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LOVE YOUR ENEMY
Kill ISIS
Randall Tremba
***

Love your enemy.
Jesus of Nazareth, son of Miriam, descendant of Abraham

W

e are scared to death. We now know that the
angry, hateful, crazed, and ruthless agents
of ISIS can wreak death and destruction just
about anywhere. If they can randomly slaughter defenseless civilians in the heart of Paris, they can strike a
restaurant, movie theatre, stadium, or concert hall near
you—or your next flight.
There is no safe place.
Terror strikes fear in our hearts. We can’t control
our reaction. But we can control our response.
Breathe in love. Breathe out fear.
We must not allow fear to destroy our nation more
completely than a terrorist attack ever could. To divide
our nation or the world into Us against Them is to
invite disaster. Such pathological dualism fuels ISIS’s
“holy war.”
We must not succumb to pathological dualism. We
are Them. And They are Us.
Every person is capable of great good and great
evil. And every nation is capable of great good and
great evil. To think otherwise is naive and delusional.
Like it or not, we are all one family. We are more akin
than we may admit.
Democrats and Republicans, Sunnis and Shias need
to take a deep breath and remember that love is more
powerful than hate. That doesn’t mean we should allow
murderous thugs to kill us or our loved ones. To love
your enemies doesn’t mean to let them trample over
you. It does, however, mean to regard them as brothers
or sisters gone mad.
If my brother came to kill my children and I could
only stop him with a bullet, I would. I would protect
my children fiercely. But I would not gloat if my bullet
killed my brother. I would cry my eyes out. I would
feel deep regret and remorse and eventually ask myself:
What did I and our parents do to contribute to his rage
and madness? We’d have to examine family history.
What did the West do to contribute to ISIS’s rage
and madness? We have to examine family history. But
first, ISIS must be destroyed. Our nation along with the
nations of Europe and the Middle East must rally to stop
it from committing more vicious, cold-blooded murders.
Military force can stop it. That’s what our troops are
trained to do. War can bring peace for a spell. But only
for a spell. It’s a first step. It provides time and space to
establish political solutions.
Violence can destroy ISIS. But violence can’t
destroy its toxic ideology. Nor can its adherents be
assuaged with the comforts and pleasures of mere
materialism. They are fighting to remake the world, not
to own a Fiat or a flat-screen TV.

Is there a universal vision in the heart of humankind
more compelling and inspiring than their sectarian
caliphate? I think there is. But it can’t be delivered on
the point of a sword. It must be conveyed by words and
demonstrated by actions.
Universal kinship is the vision that leads to a new
world. Love is more powerful than hate; reconciliation
more powerful than retaliation. Hearts of stone can be
transformed.
I recently revisited the Great Ancestors’ mythic tale
of Cain and Abel, the first brothers. Cain thought Abel
was favored. Cain felt mistreated.
Many people, groups, and nations know that feeling. The world seems to favor some over others.
Cain was hurt and angry. And so he killed his
brother in cold blood.
What if Abel had seen it coming? What if Abel had
intelligence that warned him? What if he had packed
a knife? What if he had struck first and killed Cain?
Would Abel have rejoiced? Would he not have felt regret
and even remorse and eventually asked questions of
himself, his parents, and their family history?
Cain could not overcome sibling rivalry and hatred.
Still, God did not reject Cain. God provided a way for
him to come home, to come to his senses. “God,” in this
ancient tale, is more a parent than a judge.
According to legend, Abraham’s son Isaac, born of
Sarah, is the father of the Jewish people. Ishmael, his
half brother, born of Hagar, is the father of Muslims.
Each had reason to hate the other. Each thought
the other more favored. They grew apart. But when
their father, Abraham, died, they stood side by side at
his grave, reconciled. They had found their way home.
Brothers in love.
This looks like the story of one family, but as it
turns out, it is a narrative about all families, tribes, and
nations. We may be one family, but we are all capable of
hating and killing each other if anger gets the best of us.
Real or perceived injustice against us or our loved ones
ignites our anger.
Anger is a healthy reaction to injustice. We can’t
control our reaction. But we can control our response.
And that’s where faith comes in. Love is more powerful than hate. There is always a way back home, a way
toward reconciliation. So, all you need is love! Right?
No, not really.
Love is great. But love is not enough, for love plays
favorites. Love is particular.
Something else is needed, something more universal. And that’s where justice comes in. For justice is the
social and political expression of love. What does the

Lord require of us but to love kindness, do justice, and
walk humbly. (Micah 6:8)
We walk humbly knowing that even our enemy is
truly our brother or sister. It may be virtually impossible
to empathize with ISIS, to stand in their boots for even
a second, but love requires the effort. Even Cain won
God’s sympathy and grace.
“Love your enemy” is not a platitude or sentimentality. It is a practice that requires a change of heart.
Conversion. It takes courage. And it takes faith.
It takes faith and courage to overcome endless
cycles of retaliation and revenge. It takes faith and
courage to overcome tribal and national hostility with
a vision of universal kinship. We are all children in one
great and diverse family. We look, think, and pray differently, but we are all kin.
Still, we must keep armed forces and police forces
ready. We hang on to our swords. But we hold them
sadly and reluctantly until the day when all swords will
be turned into pruning hooks and none shall study war
anymore.
In his book Not in God’s Name: Confronting
Religious Violence, Rabbi Jonathan Sacks tells the following story.
On Friday January 9, 2015, two days after the attack
on the offices of the French newspaper Charlie Hebdo,
an Islamist terrorist entered a kosher supermarket in
Paris and killed four Jews. A Muslim employee, Lassana
Bathily, saw what was happening and, out of sight of
the gunman, hid 20 Jewish customers in a cold-storage
room, saving their lives.
When he was later commended for his courage,
Lassana replied: “We are all brothers and sisters. It’s not
a question of Jews, Christians, or Muslims. We were all
in the same boat. We had to help each other get out of
the crisis.”
And maybe that’s why the French are still willing
to accept 30,000 Muslim Syrian refugees. It may be
humane but it is also rational. If only our own nation
could be as rational.
Of course, there could be a terrorist lurking among
those 30,000. But more likely there are hundreds, perhaps thousands, of Lassanas, one or more of whom may
someday thwart a catastrophic terrorist attack and save
French lives again.
We are all brothers and sisters. It’s not a question
of Jews, Christians, or Muslims. We are all in the same
boat. We have to help each other get out of the crisis.
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Middle East and Asia Meet the
Good News Paper
Claire Stuart

W
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do, comparing them with Super Bowl ads. The men were
Foreign workers are usually there for two years,
hen Jim Horton embarked on his career as
puzzled by the list of donors and wondered if their names
some for four. They make enough money so that they
an electrician, he could not have imagined
were published because they had done something wrong!
that one day he would be introducing life in are all set when they return home. “All are very young,”
Horton has also become something of an English
says Horton, “fresh out of vocational school, with
Shepherdstown to people in Asia and the Middle East,
teacher, clarifying confusing language in articles. He
electrical or mechanical ability. I don’t know what kind
with the GOOD NEWS PAPER as a textbook!
finds himself explaining things like the difference
Horton was born in Washington, D.C., but has lived of training they had. Out of 300 or 400 men I met, only
between “here” and “hear.”
one was actually an electrical engineer.”
in the Panhandle all his life. His father, an electrician in
“The papers get handed around to several camps
The site is located in the middle of the desert, and
the Navy, encouraged him to learn a skilled trade, so he
the nearest town is Jubail. Foreign workers live in a self- with a lot of questions throughout the weeks before I
followed his father’s example.
contained, fenced, guarded compound, leave to come home,” says Horton.
“I went to James Rumsey and
As the men leave, some of them always ask, “Mr.
where each worker has two rooms
learned to be an electrician,” he says.
Jim, may I take this copy home to show my family?”
and a bath. There is an exercise room
“I worked as a substation high-voltage
Horton says that probably some 300 people have
and a cafeteria that prepares three
electrician in Frederick, Maryland.”
enthusiastically learned about the United States from
meals a day. There is television with
Horton worked for Eastalco, an
45 channels, including U.S. programs, the GOOD NEWS PAPER, and all have positive feelaluminum smelting plant, part of
ings about what they read. It has been rewarding for
sports, and Indian channels with
Alcoa Aluminum. The plant was the
him to have some impact on people so far from home
English subtitles. There is also Skype
largest consumer of electricity in
using such a simple tool. The little paper has helped
and FaceTime to keep in touch with
Maryland. When the state’s electricity
to form relationships between people as it traveled on
families, but communications are
industry was deregulated, electric
to the East and into Asia. As he left to return to Saudi
monitored.
rates shot up, and negotiations to
“We work 10
lower the cost failed. After 35 years
hours a day, so we
of smelting aluminum in Frederick
are too tired to do
County, Eastalco shut down in 2005
much of anything
because they could not find a new,
else,” he says.
competitive power supplier.
Horton is on
The company then began operaa five-year visa
tions in Iceland, where hydroelectric
James Horton uses the GOOD
allowing him to
power could be produced at lower
NEWS
PAPER
to
teach
English
in
stay 180 days,
cost. After working for Eastalco for
Saudi Arabia.
but then he must
33 years, Horton was not ready to
leave the country and return. He
retire, so when the company asked him to go to Iceland
comes home six times a year for
as a consultant, he took the opportunity.
“I’m not an electrical engineer,” he says, “but I have three weeks at a time. When traveling back overseas, he takes some
years of hands-on experience and good people skills.”
books, mail, and local newspapers
He traveled back and forth to Iceland to consult on
to read, including several copies of
high-voltage procedures until 2013; then the company
the GOOD NEWS PAPER. He was
asked him to go to Saudi Arabia to consult for Ma’aden
surprised to find people often lookAluminum. This was a joint venture formed in 2009
The GOOD NEWS PAPER is a hit with these readers in Saudi Arabia
between the Saudi Arabian Mining Company (Ma’aden) ing over his shoulder as he read.
“They would look at the paper
and Alcoa. The gigantic integrated project includes a
Arabia for the rest of the year, Horton carried a stack
and have no questions at first,” he observed. “Then, a
bauxite mine, alumina refinery, smelter, and rolling
of GOOD NEWS PAPERS.
few days later, they’d digest what they read and have
mill, powered by electricity generated by water from a
Horton does not know how much longer he will be
questions.”
desalination plant.
traveling, but at age 62, he isn’t ready to retire. His wife
The workers are extremely interested in the United
Horton went to Saudi Arabia for the first time for
has passed away; still he has children and grandchildren
States, and they understand that the GOOD NEWS
11 weeks to get acquainted, then went there permanearby and 35 acres of farmland. He has always farmed
PAPER is very local. They all have phones and use
nently in November 2013. Employees include workers
part time, so he plans to raise wheat.
from India, Pakistan, the Philippines, and South Africa, Google Maps to home in on Shepherdstown. Horton
He says that Alcoa has asked him to consult in
pinpoints the things that are close to his home. This is a
as well as locals. Horton’s job is to instruct them in
Iraq. After some family time, he will do a bit of travelmuch different experience than reading a big-city newshow to work safely with the specific electrical proing in Europe. “After that, if Alcoa calls,” he says, “it’s
paper and allows them to learn about real people living
cesses used in smelting.
off to Iraq.”
ordinary lives in a small town.
“All speak and read English to some degree,” he
The men were curious about the advertisements on
says, noting that the local Saudis speak excellent English,
Claire Stuart has been trying to learn English from the
the last page, so Horton showed them how to use the
many having had an American education. “But most of
Yellow Pages to learn about the advertisers and what they GOOD NEWS PAPER for the past 25 years.
the guys from other countries speak broken English.”
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P.O. Box 1212 • Shepherdstown, WV 25443 • (304) 876-6466
Online (AND IN COLOR!): www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

