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Question Authority!
Really? Why should I?
A message to the class of 2015
Randall Tremba

I

graduated from high school 50 years ago. That
would be 1965.
In 1965 the first Ford Mustang officially rolled
out. In 1965 we were dancing to the Beatles, the Rolling
Stones, Elvis, and Chubby Checker. We could twist and
shout and shimmy under the limbo stick.
The United States was about to launch manned
rockets into space on the way to a moon landing in
1969. It was a time of great optimism. We trusted and
respected authority.
And then the roof fell in.
Our nation lost its way in Vietnam and couldn’t get
out without destroying half that beautiful country and
killing a million civilians, including children. We went
in to stop communist aggression only to find that the
Vietnamese people considered us the aggressor.
Within a couple of years fewer and fewer Americans
could answer the questions: What are we fighting for?
What in the world are we doing way over there, spending billions of dollars and losing thousands of young
American lives when there’s plenty to take care of right
here at home?
There may be times when there are good reasons
to be “way over there.” But never be too sure. I hope
you and your generation will keep asking that question:
What in the world are we doing?
In 1968 Martin Luther King was assassinated.
Cities erupted in riots and burst into flames. The lid
pressed down upon racial injustice in our society blew
off. We suddenly learned the difference between tranquility and peace. We learned there could be no peace
without justice. Tranquility, yes; peace, no.
Before you judge or condemn so-called rioters, I
hope you will walk a mile in their shoes or, better yet,
imagine living a year in their neighborhoods. And do the
same for the police. Walk a mile in their shoes.
That’s called empathy. It’s a form of love and it
requires deep listening.
1965 was a time of great optimism in our country.
We trusted and respected authority.
And then the roof fell in.
My generation began to question authority. That
bumper sticker (QUESTION AUTHORITY) was everywhere. I began questioning what I had been taught about
Jesus and Christianity.
I don’t know if you’re a Christian. But if you
are, I’m pretty sure “Christian” is not part of your
Facebook profile or something you want tattooed on
your forehead. I’m guessing you’re more ashamed than
proud to be a Christian. And considering what goes for
Christianity in our society, I don’t blame you.
According to a recent survey, when young people
like you are asked to identify as Christian, Jew, Muslim,
Hindu, Buddhist, or None of the Above, more and more
of them check None. Hence the recent headline: Rise of
the Nones.

And that’s a good thing. I’d much rather someone
else call you a Christian than you call yourself one.
“Christian” is a far better adjective than a noun. And
since you are a high school graduate, I know you know
the difference.
If you were ever baptized, which is to say, initiated
into the Christian tradition and if you should ever be
outed, I hope you can claim that identity humbly without
apology. There are reasons for shame. But there are
reasons for pride as well.

I
Have
Learned
So much from God
That I can no longer
Call
Myself
A Christian, a Hindu, a Muslim
a Buddhist, a Jew.
The Truth has shared so much of Itself
With me
That I can no longer call myself
A man, a woman, an angel,
Or even pure
Soul.
Love has
Befriended Hafiz so completely
It has turned to ash
And freed
Me
Of every concept and image
My mind has ever known.
Hafiz
(14th-century Persian Sufi Muslim)

St. Francis is one. Mother Teresa is another. And,
of course, Martin Luther King is yet another. He was—
in case you didn’t hear it in school—a baptized child
of the church.
And by the way, it’s far more important to live
like Christ than to call yourself a Christian. Being a
Christian isn’t so much about what you believe as it is
about what you practice.
Despite the many names of religions in this world,
there are really only two: the religion of being right and

the religion of being kind. It doesn’t have to be either-or,
but if you can manage only one, please, be kind.
When I questioned authority, I discovered I had
been misled about Jesus. I had been told that Jesus is
the only way to heaven because he said: “In my Father’s
house are many mansions. I am the way, the truth and
the life. No one comes to the Father but by me.”
I don’t know what you’ll learn over the 50 years
after you graduate, but one thing I learned was that
when you take the Bible seriously, you don’t take it all
literally. “The Father,” as it turns out, is a poetic symbol.
It represents our true home, where we belong. That
doesn’t mean some other realm beyond this world. It is
right here.
Heaven is what we make or experience here on
earth. “Heaven” is a better adjective than a noun. And
the same goes for “hell.”
As the Bible puts it elsewhere: Those who abide in
love abide in God. So when you connect the dots, “in
my Father’s house are many mansions” can mean there
is plenty of room for love in this world. There are many
ways and opportunities to love others.
In the gospels, “Jesus” stands for love. The way of
Jesus is the way of love. So you see, Christianity itself
isn’t the way, the truth, and the life. Love is. Love is the
way, the truth, and the life. No matter the religion—love
is the way.
Whether you call yourself a Christian or not, I hope
you will bear the light of love into your world as St.
Francis did in his day. Francis set aside the luxuries and
privileges of his highborn life in order to serve the poor,
the sick, and the hungry in his society. After serving
as a warrior in his youth, he gave up the sword and
adopted the way of love. During a 13th-century crusade
when Christians and Muslims were at war, he visited
the sultan in Egypt several times in order to find a way
toward peace.
I don’t know what job or career you will take up.
I hope it will be a good one, constructive, challenging,
wholesome, and with decent pay and benefits. You may
have many jobs in your lifetime. But ultimately, you
have only one vocation. It is your calling as a human
being to wholeheartedly love the One and all others,
including the earth and all that dwells therein.
The late, great B. B. King once told a workshop of
budding musicians who apparently idolized him (and
why not?): “It’s good to have idols and mentors. But the
world doesn’t need another B. B. King. The world needs
you to be you.”
To which I would add: The world doesn’t need
another St. Francis, Mother Teresa, Martin Luther King,
or even another Jesus. The world needs you to be you—
full of joy, full of faithfulness, full of hope, full of love,
which is to say, the world needs you to be fully alive.
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Michael Long
Defender of the Green
John Case
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PHOTOS COURTESY OF FRIENDS OF THE BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAINS

M

ichael Long graduated this year from
Jefferson High School with honors and
awards after spending his entire childhood
in Shepherdstown. Quiet, dark-haired, slight, a careful
listener, a twin, raised by a single mom and professor
of art at Shepherd University, Michael is a testimony to
a family, community, and culture that have served as a
rich soil for talent.
I met Michael and his mother, Sonya Evanisko,
at their home on High Street. I was drawn by a press
release from the Friends of the Blue Ridge Mountains
announcing an award for environmental service and
scholarship. The “Jane Pratt Blue Ridge Mountains
Education Award” is bestowed on a graduating senior
with demonstrated environmental academic and stewardship performance.
A brief walk to the back of their home immediately
reveals another member of the family and doubtless
a profound source of Michael Long’s environmental
awareness: a magnificent garden—a star of the
Shepherdstown garden tour, sculpted with a vision and
art worthy of the Duponts’ classic Longwood Gardens.
It reminded me, in part because of the deep but angled
shape of the open space in Evanisko’s backyard, of a
fugue sword studded with jewels the shades of every
season, and jade-work, down its scabbard.
Widowed while still pregnant with twins, and living with modest means—she is employed at Shepherd
University, after all—Evanisko had high praise for
Jefferson County schools, especially their honors and
advanced programs. She also noted the energetic efforts
of the guidance counselors in finding sources of income
to assist promising students to achieve their aspirations.
In the Friends of the Blue Ridge Mountains statement, Michael explained his motivation: “Since I was
very young, my mother took my twin sister and me
to the Town Run Garden on the Shepherd University
campus so she could maintain the native woodland
garden beds that are there. As soon as I was old enough,
she taught me how to weed the beds, assist with planting and mulching, and to identify the plants. I grew
to understand the importance of green space in the
community and how it provides a space for community
members to enjoy as well as a habitat for birds and resting places for small mammals.”
Not being an expert in environmental matters, I
started with the questions that most interest me: What is
“sustainable”? Is it the same as “immortal”? Michael took
the first in a dead-on and practical manner, a good sign of
someone who has learned enough of a subject to have a
useful opinion on it. “I think reducing carbon burning is
most important. Moving to solar is really promising.”
He looked a bit flummoxed with the “immortal”
question—but what young person, other than a soldier,

natural resources, sustainability programs, and conservation while educating students to consider humanity’s
future needs.”
Now that response may sound a bit rehearsed, but
it’s plainly more than a memorized line with Michael.
He is comfortable allowing that perhaps only 10 percent
of his fellow students are “climate and environmental
conscious,” but that over half the faculty were proscience and green. Being in an admittedly minority
political position did not deter or discourage him, as it
might some. Being even remotely objective and selfreliant about social and political matters at age 18 is a
degree of insurance against being derailed from purpose
by some of the many distractions of college youth.
Michael is a National Honor Society member and
a student of martial arts. The latter appears to have
conveyed a sense of presence and centering in him.
He is proud of his award from Friends of the Blue
Ridge Mountains and clearly enjoyed participating in
the organization’s recent Stewardship Day at Blue Ridge
Regional Park in Bluemont, Virginia. His task was
working to rid the park of invasive vegetation.

Sonya Evanisko and Michael Long

would not show a bit of “deer-in-the-headlights” at that
one? But he quickly rose to the occasion when I pressed,
acknowledging “that all systems have a life-cycle,” a
moderately adult recognition for a high school senior.
This led me to the next question for Michael, although it
required this short digression.
Mark Twain is attributed with the remark: “The two
most important days of your life are the day you are born
and the day you find out why you are here.” No one can
seem to find this remark in Twain’s published works, but
it is provocative and somehow fits his eternally youthful,
sardonic but optimistic outlook—where the possibility of
a gateway to a cosmic truth lies just beyond your fingertips—but within reach, within choices.
Some discover very young why they are here. Some
must wait for a call. Some search till the last day and,
who knows, beyond. But to find out why you are here
when you are young offers the greatest and longest
potential for performing the great deeds, which are
bridesmaids of passionate focus and attention to detail.
Michael volunteered, again very practically, in
response to Mark Twain’s challenge, that he will attend
Shepherd University in the fall, studying environmental
science, because, he noted, “for as vast and as resilient
our natural environment is, it needs to be protected.”
He said Shepherd University offers solid coursework
in environmental studies by “focusing on protecting

Marie Uehling, vice president of the Friends of the Blue Ridge
Mountains, handing the Jane Pratt Blue Ridge Mountains
Education Award to Michael Long, with FBRM board member
Jed Shilling shaking his hand.

