born.
Before coming to Shepherd, these
musical theater lovers had performed
in shows or worked on the production
end of shows, but as Scene Stealers,
this group must do everything from
obtaining the rights for a production to
cleaning the theater after performances.
The Scene Stealers began by performing
reviews instead of full musical productions. For their musical reviews, the
Scene Stealers chose songs and scenes
from musical theater and arranged them
around a common theme. Having met
with success and sellout audiences, they
tackled full productions, including Rent,
Godspell, and their most recent production, Spring Awakening.
Sydney Clark, who serves as secretary
on Scene Stealers’ executive board, grew
up watching and listening to her mother’s
collection of musicals on VHS, singing
and dancing along with Mary Martin,
Shirley Jones, and Gordon McRea. Clark
recalls that, when she was about nine years
old, she saw a production of The Music
Man. From where she sat, Clark could see

Scene Stealers productions of The 25th Annual Putnam County Spelling Bee (top), and Godspell (bottom)

Both Dr. Robert Tudor, the Scene
Stealers’ faculty adviser, and Meads
emphasize that the students do it all. “The
Scene Stealers student group provides
excellent community theater opportunities
for Shepherd University students.” “They
bring a diverse performance experience
to students in the university community,
and their dedication to the performance
experience is exceptional.” Tudor said.
Meads explained, “The reason the
students founded the group was to create
additional opportunities for students
to gain more real-world experiences in
musical theater to help make them more
competitive in a very tough job market. I
was extremely impressed with their talent,
drive, and motivation. In just a year, the
students went from producing a cabaret
variety show to mounting full musical
productions. These are completely
student-run and directed performances.
They handle all the licensing, production, financing, marketing, and staging
themselves. I am very impressed by the
leadership and professionalism I have
seen demonstrated by this group.”
The Scene Stealers are also selffinanced. The cost of a production is
about $3,000, which includes royalties,
costumes, publicity, musicians, lighting,

and sound. The Scene Stealers charge
a modest amount for tickets, and they
are happy to receive donations from the
theater-loving community!
The Scene Stealers work hard. Many
of them have multiple roles, which can
really be demanding.
“You have to prioritize,” said Clark.
“And it can be difficult to work with your
peers as cast member, production staff,
and executive board.”
When asked what they enjoy most
about the Scene Stealers, neither Clark
nor Cabell mentioned the opportunity to
perform and produce musicals.
“It’s the community you create,” said
Clark. “And the fact you’ve done something you can always be proud of.”
Cabell agreed, adding, “By the end
of the production, these are people I’d
share the stage with forever.”
Look for the Scene Stealers’ next
production in the spring. The performances
usually run for three nights, and they are
held at The Station at Shepherdstown. You
can visit the Scene Stealers’ website at
Scenestealers.weebly.com.

Mary Bell is a musical theater–loving
Shepherdstown resident.
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“The Rumsey Radio Hour”
Shepherdstown’s Answer to Prairie Home Companion
Wendy Mopsik

PHOTO SUBMITTED BY CLISSY FUNKHOUSER

PHOTO BY WENDY S. MOPSIK
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C

an we predict the course of history by knowing something of
the past, or is the outcome purely
coincidental? What causes a chain of
events to occur that ultimately produces
a great scientific discovery or creates a
great artistic masterpiece? Is life a series
of serendipitous experiences, accidental
occurrences, or cosmically controlled
events? What forces were in play that
brought forth a Robert Louis Stevenson,
Steve Jobs, or James Rumsey?
And is it just coincidence that Mr.
Rumsey moved from Berkeley Springs
to Shepherdstown, where he became the
superintendent of George Washington’s
Potomac Company, a business charged
with finding ways to improve navigation
of the Upper Potomac River? Without
that set of particulars, “The Rumsey
Radio Hour,” known by local townspeople and beyond, would have been
called “The Fulton Radio Hour.”
The whole concept of this uniquely
Shepherdstown show, originally titled
“The Almost Heaven Radio Show of
the Air,” might just have been a random
meeting of two men looking for a creative outlet who happened to live in the
same small town, or it might have been
a stroke of genius. Both Randy Tremba,
the young pastor of the Shepherdstown
Presbyterian Church, and Ken Bethany,
a friend of the same church, had grown
up listening to old-fashioned radio and
both loved what they heard. Tremba
possessed a comedic sense of theater and
a dry wit. Bethany had theater credits
from performances at the Old Opera
House in Charles Town and at Shepherd
College, in addition to radio broadcasting
experience with WEPM in Martinsburg.
Together in 1985, they began to write
“wholesome family fun,” delivered
through an old-time radio show.
The very first show was performed
at the Shepherdstown Presbyterian
Church, while the new and long-lasting
home of “The Rumsey Radio Hour”
became Shepherd University’s Reynolds
Hall. There it was recorded live by
WSHC, the school’s then low-wattage
radio station, prompting Tremba to quip,
“If you live in Shepherdstown, you might

Shepherdstown storyteller, musician, and educator Adam Booth (left) finds time in
his busy schedule to perform this January in the “The Rumsey Radio Hour.” One of
the radio hour’s originators, Ken Bethany (center) has lived at many locations in
Shepherdstown, but his favorite haunt is “on the wall.” Clissy Funkhouser (right)
appeared in “Auntie Marialani’s Cooking Show,” part of the 2004 show. Come and see
more of her talent in the 2015 performances at the Marinoff Theater.

be able to hear us if you open up your
windows.” Bethany fondly remembered
“the intimate old house” where the cast
performed its homegrown works monthly.
His specific job was to warm up the
audience. “I held up the applause sign
that was drawn by hand in the beginning,
but later became a box with lights that
flashed off and on,” he explained while
demonstrating his task.
Over time, a variety of comedians,
singers, and writers were added, creating
an array of characters, while new ways of
transmitting sound effects brought more
sophistication to each program. Tapes of
the show could be heard on the university
radio station and were later circulated to
other stations across the region where they,
too, were aired. As time went on, a much
wider audience became familiar with the
antics of “The Rumsey Radio Hour.”
Who wouldn’t want to hear Miss
West Virginia, the official beauty queen
with her luscious figure and alluring
swimsuit; the “Not Ready for Prime
Time” Singers; the adventures of Tom
and Myrtle; Singin’ the Bones vocal
trio; the Pirates of the Potomac; and
Johnny Dime, Poet of Crime. Mike and
Gay Henderson were part of the original
creative team and handled the music
contacts. Larry Drechsler made the
product more professional by weaving
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piano tunes throughout and writing “The
Rumsey Radio Hour” theme. Ethan
Fischer brought his many talents and
love. Terry Tucker wrote and sang. Ed
Zahniser recited poetry. Dorothy McGhee
co-hosted and Clissy Funkhouser, longest
continuing cast member, joined as a
singer in 1992 and has appeared in every
show since.
Ever wonder why so many talented
people decide to settle in one place? Is
there a vortex propelling them toward
the Eastern Panhandle? Is this where
the rainbow ends and is that pot of gold
a metaphor for finding happiness and
camaraderie among like-minded folk?
Ken Bethany experienced those feelings
when first seeing Shepherdstown. In
1974 he and an Army buddy were visiting
from Fort Myer in Arlington, Virginia,
where they were part of the Old Guard,
a select ceremonial unit and exhibition
drill team. “The sky was a gorgeous blue,
the morning sun was bright, and we were
on German Street in front of McMurran
Hall. As the clock tower struck 10
o’clock, I knew that I had discovered the
most beautiful, magical little town.”
After completing his military obligation, Bethany found his way back to
the magic. Enjoying music and having
played the flute in the Army, he decided
to become a music major at Shepherd