Dear Reader,
As always you hold the future of the GOOD NEWS PAPER in your hands. This is our one and only appeal for financial gifts. Your gifts ranging from $5 to $300 help keep this good thing going to 20,000 readers including readers in
India, Pakistan, the Philippines, South Africa, and Saudi Arabia (see page 4).
Thanks to you we are entering our 37th year with no debt but one: a debt of gratitude to you. And with your continuing help, we can keep on publishing the best little free (but not cheap) newspaper in the whole world!
With this issue we give a hearty thank you and warm goodbye to Nan Doss, who has been our photographic and
image editor since 1980. Her volunteer service—hundreds if not thousands of hours to the GOOD NEWS PAPER
and to the community at large—has been most generous, gracious, and highly professional. We wish her and her family great joy and peace.
Our first issue was published in May 1979 with a press run of 1,000 copies. We now print 13,000 copies and mail
nearly 12,000. Virtually every mailbox within five miles of Shepherdstown gets a copy—and, by request, hundreds
more from Maine to California and from Alaska to Florida.
The GOOD NEWS PAPER is free because dozens of people—writers, editors, typists, photographers, illustrators,
proofreaders, and designers—donate their time and talent. See page 2 for a list of their names. John Snyder donates
the composition and setup services of HBP, his printing company in Hagerstown, to produce the final design for the
press run at the Record Herald in Waynesboro, Pennsylvania. Finally, highly paid government employees happily
distribute it in five different post offices and along 10 rural routes.
Each quarterly issue costs about $3,000 to print and mail—$12,000 a year. Our website costs another $600. Our
Business & Service Directory brings in $4,800. The several religious communities of the Shepherdstown Ministerial
Association contribute another $1,500. The rest comes from readers like you.
Please send your gift today. You may use the enclosed self-addressed envelope—if it hasn’t fallen out! If it’s missing,
please put GNP, P.O. Box 1212, Shepherdstown, WV 25443 on an envelope, stamp it, stuff it, and mail it. Make
checks payable to the GOOD NEWS PAPER, or simply GNP, and help keep a good thing going for another year.
Sincerely,

Randy
Randall W. Tremba
Executive Editor
P.S. Give a gift subscription to your friends or relatives. They’ll thank you for it. It’s absolutely free, of course. Use
the handy coupon on page 2 or sign them up at www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org.
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A Place Where Everybody
Knows Your Name
Wendy Sykes Mopsik
Making your way in the world today takes
everything you’ve got;
Taking a break from all your worries sure
would help a lot.
Wouldn’t you like to get away…

Although the “soft” opening was in August,
upgrades and improvements have been continuous.
When the transition is finally complete and the federal
license for making a controlled substance has been
received, the brewpub will include several new features.
Town Run Brewing Company will feature three brewing
tanks made from old dairy equipment visible through
the glassed-in kitchen; a system for fermenting the beer
located in a basement area; at least 25 kinds of beer on
tap with new recipes added regularly; a large-screen TV
for watching sports; a collection of old doors decorating
the face of the bar; an art gallery; and even more video
games for kids and families.
This entrepreneurial venture is the creation of two
local townsfolk who both graduated from Shepherd
University, hold complementary skills sets, and partner
in real life as well as in business. Jessie Shanholtz came
from Capon Bridge, West Virginia, in Hampshire County
and spent lots of time in Shepherdstown where her
father lived. She has a liberal arts degree coupled with
a master’s in business administration from American
Public University, earned while she worked as the human
resources manager there for six years. Shanholtz’s business experience was enhanced during her years in the
Finance Department at Shepherd, a position she recently
left so she could concentrate on the business side of Town
Run Brewing. Partner Todd Cotgreave is lead brewer, runs
the front of the house, and takes care of the video games,
the gallery, and events.
Years of experience in commercial kitchens, summer-camp kitchens, and convenience stores have given
Shanholtz the restaurant background needed to also be
executive chef, menu planner, and collaborator with the
cooks. Admittedly not a risk taker, she initially thought
the idea of a brewery wasn’t the best environment in
which to raise a child, but she has come to see it as a
family adventure. Mabel Jo Cotgreave, the very savvy
and expressive eight-year-old daughter of Jessie and
Todd, loves to hang out and is often seen doing homework on the counter or in the office. “It was unexpected
GOOD NEWS PAPER • WINTER 2015
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A

nd the place to take a break has come to
Shepherdstown! Town Run Brewing Company,
located in the former W.H. Knode’s Sons
Southern States farm and hardware store at 202 E.
Washington Street, is the spot. It promises to be a community center, events space, local pub, family-and-dogfriendly restaurant, art gallery, and refuge.

The brewpub bar offers a great variety of beer, wine, and
liquor while menu options are primarily local or regional.

and just a great place,” Mabel Jo answered in response
to what she thinks of the whole undertaking.
Sometimes you want to go where everybody knows your name,
And they’re always glad you came;
You want to be where you can see, our
troubles are all the same.
You want to be where everybody knows
your name.
The concept of a brewpub, according to co-owner
Cotgreave, was totally the fault of friends who did home
brewing and wanted to market their product. As he
showed them the way, helped to develop a business plan,
and tried to set them up with a location, he realized that,
except for knowing how to brew beer, he could do it
all. His prior work experience includes assistant floor
manager at the Yellow Brick Bank; bartending at Ed’s
Beer and Wine; employment with Reid’s Distributor
handling businesses in the Eastern Panhandle; and
hosting plenty of gatherings for music and brew where
friends shared good and bad times. His consistent job,
where Cotgreave is well known as chief operator, is at
Shepherd University’s campus radio station, WSHC.
“Learning how to brew beer was the hardest thing
I’ve ever done! I worked an insane 17 hours a day for
months between researching recipes, experimenting
with flavors, and getting ready for the opening. I never
expected the brew to actually taste so good, but it was
the best beer ever,” he exclaimed. Another surprise that
both Shanholtz and Cotgreave marvel at is the steady
stream of volunteers who found their way into the
vacated Southern States property.
People came daily and offered time, money, construction, carpentry, painting, and electrical expertise.
They donated barstools, tables, and even volunteered
for clean-up duties. Steve O’Donnell, Steve Ayraud,

and Happy and Gary Truit were cited in particular for
literally building the place. When asked for a possible
explanation of why he thinks this happened, Cotgreave
said, “It’s just Shepherdstown. People saw the potential
for something nice and were so supportive. I heard many
locals say that we needed this in town.”
The menu at Town Run Brewing Company will
reflect a farm-to-table philosophy drawing on local
and regional food producers. Pub rules will govern
all activity and be strictly enforced. Cursing is not
allowed and getting visibly inebriated is clearly off
limits. Management is not afraid to ban customers from
the premises if their behavior doesn’t conform to set
standards. Bartenders have been instructed to monitor
alcohol intake and make sure the brewery is an appropriate place for families. “There are times I’ve seen more
babies and dogs in here than drinking-age customers,”
reported Cotgreave.
Having the largest open space in town is also a plus
for the new restaurant. The video arcade shares floor
space with tables and chairs for dining, along with an
ample stage for musicians who converge almost nightly,
offering entertainment. Cotgreave, who majored in art
and communications while at Shepherd, has reincarnated
the epicenter, a makeshift art gallery created by college
art majors in the 1990s. Located in a now demolished
warehouse across the street from the brewpub, the space
provided a haven for yet-to-be-discovered artists. Todd
Cotgreave’s vision for Town Run Brewing Company
includes his hope of recapturing that casual, comfortable
warehouse feeling while providing an area for artistic
and musical expression.
Over the last four months since opening, he has
been enthusiastic, exhausted, and exhilarated. “We’ve
drawn the community in from the very beginning and
want them to feel a sense of ownership. It isn’t Todd’s
place but Shepherdstown’s place.”
Be glad there’s one place in the world
Where everybody knows your name,
And they’re always glad you came…
You want to go where people know
People are all the same.
You want to go where everybody knows
your name.
Wendy Sykes Mopsik recommends the Sloppy Jane
washed down with an Old Granddad Bourbon Sweet
Shine at the Town Run Brewing Company.
Disclaimer: Todd Cotgreave has been a writer for the
GOOD NEWS PAPER but is on an extended sabbatical.
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Mary Holland’s Journey
From California to West Virginia
Interview by Isabella Snyder

GNP: Where were you born?
Holland: In Oceanside (San Diego
County), California. My father was
farming on land leased from the old
Santa Margarita Land Grant; some of
the land they farmed ran right up to the
ocean. I don’t remember it from my
early childhood because we were forced
to leave when the U.S. Marine Corps
took over the whole area to establish
Camp Pendleton. That was right after the
Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. Since
Japanese submarines were spotted along
the coast at that time, it was probably
a good idea to leave. But we used to
go back to visit long after the war. Dad
talked the Marines into letting us visit
“our old home site” on a bluff overlooking the ocean. It was a beautiful location.
In those days Southern California was
sparsely populated with only two-lane
roads along the coast, from San Diego
to Los Angeles. That’s when I learned to
love the beauty of the Pacific Ocean and
the foothills near the coast.
Why did you move to Shepherdstown?
I had moved to Washington, D.C., after
I finished master’s degree courses at
UCLA. I wanted to work on Capitol Hill
and maybe reform the country. I did work
on Capitol Hill but wasn’t successful at
reforming the country. A couple of years
after I moved to Washington, I met Jim
Holland, who was completing his doctorate at Catholic University. We moved to
New Haven, Connecticut, after we were
married in July 1968. Jim took a position
teaching history at Albertus Magnus