His award, which consists of a $1,000 scholarship
toward college tuition and a framed certificate, was
presented by Friends board members at Jefferson High
School’s Senior Night awards assembly on May 28.
“I want to make a difference,” he concluded. “I
want to help the environment and help serve the people
and species who depend upon it.”
John Case is a retired union organizer and software
engineer. He hosts the “Winners and Losers” radio
program on WSHC.
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Every Hero Has a Story
T

he Shepherdstown Public Library is delighted
to welcome its new head children’s librarian,
Christy Hagerty, who began her job in January.
As experienced librarians know, children of all ages
gravitate to books with a good story that feature a cool
hero. So for her first library summer reading program,
Hagerty has chosen to go with the nationwide theme
“Every Hero Has a Story.” What makes this choice personally satisfying is that she had a paternal grandmother
with a great story, and it is this hero that Hagerty credits
as her role model.
Hagerty’s parents both came from small towns in
southern West Virginia, and she spent her earliest years
literally in the shadow of the John Amos Power Plant in
Poca, West Virginia. Her mother was from a coal mining
family living in Summerville near the New River Gorge,
and her father came from a deep “holler” in the mountains called Dille, West Virginia, where mining coal was
also a career spanning generations. Stories about the
lives of these strong, hard-working relatives dominated
Hagerty’s childhood, but they were interspersed with
vivid memories of exploring the undeveloped expanses
surrounding her home.
The hero and inspiration for Hagerty is her grandmother Goldie Marie Donohue, known as Mamaw,
who wanted a life different from that accepted by her
contemporaries. She married at 18, as did most young
women at the time, and temporarily had to postpone
the dream of going on to college. Being the primary
caregiver for her three children and running the family
grocery store, which included pumping gas for customers while in high heels and skirt, was more than enough
to keep her busy. But in her 40s, she decided that she
had waited long enough to pursue her dream and for
years resolutely made the trip to Charleston several
times a week to take classes.
Through perseverance and pluck, Grandma Marie
gradually earned bachelor’s and master’s degrees from
the University of Charleston with certification in education and reading. The story of Marie Donohue is one of
a life-size hero who loved her family, appreciated her
small coal community and its natural beauty, valued
education, and overcame obstacles to become who she
wanted to be.
Living in a rural area as a child and returning for
vacations over many years helped to define Hagerty’s
great passion for the outdoors. As a youngster at
Grandmother Marie’s house, she fished in the creek for
crawdads, containing them in mason jars and old coffee
cans that were generously provided by her resourceful
hero. The woods in Dille and Summerville offered other
opportunities for exploration.
“There were lots of cousins, and we would build
forts, hunt for salamanders, swing on grapevines, and
have campfires,” she reminisced.
At age eight, Christy, her two sisters, and parents
relocated to Maryland to be near her father’s work,
ultimately settling in Columbia, a planned suburban
community with specific green spaces but no “wild”
expanses or feeling of spontaneity. As she grew older,

normal teen angst and rebelliousness, coupled with the
need to escape the confines of this limiting environment,
caused her some distress.
Hagerty began camping locally and hiking with
friends, eventually visiting many national parks
throughout the country. At age 20 she and a friend
spent an entire month driving across the United States,
camping and backpacking. Little wonder that she was
attracted to and later married Ryan Hagerty, whom she
met in the Outdoor Club at Shepherd University. Ryan
has been a photographer and video producer at the Fish
and Wildlife’s National Conference Training Center in
Shepherdstown since 1999.
Like her paternal grandmother, Hagerty is a person
who enjoys being busy. She earned a master of library
science degree from the University of Maryland and
then worked for the Purcellville Public Library in
Virginia. Returning to Jefferson County, Hagerty was
a librarian at Shepherdstown Elementary School for
several months before having her first child. Wanting
additional challenges beyond being a mother to her two
children, Sadie and Wyatt, now eight and 11, for the
past 10 years she has taught online courses for Marshall
University in its continuing education program for
employed teachers seeking school librarian certification.
Now more familiar with the regular routine and
with many patrons of Shepherdstown Library’s children’s
department, Hagerty is ready to initiate some of her
own ideas. “I firmly believe that the public library and
the school library should work in sync,” she says, “and
increasing the ways they do will be a goal of mine.”
Hagerty took this concept to Shepherdstown
Elementary School in the spring and elicited enthusiastic
support from 15 fourth and fifth graders who became
“righteous readers.” Every two weeks the group met for
an hour in the school library at the end of the day to
discuss mutually agreed upon books, play related games,
and share snacks. Boys and girls came voluntarily to this
unique book club that Hagerty hopes will continue with
old and new students next fall.
To promote the summer reading program, she
enlisted son Wyatt’s help to create a three-minute video
for viewing by a wide audience. Students learned about
the reading log, requirements for earning prizes after
completing the hours or number of books, and received
an overview of the summer programs scheduled weekly
beginning on June 24. Activities include visits from a
brass quintet, a storyteller from The Rainbow Company,
Wildlife Ambassadors and their Amazing Animals,
author-illustrator Kevin Sherry, and community workers
in the police and fire departments.
Another activity, “Every Hero Has a Story,” will
sponsor a teen contest that features a written narrative,
photographs, or a video in keeping with the theme.
Prizes will be awarded in each category for the most
original entry.
Hagerty wants to reach beyond students and encourage families to read together this summer and into the
school year. “Plan a family reading night just as you
would a family movie night,” she suggested. “You can

PHOTO BY WENDY MOPSIK

Wendy Mopsik

Shelving is one of many different tasks handled daily by
librarian Christy Hagerty. She is always ready and more than
willing to recommend a book title to suit each patron’s needs.

Suggested Titles for Family Reading
The True Blue Scouts of Sugar Man Swamp
My Side of the Mountain
Wonder
Anne of Green Gables
The Hobbit/Lord of the Rings
Harry Potter
Hunger Games
Gregor the Overlander
Juvenile fiction by Roald Dahl

choose to read different books at the same time, all
concentrate on the same book, or read aloud to those too
young to read on their own.”
Whatever the method, Hagerty’s message is clear:
Come to the Shepherdstown Public Library, especially in
the summer, and keep the family reading. Vocabularies
increase, new learning comes from fiction and nonfiction, and readers can discover for themselves the hero
within the story.
Wendy Sykes Mopsik also had a grandmother, affectionately called Gamma, who could be considered her hero.
She was tiny, smoked a lot, made the best cheesecake, and
knew more about literature and poetry than most college
professors.
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Renny Smith

Making a Difference at Home and Abroad
Mary Bell

PHOTO BY MARY BELL

S

ome people live their lives in
the place where they were born
and raised. They run into people
at the grocery store and the bank who
came to their sixth birthday party. They
enjoy a comfort and confidence of
place, a shared history and familiarity
that anchors their lives. Then there are
other people who know early on that
they simply must go somewhere else to
put together the life they want to live.
Renny Smith is among the latter, and in
her case, she had to go somewhere far,
far away.
Smith knew that she wanted to live
abroad. When she started dating her
husband, Grant Smith, a Foreign
Service officer, she knew life overseas
was an option.
“It was part of the attraction,” she
explains with a smile.
With a background in social work,
Renny Smith worked for Arlington
County, Virginia, in Child Welfare
where, she says, she worked for the best
supervisor she ever had. While working
on her master’s degree, Smith interned
for Catholic Charities of the District of
Columbia, resettling recent immigrants
from Ethiopia, Southeast Asia, and
Afghanistan. This was her introduction
to the international community, and she
loved it. She helped her clients find
jobs, enroll their children in school, and
get driver’s licenses—tasks that can be
overwhelming in a new country and a
new language.
At that time, with her husband
working at the State Department in
Washington, DC, Smith decided to take
the Foreign Service examination herself.
She did well on the written part and
breezed through the orals. With both of
the Smiths in the Foreign Service, they
were assigned to India. At first, Smith
worked at the American Embassy in
New Delhi as a visa officer, processing
requests for visas to enter the United
States. Later, she became a refugee officer, involved with requests from refugees
and displaced persons.
Refugees, Smith explains, are people
who are trying to escape persecution