College attending classes in McMurran
Hall. Realizing that he was not going to
make it as a flutist and being more interested in sitting on the wall than looking
at it from a classroom, Bethany settled
into the life that has sustained him. “I
love listening to the youthful enthusiasm
of students and always seek opportunities
to interact with pleasant people. When
you embrace whatever the universe has to
offer and are ready to jump into the abyss
with open arms, you really live.”
The genius of those first two collaborators has been replaced with the genius
of other team members. Mark Kraham,
WHAG-TV news director and comedian
extraordinaire, coordinates the creative
team and has help from storyteller Adam
Booth, retired English professor Phil
Bufithis, musician Todd Coyle, musician
John Bardi, singer Nina Geiger, and
director Peggy McKowen.
“The Rumsey Radio Hour” taught
lessons. Randy Tremba learned how
important timing and pacing are to
orchestrating a Sunday morning service.
Ken Bethany can credit the show with
reminding him not to take life too
seriously—and to keep reciting and
performing the works of William Butler
Yeats and Robert William Service while
sitting on the wall in town because it
brings pleasure to both performer
and audience.
For your chance to experience
a live performance of “The Rumsey
Radio Hour,” mark your calendar for
the weekend of January 16–18, 2015, at
Shepherd University’s Marinoff Theater
when Friends of Shepherdstown Library
(FOSL) bring the show back to town.
Check out the Shepherdstown Public
Library webpage, FOSL webpage, “The
Rumsey Radio Hour” on Facebook, or
contact the library at (304) 786-2783 for
tickets and more information.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik has many things
to apologize for, but her major apology
is to all those talented “Rumsey Radio
Hour” performers whose names were not
mentioned in the article simply because
of space limitations.
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Creating Eden
Marellen Johnson Aherne
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A

native of southern West Virginia, Jen Rolston
came to Shepherdstown over 20 years ago to
attend the fine arts program at then Shepherd
College. Here she formed close friendships, enduring
relationships, and fell in love with the uniqueness of
Shepherdstown and the surrounding areas.
Rolston grew up in Sissonville, West Virginia, a
rural suburb of Charleston. Diversity of experience was
the focus of her formative years. Camping and exploring
the beauty of West Virginia was coupled with exposure
to the theater, the symphony, and art museums around
the country.
“As a child I couldn’t sit still. I was always making
something, either sewing or doing some craft. I liked
making a mess. I see that time as the beginning of
my creative life,” said Rolston. Forever searching for
visual stimulation and with no Internet available, she
spent hours “surfing” through National Geographic.
She became intrigued with photography and people
and places beyond her own backyard. This fascination
inspired her to take flying lessons through the Civil Air
Patrol and to study photography in high school. It was
then that she began to realize that being creative and
making art was her life’s passion.
“Shepherd was a great fit for me,” said Rolston.
Although her concentration was in photography, the Fine
Arts Program at Shepherd exposed students to various
mediums allowing for exploration into new ways of
expression. Drawn to printmaking and painting but lacking the patience for either, Rolston continued to pursue
traditional photography until she came across a class
using Photoshop. “I’m pretty sure it was Photoshop. Just
Photoshop—it was the first version so they hadn’t added
the numbers yet.”
Ever since taking a computer class as a teen,
Rolston found she was skilled at understanding how
computers work and wanted to learn more. “Once I
started using Photoshop and other graphic design programs, I fell in love with the creative capabilities of the
digital design process. This new technology allowed me
to mimic the idea of collage, printmaking, and painting,
but much faster, which appealed to my manic sensibilities,” she said. Rolston knew she wanted to continue
to work in these mediums, but she wasn’t entirely sure
how that would be realized. Rolston went on to earn
a bachelor of fine arts degree with a concentration in
photography and computer graphics.
After graduation, Rolston, whose subject matter
often focuses on people and nature, thought to develop a
professional photography business. The work, however,
didn’t turn out to be as creative as she wanted, and she
preferred to stay in the Eastern Panhandle rather than
move to a city.
Rolston increasingly understood the depth of her
empathetic nature and her desire to live a life focused

Jen Rolston

on community and service. This openness landed her a
job at The Claymont Society for Continuous Education
in Charles Town, West Virginia, and was her first look
into the workings of a nonprofit organization. “Working
at Claymont exposed me to the ideas of sustainability,
organic farming, yoga, meditation, and how to work
together as a group—all ideas that I continue to
embrace through our clients, our business model, and
my personal life.” Eden Design clients include farmers,
nutritionists, theaters, artists, yoga studios, wineries, and
restaurants.
“Growing up I learned acceptance of things different than me. I always wanted to change the world and
try to find a way to do it through art,” said Rolston.
Founding her business, Eden Design, became the way
by which Rolston pursues that dream. Building on the
belief that to change the world you must first change
your part in it, Rolston chose to focus her work on helping clients achieve visions that nurture communities and
improve local economies.