College, a fine girls’ liberal arts college.
In New Haven I worked in the library
at Southern Connecticut University and
was able to earn a library degree there.
Although Jim had excellent students at
Albertus and enjoyed his teaching, we
both missed the D.C. area, especially the
Library of Congress. I was also planning
to go back to graduate school, and we
hoped to live in a small town rather than
a major metropolitan area. We began
looking at colleges within a reasonable
distance of Washington. By chance,
during a vacation drive through this part
of the country in 1969, we met Millard
Bushong, then the head of the history
department at Shepherd, and he and Jim
began corresponding. They shared a
strong interest in the Shenandoah Valley,
old homes, and the Civil War, and when
Jim was offered a position at Shepherd in
1971, we made the move.
Where did you go to college for your
undergraduate education?
I graduated in history from the
University of Washington, Seattle, with
a minor in mathematics. Not long after
graduation, I enrolled in a master’s
degree program at UCLA where I
studied American history with a focus
on agricultural history. My father and
grandfather and several uncles were
ranchers in California, and I was lucky
to be at a school where the head of
the history department was Professor
Theodore Saloutos, considered one of
the pioneers of American agricultural
history. I was also fortunate to have
outstanding professors in European history at UCLA, especially Professor Lynn
White, a noted medievalist.
What is your doctorate in?
Modern European history, with an
emphasis on church and state issues in
Europe and England, especially Victorian
England. I was tempted to do my work
in French church-state history because I

was fascinated by church-state struggles
in France before and after the French
Revolution. But Jim was teaching and
researching in English history, and if I
focused on French history our research
“vacations” would have to be in separate
countries. I’ve never regretted concentrating on English history—it helps explain
so much of our own culture. My studies
at Catholic University, then primarily a
graduate studies institution, were tutorial
in nature.
When did you become interested in
researching Stonewall Jackson?
I grew up in California, where the
emphasis was on the history of the west.
It wasn’t until after I retired that I had
time to read much about the American
Civil War. The project Jim and I are
working on [a book about the iconography of Stonewall Jackson] has given me
a deeper interest and understanding of
Jackson and the enormous complexity of
how he was perceived during and after
his life.
What do you love about
Shepherdstown?
We arrived before Shepherdstown was
listed in the Washington Post as a major
tourist attraction in the region. Of course
your dad was here long before we were.
I remember that there was still a pool
hall featuring signs saying “No Loafers,”
and the only restaurant in sight was
the original Betty’s. No, there was also
Walt’s—out where the Hoxton agency is
now. But I don’t think we ever tried it.
There were certainly no “uptown” shops
at the time. We lived on Duke Street in
what we called “Little House.” Our nextdoor neighbors, Cletus and Jeanie Lowe,
had fallen in love in the second grade and
got married as soon as they finished college. They had lived here for more than
50 years. What Jim and I remember most
was the sense of continuity with the past,
the appeal of so many fine old homes

PHOTO BY HOPE SNYDER

D

r. Mary Griset Holland is a
historian, writer, researcher, and
world traveler. Although I’ve
known her all my life, I have recently had
the opportunity to talk to her in depth.
During a dinner party, she told me about
the time she gambled away her college
tuition and had to ask her aunt for a
loan, which she never paid back.

Dr. Mary Holland

and downtown buildings, and, of course,
the post office—Shepherdstown’s “news
central.” Facebook has nothing over the
Shepherdstown Post Office in the old
days. The greatest enjoyment, though, has
come from our many friends here. I guess
that’s what people mean when they talk
about “home.” Also, we have one of the
best farmers markets in the region. I do
almost all of our produce shopping there
every single week during its operation.
What advice would you give students?
Find out how to learn about everything
you want to know and to understand.
Genuine curiosity is a great gift that can
make life fascinating and wonderful in
every way, and will sustain you throughout your years. Above all, pursue the
things you care about most, and life will
be good to you.
A sixth generation Shepherdstonian,
Isabella Snyder is a sophomore at
Saint Maria Goretti High School. History
is one of her favorite subjects. This year
she’s enrolled in AP Government with
Mrs. Bachtell, a Shepherdstown resident.
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Jane and Larry Blash
Shepherdstown Treasures
Eleanor Johnson Hanold
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J

ane and Larry Blash are true builders. Larry speaks
of the home his father built “all by himself ” over
a period of years, proudly declaring his dad to
have been “a remarkably talented man who could make
something out of nothing.” Jane, an only child in a large
extended family, remembers going everywhere with her
mother, who taught her to be an expert seamstress and
baker. She recalls countless hours spent with the nuns at
the family parish, enabling her to observe their focus on
community fundraising. Throughout her childhood she
saw her father work “to rebuild his life” after serving in
World War II. She feels she learned early that life offers
challenges and struggles but that one must persevere and
grow. Home, family, education, hard work, and a desire
to make a difference are cornerstones of the Blashes’
life together.
Jane and Larry hail from Pennsylvania and share
a strong Polish heritage. They met during her senior
year of nursing school, a year after he graduated with
a degree in metallurgical engineering. Over almost 50
years of marriage, building three homes together has
been an acknowledgment of what their parents taught
them—that a house built with love and determination
represents a kind of “storm home” helping to weather
the ups and downs of life. Together they have raised
three accomplished children. The two oldest are doctors
and the younger son is an archaeologist. Larry describes
them as caring and empathetic like their mother. Jane
feels that Larry is a supportive husband and wonderful
father. Now they have the added blessing of four fine
grandchildren, ages 12 to 16.
Learning and serving are integral to the Blashes’
life together. After marrying, Jane earned both a
bachelor’s and a master’s degree in nursing and her
post-master’s board certification as an acute care nurse
practitioner in oncology. The last five and a half years of
her career were spent at the National Institutes of Health
in Bethesda, Maryland. She also volunteered and served
in leadership roles for the American Cancer Society and
the United Ostomy Association, seeking to build a better
environment for nurses and patients. A recognition Jane
cherishes is the Unsung Hero Award presented to her by
the Oncology Nursing Society.
Larry describes his wife as “powerful,” all five
feet and 92 pounds of her. He smiles recalling that Jane
trained as a lifeguard when she was six months pregnant
with their first child. Powerful, yes; still her nature is
nurturing and humble, qualities that were instilled in
her as a child by her parents. Not only does she care
deeply for people, she loves nature and likens the beauty
of the outdoors to spirituality. She reminisces about the
rosebush her father cared for that grew back year after
year. It follows that she finds gardening and landscaping
enriching. Indefatigable Jane is easy to picture working
with the soil, even moving boulders in her beautiful yard
and, of course, caring for her roses.

Jane, Carlin, Madeline, and Larry. Carlin and Madeline are
son Steve’s children.

Larry loves to learn! He is very curious! He
earned a master’s in business administration, but he has
never stopped studying. A voracious reader, he thinks
of himself as a “newsaholic,” making it a practice to
thoroughly read the Washington Post daily. Jane recalls
taking the newspaper to Larry when he was in intensive
care five years ago. When he picked it up and began
reading, she knew he was going to be OK!
By trade an engineer, Larry describes himself as a
builder of community. As their children grew, he became
involved in Indian Guides and Princesses, now called
Y-Guides. The Y Guides program focuses on strengthening the father-child relationship through activities that
allow fathers to spend quality one-on-one time with their
children. Larry ultimately served as chief of over 500
dads and their daughters and sons. He also served as president of the Washington, D.C., Chapter of the American
Production and Inventory Control Society and as treasurer
for the Penn State Potomac Valley Alumni Chapter for
18 years. He believes planning and determination are
strengths that help him shape successful organizations.
Those attributes contribute to fun adventures too.
Larry recounts preparing a year and a half before he
and Jane embarked on a trip to Europe in 1976. Years
later when he retired in 2007, Larry took a two-week,
5,000-mile motorcycle trek out west. Each stop was programmed into his GPS and every particular considered. In
2008 he set off on what proved to be a more “serendipitous” journey. With a West Bend, Wisconsin, Motorcycle
Roundup event as his ultimate destination, he detoured
often and visited major football stadiums on what became
his “Big 10 Tour.” Abandoning his planned itinerary, he
embraced the philosophy “It isn’t the destination; it’s the
journey.” This past summer he enjoyed a nine-day motorcycle “journey” with his older son Steve to Nova Scotia.
For six years now Shepherdstown has been home to
the Blashes. Shepherd University and its Wellness Center
were big draws in the decision to move here. Larry served
as the general contractor after Jane settled on the lot and
design for their third home. Soon they joined the Wellness
Center, and they continue to enjoy the social aspects and
physical exercise, often five days a week!

Larry and his motorcycle

Jane Blash with her daughter’s children, Faith and Wade

After reading an article about the Shepherdstown
Public Library’s interest in pursuing brownfield land
reclamation for a new library site, Jane decided to
join the group working on the project. Then she and
Larry attended the library’s History Alive program, and
Larry was recruited to be program chair for Friends
of Shepherdstown Library (FOSL). He has gone on
to serve as its president for over three years. Beyond
thinking and planning for the new library, Jane’s current
focus is as an advocate, occasionally speaking to local
organizations and the school board.
Besides FOSL leadership, Larry serves as president
of the Point Property Homeowners Association in
Shepherdstown and the Tri-State (Motorcycle) Riders
Club. As members of St. Agnes Catholic Church, the
Blashes occasionally serve as ushers for Mass. They find
the beautiful open and artful structure welcoming and the
St. Agnes community special, allowing them “to reflect
and connect with God in a spiritually meaningful way.”
Robert F. Kennedy once said: “The purpose of life
is to contribute in some way to making things better.”
Jane and Larry Blash have used their talent, experience,
and determination to enrich our community and truly
have become Shepherdstown treasures.

