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The Fire Next Time
Randall Tremba

God gave Noah the rainbow sign / no more water—the fire next time. Negro spiritual

I came to bring fire to the earth, and how I wish it were already kindled! Jesus of Nazareth (Luke 12:49–56)

* * *

Rage is burning like fire across our nation and around the world. The scorned 
and forgotten of our nation rage against a smug, self-serving establishment. 
Black Lives Matter rages against the police, and the police fire back. ISIS 

rages against a certain world smug in its privilege, power, prosperity, and heresies. 
And that world fires back.

Bombs explode in cars, and bodies are torn apart.
Bombs fall from the sky, and bodies are torn apart.
Bombs explode in presidential campaign rhetoric. National and racial unity is 

torn apart.
Rage is burning like fire across our nation and around the world.
Anger is like fire. It can destroy or it can create. It all depends.
According to the Greek myth, Prometheus sneaked behind Zeus’s back to give 

mortals the gift of fire. For that, Prometheus was forever tortured by Zeus. Zeus did 
not want mortals to have the power to remake the world or themselves. But it was 
too late. We got it. Fire in our hands. Fire in our imaginations.

Fire seethes in many hearts today, a fire of frustration with so much injustice, 
stupidity, bigotry, and willful ignorance in our land. Anger isn’t bad. Anger is a 
healthy reaction to such things. Anger is a healthy reaction to real or perceived injus-
tice against ourselves or those we love.

Anger is like fire. It can create or it can destroy. It can be constructive or it can 
be destructive. It all depends.

That fire burning in many souls today is like the fire that burned in the souls of 
enslaved Africans. You can hear it in their song: God gave Noah the rainbow sign /  
no more water—the fire next time. That Negro spiritual inspired James Baldwin’s 
1963 book, The Fire Next Time.

In that book Baldwin laments and indicts a so-called Christian nation for  
its hypocrisy in denying complicity in the torture and oppression of the black  
race. How can you miss the “lynching trees”? How can you not see that as 
terrorism? Christians, of all people, should have known better. But most were 
willfully blind.

You hypocrites! cried Jesus, You know how to forecast the weather and 
interpret the appearance of earth and sky, but why do you not know how to 
interpret the present time?

Does anybody know what time it is? Does anybody understand these times?
Which is to say: You are so smart. You are so well educated. You are so 

savvy. So why, then, can’t you see what’s going on right under your nose? 
As Bob Dylan put in “Subterranean Homesick Blues,” You don’t need a 
weatherman to know which way the wind blows.

Do we know which way the wind is blowing? Does anybody 
understand these times? Can we see what’s now been exposed in  
our nation?

In his time and place, Jesus was angry at the way things 
were. Love does not exclude anger. Anger, however, must be 
tempered by compassion lest it become hurtful and destructive.

Even “God,” according to the Great Ancestors, had to learn 
that lesson.

Once upon a time, God got angry at the way things were 
and sent a universal flood to wipe out all of humanity because God 

was disgusted with its violent and unjust ways. That story seems to locate “righteous 
anger” in a distant God above the earth. But there’s another way of reading that 
mythic folktale.

In that story human anger and frustration are projected onto God. But that anger 
and disgust actually reflect our own frequent reactions to an unjust world. How many 
times have you felt like wiping out all the bad and evil people in the world, people 
like ISIS or perhaps your in-laws or your obnoxious neighbors, classmates, work-
mates, or that other political party? “I’d like to wipe them all out and start over with 
a few truly good folks like me.”

The story of “The Flood” ends with a rainbow in the sky, as if to say, enough of 
this raging, self-righteous anger. Violence cannot end violence. Another way must be 
found. According to that mythic tale, “God” learned a lesson, which is to say, mortals 
were beginning to learn that lesson. Untempered anger is destructive.