Eden Design, a full-service graphic design and
consulting firm, specializes in affordable web and print
marketing for small businesses, nonprofits, and visual
and performing arts organizations. At Eden Design,
Rolston and her colleagues, Molly Northrup Bloom and
Miriam Sanders, operate using a business model she
refers to as lifestyle business. “My focus is to provide
an environment in which we can do what we love, create great design, and still be available to our families,
volunteer in the community, and take care of ourselves,”
said Rolston. Eden Design is committed to developing
relationships with the community and with clients.
Rolston brings a philosophy of empathy and an
artistic sensibility to her design work. Given continual
and rapid changes in technology, the team has learned to
pivot quickly based on technological changes. Rolston
personally enjoys the challenge of working in a medium
that she understands well and that brings something new
nearly every day.
Rolston sees Eden Design’s own aesthetic as modern, simplified, and bold, but she enjoys collaborating
with clients and incorporating their tastes as well. She
personally loves designing and programming websites.
“I believe,” said Rolston, “the quickest way to help
an organization develop its message is through the
development of an effective and artistically stunning
web presence.”
Rolston’s business sweet spot is process and problem solving. She understands that unless one is in the
business there is no way that the average person is going
to be able to keep up with all of the marketing options
available today. She enjoys coaching her clients on the
design process and helping them decide on the best
ways to advertise their business or organization for their
budget. This approach has led to a 14-year track record
of success for Eden Design. Currently about 40 percent
of clients are local and 60 percent are scattered throughout the country. Advances in technology enable the team
to work successfully without leaving their offices.
When not engaged in the work of Eden Design, Jen
prefers to be outside, in a yoga class, or in the company
of her husband Patrick Shunney (a restoration contractor), her son, and their two dogs.
Visit her website www.edendesignco.com

Marellen Johnson Aherne enjoys meeting artists and
getting to know what motivates them.
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Little Things, Costa Rica, 2014

Lucie, 2014

Lung Raiser, Fundraiser Poster
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Anticipation, 2013
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Contemporary
American Theater
Festival website,
catf.org

Eden Design website,
edendesignco.com
Gigi, 2012

Domestic
Restaurant website,
wvdomestic.com

Shepherdstown
Visitors Center
website,
shepherdstown.info
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SEE ARTWORKS IN COLOR AT
SHEPHERDSTOWNGOODNEWSPAPER.ORG
Sam, 2012
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Rick Taylor: ‘a rare luminescence’

Foxfire
You are foxfire,
a rare luminescence
seen on boggy ground,
a will-o’-the-wisp
that is present, then gone,
only to reappear further on.
I would like to marry you,
to hold you,
but you slip quickly
through my fingers
like cold water
on a hot day.
How can I love a dragonfly?
I never know
where next you will light.
I might just as well
duplicate a hummingbird’s
cruising speed
or kiss a butterfly
in flight.
Goya’s Revenge
Francisco, you have moved me
with your drawings of the war.
The style you choose intrigues me
like nothing I’ve ever seen before.
Murder and brutality are everywhere.
You hang a corpse from every tree.
No mere whim could create such horror.
How black your moods must be.
Did your Duchess take her leave?
Has your deafness exacted its toll?
It’s no mere mood, Francisco answers.
I draw what I actually see.
The horror is in the world
not inside of me.

Do Horses Think of Suicide?
Yukon Gold Rush.
Dead Horse Pass
where packhorses are shot
and pushed into the gorge
which is a blatant disgrace.
One brave mare
avoids the bullet
by charging over the edge
with valuable packs still in place.
In 1889 many miners die
from cold,
disease,
starvation,
and foul play
but unlike the horses
they have chosen their fate.
Aside from one brave mare,
the horses are innocent and unaware.
A Fresh Loaf
You emerge
no larger than a bread-loaf
soft as cooking dough
a real jewel
but we learn that such similes end
when your diapers are full.
Lion Tattered
Crack shot
able hunter
Alpha male.
My wife Dana, a grieving daughter,
kneels at your hospital bed
while I remain in the hall
reluctant to enter the room
but able to see
a yellow figure
thin and battered
with wide, whitened eyes.
Can it be you?
Sunset Years
Laughing children.
Endless summers.
Welcoming grass.
Sixty plus years
ahead for each
whereas I’m that many
plus ten
with little room
for forward projections.
Photographs will be
my memory jogger
only so long as there is
memory enough left
to be jogged,
a Kodak existence
the last phase before it’s time
to step behind the lens.
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Never Alone in a Cemetery
Never alone
in a cemetery,
I walk
down Millionaire’s Row
whose members
are just as quiet,
dead silent,
as the common folk.
There are no dolmens,
menhirs or cromlechs here.
And the obelisks,
rare as they are,
do not compare
to the massive monoliths of old
that once raged out of the ground.
But the same starlings
our ancestors knew,
hundreds and hundreds of them,
still startle en masse
at some foreign sound
to pulverize the sky
before alighting once more,
dead black upon
silhouetted limb,
eternally.
Poolside With the President
Poolside
rake in hand,
he removes leaves,
that we replace
behind his back,
not as an act of ridicule,
but of respect,
and to make sure
he has something to do.
We’re assigned
to protect this tarnished icon
who once was
the leader of the free world.
Completely lost,
the great communicator
never utters a sound.
All words are waterlogged
and rational thought
has drowned.
Pricked
I’ve watched
as Fate pricked my bubbles—
BLIP, BLIP, BLIP, BLIP—
one at a time as success came close.
The latest bubble of happiness
involves a possible marriage
with a widow over sixty-five.
I’d really like this to happen
so please don’t …
BLIP!

PHOTO BY MELINDA SCHMITT

Aged Fruit
Whose hands are these
fumbling with my shirt buttons,
crooked and worn,
like a rhino’s hide?
Whose eyes are these
staring at me from my mirror
through wrinkled enclosures?
Aged and worn,
such features as these,
cannot be associated with me,
don’t you see?
I’m forever my father’s son,
a fledgling,
still reaching for the forbidden fruit
on the family apple tree.

Rick Taylor with his very special friend Ginger

Plumed Harbinger
O plumed harbinger!
you stand the graveyard shift,
a motionless silhouette against the moon,
a silent sentinel that presages our darkest endings.
When you appear in my own back yard
I’m terrified at first
until you ask whooooo?
which is a relief
since you can’t have selected me
if you don’t know my name.
Wind Chimes
The tinkling sound of a wind chime
bores into my memory.
What better way to write about silence
than to highlight sounds like this?
Dana discovers the purpose right away
to the delight of our Professor,
who assures her right off that her story
highlighting tinkling chimes, melodious toads,
chirping crickets and one small owl—
is publishable at once.
Meanwhile, my own paper is little noted
nor long remembered.
Our Professor doesn’t buy it.
Jumping past any reference to sounds at all,
I write, It was quiet, really quiet.
Charles R. (Rick) Taylor Jr. is a 1966
graduate of the University of Pittsburgh
School of Law. His poetry has been featured in Eureka and California Quarterly.
In 2006, “A Time to Walk the Ocean Floor”
and “As Large as the Universe” appeared
in Westview, from Southwestern Oklahoma
State University. “Foxfire” took third place
in the 2005 Pennwriters Poetry Contest.
“Never Alone in the Cemetery” appeared in
the January 2, 2010, Pittsburgh Post-Gazette.
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The Holler and the Ragged Flag
Chronicles of the “Winners and Losers” Radio Program