Renny Smith

because of race, religion, or beliefs.
This is a very high standard to meet,
and evaluating these requests is complex
and demanding. A displaced person,
on the other hand, is someone who is
trying to escape civil strife. The number
of refugees who can enter the United
States from each country is set annually
by Congress, and the Citizenship and
Immigration Service (formerly the INS)
adjudicates applications. In her work with
refugees, Smith changed—and sometimes
saved—lives.
During one of her stateside tours
with the State Department, Smith did
legislative work. She worked for two
years on the Immigration Reform and
Control Act of 1986. Sadly, she notes
that this legislation, now almost 30 years
old, was Congress’s last major reform
to U.S. immigration policy. There is an
urgent need, according to Smith, for
another major reform to address 21stcentury issues.
In another assignment while in
Washington, DC, Smith worked in the
State Department’s Citizens Emergency
Center, which deals with all kinds of
emergent situations that befall U.S.
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citizens abroad. For example, she acted
as the State Department’s liaison with
families during airline hijackings, and
she assisted families when citizens
abroad were victims of crimes. Smith had
to make a lot of sad phone calls in that
position, and she credits her experience
as a social worker for giving her the
background she needed for that and other
State Department assignments. Also, she
says, she could not have done the job
without the help of journalists and missionaries abroad.
“They form and keep great contacts,”
she explains.
In one of her last assignments, Smith
and her husband returned to India, a
place Smith understands and loves. She
describes this as a difficult tour, since
both she and her husband had very
challenging assignments at the embassy
in New Delhi. Smith has always ridden
horses, and one of the activities she
enjoyed there was her morning ride—
alone—at the New Delhi Polo Club. This
was her time to unwind and prepare for
the day. After a number of enjoyable
months of early morning riding, the head
of the riding club’s board asked Smith to

join the board. She did, but with some
regret, since this meant the end of her
solitary rides.
“It’s just not the same when you’re a
board member,” she explains.
On the other hand, Smith is now,
and will always be, an honorary lifetime
member of the New Delhi Polo Club.
Like many transplants to Jefferson
County, her road here was circuitous.
After their last assignment in India,
the Smiths decided to look for a house
where they could keep horses. They saw
a listing for one in Harpers Ferry. As it
turns out, the house is in Bakerton with
a Harpers Ferry postal address, and it’s a
lovely, sprawling 19th-century farmhouse
with a nice barn for horses. After they
bought the house, Grant Smith became
the U.S. ambassador to Tajikistan, and the
Smiths were off and running again. At
the end of that tour, the Smiths, with their
horses, settled in Bakerton.
Never one to let the grass grow
beneath her feet, Smith ran Jefferson
County’s homeless shelter. She became
active in the League of Women Voters,
the American Association of University
Women, and she served on the Jefferson
County Planning Commission. With all
this community activity, her name was
in the local newspapers from time to
time, and one day, out of the blue, her
phone rang.
A voice asked, “Is this the Renny
Smith who worked for me in
Arlington County?”
The caller was Fannie Smith, who had
been Renny Smith’s supervisor—the best
supervisor she’s ever had—in 1968, when
they both worked in Child Welfare there.
So, after several decades, many countries
and thousands of miles, Renny and Fannie
Smith reunited in Jefferson County, where
they visit each other regularly.
And, as Renny Smith says, “The rest
is history.”
Mary Bell is a retired attorney who lives
in Shepherdstown.
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Jefferson High Graduates: Where Are They Now?

Brett Simon
Hannah Cohen

I

PHOTO BY HANNAH COHEN

PHOTOS COURTESY OF BRETT SIMON

f you’re ever in the woods or on the rivers of Mineral
County, West Virginia, you may encounter a familiar
face. His job is to ensure that our natural resources—
and you—are protected. Just don’t forget your fishing
license. He will need to check that too.
Brett Simon is a natural resource police officer
currently working in Mineral County. For the past
two and a half years, Simon has patrolled the county,
which includes the Jennings-Randolph Lake, Allegheny
Wildlife Management Area, and many Division of
Natural Resource access sites.
Simon grew up in Shenandoah Junction, but he
graduated from Clarke County High School, where his
mother was a teacher. After high school Simon attended
Shepherd University with a goal to be right where he is
today. Throughout high school and college, he worked
at Shepherdstown’s Opera House. In 2011 Simon earned
his bachelor’s degree in environmental science, with a
concentration in resource management.
Deciding to become a police officer is a weighty
decision. Being a police officer means a demanding
work schedule and requires steadfast enforcement of
laws and regulations. The realization that Simon’s future
was to work in law enforcement was made slowly,
around the dinner table.

Officer Simon at the District II Offices in Romney, West Virginia

Barnum, Mineral County

Schell Road, Mineral County

He grew up with the stories of his father, who previously worked in the Prince George’s County Sheriff’s
Department in Maryland. Enforcing the law is a family
value for the Simons, and his father’s work ethic and
influence seeded Simon’s ambitions and values. But the
outdoors suited his professional ambitions. Aiming to
work for the state’s Division of Natural Resources, he
chose to enforce laws that protect the Earth.
With luck and a lot of hard work, he found his
dream job on his first attempt: an offer to attend the
West Virginia State Police Academy. In 2012 Simon
entered the academy as a recent college graduate and
left as an officer of the law. His training continued as he
worked alongside an officer for a year before moving
into an autonomous routine.
Primarily, Simon’s responsibilities include enforcing
laws that protect the people who enjoy outdoor sports
and hunting as well as the regulations that protect West
Virginia’s natural resources, environment, and wildlife.
Rarely will he be found indoors. Patrolling the extent
of Mineral County, Simon spends the majority of his
workdays along rivers and streams, in mountains and
forests. Though the jobsite of a natural resource police
officer seems majestic, the routine requires flexibility
with seasonal demands, odd hours, patience, and intuition. In addition to enforcing regulations and patrolling
to ensure the safety of those enjoying their sport, he
responds to reports of violations and domestic calls as
an adjunct to the state police.
His favorite season, spring, has just passed, making
way for the hot days of summer, when West Virginians
retreat from the heat by boating and fishing. Fall is
the busiest month for a natural resource police officer,
with deer hunting at its peak as well as small game and
turkey hunting.

Simon can be found outdoors even when he’s not
working. In his personal time, the woods tempt him with
backpacking, camping, and fishing adventures.
Here’s how he describes his favorite places in
West Virginia:
“My favorite location in Mineral County is a small
area that you could call Headsville. It’s on Beaver Run
Road, a small back road on the eastern side of the
county. There is a one-lane trestle bridge in the area
with Patterson’s Creek running underneath it. There are
open fields, a small white church, and a graveyard, and
the mountains in the background. It is not a place of
note by any means, but I find it to be the prettiest view
in the county.
“My favorite location in West Virginia would be
the Dolly Sods Wilderness Area—hands down. It holds
many memories of backpacking, camping trips, and
hikes with best friends. I would go so far as to say it
is the prettiest area in the state. If you have never been
there, I would highly recommend a trip to Bear Rock
and enjoy the view.”
This summer Simon will be training for a Tough
Mudder, an endurance race with obstacles. When
not outdoors, Simon can be found repairing his first
motorcycle. He hopes his 1975 Honda can make the
trip home soon.
Simon reminds boaters to wear life jackets to stay
safe this summer and to be sure to say hello!
More information about the West Virginia Division
of Natural Resources, including licensing, regulations, and careers, can be found at www.wvdnr.gov.
Additional information and updates are also posted
on the West Virginia Natural Resource Police
Officer Facebook page.
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Sweet Shop Tales
Stephen Altman
since 1997, says the number of front sales
staff averages about eight. “We require a
commitment of at least three 6-to-8-hour
shifts a week,” Pam says. “We tell the
kids that school comes first, and we try
to be flexible with their schedules. That
helps lower their stress level, and ours,
and the customers’.”

your attention till the transaction’s over,
no matter how long it takes.”
This is something you sense when
you’re there. Even when it gets crowded,
it’s almost impossible to get stressed out
at the Sweet Shop.
Erica Murray opens the store at
6 a.m. four days a week, works till noon,

The Sweet Shop on German Street

Erica Murray

Ana Prillaman

Zach Johns

Pam says this collaborative spirit
runs both ways. “They have a contract
with us. They need to show up for work,
be prepared. They have to be willing
to learn the job.” New employees get
14 days of orientation, a kind of tryout
period in which to learn the business and
see if working with the public is something that suits them. Pam says that what
they’re taught is this: “Every customer is
the only customer. If people have to wait
in line, acknowledge them, let them know
you know they’re there. But the customer
you’re waiting on gets 100 percent of

and then studies full time at Shepherd.
She’s making her way on her salary
from the Sweet Shop, student loans,
and a presidential scholarship from the
university. Talk with Erica and you’ll take
away two main impressions. First, she’s
a natural. Ask her if she has a passion,
and she’ll say, “I don’t really have a
passion, except to help people, and make
them smile.” Second, she really does
have a passion, but it’s so much a part
of her that it’s second nature. She wants
to finish her degree in psychology, get a
master’s degree, and become a counselor

PHOTOS BY STEPHEN ALTMAN

Y

ou’re driving along East German
Street, and you see the sign
for the Shepherdstown Sweet
Shop Bakery. People are chatting at the
tables outside. Maybe there’s a dog. The
primitive part of your brain begins to
stir: Muffin. Need a muffin…or a custardfilled éclair. They’ve got great éclairs,
and of course they also have chocolate
croissants and apricot tarts. How about
an espresso…
The Sweet Shop has been around
since 1982. Not just the locals, but
newcomers and innumerable tourists
find more than sweets here. They find—
a sweetness.
The people who’ll serve you are
officially called the “front sales staff.”
They’re all young people, mostly college
students, hired and trained to make you
feel welcome. Get to know them and
you’ll know they’ve all got stories.
Take Ana Prillaman, who’s working on a graphic novel. “It’s set in a
mythological world,” she says, “heavily
influenced by Sumerian and Egyptian
and Babylonian mythologies…the prebiblical, cradle-of-civilization cultures,
with heavy Buddhist overtones.”
Whew. You should see her eyes light
up. Ana’s an artist and writer, but there’s
a lot of theater in her—a year as a theater
major at Shepherd University, followed
by a stint at the Theatre Conservatory at
DePaul, and a decade living in Chicago.
Now she’s back in her hometown,
researching, imagining, creating a whole
new mythology for her graphic novel.
“Once it’s done, she says, “there’s going
to be nothing else like it.”
Which ought to be enough, except
that she’s also writing a novel. She got
caught up in National Novel Writing
Month and now she’s got 30,000 words
“inspired by the late Edwardian pastoral,
set in the Fens of England.” It is also, she
adds with a note of playful intrigue, “a
bit Jane Austen spoofy.”
Okay, but lots of people start creative
projects, right? Ana’s expression, always
direct, grows even more so. “I don’t want
to just finish these things. I want to make
them into marketable products. I’m making them,” she’s smiling now, “for other
people to enjoy.”
Pam Berry, who along with her husband, Rusty, has owned the Sweet Shop
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for children at the elementary- or middleschool level. “I want,” she says, “to have
that thing about me that people remember—not just the girl who has fun, but
the person who adds something to other
people’s lives.”
When Erica was 11, a trampoline
accident on Easter Sunday led to a
collapsed lung and a pair of surgeries. During the second one, her heart
stopped. “I think that’s why I’m so goal
oriented,” she says. “I figure I was given
a second chance.”
Zach Johns also works at the Sweet
Shop. You can’t get him not to call you
“Sir” or “Ma’am.” He attends Blue
Ridge Community Technical College
and, like Erica, studies psychology. “It’s
a growing science, but the part that
interests me most is behavior—all kinds
of behavior—so ideally, someday I’ll get
to do behavioral therapy.” He’d like to
work with troubled youths. “I was a bit
of a troubled youth myself and was very
appreciative of the help I received when
I needed it. The one who helped me—my
mentor, I like to call him—inspired me to
do similar things for others.”
Zach’s been a professional carpenter
for four or five years. He’s also a musician (guitar and harmonica, bass guitar,
drums, piano, anything that goes into
a rock ’n’ roll band) and a volunteer at
Antietam Battlefield, rebuilding fences,
replanting tree lines. He’s 22.
Pam says, “It’s fun, sometimes, when
kids who’ve worked here come back after
they graduate. They’ve got careers and
family, they’re successful, and one of the
things they tell us is how they learned
independence working at the bakery.”
It strikes you that what Pam’s talking
about is becoming a grownup. And as a
customer, knowing that the Sweet Shop
is a station along that path makes it even
better when you stop in for a muffin
and a cup of coffee. Behind the counter
are the hope-filled young, making their
way into that uncertain, scary, promising
world called adulthood.
Stephen Altman says he never met
a chocolate éclair he didn’t like. He
and his sweet tooth have just moved
to Shepherdstown from the Washington,
DC, suburbs.
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Claudia Cooper’s Mission
Helping Orphans and Women in Ethiopia
Isabella Snyder