Eleanor Johnson Hanold appreciates people of character and grit.
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Great American Pastimes
Sue Kennedy
African American to play on Shepherd’s
football team. Shepherd went undefeated.
Jim Taylor got his name in a lot of books
and that kind of woke us up. When
we saw Jim Taylor out there playing at
Shepherd on the football team. Oh man,
that was something big!
“Shepherdstown has always been
known as a town that’s got some good
singers. And so they would associate
that with the churches. And so that drew
people also because, and—Clarence,
tell me if you think I’m saying this
wrong—and I believe all this got started
way back in the ’30s, ’40s and ’50s
because of the singing group the Red
Sox had within the team. It was called
the Troubadours. They were on the
radio. Every Sunday on the Hagerstown
station. So that name, the Troubadours,
is out there and a lot of people in the
other towns knew the Red Sox.”
Branson chimed in about their music.
“Now as far as the Brothers of Harmony,
PHOTOS BY HISTORIC SHEPHERDSTOWN COMMISSION

the area for the next 20 years. He joined
the Red Sox in 1966.
Charles Hunter was also born and
raised in Shepherdstown. He graduated
from Shepherd High School. He was the
first black ballplayer at the school. He
went on to attend Shepherd College. He
joined the Red Sox in ’66, after serving
four years in the U.S. Army (1961–65)
during the Vietnam War.
These guys have been best friends
forever. As Branson said, “We went to
separate schools and we were buddies
the whole time. He played sports at
Shepherdstown; I played sports at Page
Jackson. I own all the records over at
Page Jackson and he probably owns all
the records over at Shepherdstown. We
were pretty good athletes.”
Hunter recalled, “That was starting
to be a good period in our lives, you
know. I guess the other part of it is that
the integration at Shepherd helped bring
on the change. Jim Taylor was the first

Red Sox Jersey #10

Clarence Branson (left) and Charlie Hunter (right),
interviewed by Dr. Keith Alexander

FILE PHOTO
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n the spring of 1932 West Virginia, the
United States, and the world were in
the midst of the Great Depression. The
Wall Street crash of ’29 drove millions
off the cliff into a decade of no money,
no jobs, bankruptcies, foreclosures,
homelessness, sickness, and suicides.
Simultaneously, we were still in an era of
segregation.
It was in 1932 that three men from
Shepherdstown—Newton Washington,
DeWitt Jacobs and Ed Kidrick—decided
that a baseball team would bring
some joy and excitement to the town.
They recruited a team, named it the
Red Sox, and set about to finance the
effort. The Red Sox, the black men of
Shepherdstown, chipped in a dollar each;
Shepherd College donated some bats
and balls. A few of the town businesses
contributed to the effort, and fund raisers
were held.
The Red Sox caught on, and eventually teams from around the tricounty
area—Bakerton, Leetown, Martinsburg,
Great Cacapon, and Kearneysville—were
in Shepherdstown playing the Red Sox.
Sunday afternoons found Fairfax Field
(now the site of the Day Care Center)
filled with a crowd ready to hear the cry,
“Play ball!”
Fairfax Field was one of the first
home diamonds, the others being
Morgan’s Grove Park and the field at the
white high school, now Shepherdstown
Junior High. As Red Sox popularity grew,
teams from Maryland got on the schedule.
Some of those teams would travel
to Washington, D.C., and pull a crack
player, a ringer if you will, to strengthen
their chances against the Red Sox.
The team in Frederick, Maryland, even
recruited a 17-year-old from D.C. by the
name of Maury Wills, who went on to
become an award-winning shortstop (and
base-stealer), the National League’s MVP
in 1962.
Shepherd University’s Dr. Keith
Alexander, assistant professor of
environmental studies and coordinator
of Shepherd’s Historic Preservation
Program, recently sat down with two
of the stars of the Red Sox, Clarence
Branson and Rev. Charles Hunter, to hear
their memories of baseball and music.
Clarence Branson was born and
raised in Shepherdstown. He graduated
from Page Jackson High School in
Charles Town and went on to a career
with Fairchild Inc. He also officiated at
the big-name basketball games all over

The 1947 Red Sox Team—first row: Bat boys Mack Washington and Jim Branson; second row
(left to right): Jake Monroe, Bill Robinson, Tom Branson, George “Bunny” Holmes, Mike Swan,
and Charles “Slick” Cook; third row: King Washington, Newt Washington, Charles Washington,
Gordon Clarke; fourth row (standing): Johnny Washington, Jim Brown, Arthur Washington,
Lester “Pete” Holmes, Joe Washington, Buddy Brown, Charles Robinson, and Robert Newton
Stubbs. Coach: DeWitt Jacobs (far right in light hat)

that was the younger group and that we
sang in. We traveled all over: New York,
Pittsburgh, Philadelphia, Washington,
all over Virginia. We did that for 15
years. We sang all gospel. They had us in
Rockville, Maryland, and we sang there
at every homecoming. And I’ll tell you
what we would do, we could go to some
of the small churches and they would
take a collection up for us and we would
give it back to them, back to the church.
It wasn’t a money thing for us.”
The Red Sox hung up their
uniforms for the last time in 1972, 40
years after Newton Washington, DeWitt
Jacobs, and Ed Kidrick decided that
baseball and music would help bring
Shepherdstown out of its depression—
and they were right.
Thank you, Clarence and Charles,
for sharing your memories of baseball
and music as you lived it. Despite the
Depression, the wars, and the times, the
richness of the lives and the history of
our black community is a story that will
receive ongoing exploration and presentation by Historic Shepherdstown.
“We haven’t covered the whole
town,” said Vicki Smith, past president
of Historic Shepherdstown. “We need to
do more with the 20th and 21st centuries.
We are fascinated by the interaction of
the teams and the music groups and are
very grateful to our citizens who have
participated in this effort.”
To quote Eleanor Finn, current
president of Historic Shepherdstown:
“Part of the mission of Historic
Shepherdstown is to preserve the
heritage of Shepherdstown, the historic
landmarks, and record the contributions of its people. Our project is to
portray the Shepherdstown Red Sox, the
church-related choirs in which so many
of the team players sang and to further
detail the civil rights efforts in Jefferson
County. We are making good progress
in that effort. Transcripts from oral
history interviews are being reviewed
and will be part of the archives both
at Shepherd University and at Historic
Shepherdstown.”
For additional information, read
“Shepherdstown Baseball in the
Good Ole Days,” by sports writer
Bob Madison.
Sue Kennedy lives in Shepherdstown and
would love to have been able to see the
Red Sox play.
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Marks of Distinction
Do You Wonder Why People Get Tattoos?
Stephen Altman
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“Not everybody’s on the same page when it comes
to tattoos,” she says, “and if you want a career, you don’t
want employers to judge you by your tattoos, or what
they think of tattoos.”
Her first one goes back 10 years, she says, to when
she was 18. “It’s a Celtic knot and three blue roses, for
me and my two sisters, Britney and Micaela.”
Later on, when her mother became seriously ill,
Taylor had a pair of wings tattooed on her shoulder.
“They stand for my mom. I thought I was going to lose
her, so they’re angel wings. She’s still here, but even
when I do lose her, I’ll still have her.”

Ashley Taylor

Phil Mallow

Alisha Hanlin

Close-up of Alisha’s hand

PHOTOS BY STEPHEN ALTMAN

C

limb the steps to Pressed Flour, the little storefront bakery on German Street. The proprietor
will pluck a plump croissant for you from under
the glass. Across the fingers of her right hand you’ll see
the letters T-R-U-E; across her left, L-O-V-E.
You can’t help but be curious, no? On her right
forearm is a portrait of Humphrey Bogart, in blue,
smoking, a ribbon of filmstrip running round him.
There’s a motto as well.
“Not that it’s something he actually said,” says
Alisha Hanlin, owner both of this wonderful bakery and
of eight tattoos, “but it expresses something I feel.”
Perhaps Bogey never did say these words, but
they’re wry enough that he might have: Things are never
so bad they can’t be made worse.
Wander around town and you’ll see lots of tattoos.
Maybe there are more in Shepherdstown than in other
places, maybe not. Forty-five million Americans have
tattoos, or more than a third of adults. Still, the natural
question for folks who’ve never gotten one is often:
What’s that about?
“Well, it’s different for everyone,” Hanlin says. “It’s
such a case-by-case basis as to who gets tattoos, and
why and when and where.”
That seems likely, especially after talking with
Hanlin and others in town who’ve gotten tattoos. These
markings are personal. Highly so.
“Tattoos often mark milestones—accomplishments,
things you’ve lived through or that happened,” Hanlin
says. “There’s usually something meaningful behind
a tattoo—or, at least, meaningful to the person who’s
getting the tattoo. Other people don’t even have to
understand it. With me, it’s not so much about events as
it is states of mind.”
So, you ask, what about Bogey and that not-quite
quote?
“Things could always be worse,” Hanlin explains.
“That’s how I feel. Things might even get worse, but in
the end they’ll be okay. You’ll be fine.”
Talking at length with her about her tattoos, you get
the sense there’s indeed more going on here than mere
decorative body art. Then you talk with others who’ve
gotten tattoos and you’re sure of it.
Ashley Taylor, who cleans houses for HUG
Services, has nine tattoos. “I didn’t just go in and ask for
something pretty or interesting,” she says. “Every single
one of my tattoos means something special to me.”
Still, most of them are hidden under her clothes.
There’s a reason for that.

I ask her what her mother thinks of them. “She
asked me why I didn’t do faery wings.” She laughs.
“Mom’s very mystical.”
Under her collarbone, on the left-hand side, several
five-pointed stars are visible. She pulls her sweater aside
and you can see the whole array, about 20 stars in all,
along with the words, I have loved the stars too fondly
to be fearful of the night.