I

t was September 2011. Almost four years into the
Great Recession, or Lesser Depression, if you prefer. It was a decade from the 9/11 attacks, and the
unraveling of the brief “New World Order” that Bush,
the First, had proclaimed 10 years before, following
the collapse of the Soviet Union. I had profited from
the New World Order, leaving the labor movement and
concession contracts for a ride on the Internet wave
of startups that changed the world—from Netscape
to Microsoft. For a couple of years, 1997 to 1999, it
really worked.
For most folks, though, the end of the millennium
and the tech crash meant that their credit card limits had
gone up but real median wealth and income had gone
nowhere. Then came the boom in fictional assets—
“securitized mortgages.” Then came Kaboom! The real
crash—$6 trillion of wealth disappeared. Getting out
of that hole has somehow “disappeared” into an abyss.
Like the ozone layer, Greenland ice shelf, and Jackson
Browne, I felt some disappearing in myself.
September 2011 was also three years into the
“Winners and Losers” radio program (weekday mornings, 7 to 9 a.m., WSHC, 89.7 FM, 897wshc.org). The
leaves fell early from the canopied passage through
Bakerton Holler on the back roads to Shepherdstown
from Harpers Ferry. The drive is both a real pilgrimage I make daily and an allegorical map of the radio
program’s soulful evolution. Both the Bakerton ridge-top
view and the radio show’s early “pearl of wisdom,” the
first Obama campaign, are gone.
Now the Bakerton road dives into a soup of fogclutched curves and swirls, tagged occasionally with
hand-lettered markers pointed at eternity. The deer,
the groundhog, the squirrel, all act like its OK to dally
in the middle of the road, debating human rights like
well-dressed Episcopalians reviewing the sermon. But
nothing can now disguise the downward direction or the
raw enveloping confusion of senses. It’s hard to tell how
close to the river, and drowning, I really am.
It was just before time to Fall Behind on the clocks
when a Trojan light shifts the night. But it was enough
for the young, on whom all hope for justice rests, to see
and say no: To affirm not an outlook but an uplook, as
inflamed Jack London witnessing another Gilded Age
that ended in ruin and world wars.
The result was Occupy Wall Street and then Occupy
Everywhere. A cabaret of diverse people were outraged
at the worsening divide of inequality exposed in the
2008 crash. Virtually ALL new wealth created in the
past 35 years went to the wealthiest “one percent” of the
population. A powerful sense of injustice and corruption

bubbled over into civil disobedience and protest as “toobig-to-fail banksters” were bailed out—while the wealth
of ordinary people was obliterated.
Thus was born the Tuesday Occupy WSHC!
show, with new co-hosts: John Christensen, a retired
Merchant Marine, solar power advocate, and Labor
Council officer; Joe Gray, a retired federal worker,
and reincarnation of Peter Kropotkin; Gayle Becker,
a retired reporter and testament to the role of
Anabaptism in abolishing slavery; and Dave Hostetter,
an enigmatic historian working at the Byrd Center
then. A stew of local characters and youth pitched in to
chronicle the ups and downs of the Occupy movement
as it splintered in a dozen directions but still changed
the conversation of the country and the world.
The confusion of moral, spiritual and political
tendencies around Occupy gave it charm but also some
“feet-firmly-planted-in-mid-air” sensations. I began
using Fridays on the program to get back to basics and
asked Walt Pellish to be a regular monthly contributor.
I met, and endorsed, Walt when he ran and was elected
to the Jefferson County Commission. He is a retired
industrial relations executive from a big pounding-sand
firm. That means he did my job of labor relations with
unions but from the other side of the table. His program
was jobs. The Democrat did not really want the job,
and the Independent came from the financial services
industry. Also, Walt understands the language and rules
(there aren’t many…) about the class struggle, as it’s
called in some quarters, a hard but effective school of
conflict resolution.
Walt predicted the Occupy movement would
fizzle—“just a flash in the pan.” With some chagrin, by
winter 2012 I was happy that I had not wagered a lot of
money against his prediction. Yet by summer, serious
damage to Walt’s party resulted from the Occupychanged conversation, as Mitt Romney apotheosized
into the point-one-percent candidate.
As Bakerton road climbed out of the Holler, more
than one revelation awakened in me about the balance
required to rock-and-roll conflicting ideologies and wag
the tiger’s tail without getting eaten. Fortunately, near
the rise to Moler’s Crossing there hangs from the canopy
a ragged flag. The Valentine family thinks it was stolen
from their home on September 11, 2001. But I associate
it with a name: Dr. Zakee McGill.
Dr. McGill is a psychiatrist who has traveled the
world but has deep roots in Jefferson County. His
mother and father were born here, relocating to the
Philadelphia area, where her family knew secondary
education for African Americans was available in

SELFIE BY ZAKEE MCGILL

John Case

Zakee McGill

the pre–Civil Rights era. Dr. McGill attended Brown
University and has lived in Florida, San Francisco, and
Washington, D.C. I met him in Quaker Meeting and
heard his message of peace, and equality, and passionate
devotion to the election of Barack Obama. It was not
long until a vision of a very different kind of “Dr. Phil”
emerged in the “Winners and Losers” radio program.
It was a vision that helped shift the talk on the air to a
more helpful, less confrontational mood. We launched
the “Are You Crazy?” show on Wednesday mornings
sometime in Winter 2012 but my memory is not exact.
The healthcare interviews and calls from “the
Love Doctor” were popular! I felt a bit exhausted at the
Occupy debate, at least in its prevalent form. Unlike
some, Dr McGill’s patriotism is in his ability to listen
deeply to the American mind and heart. The emails
came in fast and furious from listeners—“More Dr.
McGill!” No matter that some people think our flag is
ragged. It hangs high, in a place it has earned its right
to be, approaching the crossroads of perfection, on
Shepherd University Radio, weekday mornings.
John Case is a retired union organizer and software
engineer. He hosts the “Winners and Losers” radio
program on WSHC.
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EARTHBEAT