D

this way, we move from aid to development. We’d like
to be able to do that in other regions of the world since,
as you noted, there are so many places where it could be
beneficial. We also like to think of Betasab as the first
project of the Global Family Initiative.

r. Claudia Cooper teaches at Middlebury College
in Vermont. She earned her doctorate in human
development and psychology, with a specialization in language and literacy, from the Harvard Graduate
School of Education and has been at Middlebury since
1998. After visiting Ethiopia, and following the adoption of her Ethiopian daughter, Dr. Cooper and her son,
Nick Rogerson, founded Betasab—a nonprofit organization devoted to responding to the orphan crisis in Addis
Ababa—in 2012. I became interested in Dr. Cooper and
her work in 2014 after reading a letter written to my
family by Tesfaye, one of the children in the Betasab program. Last summer my brother and I offered tutoring at
Four Seasons Books and accepted donations for Betasab.
I hope to do that again this year.
PHOTO BY HOPE SNYDER

How did you choose your directors?

Snyder: What inspired you to create Betasab?
Cooper: Many things came together. The difference
between reading about issues or seeing them on TV and
being there and seeing the ways those issues play out in
real lives is very powerful. I think it can move you to a
new level of understanding, and then you find yourself
asking, Okay, now that I know this, what do I do? At
least, that’s part of what happened to me. It was also
really important in our case that we had local Ethiopian
partners involved from the start. They wanted to do something for their own people, to make changes and begin a
project there, to help the children, [so they] asked us to
help them. That was critical—the idea that we were not
going in as outside saviors but rather partners with people
who really knew the situation on the ground.
Something else resonated with me as well. In 2004
we adopted a daughter from Ethiopia. She was almost
11 when she arrived here. One of the things we realized
immediately, that we might not have had she been a
baby, was that she could express both the pleasure of
finding herself in a loving family and the loss of her
culture and family. When our partners came to us, it was
useful to remember that our goal was to help children,
while making it possible for them to stay in their country. This would allow them to keep their language and
culture. We realized we should not sweep children away
but rather help them improve their living conditions in
order to let them stay there. Our daughter has remained
in touch with her family over the years; I even visit them
when she’s not with me!
Unfortunately, poverty and suffering exist in many
places in the world. Why did you choose to create
Betasab in Ethiopia?
You’re right. The way the world is, with the kinds of
inequities and the need for more educational, social, and
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Claudia Cooper

economic justice, we could have started in so many different places. The most important reason for starting in
Ethiopia ties precisely back to why we started at all: the
local presence and local contacts there in Ethiopia. Our
country directors have been involved from the beginning, from conceptualization to actualization.
Please describe the relationship between Betasab and
the Global Family Initiative.
Global Family Initiative, the umbrella organization for
Betasab, stands for a family approach to everything we
do: creating new families through the Origins Homes
Program; supporting at-risk families through our
Learning Lions school support program; and helping
struggling mothers build their skills and independence
in our Sheba Women’s Empowerment Program (launching this year) to help support their families. We work
to cultivate a sense of strength in family not only
in our kids but also in our staff. We consider all the
volunteers and even our supporting donors part of the
family. We are working to build communities from the
inside out.
Betasab actually means “family” in Amharic, but
most people in the world don’t know that. We hope that
the name Global Family Initiative helps people identify
our mission. In addition, as we grow, we’d like to share
our model of a locally based, holistic approach. It works
to move beneficiaries from aid recipients to self-sufficient community members by preparing children and
women who can in turn help their own communities. In

It felt like a very organic process. Ephrem Gezahegn
and Firewoyni Fransou, our partners in Ethiopia who
became our country directors, had asked me what
I thought about starting a project for orphaned and
vulnerable children in Ethiopia. Here at home, I
began having conversations with various people about
whether we could, and should, start the project. As
we spoke, the conversations about how to start the
project turned to who would do it. Eric Hoest and Nick
Rogerson stepped up immediately. Our knowledge and
skill sets were complementary and gave us the confidence to begin.
Why did you and your son, Nick Rogerson, become
co-founders?
I can’t speak for Nick directly, but it has felt to me
like a partnership from the very beginning. We have
similar sensibilities in many ways and similar interests
and values. Nick had been to Ethiopia in the summer of 2007, when we took our daughter (his sister),
Meskerem, back for the first visit to see her family; he
knew the place, knew the issues. When Ephrem and
Firewoyni came to me, Nick was one of the first people
I talked to about it.
What are your plans for Betasab?
We are eager to build forward. Our children are doing
really well, and we’d like to increase the number of
children we serve. We’re looking forward to the launch
of our Sheba Women’s Empowerment project. We are
also working to build more awareness about our work
and to create sustainability in every aspect of our
programming.
According to Betasab.org, there are five million orphans
in Ethiopia. About 750,000 of them have lost one or
both parents to AIDS. I hope Betasab continues its
mission to help women and children in need.
A sixth-generation Shepherdstonian, Isabella Snyder
is a freshman at St. Maria Goretti High School. She will
be traveling to Madrid this summer and is looking forward to practicing her Spanish. Her favorite sport
is tennis.
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Peggy McKowen

S

hepherdstown continues to amaze us with the
diversity of people of talent who live here.
A nationally and internationally recognized
theater artist, Margaret A. “Peggy” McKowen made
Shepherdstown her home in 2007 when she joined the
Contemporary American Theater Festival as its associate producing director.
McKowen arrived in Shepherdstown with extensive academic and professional theater experience.
From West Virginia to New York City to Europe and
China, McKowen’s career is richly multicultural and
multigenerational.
In partnership with Ed Herendeen, founder and
producing director at CATF, McKowen’s role is to plan,
organize, and facilitate “the art” and programming
of CATF. Her focus is always on enhancing the art
on stage and the experience for everyone involved.
Her success in raising the talent pool of designers,
directors, and actors interested in working with CATF
can be seen in the ever-increasing quality of festival
productions. McKowen said, “I think I’m successful
at this because I am continually working to create a
strong culture of Yes!”
During the season, McKowen serves as believer,
cheerleader, quality-of-life supervisor, and hospitality
director. McKowen is, however, first and foremost
an artist. Born and raised in New Martinsville, West
Virginia, in the Northern Panhandle, McKowen grew up
immersed in the world of the arts. Her Italian immigrant
grandfather was a painter, sculptor, and artisan. One of
his noted projects was Story “Book Forest” in Idlewild,
Pennsylvania, for which he created all the sculptures.
Within the park is a statue of a little girl on a mushroom.
“That’s me,’ said McKowen. “I loved that my grandfather included me in the fantasy world of ‘Story Book
Forest.’ All four of his children grew up to be artists.”
One of these children was McKowen’s mother, a
painter who worked extensively designing scenery for
the theater. “Mom was on a scaffold the day before I
was born. The family lore is that I was nearly born on
the stage,” said McKowen.
Her father was a lab supervisor for PPG Industries
in Pittsburgh and an advocate for and lover of the arts.
“Dad would bring home microscopic images to
share with us,” said McKowen. “He chose the ones he
thought were beautiful.”
Her whole family considered art to be central to
life, and art played a significant role in the way the family lived. Her older brother is an attorney and a writer,
and her younger brother is a painter, sculptor, designer,
and movie maker.
In high school, McKowen was active in theater
and debate. Winning the West Virginia State Thespian
Competition her senior year resulted in a tuition waiver
and a theater scholarship to West Virginia University.