“It’s from ‘The Old Astronomer,’” Taylor says. “I
read it in creative writing class when I was 14. I can
read it a thousand times. The old astronomer falls in
love with the stars so that he doesn’t need daylight
anymore. I’m like that; I think it’s prettier at night. I love
the stars and I know they’re there even during the day. I
can’t see them, but they’re guiding me.”
Last year, Taylor’s best friend died from a drug
overdose. That friend, she says, had stars on her chest.
Taylor’s tattoo keeps them, as it were, shining still.
Phil Mallow’s a carpenter with an extravagant
rust-red beard. On his left upper arm is a branch bearing
two oak leaves and two joined acorns with the names
and birth dates of Paige and Alexis, his two daughters.
On his right upper arm is a tattoo in memory of his
brother Ryan. It’s Ryan’s family crest—a raven and three
rings—and Ryan’s personal creed: You’re with me or
against me. Ryan was Mallow’s older brother, dead at
38. His juvenile diabetes caught up with him.
“He played death metal music,” Mallow says, “and
had 60 to 70 percent of his body covered in tattoos. He’d
always wanted me to get one. So a week after he died, I
got my first.”
That was five years ago. “I didn’t want tattoos,
didn’t see a need for ’em. Now I understand. Nobody
can ever take them from you. It’s your past and present.
You wake up in the morning and you look at your arm,
you’re not gonna forget.”
Things come, things go, people with tattoos seem to
say, but tattoos don’t.
“It’s something you always carry with you,” Mallow
says. “It doesn’t matter what you have or don’t have,
you’ve always got your tattoos. It’s like a map of yourself.
Not to mention”—here he smiles—“they’re addictive.”
If they are, maybe it’s because they match up so
well with two human longings, the one for self-expression and the one for permanence. Get some colorful
clothes and they may express who you are. Get a tattoo
and it might do the same thing, but it also becomes part
of your body, part of you.
And, yes, a person’s first tattoo is usually the first
rather than the only. Taylor, Hanlin, Mallow—all three
are eagerly anticipating the next one.
“The only reason I’ve haven’t gotten another by now
is time,” Mallow says. “You gotta sit there for hours.”
Stephen Altman is a tad too squeamish for a tattoo. But
a pierced ear, he says, just might tempt him.
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ARTWORKS

Rebecca Grace Jones

C

omplex and luminescent. Not only do those
words describe Rebecca Grace Jones’s paintings,
they describe the artist as well. After 40 years of
working as a graphic designer, illustrator, and craftsperson, Jones has at last embraced her inner painter.
“I have made my living in the arts my whole working career, but it is only in this past year that I’ve felt I
am doing what is truly my own work and living up to
my potential as an artist,” said Jones. With galleries far
and wide inquiring about representing her, it seems to be
a good decision.

Rebecca Grace Jones

Jones considers her pieces seriously whimsical. Her
paintings are dependent on texture created with multiple layers. She applies paint with scraping tools and
spatulas, often painting over and reworking areas until
she is satisfied with the rich surface. She then begins
the process of adding details, often by enhancing what
is suggested by the layering step. This is when stories
start to unfold. Her mixed-media paintings are created to
draw people in. Each painting is meant to be visited over
and over, and the viewer is invited to discern new details
to consider each time.
“I never title my paintings. I want the person living
with the piece to develop a relationship to it and create
her or his own story,” shared Jones.
At 61 Jones gets enormous joy from her paintings
and the opportunity to create them. She considers every
day in the studio a great gift.
“I never know how a painting is going to turn out,”
said Jones.
With each painting she has a dialogue. Sometimes
its direction comes early and easily to her, and sometimes it takes a lot of hours just staring at the piece and
reworking it many times.

“I have to wait for
each painting to tell me
who or what it wants to
be. I work with it until
I feel a certain sense of
satisfaction when I look at
it. I can’t really explain it;
it’s visceral, a gut feeling.
Often, quite suddenly, after
much time has been spent
fussing with a painting,
it will say, Stop! Enough!
You are done.”
Jones refers to her
experience of painting as
a “lovely struggle” and
one that she relishes at
this stage of her life. Jones
Rebecca at work
knows that, as a creative
person, it is important to
be true to one’s vision and not be too concerned with
what people will think. But she admits that the affirmation she receives from the public is very important to her
morale and confidence.
“One of the most astonishing things to me is that
people are finding ways to connect to what I consider
my own personal journey. It’s a wonderful mystery,”
Jones said.
Jones received her bachelor’s degree and a master’s
of fine arts in commercial art from Towson University
and for two decades worked as a freelance illustrator and
graphic designer. In her mid-40s, Jones left the graphics
world behind and became a craftsperson. In the 1990s,
she and Judy Rand, a woodworker and painter, hit the
craft circuit together, where Jones sold her mixed media,
fiber art, and calligraphy pieces.
Throughout the years, Rand repeatedly encouraged
Jones to be a painter. And in 2012 Jones entered into the
365 Project based on Noah Scalin’s book, 365: A Daily
Creativity Journal: Make Something Every Day and
Change Your Life! Each day she followed instructions
to make something out of whatever was lying around.
Jones chose to journal her experience by posting the
result of each day’s assignment on Facebook and on her
blog, wordkeepers.blogspot.com.
Jones attributes her success as an art student and
illustrator to her fondness for the challenge of assignments. The 365 Project encouraged her to experiment
with infinite media. The process allowed her to let her
creative side come to the fore.
“It was a transformation for me from doing what I
was told to do to being asked to do something and then
doing it my own way. The world of art for me became
filled with limitless possibilities,” said Jones.

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY REBECCA GRACE JONES

Marellen Johnson Aherne

The 365 Project, because of its time limits, forced
Jones to be instantly creative. It jarred loose her personal interpretation of things.
“The affirmation by my friends was encouraging
and confirming,” said Jones. “I think it is what gave me
the courage to pursue my own style of painting.” Her
first works were 2”x4” and dealt with variations on a
theme. These were the first paintings she considered
to be totally her own, true work. Kathryn Burns of The
Bridge Gallery in Shepherdstown saw them, liked them,
and encouraged Jones to continue. Within a month of
that discussion, as the paintings came pouring out of
her, Jones was planning for a solo show. The May 2015
Bridge Gallery show was hugely successful.
Jones considers herself a child of the Shenandoah
Valley. Having grown up in Hagerstown, Maryland, she
was drawn back to this area in 2006 when she and Rand
decided to build a home here. The beauty of the area,
the ability to make a home for their horses, and existing
Shepherdstown friendships provided them with all the
things they were looking for.
“We wanted a place with community and connections and were given a fabulous, nurturing environment
beyond our expectations,” said Jones. “I think deciding
to make my home in Shepherdstown has had a lot to do
with freeing me to paint as I do now.”
Jones, Rand, their horses and cats live in
Shepherdstown. Jones’s work is carried by The Bridge
Gallery. More information about Jones and her work is
available at www.rebeccagracejones.com.

ARTWORK
Marellen Johnson Aherne enjoys uncovering the underlying stories and passions that drive artists to create.
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REBECCA GRACE JONES

Untitled #1924

Untitled #1975

Untitled #2070

Untitled #2078

Untitled #2116
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Untitled #2231

Untitled #2141

Untitled #2240

Untitled #2245
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See artworks in color at
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
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Saturday Knows
Poems by John Berry
Saturday Knows

Best Audience Ever

Spritzing Round Up on his pain—
aerosol fogs
to stave off his tears,
a man will tend his emotions
like his lawn.
Governing leaves and blades of grass
with a vengeance approaching obsession;
perceiving them
weak and unruly.

With the outhouse door flung wide,
cigarette ash snowing gray flurries
on the jeans at my feet

Shepherd of a persistent flock,
he shears straight lines—
close cropped, uniform,
cross hatched resentment
for orderly feelings;
his clippings bagged,
his dreams disposed,
sitting on the curb.
Boys don’t cry
they mow—
They learn from their fathers
to despise and deny
the straggling weeds,
hacking and mowing and raking and blowing
in spite of the beauty they flower.
A good man keeps up appearances,
a good man is known
by the cut of his lawn.
Saturday knows
the shell of a man,
Thursday sees
his shaggy heart.
Setting Traps
I’ll find a way
if it kills me—
to address my soul,
bare my beating heart,
loose the spirit of love
from its gilded cage
in a manner my editor deems
neither trite nor cliché.
It may require years of persistence;
a thousand or more poems
hailed as genius—
a dozen or more books
lauded by those in the know.
Then one day
as complacency sits on its haunches,
licking itself—
I’ll spring my perfect chestnut trap
just to see
if anyone’s paying attention.

I read poems aloud
to the trees—
Could have sworn
I heard
the snapping of twigs.
When I Was a Bear or a Bum or a Bug
In a previous life
I’d like to think I had lumbered near
to Walden Pond
and stilled Thoreau in a moment inspired,
shifted his pen
in another direction
before rambling off to Emerson’s cottage
on other bits of bruin’s business.
Or my overalls and broken-toe shoes
and lost eyes locked
with Steinbeck’s gaze
from the boxcar of my shattered life,
conjuring Joads
and paper handbills;
promising nothing at the end of the line.
Or the sleep creased face of Gandhi
stung
with my need for his blood
and he stayed his hand,
considered my life,
brushed me away
to plague other flesh.
When I was a bear or a bum or a bug
and hummingbirds danced
on the Roses of Sharon
stilling the bear from his rambling tasks,
drawing me deep in the grace of the forest,
clearing the eyes of a man’s empty hunger,
filling my belly with peace,
inspiring mosquito to sample their nectar—
and I to remember their quickness and beauty
from this place and time
as Rosasharn blooms and hummingbird dances
aspiring still
to find their wings
on my back in a life
I may yet live.

POETRY
Bouquet of Feathers
Rocky was having none of it—
He of the jowls and the drool,
the river rock head, paws like a pan,
iron-wood muscle and teeth.
Ward of the boy I chanced upon;
Tireless truant of collar and leash.
The pale young boy
was hapless, breathless, helplessly clutching
the dog’s empty restraint and weathered red tether
which apparently slid from the neck
quite nearly as large
as the beast’s bulbous brick brown head.
In his other hand the frantic lad
held tight to a bouquet of feathers.
I slowed to the pace of his anguished face
to help reunite the boy with his loping and laughing mutt—
knowing the lure, the high adventure
of a curious stranger
in the mind of a dog.
As sure as the blacktop bent in the road
Rocky had no will to resist
instinct’s call to compel and insist
the nose of a dog to take a sniff
of a long-haired man at the side of his boy.
The grateful young buck slid the collar
easily over Rocky’s neck
and Rocky was having none of it—
just as easily squirming and bounding away.
Catch and escape,
catch and escape—
Frustration flushed the boy’s snowy cheeks.
Vexation grated the nerves of the dog;
his holiday spoiled
he snapped a toothy opinion
splashing the blood of his boy
on that bouquet of feathers.
I bound the hand, shuffled my tools from the front to the back of the car,
bundled the boy in its seat,
assuring him Rocky would find his way home
as even the most stubborn of dogs will do.
Up the mountain’s slouching shoulder
and down the length of Fire Tower Road—
my ghostly companion directed the way
with barely a whisper to his mother and home.
From the corner of my eye
where wisps of my hair now fluttered unbound
by the blood drenched bandanna,
the boy lay slumped on the door,
face pressed to the glass
as though he sought to become his reflection
stanching the flow of the lessons of teeth
with the hand still clutching his bouquet of feathers—
turkey and vulture and crow.
Far into the mountain’s heart
on a road grown narrow with branches and grass
from above and below and beside and behind,
I almost expected the quiet young lad
to disappear
just beyond the next bend.