And certain partisans in our country had better learn that lesson soon.
God gave Noah the rainbow sign / no more water—the fire next time.
We can hear that fire in the voice of Jesus. I came to bring fire to the earth, and 

how I wish it were already kindled! Do you think that I have come to bring peace to 
the earth? No, I tell you, not peace but rather division!

Families, said Jesus, will be divided against themselves. How can that be the 
mission of the Prince of Peace, the advocate of love? How can division and conflict 
be good?

Well, it would not be good unless it separates families, tribes, and nations from 
blind loyalties that prevent them from embracing and practicing a higher and wider 
form of love—love of all, not just one’s own family, race, tribe, or nation; love of 
one’s enemies, not just our friends or our kind and kindred.

To embrace that vision and live it can and will cause divisions. It just will. The 
more the promise of universal love spreads, the more some people will feel threat-

ened. They will resort to bigotry and fear-mongering, trying to hang on to their 
privileges and position, trying to preserve the old world and its sham unity.

If you embrace and practice universal kinship, not everyone will be on 
your side. At times you will have to stand your ground alone.

Not everything we call “peace” is peace. Peace without justice for 
the oppressed is no peace. Tranquility maybe, but not peace. “Law and 
order” without justice, without healing, without reconciliation, and 
without compassion, is not peace. It’s a sham.

God gave Noah the rainbow sign / no more water—the fire  
next time.

Water and more water will never convert a lump of coal.  
Only fire can.

Hate and more hate will not transform a broken world.  
Only love can.

We can settle for tranquility, serenity, cordiality,  
and mere tolerance. And those aren’t bad things. Or we can  

take the fire of love in our hearts and imaginations, go deeper, 
cleanse wounds and heal divisions in the world, in our nation,  
in communities, and in our homes. It may not be easy but it will 

be worth it.
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Lou Cox
A Renaissance Woman

Isabella Snyder

Have you ever lost your way? Although most 
of us prefer to know what direction we are 
taking, and devices like the GPS keep us 

on track, sometimes getting lost is a blessing. Many 
years ago, while driving back from Florida with 
her mother, Mildred 
Elise, Lou Cox ended 
up in Shepherdstown. 
Unbeknownst to her, this 
fortuitous detour would 
change her life and influ-
ence her future choices.

At the time, she 
owned and ran a bed and 
breakfast in the Midwest. 
Ten years later, after a 
second trip here (this time 
with her daughter, Elyce), 
she decided to move 
to Shepherdstown, 173 
miles from New Castle, 
Pennsylvania, where she 
was born and raised.

Cox’s mom and dad, 
Mildred Elise Wiedmayer 
and Dr. Lynn Arlington Wygant, met at a dance hall in 
Ohio. Her mom, a schoolteacher, played professional 
basketball for a team named the Duchesses. At the time, 
female teachers were not allowed to be married or to par-
ticipate in professional sports. Only the school principal 
knew about her basketball career. After getting married, 
Mildred gave up teaching altogether. She and her husband 
had three daughters, Barbara, Lou, and Elyce.

After graduating from New Castle High School, Lou 
Cox enrolled in Westminster College, where she studied 
art and majored in history. She was specifically interested 
in Civil War history. At Westminster, she “was pinned” 
to a tall, blond, blue-eyed, handsome young man—that 
is, she became his girlfriend. On his way home to visit 
his parents over Christmas, he was killed in a car crash. 
Following this tragic event, Cox chose a different path, 
deciding to become a flight attendant for TWA.

In 1952, during one of her scheduled flights, 
she met Dana Cox on his way to a fraternity party in 
Topeka, Kansas. Dana was so struck by her that he 
made up a story about losing his watch on the plane in 
order to see her again. He asked the other flight atten-
dants where she would be lodging and was waiting for 
her at her hotel when she arrived. After a cup of coffee, 
they agreed to meet again. Two months later, they were 
married. Eventually, Dana confessed that he had never 
lost his watch.