Graduating from WVU with a bachelor’s degree in theater, she auditioned for the University/Resident Theatre
Association by presenting her design portfolio to a
committee in New York. She found herself drawn to the
University of Texas in Austin.
While at University of Texas, McKowen participated in a formidable academic and experiential
program, where she worked with academic and professional greats. She studied with Dr. Paul Reinhardt, who
supervised the costume design program, and with Dr.
Oscar G. Brockett, one of the country’s foremost theater
historians. The program enabled McKowen to work with
some of the country’s leading designers as well, including Ming Cho Lee, a set designer and recipient of the
National Medal of Arts, and Linda Roethke, a master
teacher of costume design.
Upon graduating from UT, McKowen accepted
a position as resident artist at Dickinson College in
Carlisle, Pennsylvania. She traveled the world, teaching
and designing all aspects of theater production.
“I taught in London, Rome, and Florence and
designed in Berlin, Bamberg, and Edinburgh,” stated
McKowen. “It was a fantastic six-year experience.”
While at Dickinson, McKowen began working as
a resident designer with the Jean Cocteau Repertory
Theater in New York City. She continued work with the
Cocteau for nearly 10 years. While there, McKowen was
involved in a landmark production of Mother Courage
and Her Children directed by Robert Hupp. The
production and her designs developed quite a following
and resulted in many design opportunities for her in
subsequent years. Photographs from this production are
featured in several leading theater design textbooks.
In 1996 McKowen joined the theater faculty at WVU
in Morgantown. Within a short time, despite being only in
her early 30s, she became chair of the theater department.
“Serving as an academic chair was the most difficult job I
have ever held,” stated McKowen.
Staying in this position for five years taught
McKowen a lot about the need to influence, how to
operate in the political environment of academia, and
what complications can arise with gender misunderstanding. “I really am grateful for all that I learned
in those years about leadership, policy, and academic
complexity,” said McKowen.
In summer 2007 Ed Herendeen brought McKowen
to the festival to design two of that summer’s productions. Over the course of the summer, Herendeen
became convinced that McKowen would be a wonderful
artistic partner for him and for the festival. The following January, McKowen joined CATF as its associate
producer.
After eight years with CATF, McKowen is committed to staying. Being in an administrative role has
allowed her to touch every aspect of the organization.

PHOTO PROVIDED BY PEGGY McKOWEN

Marellen Johnson Aherne

Peggy McKowen, associate producing director, Contemporary
American Theater Festival at Shepherd University

“I’m still an artist first,” she said, “but this experience
has given me a very well-rounded understanding of what
it really takes to make theater happen. It makes me better with the artists and the community.”
McKowen also feels extremely fortunate to live
and work in a community that accepts the artistic risks
CATF takes. As a native West Virginian, it brings her
great pride to work with the festival. “I find it very
rewarding to say that we can do this work here because
West Virginia supports daring art.”
McKowen continues to do freelance design. Her
schedule with CATF allows her to work elsewhere at
least twice a year. Recent productions have been in New
York City, China, at the Texas Shakespeare Festival,
and at Arkansas Repertory. McKowen also designs
periodically for CATF. Recent productions include sets
for From Prague, by Kyle Bradstreet, and scenery and
costumes for The Insurgents, by Lucky Thurber.
McKowen is a resident of Shepherdstown, where
she lives with her partner, Thomas Macaulay, and her
four-year-old son, Matthew.
Marellen Johnson Aherne is a lifetime lover of the
theater. She currently serves on the CATF board
of trustees.
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PEGGY McKOWEN

Costume design for Henry V
produced at the Texas
Shakespeare Festival

Right: Costume
design for Richard II,
produced at the Texas
Shakespeare Festival
Center: Costume design
for Mother Courage and
Her Children, produced
at the Jean Cocteau
Repertory
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Left: Costume design for Jazz Land, produced at CATF, Shepherd University
Below: Costume design for Wolfpit, produced at the Phoenix Ensemble Theater
Bottom: Costume design for Macbeth, produced at the Texas Shakespeare Festival

PHOTOS SUPPLIED BY PEGGY McKOWEN

See artworks in color at shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
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James Pate
Habitual Inhabitants

The Parties

Heliolatry

That March, we wandered up the hill
toward the violet horizon

Light streamed. The party would continue on
until it found the hallway of doors
left partially ajar
and withdrew through the morning
air of the terrace.
I was in the pool, floating like a child
dazed by the glare of his
birthday. Where were the rabbits
with their arrows?
Where was the hobbyhorse alpinist?
At a party you are not a customer,
and in stores
aisles are not celebrants. I had trained

I was working in a museum near
the lake. The office buildings

You told me about a vision
in which you wandered
among burning taxis
crowded with pelicans
that arrived from stories
no one told
during years
in which none of us were moving
Then winter arrived
and snow built its world around us
The cold stood at each window
breathing impeccable air
We lived in basements and attics
growing hair and shaving hair
cutting toenails
in clean, secluded corners
Two or three of us read biographies
of addicted movie stars
and habitual crooners
“Hold my hand,” you would tell us
arms behind your back
face pointed towards the clouds
For Uses Not Intended
I was jogging again after months
of having not done so. A phrase
from the film kept returning at the precipice of sleep
only to look down and turn away. I loved
the way she spoke in the sequel. I looked
through the newspapers for Nixon during
the summer I was born. The moon
rose behind us. There were cats and glass flamingoes
at the yard sale. Brief phrases were exchanged.
An infinite regress would be beautiful
to watch one afternoon, sycamores
swaying in the windows. Really, none of us
answered, or would ever be known
to answer. Our teacher wore black
the morning after her father died. The days do
not applaud. I painted the doors
lemon in that sequence
of dreams. The phone rang above us
as well as below. Many are happy here, pacing
through these wind-bitten hedges. This weather.

for years, becoming the rustiest
key in your pocket, the crimson
napkin lifted from the table, never
to return to such dinnerware
again. The couple ate lamb on multiple
Sundays in the film we
watched last Monday.
We liked to think of the thoughts
we might have while driving
the convertible through boulevards
and misty hills, the hours ahead
of us like cold
flame on our tongues.
It would be a festival of ruffles and pink
cakes and rodents so adept only
the cornices of rooms
could house them. One midnight bows
to the other. Horns and oboes ring
from a further street
toward the shore where only sand is waiting.
Ars Poetica

This was the season of seven invisible suns,
or maybe twelve receding moons. My friend Henry
broke his foot, but he was a child then, reading
purple books in white gardens. The painting
revealed trees in an air so invisible
you could move through it and barely recognize
your shadow among the hedges. At night
I thought about the silent miles rain
must plummet before clattering into sound
along the roofs of our rooms. My friend Henry
wore vests in some of the stories he
was said to appear in, his words lit by cloud-light
slightly outside the frame, his ebony cane
only occasionally within reach.
The idea has no space, his wife warned us,
and therefore no age, or scale
through which to test itself.
I brought my lunch in a small metal box.
Sunlight flooded. In the gallery of missing
branches, trees stood in swipes
of light so delicate the surrounding
landscape lost everything but distance.

I once spent a night driving through the city
taking pictures of the few
remaining public phones. Rain fell like coins
of sleep or droplets of oil. The light was pulsing
in that dream
and growing closer. It would be a year no one
could remember, not even the nostalgiaists
or the few who
remained within it, fog clinging to green
in a distant field. We took the wrong turn, arriving
too late for the previews.
My raincoat had not gotten wet.
Later you say you feel like an emptied city
of mirroring windows
where a single candle
glides through endless rooms.
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around the museum seemed empty
and then crowded with shadows and plants.

James Pate grew up in Memphis, Tennessee, graduated from the Iowa Writers’ Workshop, and teaches at
Shepherd University. His work has appeared in Action
Yes, La Petite Zine, storySouth, Cream City Review,
Black Warrior Review, Berkeley Fiction Review, and
Blue Mesa Review, among other places.
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A Symbol for the Nation
The Bald Eagle in American Environmental History
Mark Madison

—Steve Miller Band (1977)

is indeed a national symbol of the various ways we have abused our wildlife
neighbors and have gradually begun to
make amends.
The eagle’s symbolism predates
the United States. Eagles had been a
common standard for Roman legions
and birds of symbolic importance for

PHOTO BY DAVE MENKE
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t my workplace—the National
Conservation Training Center in
Shepherdstown, West Virginia—
we have an eagle nest, which has had
nesting eagles in it for the last nine
years. This year, three eaglets were born.
Two have survived—the inexorable law
of natural selection sadly at work. Some
years, one egg hatches. During a particularly harsh winter, no young were
born. Some years, like this one, are particularly fecund.
Bald eagles have many fascinating
habits. They return to their nests year
after year, putting on an addition here, a
sunroom there; some nests can eventually
grow as large as 10 feet wide and weigh
up to 2,000 pounds. As befits the loyal
symbol of our nation, the eagle mates for
life. It can survive in the wild 30 years or
more if not hunted or poisoned. (More on
that later.)
Both males and females develop the
white plumage around their heads that
distinguishes the species. And no, they
are not actually “bald” in any sense. Their
name derives from the old English term
piebald referring to animals with distinct
white patches of fur or, in the case of
bald eagles, feathers.
Bald eagles are also intertwined
with our cultural history. NCTC’s huge
eagle nest, very high in a sycamore
tree, overlooking the Potomac River, is
part of our local history. Eagles used
to be ubiquitous in this region, then
largely disappeared from the area. Now,
virtually every available eagle territory
on the Potomac has been re-colonized.
This local environmental story is tied
into a grander story of the American
Conservation Movement. The bald eagle

coinciding with the introduction of the
new miracle pesticide DDT. DDT had
been one of the pesticides that helped
win World War II; troops used it to kill
disease-carrying insects. When it was
widely adopted for peacetime use in the
United States, it had a disastrous effect
on bald eagles, osprey, whooping cranes,
and other birds that began to accumulate
the poison in their systems. Breeding
eagle pairs dropped to a low of about 450
in the lower 48 states, and bald eagles
were designated as an endangered species
in 1978.