The Dogged Howard Zahniser and
the Fight for Wilderness
Mark Madison

—Howard Zahniser, testifying for
the Wilderness Act in 1964

T

he year 2014 saw two
auspicious and interconnected birthdays. This year
marked the 50th anniversary of the
Wilderness Act and the actual “birth
day” of a sled dog at Denali National
Park, raised by Student Conservation
Association (SCA) members in
Alaska. The new puppy will eventually range through much of the Denali
wilderness protecting its wildlife
and human visitors. The new “canine
ranger” was christened “Zahnie” in
commemoration of Howard Zahniser,
the person perhaps most responsible for
The Wilderness Act and a fellow mammal attuned to the beauty and value of
wilderness.
Howard Zahniser (1906-1964) is
undeservedly less remembered today
than other wilderness icons like John
Muir and David Brower. Yet without
Zahniser’s longstanding lobbying and
eloquence on behalf of wilderness, we
would not be celebrating a half-century
of wild places. Zahniser got his start
in 1930 in the Bureau of Biological
Survey, which evolved into the U.S.
Fish and Wildlife Service (FWS).
There, for 12 years, Zahniser was a
writer and editor and honed his skills
in communicating the value of nature
to the public utilizing, among other
things, the hot new social media of the
day—radio. Interestingly, one of his
colleagues in the agency, also a writer
and editor, was 16-year employee
Rachel Carson—putting a lie to the tired
bigotry of “lazy bureaucrats.”
In 1945 Howard Zahniser left the
federal government and joined another
former FWS colleague, Olaus Murie, to
expand the public support and advocacy
role of The Wilderness Society (founded
1935). From 1945 until his death in
1964, Zahniser was executive secretary

and then executive
director of The
Wilderness Society,
editor of its influential magazine The
Living Wilderness,
and the most effective, eloquent, and
energetic lobbyist
for wilderness.
From 1949–
1955 Zahniser
joined the bruising battle to prevent
Echo Park Dam from destroying much
of the wilderness of Dinosaur National
Monument. From that experience, he
realized legislation would be needed to
stop wilderness areas from being perpetual battlegrounds. Zahniser’s efforts
to pass a “wilderness act” were creative
and unstinting. Always the editor, he
began the first of what would become 66
drafts of the Wilderness Act. This numerous writing and rewriting by a master
editor is why the act remains the most
beautifully written piece of legislation
ever crafted and worthy of a rereading by
every aspiring environmentalist seeking
the power of prose.
Zahniser used every resource at
his disposal to lobby for wilderness,
having custom-tailored suit coats made
with extra large inside pockets to hold
copies of the proposed legislation and
other wilderness materials—acting
like a conservation Captain Kangaroo.
He even enlisted his four children to
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Left: Sled dog
puppy “Zahnie” at
Denali National Park
Below: Howard
Zahniser (right)
with proposed
map of National
Wilderness System

SUBMITTED PHOTO

NT CONSERVATION ASSOCIATION
PHOTO COURTESY OF THE STUDE

The wilderness that has come to us
from the eternity of the past we have
the boldness to project into the
eternity of the future.

occasionally function as little lobbyists,
handing out pamphlets to surprised
members of Congress.
Like Moses who was never allowed
to see the promised land, Zahniser tragically died a mere four months before the
signing of the Wilderness Act. However,
Zahniser left many legacies including 109,511,038 acres of wilderness
protected for future generations to enjoy.
His home agency, the U.S. Fish and
Wildlife Service stewards more than 20
million acres of designated wilderness
in 75 wilderness areas—about one-fifth
of the designated wilderness acres in
the United States—on 63 refuges in 26
states. One last legacy of Howard was
his son, Ed Zahniser, an ongoing advocate for wilderness within the National
Park Service and one of the founders of
THE GOOD NEWS PAPER.
Yet in spite of our celebrations of
the 50th birthday of the Wilderness
Act, there are almost certainly two sad
realities that would trouble Zahniser.

The first is the undeniable fact that fewer
and fewer young people are seeking out
wilderness for spiritual growth. The idea
of a place where all technology is banished seems antithetical to the common
trend where Americans are increasingly
decked out in technology from our Apple
watches to our iPods and iPhones.
Equally sad and little commented
upon is how myopic our national vision
has become in the political realm. It is
inconceivable today that our Congress
would pass the Wilderness Act or an
Endangered Species Act or any of the
bipartisan landmark pieces of legislation that came about so readily in the
1960s and early 1970s. Fifty years after
Zahniser’s death, we have puny dreams
and think small and petty as regards
environmental legislation.
We are a big country, and we should
have an equally encompassing vision
to strive for so future generations can
enjoy the gifts that people like Zahniser
bequeathed to all of us. And so I leave
you not on a note of celebration (for I see
much darkness in the present environmental scene) but rather with a reminder that
we must continue to fight and renew the
struggle to protect the wilderness against
the indifferent and the venal who would
mistakenly have us believe the only real
values are avarice and acquisitiveness, the
only real prophet Adam Smith. Here, by
contrast, is Zahniser’s call to arms to fight
for wilderness:
We are not fighting a rear-guard action,
we are facing a frontier. We are not
slowing down a force that inevitably will
destroy all the wilderness that is. We are
generating another force, never to be
wholly spent, that, renewed generation
after generation, will be always effective
in preserving wilderness. We are not
dealing with a vanishing wilderness. We
are working for a wilderness forever.

Mark Madison is the historian for the
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service and not
above shamelessly using pictures of cute
puppies to lure people into his column.
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Side by Side for Wilderness
Remembering Alice Zahniser, 1918–2014
Susan Kearns
Alice Zahniser lived in Shepherdstown in the 1980s and early 1990s. She served
as director of the Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church choir for several years and
volunteered with Good Shepherd Caregivers, which named her a “Volunteer of the
Year.” Her husband, Howard Zahniser, was the primary author and lead advocate for
Islands Wilderness thanks to
Howard’s work.
In the mid-1940s Alice and
Howard fell in love with the
Adirondacks, purchasing property
where their family enjoyed many
years vacationing at “the family
shack.” Although the purchase
meant they “had to eat beans