Marriage took Cox to a farm in Kansas, where she 
had to learn to farm and prepare meals for many work-
ers. She and Dana had four daughters, Holiday, Elyce, 
Willow, and Shon. Their oldest daughter, Holiday, died in 
September, 1972, at age 18, from a rare form of cancer.

Despite her chal-
lenges, Cox has always 
shared her creative talents, 
as well as her passions, 
with those around her. 
She designed costumes 
at Newton Community 
Theatre in Kansas for 18 
years. While living in 
Newton, she also worked 
as a volunteer at Prairie 
View Mental Health Clinic. 
During a time when the 
family needed extra income 
in order to keep the farm 
afloat, she started designing 
and drawing newspaper ads 
for fashion stores.

Her career as an entrepreneur began when she 
opened a restaurant, the Inn at Sedgwick in Kansas. 
Following an excellent review from a food editor, and 
after clients praised her culinary talents, the inn became 
so well known that there was a two-month waiting list 
to dine there.

Cox worked hard to cultivate her culinary talent. 
She took classes at the American Culinary Institute, 
enrolled in weeklong classes with Parker Bosley, a leader 

in the local food movement, and attended the Zona 
Spray Cooking School in Ohio. While at the school, she 
convinced Zona to visit her Inn at Sedgwick and to offer 
cooking classes to her guests. Cox successfully ran the 
inn for 11 years before she decided to sell it.

When I asked her why she chose to settle down in 
Shepherdstown, she answered, “I’ve always wanted to 
live in a college town.”

It’s not surprising that she chose a home here, in a 
place where she can continue to share her many talents 
with the community. Besides being a seamstress, a chef, 
and a former business owner, she’s written a children’s 
book and illustrated another one, and she’s a skilled 
gardener, cartoonist, and painter. She also loves to travel 
and has been to a number of foreign countries, including 
New Zealand and Iceland. There are still a few places 
she would like to visit one day, such as Puget Sound, 
and some towns in the northwestern United States.

Cox has been living in the area since 1998; she 
spent two years in Cress Creek while her house in town 
was being built. When she chose to settle in a small 
town, her husband, Dana, decided to move to New York. 
However, they are still friends.

Cox loves many things about Shepherdstown, 
especially its Civil War history and its interesting 
residents, many of whom, she observes, have traveled 
and lived around the world before settling down here. 
They volunteer and give back to the community. Like 
them, Cox gives in countless ways; she is active in her 
church, drives patients to dialysis, is involved in the 
Entler Hotel Visitors Center, and volunteers for Good 
Shepherd Care Givers. She is also an active participant 
in the Potomac-Mecklenburg Garden Club, where she 
has given cooking classes as well as lectures. Skilled 
in creating beautiful flower arrangements, she has been 
asked to help at the Washington County Museum of 
Fine Arts in Hagerstown for a special event in October. 
When asked about her favorite recipe, she said she 
loves preparing beef tenderloin with Marsala wine 
sauce. It was her grandmother, Helena, whom she 
adored, who taught her about cooking and gardening.

Cox’s creativity and hard work inspires her grand-
children as well. Although I’ve lived across the street 
from her for many years, and I’ve had the opportunity 
to enjoy many of her delicious cookies, it wasn’t until I 
interviewed her for this article that I truly learned about 
her life.

Isabella Snyder is a junior at Saint Maria Goretti High 
School. Although during the summer she enjoyed going 
to the beach in San Sebastian, Spain, she also loves 
spending time in Shepherdstown.

Lou Cox

PH
O

TO
S

 B
Y 

H
O

PE
 S

N
YD

ER

Wichita Children’s Theater 
illustration by Lou Cox

Bill Blass illustration by  
Lou Cox

Book cover by Lou Cox
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Playing It Forward
Dominic Valentine and the Young Artist Series

Sue Kennedy

There are few places in the world that can claim as 
many homegrown timeless stars of theater, sports, 
and music as does Baltimore. It’s been home to the 

best there is and ever were: Billie Holiday, Eubie Blake, 
Babe Ruth, Tom Clancy, and Barry Levinson, to name a 
fraction of the extraordinary talent 
spawned in that city. Needless to 
say, the town’s artistic and ath-
letic personality, and its history of 
heroes and greats, has always had 
an influence on its kids. Dominic 
Valentine was one of those kids.