Bald eagle chicks

American Indian cultures for thousands
of years before the creation of the
new North American nation. So it is
unsurprising that when the Great Seal of
the United States was designed in 1782,
it included a native bald eagle. (The
anecdote about Ben Franklin preferring
a turkey on the Great Seal is as unsupported as Washington chopping down a
cherry tree.)
When the bald eagle was chosen
as our symbol, the bird could be seen
across the continent, with up to 100,000
nesting eagles across North America.
Unfortunately, as the nation developed,
the bald eagle population began to
decline. From approximately 1880 to
1940, hunting and habitat destruction
wreaked havoc with bald eagle numbers.
This wanton destruction of our nation’s
symbol led Congress to pass the Bald
Eagle Protection Act in 1940, making it
illegal to possess, kill, or sell the birds.
It was one of the first wildlife protection
laws aimed at a specific endangered species, and it was enacted in the context of
this destruction and local extirpation of
our nation’s symbol.
Bald eagle populations began to
recover with the end of hunting but
started to decline again in the late 1940s,

PHOTO BY RYAN HAGERTY

I want to fly like an eagle
To the sea
Fly like an eagle
Let my spirit carry me
I want to fly like an eagle
Till I’m free
Fly through the revolution.

One of two nesting bald eagles that have
taken up residence at the National Conservation
Training Center in Shepherdstown

The declining status of the bald
eagle led to a revolution in environmental
laws, with the Environmental Protection
Agency created in 1970 and the
Endangered Species Act passed in 1973.
The use of DDT was banned in 1972 in
the United States, and the ESA led to
increased protections and the acquisition
of habitat specifically for the threatened
birds. Bald eagles were downgraded
to threatened status in 1995 and, in a
symbolic moment, on August 9, 2007, the

bald eagle was removed from the federal
list of threatened and endangered species.
A wintering population survey of North
America in 1997 resulted in a count of
96,648 individuals, with about 75 percent
occurring in Alaska and British Columbia
and approximately a dozen nesting eagles
here in the Eastern Panhandle.
The return of the eagles happened
within my lifetime. I remember what a
rare occasion it was to ever see an eagle
when I was a young boy. When I drive by
the large eagle’s nest weighing hundreds
of pounds and housing four healthy
eagles, I see a symbol of how far we
have come as a nation and what we can
achieve when we do the right thing and
listen to the better angels of our nature.
The eagle is a fitting national
symbol of the environmental mistakes we
have made as a nation and our attempts
to remedy them. Some of the earliest
species-specific endangered species
legislation came about because of a fear
that we would accidentally exterminate
our nation’s symbol. The EPA and the
ESA both emerged in the context of DDT
and other toxins destroying our air, water,
and wildlife. The ahistorical attacks on
these revolutionary pieces of legislation
forget (or conveniently omit) the context
for their passage in a (literally) dark era
of smoggy skies, burning rivers, and
disappearing wildlife.
By remembering the history and context of these laws and changes in attitudes,
we can avoid repeating the mistakes of the
past. Regarding environmental history, the
philosopher George Santayana’s words are
surely true: “Those who cannot remember
the past are condemned to repeat it.” For
the eagle’s sake, I hope we remember its
troubled history and inspiring comeback.
Mark Madison is the historian for the
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service and works
at the National Conservation Training
Center. The live eagle cam at NCTC can
be viewed at: http://outdoorchannel.com/
eaglecam.
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Greening Your Thumbs
A Sneak Peek Into Lori Robertson’s Garden
Hannah Cohen
for the plants to grow. A healthy tomato plant will
surprise you with how many tomatoes it can produce—
and continue producing!

Sowing the Seeds
Robertson recommends planting strawberries in
their own bed, since they need ample room to send out
shoots. Good varieties are Everbearing or June Bearing.

PHOTOS AND ILLUSTRATIONS BY HANNAH COHEN

G

ardens come in all different sizes: small and
large, urban and rural. In a square-foot plot,
a garden will grow. For anyone new to gardening, starting small is smart and manageable. The
tomato plant does not know how long or wide your
garden space measures. Its home is the few inches surrounding its roots. If you have been wondering what
stirs beneath the soil along the sides of your house, in
the unattended patch of grass next to your porch, in the
backyard you have grown tired of mowing, plant a seed
and tend to a garden.

Urban garden plan

Graphing the Garden
Any small, unused portion of your back, front, or
side yard can be used. No yard? Your back porch or
front steps can be adorned with garden pots.
Next step is to determine whether you will till
the soil or plant in raised beds (which are not just for
urban gardeners).

Plotting the Plot

Strawberry patch

As for what type of seeds to plant, “What do
you like to eat?” asks Robertson, especially if space
is limited or if you are a novice gardener. The anticipation of eating your favorite vegetables or cooking with
fresh herbs will motivate you to continue caring for
your garden.
Don’t worry about quantity of plants. Concern
yourself first with the quality of your soil and your
ability to create and maintain a healthy environment

As for tomatoes, Robertson has kept her plants
close together (less weeding!) and enticed them to grow
upward within tomato cages. Robertson crafted the
cages from sturdy wire, so they won’t collapse in winds,
and with holes big enough to pull even the largest heirloom tomatoes straight from the vine through the hole.
Robertson recommends heirloom tomato varieties
because they are heartier. Have fun with the heirloom
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varieties; they can provide a colorful medley of flavors.
For small plots, one or two cherry tomato plants will
produce a bounty.
One or two summer squash and one or two zucchini
plants will suffice for a small plot: They need space to
grow and spread their vines.
For green beans, plant about 3inches apart and in
their own bed. Like strawberries, they wander
and stretch.
Hot pepper plants like sun, but they can tolerate
some shade.

Types of gardens

PHOTOS AND ILLUSTRATIONS BY HANNAH COHEN

Now for herbs. Some herbs will grow well planted
in pots, especially those that have the potential to take
over a small garden. If you have the space, all can be
planted in the ground. Herb gardens are quaint additions
to your landscape. At the end of the season, the picked
leaves can also be dried for cold-month stews and soups.

Tomato plants

An easy herb garden

Loving the Labor
Robertson recommends watering at the base of
the plant. This serves two purposes: It eliminates the
risk of scorching the leaves by watering overhead in
the sun, and it reduces the risk of mold growing on the
plant’s leaves.

If they appear, pests can be pesky. Maintaining
healthy soil is the key to healthy plants. Robertson
cautions that stressed plants are more susceptible to
disease and pests. Watch for holes in the plant and for
wilting leaves. Consult a more experienced gardener if
you need help.
Compost piled into the beds before planting adds
rich nutrients. Dried grass (nonfertilized) clippings make
excellent mulch to place around your plants. Let sit after
mowing, then rake. Avoid stepping on the soil in the
beds and around your plants, which will compact the
soil. Fall leaves make great pathways between beds.

Author’s Note—Many thanks to Lori Robertson for
showing me her garden and sharing her wisdom!
Robertson sends her thanks to John Christman for
providing the opportunity and property to create
her urban garden, located on Princess Street in
Shepherdstown. What once was a plot of grass is now
marveled at by passersby and quite literally alive
and buzzing!
Hannah Cohen is awaiting warm cherry tomatoes
plucked ripe off the vine.
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The Village People
Shepherdstown’s New Cohousing Community
Sue Kennedy
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Some of the Shepherd Village folk, gathered at the Blue Moon
for their monthly meeting

PHOTO BY NAN JOHNSON

f you are a senior citizen and living in a place you
love, you’re a very lucky person indeed. If the place
surrounds you with friendly neighborhoods and
essential services in a setting of beauty, offers unending
opportunities to contribute, to learn, and to have fun, it’s a
recipe for pure happiness.
Unfortunately, as life goes on, this home you thought
you’d never leave begins to turn unrealistic. The thought
that you might have to move away begins taking up more
of your waking hours. It’s not that you’re sick or old or
can’t get around, it’s because you’re being realistic, and
you begin thinking about downsizing and accessibility.
The sad truth is that aging tends not only to separate
lifelong friends but also to come with other challenges.
Large old homes aren’t designed for aging; they’re
isolating and they offer few support systems. Moving to
a retirement home might be an option, but the ones you’d
choose are scarce and can be prohibitively expensive.
Honestly, we all dwell on this next stage from time
to time, but not quite in the way Charlotte Baker-Shenk
and Phil Baker-Shenk did two years ago. After many conversations with others, they saw a way in Shepherdstown
for friends to downsize and not leave town, using a model
called “cohousing.” So in 2013 they bought 19 acres
across from the Shepherdstown Day Care Center, within
comfortable walking distance to town. Together with a
group of like-minded friends, they began the planning of
Shepherd Village.
The Shepherdstown East Development, LLC, was
created. Today, 18 householders have bought in and
become LLC owners. They call themselves “Pioneers.”
Committees were formed: Legal & Finance, Marketing
& Membership, Site Design, Extended Care, and
Development. Pioneers serve on at least one committee,
and committees report to the larger group where decisions
are made monthly to move the project forward. Then
there’s the overall Coordinating Committee composed
of Charlotte, Kay Schultz, and Billy McLaughlin. When
completed in a few years, Shepherd Village will be
a 30-household senior cohousing community (likely
duplex and triplex models) in a clustered “pocket”
neighborhood surrounded by lots of green space and
conservation-minded landscaping. An integral multipurpose 4,000-square-foot Common House is planned for
daily use by the community and to serve the village needs
for larger gatherings.
Cohousing is a Danish inspiration that’s catching on
rapidly in many countries, and it’s increasingly being recognized as an excellent option for seniors. It fosters vibrant
living instead of the isolation that often accompanies aging.
A consensual group process is used for decision-making
and communities are typically designed with great care for
the environment and the well-being of all.

Shepherd Village folk at the April site cleanup. Last year they
collected 1,400 pounds of trash plus over 250 tires. This year
they filled another dumpster.