Above: President Lyndon B. Johnson presents
a pen to Alice Zahniser at the White House
signing of the 1964 Wilderness Act. Mardy
Murie is next to Alice.
Left: Alice Zahniser at Lake Solitude,
Wyoming, in “the kitchen” in 1956

for a long time,” Alice said it was worth
it. Howard would spend many hours
working on the Wilderness legislation in
the cabin.
In 1956 the Zahnisers set out on
a series of family wilderness camping
trips. Howard, under contract to publisher
Alfred Knopf, was to write a book on
the experience that would also serve to
support his wilderness advocacy.
Alice handled much of the planning
and packing to take the family of six into
five wilderness areas over the summer.
They traveled in the Boundary Waters
canoe country of Minnesota and Ontario;
the Cloud Peak Primitive Area of the
Bighorn National Forest in Wyoming;
the backcountry of Grand Teton National
Park in Wyoming; and Glacier Peak in
the North Cascades of Washington State.
Traveling by canoe, horseback, and on

together—at times traveling
with conservationist luminaries that included David and
Anne Brower and Olaus and
Mardy Murie. It was Mardy,
also recently widowed, who
would stand beside Alice at
the signing of the Wilderness
Act on September 3, 1964.
On May 5, 1964,
Howard died in his sleep.
He never finished the book
on family wilderness camping. Alice said, in a talk she
gave several years ago, that
instead “we all now have the wilderness
itself, in perpetuity, over 100 million
acres of it in the National Wilderness
Preservation System.”
In September 2014, as a tribute to
Howard’s wilderness advocacy and in
commemoration of the 50th anniversary
of the Wilderness Act, the state of New
York granted the Zahniser family a
historic conservation easement on “the
family shack” to protect the site from
development. The family also donated
to the state seven acres of land adjacent
to the New York State Siamese Ponds
Wilderness area.
Though Alice passed away in
July 2014, efforts to protect the cabin
were already underway, and Ed said she
was happy in the knowledge that this
tribute to Howard’s legacy would come
to fruition.
Alice Zahniser’s love of wilderness
underscored the unwavering support
she gave to Howard. A loving spouse,
she played a foundational role in
Howard’s efforts to protect wilderness
for future generations.
PHOTOS COURTESY OF ZAHNISER FAMILY

A

lice Zahniser stood before
President Lyndon B. Johnson on
a warm day in early September
1964. We cannot know her thoughts; we
can only imagine what she might have
been thinking on that historic day.
“Howard should be here, not me.”
She was there to witness the signing
of the Wilderness Act—the bill her
husband, Howard, labored for
eight years to develop, write,
rewrite (66 times!), and move
toward passage. Through it all,
she had been by his side—typing
the first draft from his handwritten copy, working through
revisions, and providing encouragement and support throughout
their lives together. Now, Alice
was there at the signing instead
of Howard, who had died just four
months before, knowing this day
was finally coming.
Referred to as “the patron saint
of outdoor cooking” by her son Ed,
Alice grew up a city girl until she
met Howard, who kindled the spark
that would grow into a deep love for
wilderness.
The couple spent much of their
courtship hiking and watching the birds
and wildflowers change through the
seasons. Married in 1936, the couple
spent a honeymoon that may have
seemed odd to some: They camped in
the Teton Mountains of Wyoming, hiking
and exploring. Alice later recalled, “I was
falling in love with nature. The views
from the mountains as we climbed up
the trails were breathtaking. It was an
unforgettable week.” It remained one of
her favorite places.
Just a year after they were married
and expecting their first child, Howard
and Alice took a 14-day, 100-mile trip
down the Allegheny River in a canoe
dubbed Alisonward. Islands that they
paddled past—and one they camped on—
would later become part of the Allegheny

the National Wilderness Preservation Act of 1964. Today 758 wilderness areas in 44
states and Puerto Rico protect 109.5 million acres of federal public lands belonging
to all 314 million U.S. citizens. Alice and Howard were the parents of this newspaper’s
poetry editor and co-founder, Ed Zahniser.

foot accompanied by pack stock, they car
camped on the road in between.
By then Alice was a seasoned hiker
and camper with an adventurous spirit
that set her apart from most housewives
of that time. This is evident from the first
entry in her journal of the trip: “Most
women don’t seem to take to it and many
men have said, ‘I would love to camp out
but my wife won’t do it.’”
Ed, who was 10 at the time, said
that Alice was the master of logistics
behind the family’s wilderness experiences. “She seemed to get everything
done without a whole lot of fuss. In all
the car camping we did that summer,
she cooked two meals a day over an
open wood fire. Sometimes she even
had to cook by the headlights of the car.
It just all happened. As kids we took it
for granted.”
Alice wrangled meals for up to 10
people at a time. She became adept at
the intricacies of cooking over an open
fire, declaring, “I love to see what can be
done with food in the woods.”
Throughout the trip, the family
explored, hiked, fished, and laughed

Susan Kearns is communications
director of the national wilderness
advocacy group Great Old Broads for
Wilderness. Her article is reprinted with
permission from the organization’s Fall
2014 Broadsides newsletter.
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The Faeries in
Grandma’s Garden
The Blossoms Have a Plan
Eleanor Hanold
Author’s note: This is the fourth episode in a series
intended for parents or other adults to read to children.

M

y grandma told me (Nora) and my little
brother, Frankie, that no faery family was
ever more excited to see a precious little girl
than the Blossoms were to see Amber. As soon as the
bluebird faery carrier delivered the message that she was
OK and with Grandma, the Blossoms flew to the garden
from the big lake faster than they had ever flown before.
They had been so worried about Amber, who had disappeared while Grandma was trying to fly. After a happy
reunion, a tired Grandma suggested: “Let’s get some
sleep and meet here in the morning at 9:30. We should
talk about what happened tonight when we’re rested.”
The Blossoms all agreed.
The next morning Grandma was startled awake by
the sweet tinkling of bells. At first she thought she must
be dreaming; then she thought she recognized the sound:
“Is that you, Amber?” Grandma again heard the lovely
melodic sound of Amber’s laughter. She reached for her
glasses on the nightstand by her bed and discovered a
small and beautifully wrapped package. “What’s this?”
Grandma wondered. “Please open it, Grandma. We
made it for you. It is a reminder of how much we love
you,” Amber said shyly. Here is a picture that I (Nora)
drew of the package.