Joseph and Mary Valentine, 
third generation Italians, lived in 
Baltimore. It was the ’50s; they 
met at the Fred Astaire Dance 
Studio and were a couple from 
the start. They performed together 
professionally and personally and 
were so talented and so full of the joy of dancing, Pepsi 
choose them for commercials when television was in its 
glorious infancy. Eventually they married and had two 
sons: Michael and Dominic. Mary went on to become 
an iconographer of 15th-century figures and drawings 
and Joseph, a photo engraver. The Valentine home was 
always one of music, education, and art.

Dominic Valentine was in the eighth grade at  
St. Mark’s parochial school when he and his two best 
friends, Sal “Sammy” Prestianni and Shawn O’Farrell, 
formed a musical trio: Hell’s Altar Boys. “Sammy 
and Sal could really play,” Valentine said. “I needed 
some work, so Sammy taught me how to play the bass 
guitar.” The boys changed the name of their group to 
the Enforcers (obviously an homage to becoming men). 
The Enforcers performed constantly, either by request 
or by design. Valentine perfected his bass guitar.  
When Valentine entered Loyola High School in 
Towson, Maryland, he fell in love with football, and 
music took a back seat, but only for a while. LHS had 
a very good football team—a very good team on which 
Valentine starred.

College followed and he graduated from the 
University of Maryland Baltimore with a bachelor’s in 
English and a master’s in education. Armed with two 
degrees and a stint studying at the CIA Language Lab, 
he spent the next year in Ecuador teaching English and 
playing his music.

Once back home, Valentine went into business 
with his mother and brother as owners of two assisted-
living facilities in Arnold, Maryland. He also continued 
playing gigs with friends, who included the big name 
musicians in the area.

Life was good and he was grateful. There were 
many who had helped him musically along the way, 
and he wanted to pay it forward and make a positive 
difference for other young musicians. “There’s a gap,” 
he said, “a critical gap, between a young person with a 

great talent for making music and 
that young person breaking into 
the professional music world.”

In the late ’90s, armed with 
a passion for all genres, a plan 
to help bright young talent fulfill 
dreams, and a few dollars in his 
pocket, Valentine bought 13 acres 
of land in the hills off River Road 
in Shepherdstown. The town, 
with its history of having a strong 
respect for the arts, was just the 
right place to make his dream of 
the Young Artist 

Series reality. It was also close to the 
water and affordable.

The Valentines sold their 
assisted living facilities and moved 
to Shepherdstown. An expe-
rienced and creative writer, 
Valentine became co-owner 
of the local newspaper, the 
Observer, with David Lillard 
and Thomas Harding. He later 
sold his share of the paper to 
concentrate on the Young  
Artist Series.

Today on his family’s 13 
acres, up in the hills with a 
view, there are three homes 
and a studio. It’s a veritable 
compound, and most of the 
carpentry work was done by 
Valentine and his father. His 
parents, Joe and Mary, live in 
one of the homes. Valentine 
lives in another with  
his daughters. There was a 
marriage that didn’t last, but 
he and his ex-wife, Karen, 
are friends. Karen lives close 
by, and the two have shared the joy of raising their 
three beautiful girls together since the beginning. Lucia 
Valentine is a Shepherd University music graduate 
who today is a singer songwriter. Josie is an education 
major at West Virginia University, and Grace is at 

Jefferson High. Talent—musical, athletic, and educa-
tional—runs in the family.

Last year the Young Artist Series became an official 
nonprofit under the fiscal agency of the Jefferson Arts 
Council. “This relationship gives us an opportunity to 
apply for grants.” Valentine explained. “There is grant 
money out there for just our sort of mission and our 
track record, and I want to keep it going.”