Still reeling from the enormity of their generosity, I
asked Charlotte what in the world made them buy these 19
acres of raw land. “Truthfully, we bought the land because
the opportunity was there…and because we could.” She
said this with a laugh and a smile, her usual demeanor.
Charlotte Baker grew up the oldest of Lois Gocke
Baker and Colonel Stewart L. Baker Jr.’s four children
and spent part of her childhood in the Washington, DC,
area, while her father was stationed at Walter Reed Army
Hospital. Enjoying the travel, Charlotte lived in many
countries. After completing high school in Germany, she
began her college experience at the American College in
Paris, then Clark University in Worcester, Massachusetts,
a transfer to Oslo, Norway, and then back to Clark for
graduation. She relocated to Berkeley, California, for
both her master’s and doctorate in linguistics. Following
this milestone, Charlotte moved back to Washington, DC,
and got to work, beginning with 10 years of linguistic
research and teaching at Gallaudet University. “I threw
my heart and soul into the Deaf community,” she said.
During the 20 years of her professional life working
in the Deaf community, she wrote five books on the linguistic structure of American Sign Language and ways to
teach and learn it. She also worked to develop materials

and educational opportunities for Deaf people to become
empowered and assume leadership roles in determining
the course of critical institutions that affect their lives.
Also while living in the DC area, Charlotte joined
the Sojourner Community Church, named for Sojourner
Truth, the famous slave who became an abolitionist and
activist for women’s rights. A philosophy of the community was, “Live simply so others may simply live.”
The former news editor of Sojourner Magazine was
a very handsome Catholic University law student, Phil
Shenk. The two met and clicked, and a perfect match was
made. After the wedding, Charlotte and Phil, who is now
practicing at Holland & Knight in DC, settled down in
Washington and later moved to Mt. Rainier, Maryland,
among other members of their community church.
Church has always been a large part of their lives. Today
Charlotte and Phil are members of the Shepherdstown
Presbyterian Church, where they are both elders.
In 1992 they bought 11 acres north of Sharpsburg
near Taylors Landing on the Potomac in Maryland. Their
new home included an early-1800s log cabin. Their
family grew to include a little boy, Jesse, and a little girl,
Jenny. (Jesse now lives in Arcata, California, and Jenny
in Harrisonburg, Virginia, where she just received her
master’s degree in counseling from Eastern Mennonite
University.)
Years of renovation around the original cabin resulted
in a pretty spectacular four-bedroom home nestled among
lush gardens and fruit trees. Charlotte is a master gardener and volunteers her expertise at local social service
homes. Can you imagine the Shepherd Village gardens?
Before you build something up, you usually have to
tear something down, and the site of the soon-to-come
Shepherd Village is no exception. Cleaning up the 19
acres has been an enormous job. So far, the budding community (with the help of their new neighbors) has taken
some 2,000 pounds of trash and 290 tires off the land.
“The plan is for primarily cluster housing because it’s
a better use of the land, with more open green space,” said
Charlotte. “Our goal is to live together in vibrant community. Some see aging as just a gradual letting go of life.
Hardly an empowering attitude! Shepherd Village will be
an active community where doing fun stuff is the norm
and where we care for each other with a continuing sense
of wonder about life and gratitude to be here. The project
is well on its way. We plan to break ground by 2017.”
Sue Kennedy lives in Shepherdstown and loves it…
especially in the spring.
To learn more about Shepherd Village and meet
the Pioneers please visit www.shepherdvillage.net.
You can reach Charlotte at (301) 801-2793.
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The Faeries in
Grandma’s Garden
Epilogue
Eleanor Hanold

PHOTOS BY ELEANOR HANOLD
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was struck with several things when I was interviewing the girl I called Bridget for my dissertation, The
Forgotten Children—Siblings of the Handicapped: A
Family Transactional Perspective. She didn’t talk about
the upcoming amputation of her foot or all the surgeries
in her 15 years of life or her chronic pain. She saw no
need to deal with her feelings and no one in her family did either. I would have thought this was fine—the
members of her family were all stoic and strong—if not
for Bridget’s big sister, the girl I called Jennie.
Jennie Valor, a pseudonym of course, was fourth
in her class of over 600 students, and I only learned
that from her adviser, whom I called Mr. Kind, when
I visited her high school. Jennie had told me that she
felt very close to Mr. Kind, and he would be a good
person to help me know her better. Still, Jennie had not
told him that she had a disabled sister until Mr. Kind
inquired about the purpose of my visit. He had been
her adviser for almost four years, and Jennie was about
to graduate.
Jennie had shared with me that she was going
to study genetics, something she had confided to her
adviser her freshman year. He said that finally learning
that she had a disabled sister answered a lot of questions
for him about Jennie.
Mr. Kind was also Jennie’s track coach, and he
talked about how driven and serious Jennie was. He said
he had never seen her smile. Jennie told me that she
would never marry because of the genetic problems in
her family; her insistence on not having children would
be less than fair to anyone she might marry. Although
she was a lovely 17-year-old, she had never dated nor
did she intend to. She had been very much a loner in
high school; still, she was well liked.
Most of the undiagnosed siblings in my study,
most were, like Jennie, “golden children”: They
excelled academically, were often exceptional athletes,
and were considered responsible and serious by family
friends and by their teachers and parents. One young
teenager, Amanda, really did not fit the mold. She was
the class clown, often missed school, and was a poor
student. Her seven-year-old sister suffered from severe
juvenile rheumatoid arthritis and had spent much of
her life in hospitals. It seemed too much for this teenage girl to bear.
Reflecting on the time when I was working on my
study, still so vivid in my memory after so many years,
I was not able to deny the harsh reality of a disabled
family’s life. Nor, as in the case of Bridget’s spina
bifida, was it possible to leave unacknowledged the deep

The Blossoms’ house in Grandma’s garden

Frankie and Nora

emotional impact of a disability on the entire family.
Upon contemplating writing a children’s story about my
reflections, I determined that my primary goal would
be to provide encouragement for those who experience
similar emotional suffering. Specifically, I hoped to help
members of “disabled families” feel more comfortable
expressing feelings. And I very much wanted to provide
insight about the special challenges of undiagnosed

children in disabled families, who far too often suffer
in silence. My biggest concern in writing such a story
was how to accomplish these goals without making
children who read or heard the episodes feel anxious
and frightened.
The solution was to combine the feel of safety, fun,
and friendship in the letters I had written to my youngest
grandchildren, Nora and Frankie, about faeries in my
north woods garden with the serious issues confronted
by the families involved in my study of “forgotten children.” Knowing and caring deeply for the eight families
who participated in my study, I developed a sense of
urgency to share what they had taught me. And the faeries in my garden, Kylie, Chris, and Amber, had become
quite real in our imaginations as Nora, Frankie, and I
communicated each summer when my husband and I
returned to Wisconsin.
Thus the story of the friendship and adventures of
a grandmother and a faery family, the Blossoms, that
includes a disabled faery child was meant to open up
discussions about difference and the feelings of oftentimes the most neglected members of a disabled family,
the siblings. In my GOOD NEWS PAPER series, “The
Faeries in Grandma’s Garden,” I introduced some of the
challenges of the Blossoms: Then the story expanded
to the encounters they had with other disabled faery
families as “told” in the voice of Nora with the help
of Frankie.
I feel compelled to acknowledge that Nora and
Frankie lived this story with me. They were always full
of ideas and not afraid to share when they felt something didn’t feel “real.” My daughter, Susan, and my
son, John, provided invaluable insight and feedback.
They had lived my dissertation experience with me and
were themselves educational and research professionals; they knew that the life stories of the families in my
study were important to me. And to be sure, as I wrote
each episode, I was reminded of my own experience
with my disabled brother, Wally. Although it has been
almost 50 years since his death, his life continues to
impact my own profoundly. Most certainly, as Eudora
Welty writes in One Writer’s Beginnings, “Emotions do
not grow old.”
Eleanor Hanold believes that fantasy can teach us
much about reality, help us to be more sensitive and
understanding about difference, and help us connecting
with children.
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Christ Reformed Church, UCC
Then and Now
Suzanne Shackelford

PHOTO BY REVEREND BROTHER RONALD C. GRUBB, OCC
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and Michael Yeasley, at his request, is
buried near the foot of the stone tower to
always be near them.
In 1957 the Reformed congregations
became part of the United Church of
Christ, an ecumenical movement that
brought together the Congregational,
Christian, and Reformed Churches.
Since 2008 Christ Church has been
under the pastoral leadership of the
Reverend Brother Ronald C. Grubb,
OCC. A true son of this church and of
Shepherdstown, Brother Ron was baptized, confirmed, and ordained at Christ
Church. He attended local schools and
developed his strong interest in music
while studying piano and organ with
local instructors. His higher education
included a bachelor’s degree in nursing
from West Virginia University, a master’s
in nursing (psychiatric nurse specialist)
from the Catholic University of America,

Christ Reformed Church, Shepherdstown,
founded 1747

This historic pipe organ has been
rebuilt many times over the years and its
capacities expanded. Significant changes
and upgrades increased the organ’s scope
to more than 10 times its previous capacity. The organ adds greatly to worship
at Christ Church and is used for many
community musical events. It is made
available to students of music and has
launched several of them into careers in
church music.
Michael Yeasley, a Revolutionary
War veteran and an active member of
the Reformed Church, believed bells
were needed to call the congregation to
worship. In 1795 he took a collection of
money, silver buckles, and other items
of value to Germany to buy bells. He
purchased a peal of four bells that came
by ship to Baltimore and by oxen-drawn
wagon to Shepherdstown. The 1880
dedication was marked by the filling of
the smallest bell with choice wine from
which the congregation and assembled
guests imbibed freely—some more than
others. These bells have called the faithful to worship for more than 200 years,
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hrist Reformed Church in
Shepherdstown can trace its origin
to 1747. George Washington was
15 years old, tobacco was being used as
legal currency, and we were part of the
British colony of Virginia under the reign
of King George, II.
When we say that Christ Church
dates to 1747, we are not speaking of
the building. Early services were held in
private homes. Around 1750, Reformers,
Lutherans, and Presbyterians joined to
worship in what has been described as a
rude log church on New Street between
Church and King.
In 1782 the Reformers built a new
church on East German Street, on land
deeded to them by Henry Cookus. This
building, constructed of dressed logs,
has been described as larger and more
pretentious. Although on the Reformers’
ground, the building was shared as a
union church by the congregations until
the others built their own churches. The
Lutherans built just across the street. That
move was occasioned by the question of
holding services in German or English—
the Reformers continued using German
for some years. After the split, the
Reformers and Lutherans held services
at different hours, so respective members
could attend both churches.
In 1839 the Reformed congregation
finished construction of the present twostory brick church in front of the stone
bell tower, the only remains of the original church. Remodeling done in 1881
and again in 1892, included the removal
of double-tiered clear glass windows and
the installation of the tall stained glass
windows, vibrant in color and symbolism, which still grace the church today.
Also still in use is the beautifully crafted
chancel furniture carved by a superior
local craftsman, Samuel Humrickhouse.
The original church organ was a
small, rare type located in the balcony.
It is now exhibited in the Smithsonian
Institution in Washington. In 1904 a
Kimball organ was installed in the front
of the sanctuary. At the recital held for its
dedication, adults were charged 25 cents,
children 15 cents.