John Berry’s work has appeared in Vox Poetica, The Yellow Chair Review (Bear poem), Disorder (a Red Dashboard publication), and Green Silk Journal. Self-taught woodworker, carpentry
contractor, and promoter of all things poetry, John writes and works from the Winchester, Virginia, home he shares with beloved wife Brenda and Yorkies Molly and Lily. John hosts the monthly
Shenandoah Poetry Alliance Open Mic, at 7 p.m. on second Wednesdays at Winchester’s Handley Library.
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Not So Wild and Wonderful
West Virginia
Remembering Ghost Species
Mark Madison
For one species to mourn the death of another
is a new thing under the sun.
—Aldo Leopold,
“On a Monument to the Pigeon” (1947)

A

ldo Leopold was writing about probably the most
ubiquitous bird to ever fly across the Mountain
State, the passenger pigeon, extinct by 1914.
The darkened skies from thousands of passenger pigeons
provided a legacy of the most numerous “ghost species”
of West Virginia, but certainly not the only lost species.
In fact, since humans settled the state, a number of species have been lost, and our ancestors were responsible.
Perhaps it is a fitting time to remember and eulogize our
once-more-diverse West Virginia wildlife.
When Europeans settled West Virginia, there was
a faunal diversity unimaginable today. In addition to
the passenger pigeons with their flocks in the tens of
thousands, early West Virginians could have seen the
rainbow-colored Carolina parakeet, our only native parrot species, cover the trees. This spectacularly colored
bird nested in flocks of several hundred in the forests
of West Virginia, yet it went extinct almost simultaneously with its brethren, the passenger pigeon. The last
Carolina parakeet died in the Cincinnati Zoo in 1918.
But it was not only birds that were the victims of
overhunting and habitat destruction. Early settlers to
West Virginia commented on the ubiquity of bison,
elk, wolves, cougar, and white-tailed deer—only one of
which persists in the state to the present. The American
bison (sometimes called “woodland bison” in the
Eastern United States) had a much larger geographic
range prior to European settlement, but the last bison in
West Virginia was hunted in 1825. Now they can only be
seen as domesticated herbivores on farms.
Eastern elk herds were common in the state but
quickly exterminated by voracious hunters. A relict
herd of three elk were seen and shot in Canaan Valley
in 1843, and the only elk that remain in West Virginia
belong to Elk Lodges. In spite of a successful reintroduction of elk into Pennsylvania, the West Virginia elk
remains a ghost species.
Large predators were also wiped out as they competed for precious game and livestock. Wolf bounties
were paid for their scalps well into the 1890s as the
large predator gradually disappeared. The last West

Virginia wolf was seen (and killed) by Stofer Hamrick in
Randolph County in 1900; the only 20th-century wolves
remaining in this state are stuffed school mascots. The
more circumspect Eastern cougar held out perhaps
as late as the 1930s thanks to its prudent avoidance
of humans, but that entire
species was finally declared
likely extinct by the Fish and
Wildlife Service in 2011.
In spite of all evidence and
common sense, so-called
sightings of the cougar
persist around the state—the
triumph of hope over reason.

Audubon painting of
Carolina parakeet

Even our most
ubiquitous remaining
large mammal is not
Audubon painting of
an unmitigated success
American elk
story. The now common white-tailed deer was largely extirpated from the
state by the 1890s. Deer were imported from Michigan
and released in the Monongahela National Forest and
Flatrock–Roaring Plains areas of West Virginia in the
1930s. Since then, their numbers have rebounded. But
with their natural predators gone (RIP: wolves and cougars) and humans increasingly moving into their former
habitat, they have become the bane of many a West
Virginian gardener, driver, and suburbanite.
At one time or another, beavers, fishers, and river
otters were also extirpated from West Virginia, only to
be reestablished in lesser numbers many decades later.
Even today the Indiana bat, gray bat, Allegheny woodrat,
and Appalachian cottontail are threatened with extinction in the state.
As native species decline they are replaced with
non-native species whose tolerance for humans allows
greater ubiquity. Native birds are replaced by European
starlings and English sparrows—whose very name
betrays their non-West Virginia origins. The extirpated
native herbivores are replaced with feral hogs. The
Eastern cougar has been replaced by huge numbers of

feral cats. All four of these species are the direct result
of careless human stewardship.
The speed and thoroughness with which West
Virginia (and truth be told most of its neighbors)
extirpated the native game and predators is shocking but
not entirely unexpected. There has been longstanding
speculation that pre-European inhabitants of North
America may have extirpated large megafauna such as
wooly mammoths and mastodons through overhunting.
History may sadly repeat itself if human-induced global
warming once again exiles some species adapted to a
cooler Mountain State.
West Virginians are rightfully proud of having
settled a mountainous and challenging state and made
a living here, either working above or below ground.
The heritage of coal mining in particular is ubiquitous
in the bumper stickers, billboards, and soccer fields
bequeathed by the “Friends of Coal” across the state.
Yet there is a dark side to this legacy in the Elk River
chemical spill and the mountaintop removal mining,
both of which speak to ongoing careless stewardship.
But beyond coal, West Virginia also has a longstanding
wildlife legacy at least as important to its history and its
future in tourism and outdoor recreation. We would do
well to consider this wildlife legacy as much as we do
our mixed record in resource extraction when considering where the riches in this state truly lie.
We end as we began, with the most acute and eloquent ecological observer, Aldo Leopold, who leaves us
with this chilling observation and a charge:
One of the penalties of an ecological education
is that one lives alone in a world of wounds.
Much of the damage inflicted on land is quite
invisible to laymen. An ecologist must either
harden his shell and make believe that the consequences of science are none of his business,
or he must be the doctor who sees the marks of
death in a community that believes itself well
and does not want to be told otherwise.
—Aldo Leopold,
“Sand County Almanac” (1949)
Mark Madison teaches environmental ethics and environmental history at Shepherd University.
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Our Cuban Cousins
Impressions After Five Recent Visits
Zakee McGill

O

Vintage cars for hire in Old Havana

PHOTOS BY ZAKEE MCGILL

n my final evening in Havana
the intense heat, which had
kept me inside all day, had
abated. I walked a few blocks from
my flat to El Malecón, the sea wall, a
miles-long serpentine barrier that keeps
the Atlantic Ocean from breaching the
adjacent winding boulevard. Locals congregate on the flat-topped retaining wall
during holidays to sunbathe and frolic,
on steamy nights to escape the furnace
of the city, and more frequently young
lovers just sit atop and neck. Tonight it
was virtually deserted. The expanse of
ocean stretching north to Key West was
a deep blue and hoisting the occasional
tanker. After all the frenetic sightseeing—
this was the end of my fifth visit in 15
months—I wondered why it had taken me
so long to get down to the wall. I inhaled
deep breaths of the ocean air, hoping
it would cleanse my lungs of the thick
exhaust fumes and smog, as endemic to
Havana as Afro-Cuban bands in open-air
cafes, crumbling Soviet-era buildings
adjacent to stolid art deco, and vintage
automobiles evoking memories of my
dad’s cars from the 1940s and ’50s.
I was relieved to be returning home
but sad to be leaving my friends. They
would not be able to visit me anytime
soon: Alejandro, who describes himself
as “a caged bird on a big island,” despite
his stories of the abolished apartheid
state his black grandparents grew up
under; Juan Carlos, who cannot even
apply for a Cuban passport until five
years post military service; and Sylvia,
who has been able to travel to Spain, but
only because her mother has dual citizenship. In fact, there are few desirable
locations in the world where Cubans can
travel without a visa. These cost a year’s
salary. (The operating budget of the U.S.
Consulate in Havana is entirely subsidized by visa fees.) Alejandro’s visa
application was stamped “Immigration
Risk” in bold red letters after rapidly
fired standard questions that masquerades as a formal interview.

Museo nacional de Arte Universal
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My first time in Havana, a Cuban
Quaker asked me my impressions. When
I hesitated, he assured me it was OK to
be frank. “Cubans frown too much,” I
said. “And they stare a lot.” He agreed.
“Life is hard. We see foreigners with so
many nice things, and Cuban-Americans
come back from Miami bragging about
everything there, complaining about
everything here. It makes us feel…well,
it makes us frown too much.”
To my surprise, Cubans watch a
lot of American TV and movies. They
buy bootlegged DVDs of their favorite
television shows and subscriptions to get
the latest episodes as soon as they are
copied and packaged. There are ingenious
ways around any embargo. When I
admitted to my Cuban friend, Rita, that
they are indeed ingenious, but also loud
and aggressive, she chuckled. “Yes, we
are noisy, Zakee, but, well, Americans
and Cubans are like cousins. We are
alike.” I laughed in agreement, realizing
Americans also have a reputation for
being loud and aggressive.
Pedro, my favorite taxi driver in
Havana, thinks differently. “No, no!
Americans have been quite nice. And
wow, the tips! You are not rude. It’s the
Italians and Argentinians who complain
the most.”
At Sunday dinner with Rita and her
family during my first visit, I listened
to their fears of an Iraq-style invasion
of their country by the United States. I
failed to convince them that Americans
had no stomach for another war. They
averted their eyes and changed the subject. What more could I say?
Rita, the widow of a diplomat,
has lived in several African countries;
mementos of these times hang on the
kitchen wall. On my fifth visit, her
family concedes with laughter over
Sunday dinner, that I was correct and
President Obama is a decent guy. I beam
with pride that our president was big
enough to shake Cuban president Raul
Castro’s hand.
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Sunday dinner