The Young Artist Series provides music education 
and mentorship to young artists interested in careers in 
music performance and music education, pairing profes-
sional musicians with promising young local talent. All 
the programs focus on experimental learning; young 
artists learn by doing. Serious students are instructed 
in building their careers, including song writing and 
composition, production, and networking.

This year has been a difficult one for the music 
industry with the deaths of such iconic performers 

such as Glenn Frey, Merle Haggard, 
David Bowie, and Prince, so the 
Young Artist Series put on a tribute 
performance at the Shepherdstown 
Opera House. Valentine reported that 
“the place was packed with people 
and energy.” Eighteen musicians 
took to the stage, playing instru-
ments ranging from tuba to guitar. 
“The show ended with a rendition 
of Prince’s ‘Purple Rain’ that earned 
several standing ovations,” Valentine 
said proudly, “and an encore.”

YAS performs four live concerts 
a year, most often at the Opera House. 
The group also performed at Earth 
Day in Morgan’s Grove Park. This 
year’s young artists included Nahdoe 
Bropleh, Ian King, Jenn Beibel, 
Luigi Pagano, Eduardo Rivera, Lucia 
Valentine, Ally Ward, Demitri Hunter, 
Tim Butcher, Matt Bestone, Tighe 
Didden, Ryan Cole, Isaac Villa, Ally 
Ward, Ian Livingstone, and Brandon 
Lillis.

Later this year, YAS will launch 
Playing It Forward, an online maga-
zine aimed at the young musician 

interested in a profession. For more information about 
YAS, contact Dominic@dominicval.com

Sue Kennedy has no musical talent but is loaded with 
appreciation for those who do. 

Dominic Valentine
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Young Artist Series group ensemble 

Young Artist past performance  
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Windows on the World
Wendy Mopsik

 “From anywhere you stand, you can see the 
river,” Skip Adkins pronounced as he described 
the unique positioning of his new home in 

Shepherdstown. Spoken quite matter-of-factly, this 
explanation is a modest understatement. The collective 
vision of owner, architect, structural engineer, building 
contractor, interior designer, and landscapers has, in 
reality, created a masterpiece.

The house manages to blend easily into its neigh-
borhood, while standing out in its nontraditional use 
of materials and space. Reminiscent of a Frank Lloyd 
Wright design, the Adkins’s home eliminates the line 
between interior and exterior. Large glass windows 
and folding glass walls allow for views of the Potomac 
River to come inside quite naturally.

When Adkins decided to construct a new residence 
on the exact location of his previous home, he knew the 
footprint would need to be enlarged. Accommodating 
the visits of adult children and extended family and 
friends, plus a desire to do more entertaining, would 
be part of the design challenge. Daughters in Raleigh, 
North Carolina; a son in Long Island City, in the bor-
ough of Queens, New York; and a 93-year-old mother 
would all need guest rooms with their own river views 
when they came to town.

As the team of creative professionals came together, 
Adkins also knew that he wanted to build something 
very different from the rancher that had been consumed 
by fire on June 24, 2012, while he was away in France. 
He envisioned a glass structure rising from the original 
concrete foundation with contemporary, open expanses 
capturing the sunshine and river reflections. Now a 
reality, the finished space encompasses 6,000 square feet 
and has an orientation similar to his former home for the 
living room, dining room, kitchen, and garage. Hosting 
and housing 15 family members in July of this year 
became a relatively easy task.

Sara Lambert, a local Shepherdstown architect 
and resident since 2009, became a key team member 
after an extensive interview with Adkins. “It has been 
such fun, and I have loved working with Skip. He 
asked me lots of questions and had many ideas to share 
as we realized that our outlooks were compatible,” 
she explained. “Skip relished the process and was 
very much a hands-on partner.” At one point in the 
discussions between accepting her schematic design or 
initial pencil drawing and the completion of the design 
development, which is a technical computer-generated 

drawing, Lambert remembers a particular exchange. “I 
had to say ‘stop thinking…no more ideas, we have to 
begin.’ And so we did.”