Christmas Eucharist Christ Reformed Church,
Shepherdstown, Reverend Brother Ronald
Grubb, OC, celebrant

and a master of divinity from the General
Theological Seminary of the Episcopal
Church in New York City. Following
graduation, he studied organ, music
theory, and church service playing at
Hood College and served as the assistant
organist at Christ Church from 1962 until
becoming pastor.
Grubb’s strong interests in the welfare of people and commitment to community, evident in his youth, continue

today, as demonstrated by his church
and community involvements as well as
his nursing and teaching contributions.
He practiced nursing locally and away—
in small hospitals and in large medical
centers. Most of his positions have been
in emergency and critical care settings,
but often he served as hospital supervisor. He was working in the psychiatric
ER of Mt. Sinai Hospital during the
attacks on the World Trade Center, and
he spent a year at the VA Hospital doing
stress debriefings on returnees from the
first Gulf War.
He taught the first Emergency
Medical Technician Course in West
Virginia and directed and taught the
initial paramedic program in the Eastern
Panhandle at Shepherd University, where
he was on faculty. Additionally, Grubb
became an American Heart Association
Advanced Cardiac Life Support
Instructor in 1977 and was instrumental
in the certification of health care workers in ACLS in local hospitals and
throughout the state. He remained active
in ACLS for nearly 25 years. A member
of the Shepherdstown Fire Department
since age 18, Grubb currently serves as
the chaplain.
In his official ministry at Christ
Church, Grubb has preserved and added to
the formal worship style and has displayed
a special talent for interpreting scripture
into messages meaningful to today’s life.
Grubb elected to retire from his ministry
at Christ Church in May. His faithful and
passionate service to the congregation will
be greatly missed.

Christ Reformed Church historian
Suzanne “Porky” Shackelford is a
lifelong local resident whose family’s
membership at Christ Reformed Church
spans five generations. She graduated
from Shepherd University’s first nursing
program and enjoyed a nursing career in
Berkeley and Jefferson County hospitals.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

Asbury Church

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: (304) 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
Karen Erskine-Valentine, Vacancy 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

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

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

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

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

Rt. 230 Uvilla
Karen Erskine-Valentine, Vacancy Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 9:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month
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Vacation Bible School!
Journey Off the Map—Unknown to Us, Known to Him
Know your guide; follow your guide, trust your guide,
stay on track, keep watching

July 20 through 24 • 9 a.m. till 12 p.m.
FREE!
Ages 3 (if fully potty trained) through middle school
• Middle school participants will work on several community service projects.
• Adult volunteers are needed to shepherd our groups and more.
• High school volunteers are needed to assist in music, crafts, groups.
Contact New Street United Methodist Church to register children for
VBS or to volunteer.
Registration form at: www.newstreetumc.com
(304) 876-2362 • nsumc@frontiernet.net

DONORS
Byliners

Marellen Aherne
Bonnie Casely
Mary Sue Catlett
Denis & Nancy Doss
Dr. Billy Ray & Cindi Dunn
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Mary Ann Rogers
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
John Allen
Elise & Martin Baach
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Yvonne Fisher & Gene Bayer
Nancy Hooff &
James Campbell
Sandra & Thomas D’Onofrio
Marit & Donald Davis
John Demory
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad Hammann
Lily Hill
Mary & Joseph Horky
Patricia Hunt
Stanley & Judith Jones
Wanda Keebler
Jack Kendall
Kathy & Richard Klein
W. E. & Joann Knode
Harriet Kopp &
Richard Ledane
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell
Laura & Thomas Martin
Philip Salladay
Victoria & Peter Smith
Judith Jenner & David Startzell
Marie Tyler-McGraw &
Howard Wachtel
Jo & Bill Wilcox
Henry Willard II
Susan Brown &
Arthur Wineburg

Susanne Offutt &
Michael Zagarella

Partners

Sheila Bach
Barbara & George Baker
I.T. & Courtney Baker
Dennis Barron
Mary Bell
David Borchard & Pat Donohoe
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Dodi & Frank Bradley
Judith & Marc Briod
Frances Brolle
Sandy Brown
Beth Burkhardt
Helen & John Burns
Linda Carter
Ann Christy
Andrea Collins
Philip & Frances Cox
Louise Cox
Rosemarie Coy
Joann Crabbe
Janice Danhart
Martha Doss
Mark Eddy
Edward Edelen Jr.
Jean Elliott
Lynne Wiseman &
Marilyn England
Aldene Etter
Kristin Alexander &
Jeffrey Feldman
Eleanor Finn
Susan & Richard Fletcher
Carolina & Brent Ford
Rev. James & Dorothy Fox
Peter & Linda Fricke
Eleanor & George Hanold
Marianne Howard &
Rufus Hedrick
Barbara Heinz
Sharon & Al Henderson
Patricia & Claison Henkes
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
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Robert Shefner
Mary & James Holland
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
James Horton
Sara Smith
Beverly & Robert Hughes
Donna Windsor & Alton Smith
Catherine Irwin
Betty & Harold Snyder
Tinu Mathew & Oommen Jacob
Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Virginia Janes
Patricia & John Stealey
James Keel
Clifton Stubblefield
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Susan Swanda
Susan Kennedy
Anne & Joseph Teresa
Ronald Kepple
Gloria & Robert Thatcher
Lillian & Glenn Kinser
Darlene & Brian Truman
John & Melinda Landolt
S. Tsukuda
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Lois & Frederick Turco
Rebecca & Burt Lidgerding
David & Jeanette Vanbelleghem
John & Judith Lilga
Anthony Vanderveldt
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Charles VanMetre
Chris Mark
Karene Motivans &
Dorothy & George Marshall
Susan Martindale
Stuart Wallace
Daniel & Teresa Mason
Elizabeth Walter
George McKee
James & Sandra Watkins
Jonan & William Meyer
Judy Weese
Alta Miller
Mildred & Fred Wells
Althea Miller
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Floyd Miller
Stephen Williams
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Eldon Winston
Helen Moore
Esther Wood
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Saundra Moreland
Johnna Armstrong &
Rhea & Russell Moyer Jr.
Paul Woods
Dorothy Mozden
Lynn & Chesley Yellott
Betty Myers
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Friends
Edwinna Bernat & Dan Oravic
William & Mary Lee Baker
Vina & Vincent Parmesano
Margaret & Gayle Becker
Pamela & Reynolds Parziale
Roland & Barbara Bergman
Ralph & Laura Petrie
Carl Beyeler
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Barbara & Clifton Brooks Jr.
Rebecca Phipps
Odetta Brown
Cheryl & John Pullen
Patricia & Charles Brown
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Marian Buckner
Martha & Robert Rizzo
Richard Conard
Sherman & Elinor Ross
James Davis
Theresa & Lyle Rush
Karen Davison
Ann Coulter & John Shaw

Margaret Didden
Judith Van Dyke
Shelley Feist
Josephine & Charles Fridinger
Debora & Michael Gresalfi
N. Julian
Doug & Karen Kinnett
Bonnie & Walter Knott
Phyllis & Laurin Letart
Irene & Paul Marsico
George Mason
Rebecca Murphy
Addie Ours
John Schmidt
Burt & Cari Simon
Robert Snipes
Alice Sowada
Michael Steinberg
Mrs. Lyle Tabb
JosephTalago
Ann & Michael Taylor
Louis Upwright
Mary Via
Virginia Donovan &
Charles Ware
Christine Parfitt & Terry Wills
Nancy Wilson

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

207 S Princess St, Ste 11
Shepherdstown,
207 S Princess St,WV
Ste25443
11
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Schmitt Construction Company

fax 304-579-4673

James A. Schmitt
(304) 876-2462

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Shepherdstown,
fax 304-579-4673
207 S Princess St,WV
Ste25443
11
RSH TAX SERVICE
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
fax 304-579-4673
RALPH S. HAVENS, EA
Enrolled To Represent Taxpayers
Before The Internal Revenue Service
Tax Preparation

304-724-1099

Tax Resolution

113 West Liberty Street, Suite 206

Audit Representation

Charles Town, WV 25414
Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors
129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
304.876.8777

Holistic Psychology Associates
Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families
Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.

runch
Sunday B
Open for

Licensed Psychologist
Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy
Mailing Address:

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

BLUE MOON CAFE

This Space Available

121 E. German Street
P.O. Box 1273

304-876-0657

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

Call 304-876-6466

Shepherdstown
WV 25443

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

bluemoonshepherdstown
.com

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Corner of Princess &
High Streets
Shepherdstown, WV
304.876.1920

Proprietor

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

304-876-6907

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

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

TREE QUESTIONS?
Contact a certied arborist.

101

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

Mondays closed | Sundays 11:30am-8pm | Tuesdays, Wednesdays,
& Thursdays 11:30am-10pm | Fridays & Saturdays 11:30am-11pm
117 East German Street Shepherdstown, WV 25443 | 304.876.1030
wvdomestic.com
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Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Patron
P.O. Boxholder
Rural Route Boxholder

LIKE US ON
FACEBOOK!

e Web!

th
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Now on
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S IN CO
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Ocean Beach Curbscape
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