ILLUSTRATION BY NORA RUSSO
ALL OTHER ILLUSTRATIONS BY SUSAN RUSSO
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Hurriedly, Grandma opened the box. Can you guess
what it was? I will tell you. It was a small delicate heart
stone with “Grandma” etched into it. Amber whispered:
“You are my heart, Grandma. Thank you for finding
me and being my best friend.” Grandma so loved the
pretty heart stone. “Thank you for the beautiful gift, my
little pink cricket. You are my heart, too. Now tell me,
will your parents be wondering where you are?” Amber
giggled: “I told them, Grandma. I promised you I would
from now on.” “I am so glad, Amber, you remembered.
I will get dressed. After breakfast, I will meet all of
you in the garden like we agreed last night.” As Amber
flew away, Grandma heard the little faery say: “See you
soon, my heart.”
Frankie and I saw tears well up in Grandma’s eyes
when she told us about Amber’s present. “Nora and
Frankie, this is something that I want you to remember
always. Do you know what the best gift of all is?”
We knew, but Grandma right away said: “It is love,
Nora and Frankie; don’t you ever forget that. Another
important thing to remember is to try to make your life
a happy one, no matter what your circumstance might
be.” Circumstance is a big word so before Frankie
could ask, Grandma explained: “By circumstance I
mean what is happening in your life. You might have
to wear a leg brace like Kylie, or feel you have to be
super responsible like Chris, or be a little sister who
gets overlooked a lot.”
Sorry, Frankie says I better get back to what
happened next. After Amber left, Grandma dressed
quickly, poured some cold cereal and juice, made some
toast, and called to Grandpa to come have breakfast.
Grandpa’s strong suit is problem solving. Strong suit, as
you well know, means something you are good at. So at
breakfast, Grandma asked Grandpa what he thought the
Blossom children might do for fun. Grandma also asked
Grandpa if he had any ideas about how Kylie might
fly better yet safely. Grandma knew that Amber would
worry a lot about her big sister when Kylie practiced
flying, just like Amber worried about her when she tried
to fly.
Grandpa responded quickly: “Grandma, start with
Chris. You have told me many times that Chris is a very
good flyer and that he and Amber sometimes play a
game they made up called hoops for faeries. Chris has
told you how much more fun the game would be if there
were more players. If Chris could find some friends to
play with at the Faery Club, maybe Petunia and Foster
would allow him to play at least a couple of times a
week.” Grandma thought that was a great suggestion.

Then Grandpa said he had some ideas about helping
Kylie fly faster and steadier, but he was not hopeful that
Kylie would be as good a flyer as she might like to be.
Grandma smiled when she told Grandpa she could speak
from experience if she were to tell Kylie that not being
a great flyer wasn’t the end of the world! Kylie was
good at many things and Grandma felt she needed to tell
Kylie that too.
Then Grandpa frowned and said: “Right now I am
worried about Amber. She is way too serious for a six
year old. Do you think, Grandma, she is spending too
much time with you? If only Nora and Frankie could
visit more often!” (Frankie and I know that Grandma
and Grandpa always say that.) “Yes,” Grandma replied
and added that she thought Amber would enjoy playing
with some faery children her own age. After clearing the
breakfast dishes, Grandma went to the garden to meet
with the Blossoms.
As soon as she arrived, Dr. Foster Blossom
declared that everyone in his family thought she had
done a fine job trying to fly. Yet not one of the faeries
seemed to feel that flying was Grandma’s strong suit,
no offense intended. Then Drs. Petunia and Foster
Blossom had a surprise for their children. The first
phase of their project at Faery Research Center would
be finished in two weeks. Although they enjoyed their
work as scientists and would have to start the next
phase of their project eventually, they had decided
to take a nice long vacation first, possibly to Florida
where Grandma sometimes goes.
During their vacation, the Blossoms told Kylie,
they would work with her to be a better flyer. But then
Kylie had a surprise to share too. She said that after
seeing Grandma hover, she realized she could go most
anywhere she wanted with a special faery jet pack and a
lighter leg brace. She said she had finally accepted that
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she would not be a skillful flyer or a graceful dancer, but
she knew she had other talents. Art was quickly becoming her passion. Kylie then shared a portfolio (folder)
of her drawings of birds in flight. Everyone felt that the
bird pictures were beautiful and Chris said he liked how
the birds looked like they were flying off the pages. Dr.
Petunia Blossom asked Kylie if she thought she might
enjoy taking an art class. Kylie said she had been wishing that she could learn some techniques that would help
her to be a better artist and just had read about a faery
art camp in Florida.
Upon mention of camp, Dr. Foster Blossom
exclaimed that he was reminded of an idea Grandpa
Blossom had shared when they talked about getting
together for Thanksgiving. Although Chris still would
have to wait to attend the Faery Science Academy, he
might want to consider attending a faery camp for boys.
At the camp, faery boys not only practiced their flying
skills but learned about science—Chris’s favorite subject. The camps were held at various locations. Perhaps
Florida might be one of them! Grandma reminded Chris
about the hoops for faeries game and wondered if it
might be a fun way for the boy faeries to practice their
flying skills.
After all the excitement, sharing, and planning,
Drs. Petunia and Foster Blossom suggested it was time
to relax and enjoy the beautiful day. Grandma felt a
twinge of disappointment. Had the Blossoms forgotten
Amber again? Before Grandma could speak, Kylie
reached out and gently touched Amber’s arm. “Wait a
minute, Amber, why did you fly away when Grandma
was spinning around and around at the big lake?” All
eyes turned toward the littlest faery. Amber looked at

Grandma: “Would you tell them?”
So Grandma told the Blossoms
that Amber had been frightened
and worried when she saw her
(Grandma) spinning around so
fast. Grandma went on to say that
she had noticed that Amber worried a lot about everyone she
loved and felt bad when she
couldn’t help them. “Wouldn’t
it be great if Amber had more
fun and didn’t worry so
much?” Grandma asked.
Dr. Petunia Blossom
smiled at Amber. “Sweet
girl, what do you want
to do when your sister
and brother go away to
camp?” Amber thought
for a moment and replied: “I
could help you and Daddy? I have never
had a best friend until Grandma. If I have time, I can
keep her company so she doesn’t miss Nora and
Frankie so much and we can tell stories.” Mrs. Blossom
put her arms around her little girl and said: “You are
such a thoughtful daughter, but your dad and I will be
on vacation and we want to play with you and have
fun, not work all the time.” Grandma smiled, then
added: “My little pink cricket, I love every minute we
spend together, but are there some other things you
might want to do too?” “Yes,” Amber said. “I would like
to learn how to make things for faeries to cheer them
when they are sad or hurt. And maybe I could learn

how to cook so I can help Kylie and Chris when
Mommy and Daddy go back to work. Oh, and I really
like to fly!”
“I have just the ticket,” Dr. Foster Blossom
declared. “Of course, you can spend some time with
Grandma in the morning, telling stories and playing
word games. I don’t think I told you just last week I saw
a Faery Club brochure and thought about you. Would
you be interested in a father and daughter cooking class
at the Faery Club in Florida? I enjoyed cooking so much
when I was a young faery your age and often helped
your Grandma Blossom in the kitchen. I think you and I
would make a good team.”
“And how about spending some time flying with
your mother?” Dr. Petunia Blossom suggested. “Did you
forget I received a Fast, Fit, and Fantastic Flying blue
ribbon as a girl? Just the other day, I told your dad I
would like to get back to some regular flying exercises.
Flying with you would be such fun.”
Dr. Foster Blossom had more to say: “I’m not done
with you, Grandma’s Pink Cricket. You have a passion
for helping people. I’m going to submit your name to
the Good Citizenship School for Enlightened Young
Faeries. The students who are selected attend classes
three times a week for two hours each day, starting next
spring. You would meet enlightened young faeries like
yourself. The school motto is: “Happy faeries help others be happy.” Amber’s eyes shone. She asked: “Daddy,
do you think they’d pick me?”
Next time: “The Blossoms Make New Friends”
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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We Are New Street
United Methodist Church
Warm holiday greetings!
The pictures on these pages show scenes
from the life of the New Street United Methodist
congregation. The holiday season offers many
opportunities to deepen faith on the AdventChristmas journey. Please join us at any of the
events listed below. All are welcome.
Many Blessings for the Advent-Christmas
seasons and into the New Year.