Since Adkins travels throughout the world and 
is often gone for months at a time, their deliberations 
frequently took place via Skype. Lambert credits the 
homeowner with teaching her that life is for exploring, 
enjoying, and embracing. Facing some unexpected 
changes that threatened to disrupt her well-organized 
life, she initially reacted with resistance and irritation. 
But after experiencing Adkins’s approach to difficulties 
and setbacks, Lambert feels she has learned some valu-
able lessons. “He grabs the opportunity and embraces it 
wholly instead of fighting that which can’t be changed,” 
she shared.

Soon structural engineer Alicia McCormick, 
who is also local, joined the team. Lambert described 
her role at this juncture as the bridge between her 
client’s ideas and the people who would design the 
components and build the project. She emphasized that 
she tries not to push her own vision but to constantly 
reflect that of the owner. Lambert was on site during 
construction partnering with Adkins, who served as 
general contractor. Together they brainstormed to solve 
problems and created modifications when necessary. 
“And because I helped, the job took two years to com-
plete instead of one. It was the first time I ever built 
my own house even though I have renovated many,” 
Adkins acknowledged.

The convergence of a unique location, very 
challenging topography, and clear client priorities 
necessitated the creation of special design features. 
McCormick conceived of ways to use structural steel 
in support of the cantilevering required to extend the 
new part of the house out over the cliff on which it is 
situated. She also used that material when engineering 
support for the glass walls, which, when opened to 
their fullest, allow for an extremely wide sweep at 
the front of the home. State-of-the-art insulation tech-
niques keep the house warm in the winter and cool in 
the summer, despite the large expanses of glass. With 
decking on three sides of the house and glass windows 
and doors giving access, it is actually possible to see 
the river from anywhere.

Lauren Ames, an interior designer living and 
working in Shepherdstown, continued the magical 
effects inside. She and Adkins chose flooring material, 
trim details, and paint colors to complement the view. 

Avocado, fuchsia, lime green, and iron blue walls 
accented with paintings, posters, and custom wallpaper 
add to the overall feel of the residence. The world map 
paper, which covers an entire wall of the dining room, 
was a joint project of Ames, who located the company 
making custom patterns; a graphic designer graduate 
of Shepherd University, who worked with software to 
modify the map size, font, and color; and Shepherd art 
professor Sonia Evanisko, who developed the perfect 
colors that were ultimately printed on the wallpaper. 
Granite from Turkey serves as flooring under the huge, 
specially designed fireplace and as a countertop for the 
kitchen island. Bold contemporary furniture by Roche 
Bobois will eventually complete the look in the living 
and dining rooms.

The collaboration of these talented people, plus the 
work of several local landscapers and building contrac-
tor Michael Taylor, who was involved in the finishing 
phase, is a testament to Skip Adkins’s vision. They 
provided a home where it is possible to see a different 
sunrise every morning in every season from the bed-
room windows; to comfortably accommodate numerous 
guests; and to showcase art and collectibles dear to the 
heart of the owner.

But without the linchpin, a term Lambert used 
to describe Adkins, it couldn’t have happened. “He 
brought all the pieces together and was the inspiration 
for the ideas,” she reiterated. “Skip is the perfect person 
to live in this house; someone who is not fazed by the 
transparency of living in a glass house.” Adkins added 
that without his personal assistant, Tara Keller, the home 
would not have turned out so successfully. Keller was 
involved in every aspect and functioned as the project 
manager throughout the process, keeping her boss on 
schedule and following up on all the details.