El Malecón

Viñales Valley

My adopted Cuban family is excited about the
future, and they tell me about the heir apparent to the
Castro brothers, Miguel Díaz-Canel, who is younger,
handsome, and charismatic.
“He respects the revolution, our commitment to
poor people and workers, but I think he knows we
need change,” Juan Carlos, Rita’s adult son, opines.
“Fidel looked around and decided that what we lacked
in natural resources he’d make up for with our brains.
Education was his number-one priority. I think Miguel
respects knowledge as well.” JC, as we call Juan Carlos,
speaks French and English fluently, works in importexport, and is clearly the future of Cuba personified. I
teasingly call him Cuban royalty—Afro-Cuban father,
Euro-Cuban mother. JC talks proudly of how his fatherdiplomat would come to the defense of black people in
post-revolutionary Cuba. One night after a few beers, he
jumped to the floor and showed us African dance steps
he had learned in a folk dance seminar. The precision
of his movements stunned me. When I applauded, he
pointed a finger at me, “Bro, this is our heritage, you
and me, we must never forget.”
Higher education is free in Cuba, and the quality
attracts students from even First World nations. Cuba’s

Vedado, the neighborhood of hotels in Havana

medical school, Escuela Latinoamericana de Ciencias
Médicas, is probably the largest in the world, having
trained 20,000 medical doctors from 110 countries since
its founding in 1999. Many of these students are from
the poorest families and nations, where they will return
as the only doctor to ever serve such areas.
After just my first visit, I concluded that it would
be an utter waste for the U.S. to ignore such a young
population, rich in brainpower and ingenuity. But
returning after the second visit, my Spanish professor at
Shepherd University, Dr. Denis Berenschot, asked me,
“So how was your trip?” When I hesitated, trying to find
the words, he started laughing. “Don’t tell me. I know.
When I’m away from Cuba for a while, I miss it terribly
and can’t wait to return. Then after a few days, I’m
ready to go.” Dr. Berenshot completed his thesis during
a couple dozen visits to Cuba. Performing Cuba, (Re)
Writing, Gender Identity and Exiles Across the Genres,
documents how the Castro regime influenced literature
and the arts, in some cases removing homosexual
themes and anti-Cuban ones.
My American friends want me to organize and host
a group trip, but Cuba is not for “prissy” travelers. Five
stars can equal three. Plans often go awry. I no longer

make a grocery list and instead buy what’s available.
Havana is a minefield of potholes, cracked pavement,
and open manholes. Always walk with your gaze at
the ground, then stop in place to admire the exquisite
remains of colonial architecture. Alert your family that
you may not check email every day. Leave baggy clothes
at home; Cubans wear them tight, colorful, and skimpy.
Your credit card will not work; you’ll carry lots of cash.
Pack a collapsible parasol for the furious sun. Arrive in
winter unless you’re a glutton for heatstroke. Pay a local
$20 to escort you through the maze of Old Havana. Then
get the heck out of Havana. Venture to the ecotourism
sites of Viñales Valley, to Veradero peninsula or Cuba’s
keys and islands, to the tomb of Che Guevara, to the
drag bars in Santa Clara, to the National Forest at Sancti
Spíritus and listen to the parrots at night, to the mélange
of French, Spanish, and African cultures in Santiago de
Cuba. You may never have the stamina to go back, but
you will never ever forget what you saw.
Zakee McGill gives out Cuba travel advice in exchange
for mojitos. He co-hosts Health & Wellness Wednesday
at 89.7FM WSHC Shepherd University Radio, 7:30 to 9
a.m., a part of the Winners and Losers Radio Show.
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Birthroot Midwifery
Interview by Hannah Cohen
Zellene Struble and Shanna Mastrangelo
of Birthroot Midwifery, located in
Shepherdstown, talk about their practice
and birthing with a midwife.
GNP: When did midwifery begin?
How did the current practice evolve?
Zellene Struble: It began at the
beginning.
Shanna Mastrangelo: Women have been
helping other women give birth since the
beginning of time according to the midwifery model of care: protect the mother
and make sure she is safe, allow her to be
in control and do it herself, intervene only
when the safety of mother or baby is compromised. There’s a wisdom that comes to
women in those moments and we know
when to help out.
Does being a midwife mean focusing
primarily on the process of giving
birth or is your role more expansive
than that?
ZS: Our role is more expansive. We try to
develop a holistic view of the woman and
her family during the pregnancy to assure
she is healthy and prepared for labor and
birth, physically, emotionally, and spiritually. This is different for each woman so
we to try to be very aware at each visit. A
prenatal visit usually lasts at least an hour
with approximately 15 minutes needed
to assess vitals. We take a lot of time to
develop a warm and trusting relationship
with each of our clients to foster her
confidence during birth. We are also very
focused on the mother during the birth,
continuously monitoring her physical and
emotional wellbeing. Desiring to practice
as community-centered midwives, we continue our client relationships beyond the
standard six-week postpartum mark. We
host social gatherings to connect mothers
in our community for mutual support. We
enjoy running into our families around
town, getting a quick hug and update on
baby. We are available if a problem occurs
with mom, the newborn, or anywhere
within the family unit.
What is the scariest aspect of childbirth for expecting mothers?
ZS: The scariest aspect is the fear of
the potential pain involved. The fear
itself is scarier than the actual pain in
the moment. There is a process and pace
to birth that, if handled gently, usually
is tolerable to the laboring woman. As
midwives we use techniques to reduce

fear, which reduces pain: touch, maintaining a calm and loving environment,
and instilling confidence in the woman.
We watch each woman find her own
rhythm and way through the experience.
Most women say it was the hardest
thing they’ve ever done and it was more
painful and different than what they ever
imagined, but they did it and are so proud
of themselves.
What services does Birthroot offer to
expecting mothers?
ZS: Continuous on-call service via
phone, email, or text; a standard schedule
of prenatal care with week 36 and on
scheduled in home, continuous support
during labor and birth. We also offer
immediate postpartum care (including
suturing if needed); newborn exam;
breastfeeding support; 24-hour home
visit; three to five day home visit; threeweek home visit; and six-week office

of physical, physiological, or psychoemotional issues. It may end in a transport
to a hospital for medical pain relief, rest,
or, rarely, a cesarean section. In the event
of transport we remain with our clients.
These women are brave and proud and
usually satisfied with their care. They
know they were given every opportunity
toward a natural birth and supported and
respected throughout the transition of
their care. It is both the journey and the
destination that matter. It is important that
both mother and baby be emotionally and
physically intact at the end of their journey
to move forward in health and joy.
What does it feel like to you when a
mom hears the baby’s heartbeat for the
first time?
SM: It is exciting and relieving all at the
same time! Exciting to be a part of such
a sweet moment. Relieving because occasionally we cannot yet hear the baby’s

visit. We can order labs and ultrasounds,
file birth certificates, and submit insurance claims. We also offer a birth pool
rental, prenatal and postpartum massage,
and placenta encapsulation.

heartbeat at the first visit. Although this
is normal, we know the mothers will
stress that something could be wrong. It’s
a relief at their next appointment to hear
a strong and healthy heart rhythm.

Does Birthroot offer complete motherbaby care or do your patients combine
doctor care with midwife care?

Assuming the birthing process is different for each mother, what is a typical birth process for a mother being
cared for by you?

SM: Some of our mothers choose co-care
with an obstetrician or hospital-based
midwife. The most common reason is they
have a risk factor, which makes them more
likely to need to transport to the hospital
during labor or very late in the pregnancy.
They want to have care established with an
OB to make the transition smoother. Some
clients begin with an OB practice and
transfer their records to us after feeling
dissatisfied with the first few visits. The
majority of our clients see only us for their
care. We collaborate with and provide
referrals to physicians, herbalists, acupuncturists, and chiropractors as needed
for specific situations.
ZS: In some cases the birth doesn’t
happen as planned at home, because
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SM: There is often a series of phone calls
to tell us things are happening. When
contractions have become more regular
and signs of labor increase, one of us
goes to the mother to observe her for a
period of time and check the cervix for
dilation if the mother wants. We may call
a doula or other support person to assist
with early labor. When we are sure that
active labor has begun and isn’t stopping,
the second midwife and any student or
assistant are called to come. The birth
team supports the mother through dilating and pushing until the baby arrives.
One midwife monitors the mother and
one monitors the baby to make sure
each transitions to the postpartum period

in a normal and safe progression. This
physiological transition happens with the
fewest complications when mother and
baby are not separated.
After the umbilical cord has finished
pulsing and baby has had a chance
to breastfeed, the cord is severed and
the baby is usually passed to dad or a
grandparent. After mom is back in bed,
a complete newborn exam is done, usually in bed right next to mom and dad,
and baby is swaddled and given another
opportunity to nurse, with assistance
if needed. When we leave, everyone is
happy, healthy, clean, and ready for rest
in the family bed. We are on call for the
next six weeks in case any problems arise
or if advice is needed.
What is often the most calming
moment of childbirth?
ZS: When mom is all cleaned up and
settled into a clean bed with baby nursing
and family snuggled all around.
SM: Also, some incredibly calm and
beautiful moments happen while resting
in between contractions at the very end of
labor in between contractions and pushing. Mom is often exhausted and finally
surrendered to the power of her body.
The lights are often dimmed, candles may
be burning, the support team is gathered
very close, and except for whispered
words of encouragement, the room may
be silent. It feels sacred and time seems
to stop.
Five adjectives to describe childbirth
with Birthroot:
ZS: Empowering, loving, joyous, supportive, holistic.
SM: Empowering, gentle, considerate,
respectful, genuine.
If your role as a midwife were to be
called by another name, what would
it be?
ZS: Guardian.
SM: Birthkeeper. There is a saying about
midwives: “Salt of the Earth, Protectors
of Birth.”
Birthroot Midwifery, LLC
217 South Duke Street, #100
Shepherdstown, WV, 25443
BirthrootMidwives@gmail.com
http://www.birthrootwv.com
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The Remarkable Story of
Rev. John Kehler

Shepherdstown Lutheran Minister and Founder
of the Episcopal Church in Colorado
Jerry Thomas

B
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33 years, in 1852, Kehler returned to
Rev. Johannes Heinrich Kehler
(1797–1879), better known as John
Henry Kehler, was born in Frederick,
Maryland. He spent his early adult years
serving as a minister to Lutheran congregations struggling in the transition from
German- to English-speaking services.
His pastorate of St. Peter’s Lutheran
Church in Shepherdstown (1817–1819)
came at such a time, when the congregation, “racked and dilapidated,” struggled
with the emotional transition. In spite
of the language controversy, Pastor
Kehler performed 36 baptisms in his
brief time at St. Peter’s. While serving
there, he married a Shepherdstown girl,
Anne Talbot Towner, and he and his wife
retained close ties to Shepherdstown after
he left the St. Peter’s pastorate.
In the three decades after he left
here, Kehler served congregations in