Wrapping boxes for Operation
Christmas Child

Friends

Eagle Scout ceremony Troop 35

Preparing for the Christmas pageant

Church Picnic and celebration of Rev. Dee-Ann Dixon’s 20th
year in ministry and 50th birthday

Making root beer floats at the Summer Sock Hop

Holiday Events
December 6, 10 a.m.–2 p.m.
December 7, 11 a.m.–12 noon

Open House and Nativity Set Display for “Christmas in
Shepherdstown” celebrations. See unique nativity sets;
some handmade, some from other countries.
Refreshments will be served.

December 21, 10 a.m.
Filling boxes for Operation
Christmas Child

Easter egg hunt

Christmas Pageant and Music Program, featuring the
Chancel and Children’s Choirs

Christmas Bazaar

December 24, 4 p.m.

Christmas Eve Family Service, featuring the Children’s
Choir and Christmas Program

December 24, 11 p.m.

Christmas Eve Candlelight Service, featuring the
Chancel Choir

Recurring Events
First Sunday of the month, 5–6 p.m.

College Student Dinners. Next dinner is February 1,
2015. (No dinners in December or January)
Kitchen crew for Soup and Sandwich fund-raiser
PHOTOS SUPPLIED BY NEW STREET UNITED METHODIST CHURCH
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Girls after decorating the
children’s Christmas tree

Decorating the Christmas
tree at the Hanging of the
Greens service

Tuesdays, 10:30–11:45 a.m.

Ignatian Contemplation, with spiritual guide Bill O’Brien
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10 a.m.
Thanksgiving Day service: 10:00 a.m.
Reading Room is in Entler Rm. 210,
open before and after the service and
by appointment. Call to confirm Sunday
school and child care: (304) 261-9024
All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends
(Quakers)

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

304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister
Telephone: (304) 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus
Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Catholic Parish

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

106 South Duke Street
Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436
Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.
www.StAgnesShepherdstown.org

West German Street
Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: (304) 876-3856
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

King & High Streets
Bruce W. Barth, Interim Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Children/Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
(located in grey house adjacent church)
www.Shepherdstownlutheranparish.org

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla

100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org

Corner of Church & German Streets
The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, Priest Associate
Telephone: (304) 876-6990
Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

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

2nd Act Church

meets at Shepherdstown Middle School
Rob Davis, Pastor
E-mail: rob@2ndactchurch.org
Sunday Services: 10 a.m.
www.2ndactchurch.org
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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.
Dec. 13

Dr. Keith Alexander, Historic Preservation

For guests and topics, go to

www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
DONORS
Byliners
Marellen Aherne
John Allen
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Dr. Billy Ray & Cindi Dunn
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
Patricia Hunt
Jack Huyett
W.E. & Joann Knode
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell
Laura & Thomas Martin
Jonan & William Meyer
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
Joann Crabbe
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
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Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Barbara Heinz
Marsha & Ralph Scorza
Sharon & Al Henderson
Suzanne & Garland Shackelford
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
Mary & James Holland
Sara Smith
Beverly & Robert Hughes
Donna Windsor & Alton Smith
Tinu Mathew & Oommen Jacob
Mary & Mark Smith
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Fred & Sarah Soltow
Lucetta & Marten Jenkins
Vergie Spiker
Stanley & Judith Jones
James & Mary Staley
James Keel
Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Joan Keith
Janet & Oscar Stine
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Clifton Stubblefield
Jack Kendall
Susan Swanda
Susan Kennedy
Gloria & Robert Thatcher
Ronald Kepple
Elizabeth Walter
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
James & Sandra Watkins
John & Judith Lilga
Carolyn & Joe Weaver
Mary Ellen & Greg Lloyd
Judy Weese
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Mildred & Fred Wells
Chris Mark
JD & GM Williamson
Dorothy & George Marshall
Esther Wood
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Floyd Miller
Lynn & Chesley Yellott
Althea & Frank Miller
Jack & Martha Young
Genevieve Monroe
Susanne Offutt &
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Michael Zagarella
Saundra Moreland
Rhea & Russell Moyer, Jr.
Friends
Esther & Tim Murphy
Jane & Lawrence Blash
Betty Myers
Odetta Brown
Gary Nisewarner
Patricia & Charles Brown
Vina & Vincent Parmesano
Michael Churchey
Suzanne Patrick
Richard Conard
Ralph & Laura Petrie
Ruth Conard
Mary & Franco Posa
James Davis
Arthur & Rebecca Prather, III
Karen Davison
Donna & Charles Printz
Margaret Didden
Martha & Robert Rizzo
Paul & Eileen Elliott
Harry & Joyce Robinson
Lara Engebretson
Sherman & Elinor Ross

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.

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

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

fax 304-579-4673

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

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

James A. Schmitt
(304) 876-2462

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Things have you
feeling Boxed In?
MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE Various size units available from
			

5’ x 5’ to 10’ x 25’

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

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

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

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

Licensed Psychologist
Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy
Mailing Address:

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

This Space Available

P.O. Box 1273

Call 304-876-6466

Shepherdstown
304-876-0657
SHEPHERDSTOWN
PEDAL & PADDLE
Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

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

BLUE MOON CAFE

121 E. German Street

WV 25443

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.

runch
Sunday B
Open for

304-263-0345
Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

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

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough
bluemoonshepherdstown
.com

Corner of Princess &
High Streets
Shepherdstown, WV
304.876.1920

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

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

The Entler Hotel
129 East German Street
Shepherdstown, WV

Phone 304-283-4912

•

Fax 304-876-1765

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call
304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

304-876-6907

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

Jim & Kara Day

TREE QUESTIONS?

Owners

Contact a certied arborist.

101

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

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

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

LIKE US ON
FACEBOOK!

e Web!

Patron
P.O. Boxholder
Rural Route Boxholder

th
er.org
Now on
ewspap
n
d
towngoo
LOR!
epherds
www.sh
S IN CO
TWORK
SEE AR

SUSAN CARNEY

Father, Son, Holy Spirit
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