“I love watching the lone fisherman in his boat 
early in the morning with a light fog hovering over the 
river and the way the sun shines through as the day 
begins,” Adkins reflected. “Once, I remember, there was 
a bright floodlike light shining up from the river’s edge. 
After investigation, I realized it was the full moon on 
a clear night that was reflecting on the water.” Adkins 
and his team have accomplished their purpose. From his 
vantage point on the Potomac, he has a true window on 
the world.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik retired years ago and is now sim-
ply enjoying Shepherdstown and the Eastern Panhandle.
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Living room

View from the deck

Window outside

Homeowner Skip Adkins The view Entrance: rooster by local artist Scott Cawood

Inside living room

Kitchen window with Tara Keller

The dining area

Front entrance

Living room

Living room

View Another view
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Handlebar Photo Booth and the 
Duo Behind the Mustache

Hannah Cohen

In a captivating digital world, where tan-
gibility flows through a high-resolution 
screen and scrolls through fingertips, 

a picture can be held instantly. But a pic-
ture can also be printed instantly. It can 
be posted to your refrigerator, to your tack 
board, or to your cubicle or your digital 
wall. And where can such a photo living in 
two dimensions of the old and new world be 
found? Handlebar Photo Booth, of course!

Danny and Michelle Carter own and operate 
Handlebar Photo Booth, located in Shepherdstown. The 
Carters travel far and wide with their photo booth to bring 
event guests fun and laughter and unique moments of 
memory. Working with photo booths for about five years 
now, the Carters’ business has grown steadily, mainly 
through word of mouth. Increasingly, the Carters work 
two or more separate events on the same weekend. After 
their “full time” Monday through Friday responsibilities 
are done for the day, the Carters jump into gear as small-
business owners. And they love it, even late on a Friday 
night, preparing for two separate events the following eve-
ning. What is so fun and energizing about attending events 
to surreptitiously operate a photo booth camera? You!

The Carters enjoy what their photo booth brings to 
your event plus all the fun that sneaks into spontane-
ous moments behind its curtains. Before entering the 
photo booth, props are chosen to set the mood. Just 
married? Here for the cake? Feather boa? Mask? Money 
necklace? Top hat? Giant sunglasses? Or the classic—a 
handlebar mustache? Handlebar Photo has them all. 
Once subjects are piled into the booth, the camera 
counts down: three, two, one, flash!

Handlebar Photo Booth has set up its photo booths 
at all kinds of events, ranging from weddings, proms, 
festivals, corporate events, and private parties. The 
Carters typically book events within a two-hour drive 
of Shepherdstown, but they have taken their booth on 
longer trips, depending on their availability.

Getting back to those props….As the event orga-
nizer, you are able to select which props are available for 
guests to bedeck themselves before entering the booth. 
The Carters have made many of the props, including 
personalized signs that can be fabricated for an individual 
event. Once guests’ pictures are taken, the photo booth 
immediately prints the photo, so guests leave with a 
keepsake and a moment of silliness caught on camera. 
Duplicates can be printed for weddings and used as the 
guestbook, each guest taking their picture and writing a 
note beside their entry.

On the bottom of each printed photo, Handlebar 
can add a graphic. This image is selected by working 

closely with the Carters before the event and 
often aligns with the event’s advertise-
ment or sponsor; it can even be created 
especially for the event. All photos taken 
at your event are also digitally stored 
and uploaded to a sharing platform for 

the guests to view. Photos can be added 
to a secure website or shared via Facebook, 

according to the request of the event organizer.
The signa-

ture backdrop 
is a red curtain, 
but the Carters 
can work 
with the event 
organizer to 
create a custom 
backdrop. Two 
different photo 
booths are 
available to rent: 
the standard 
seated booth 
with closed 
curtains or a stand-up photo booth camera station with a 
background drop standing a few feet behind the camera.

The Carters have worked with many local event 
venues, so these venues also know what to expect when 
Handlebar is coming. The Carters’ steadfast respect for 
historical spaces, and the care with which they ensure 
their large equipment is transported and arranged within 
the facility, adds to this mutual understanding of the 
level of professionalism and care Handlebar upholds. 
Furthermore, the Carters ensure that the photo booth is 
set up well in advance of the first guest arriving, even if 
the photo booth is to be utilized as part of the reception. 
They man the booth all night, encouraging guests to 
choose their props, get organized in front of the camera, 
and receive their immediately printed photo. The one 
you can still hold!