Shepherdstown where Episcopal rector
Charles Andrews asked him to become
assistant rector.
About 1853 St. Paul’s Episcopal
Church of Sharpsburg also called upon
Kehler to serve the Sharpsburg congregation. Though it is difficult to document,
the Kehlers during this time seem to
have lived in Shepherdstown, where Mrs.
Kehler’s relatives, the Towners, were
prominent in town affairs.
On October 1, 1859, Kehler’s wife,
Ann, died. Bromley has found tantalizing
suggestions that she was buried in the
Methodist cemetery at Shepherdstown.
Only two weeks after Mrs. Kehler’s death,
the John Brown raid on Harpers Ferry
threw the nation into a state of crisis. One
account says Kehler’s Unionist leanings
made him uncomfortable with the strong
Southern sentiment of his Shepherdstown

neighbors. Kehler by now had served
a long career in many churches, was
a widower at age 63, and most of his
10 children were adults. It would have
made sense for him to retire or cut back
on his busy career, but with the death
of his wife and the emerging national
crisis, Kehler decided to make a radical
change in his life and go West. Two of
his sons had already made the move. His
oldest, Talbot, had gone in the Gold Rush
to California and had flourished. Jack
(John Henry) had prospered in Kansas
Territory, becoming the first sheriff of
Arapahoe County, the county that Denver
would be a part of, and founding a town,
Mountain City, and a freight company.
Bromley believes a letter from his
son Jack convinced Kehler to look for
a new beginning in the west. Jack had
built the first brick house in Denver
and offered it to his father if he would
come to Denver. Two days after his last
sermon at St. Paul’s Episcopal Church
of Sharpsburg on Christmas 1859, and
undeterred by winter and the rigors of
traveling west, Kehler turned his back on
his old life and set out for Colorado, then
part of Kansas Territory.
Kehler and his party arrived in
Denver by stagecoach in January 1860.
The next Sunday he held the first service
of the Episcopal Church ever conducted
in the Rocky Mountains, founding the
Church of St. John’s in the Wilderness.
It was the predecessor of Saint John’s
Cathedral in Denver, the seat of the
Episcopal Diocese of Denver. One
account says early services were held in
a saloon. The town of Denver donated
residential lots to help build the church.
In 1861 Kehler accepted an appointment as chaplain of the First Regiment
of Colorado Volunteers, and in 1862,
he was with the troops in the field in
New Mexico.
Seven of the Kehlers 10 children
went west. In addition to Talbot in
California and Jack in Colorado, three
daughters, a son, and a granddaughter

accompanied Kehler on his journey.
Also in 1860 daughter Frances Kehler
Clodfelter and son-in-law Augustus C.
Clodfelter and their three daughters
arrived in Denver by wagon, carrying
much of the Kehler family furniture.
Kehler became a well-known and
respected figure in Colorado, but the
family suffered tragedies. Son Talbot
Boydston Kehler died in an accident
in California just two months after his
father arrived in Colorado. Jack, the town
builder, entrepreneur, and sheriff died in
a fight in 1861. Youngest son William
Whittingham Kehler went to Yale,
became a lawyer in Denver, and died of
an illness in 1868 at just 25.
When daughter Elizabeth died in
1876, Kehler moved to Washington, D.C.,
to live with daughter Mrs. C.H. Quinn. At
Kehler’s death in 1879, Shepherdstown
seems to have become his final resting
place. A D.C. document, recording
deaths and burials, lists his death on
February 21 and burial on February
22 in Shepherdstown, West Virginia.
Bromley has evidence that Kehler was
buried beside his wife in the Methodist
graveyard. There are, however, no
identifying headstones for the Kehlers
in the Methodist part of Elmwood
Cemetery. Bill Bromley, who has carefully researched the story of his ancestor,
would like to find and commemorate the
spot in Shepherdstown where Ann Talbot
Towner Kehler and John Henry Kehler
are buried. Anyone with information on
the burial sites is encouraged to contact
Bill Bromley at wvbromley@yahoo.com.
Shepherdstown resident Jerry Bruce
Thomas, professor emeritus of history at
Shepherd University, retired from teaching in 2009.
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St. Peter’s Lutheran
A Church Planted, Growing, and Bearing Fruit
Karen Erskine Valentine

T

hese are interesting days at St. Peter’s Lutheran
Church of Shepherdstown. The congregation is
in the midst of its 250th year. St Peter’s began as
a small group of German Lutheran settlers who worshipped together in homes. In 1765 they received official standing in the Lutheran Church in America.
The people of St Peter’s have spent time looking
back: remembering the saints that responded to the call
of the Holy Spirit and gathered to form the church,
remembering the pastors that preached and taught and
administered the sacraments all these years, remembering the saints that taught Sunday School and laid stone
and played the organ and changed the paraments. The
congregation today continues in their footsteps.
All Saints Day was a day of remembrance for the
people of the Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish as they
participated in the historic liturgy, the Muhlenberg Mass,
that was used in the early days of the Lutheran church
in the New World. Bishop Matthew Riegel preached
on ecclesia plantata, the church planted, and ecclesia

plantanda, the need for the church to still be planting
today and growing, bearing fruit to nourish the world
with the Word of God.
Indeed, seeds are being planted at St. Peter’s.
Worship is a lively event each Sunday, and the Sunday
school is alive and well. The youth are on a quest to
learn, a quest to gain the knowledge and experience
necessary to be considered an adult member of the
church and affirm their baptism, giving voice to and taking responsibility for their own faith journeys. Today’s
congregation is eager to be the hands and feet of God in
the world, reaching out with compassion to make a difference where there is need. St. Peter’s has been heavily
involved in Jefferson County Community Ministries’
Caring Cupboard and its School Supplies Program, providing weekend food and school supplies to community
children. As St. Peter’s moves into the future in partnership with St. James, Uvilla, we look to the Spirit and the
community to inspire us to do the work that is needed in
Shepherdstown, in the Panhandle, and in the world.

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY ST. PETER’S LUTHERAN CHURCH

A view of the church from the back garden of the parish house.
The stone wall is symbolic of the many people who have come
together over the years, each offering his or her gifts for the
good of the kingdom of God.

Bishop Matthew Riegel offers the Light; acolyte Jacob
Valentine stands by with candles.

On All Saints Sunday, we remember those who have gone
before us, acknowledging their light, which still shines within
us, and the Light of Christ that gives us hope.

Karen Erskine Valentine is the pastor of the
Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish. She received her
master’s of divinity from the Lutheran Theological
Seminary at Gettysburg and was ordained in 1998.
She resides in Hedgesville with her family.
St. Peter’s Lutheran Church in Shepherdstown
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Pastor Karen and acolyte Ivy Moss preparing to lead worship
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

Asbury Church
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

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

Christian Science Society

304 East German Street
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

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

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

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

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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COMMUNITY
CHOIR FESTIVAL
including the

Shepherdstown Elementary
School Chorus
Sunday, January 31, 2016
4:30 p.m.
Asbury United Methodist Church
(across from Morgan’s Grove Park)

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
Stanley & Judith Jones
Wanda Keebler
Jack Kendall
Kathy & Richard Klein
W.E. & Joann Knode
Harriet Kopp &
Richard Ledane
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell
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
Edwinna Bernat
Patricia Donohoe &
Dr. David Borchard
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Dodi & Frank Bradley
Judith & Marc Briod
Sandy Brown
Beth Burkhardt
Linda Carter
Ann Christy
Lola & Denny Clarke
Andrea Collins
Philip & Frances Cox
Louise Cox
Rosemarie Coy
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
Rosemary Frehse Geist
Carolina & Brent Ford
Rev. James & Dorothy Fox
Peter & Linda Fricke
Eleanor & George Hanold
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Robert & Linda Reynolds
Marianne Howard &
Martha & Robert Rizzo
Rufus Hedrick
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Barbara Heinz
Theresa & Lyle Rush
Sharon & Al Henderson
Ann Coulter & John Shaw
Patricia & Claison Henkes
Robert Shefner
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
Mary & James Holland
Donna Windsor & Alton Smith
James Horton
Betty & Harold Snyder
Beverly & Robert Hughes
Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Catherine Irwin
Patricia & John Stealey
Tinu Mathew & Oommen Jacob
Clifton Stubblefield
Virginia Janes
Susan Swanda
James Keel
Anne & Joseph Teresa
Joan Keith
Gloria & Robert Thatcher
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Darlene & Brian Truman
Susan Kennedy
S. Tsukuda
Ronald Kepple
Lois & Frederick Turco
Lillian & Glenn Kinser
David & Jeanette Vanbelleghem
John & Melinda Landolt
Anthony Vanderveldt
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Charles VanMetre
Rebecca & Burt Lidgerding
Karene Motivans &
John & Judith Lilga
Stuart Wallace
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Elizabeth Walter
Chris Mark
James & Sandra Watkins
Dorothy & George Marshall
Judy Weese
Susan Martindale
Mildred & Fred Wells
Daniel & Teresa Mason
Richard & Joyce Welsh
George McKee
Stephen Williams
Floyd Miller
Eldon Winston
Althea Miller
Esther Wood
Alta Miller
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Helen Moore
Lynn & Chesley Yellott
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Ella Mose
Friends
Rhea & Russell Moyer Jr.
William & Mary Lee Baker
Dorothy Mozden
Margaret & Gayle Becker
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Roland & Barbara Bergman
Lisa Parkinson
Carl Beyeler
Vina & Vincent Parmesano
Jane & Larry Blash
Pamela & Reynolds Parziale
Barbara & Clifton Brooks Jr.
Ralph & Laura Petrie
Odetta Brown
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Patricia & Charles Brown
Rebecca Phipps
Marian Buckner
Cheryl & John Pullen

Elizabeth Bufithis
Richard Conard
James Davis
Karen Davison
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
Joseph Talago
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

Call 304-876-6466

Shepherdstown
WV 25443
304-876-0657

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

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

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

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

On the Web!

Patron
P.O. Boxholder
Rural Route Boxholder

www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
SEE ARTWORKS IN COLOR!
LIKE US ON
FACEBOOK!

GARY BERGEL

Snow Intaglio
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FREE
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