As the business has grown, the Carters have needed 
more hands on deck. They operate two photo booths, and 
two people are needed to operate each one. Just recently, 
they added to their small staff to assist in organizing and 
operating the booths. The Carters started small, enjoying 
being the owners of a small business for a small town. 
Though the number of events that the Carters have 
booked has multiplied, they have been reluctant to hire. 
They seek to ensure guests feel comfortable and encour-
aged to take pictures within the photo booth and that each 
picture is a success. (The record for number of people 
in the photo booth and the picture is about twelve.) 

Their new staff will certainly bring the 
same quality and vibrant energy and 
professionalism to each Handlebar event. 
When booking Handlebar Photo Booth, 
you can expect your event to be well 
handled.

For many years the operations of 
Handlebar were mainly organized 
from their house until the kitchen 

became the props studio, and they realized the photo 
booth could use its own space. When the Princess 
Street location became available, they jumped on the 
opportunity to have a street front location, moving their 
equipment into the one room building. Handlebar does 
not have routine business hours, as most correspondence 
is by phone or email. However, when passing by you 
will see their iron sign in the window. The design of the 
sign was conceptualized by Danny Carter and forged by 
Antietam Ironworks.

If you are ready to see a silly side of your guests or 
guess the man behind the mustache, perhaps Handlebar 
Photo Booth is just what you need. And remember, 
What happens in the photo booth, stays in the photo 
booth, just as one of the props says.

Hannah Cohen enjoyed meeting Danny and Michelle 
Carter and wishes them the best in their future endeav-
ors with Handlebar.
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Michelle and Danny dressing up

HANDLEBAR PHOTO BOOTH CO.
Owners Danny and Michelle Carter, Shepherdstown 
residents since 1997 and 2001, live in a quiet part of 
town with their two cats in a house they bought and 
restored in 2005. Both are employed by the National 
Park Service and work to manage and protect natural 
resources when they are not out photo-boothing.
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Tony Russo
A Radical Who Walks the Walk

John Case

Meet Anthony Joseph Russo of 
Shepherdstown. Only his mother called  
him Anthony. He stuck with Tony. His  

dad shortened Anthony to “Ann,” perhaps out of a  
kind of “boy-named-Sue” toughening motivation,  
but “Tony” prevailed.

Of his upbringing in Baltimore, 
Maryland, Russo says: “My dad was 
a World War II combat veteran, who 
had returned from war with what today 
would be called post traumatic stress 
disorder. He ran a ‘beer and shot’ bar in a 
lower working class section of Baltimore. 
My mother grew up near where Freddie 
Gray was picked up and killed.”

More than one of Russo’s neighbor-
hood friends ended up dead or in jail. 
But his parents struggled and found 
enough money to send him to a private 
Catholic high school, and he went on to 
attend the University of Maryland, Baltimore County. “I 
managed to get a pretty good education,” Russo says.

Russo majored in history and sociology. Cleaning 
up the environment and ending poverty were his 
early aspirations and professional ambitions. But the 
environmental studies track included some very tough 
science classes that convinced him that science was 
not for him, so he put that interest on the back burner 
and focused on poverty. He studied social work and 
then worked in that field for 25 years. He ran homeless 
shelters and helped found the Housing First program 
in Washington, DC. Housing First is a national move-
ment and nonprofit effort to solve homelessness by 
first putting people in homes. Waiting until a homeless 
person is “mentally healthy” or “self-sufficient” before 
getting him or her off the street just makes matters 
worse. People need support in a variety of areas—jobs, 
income, health care—in order “to live in homes.”

Russo is blunt in his assessment of what it takes 
to put people in homes. “You need to change the eco-
nomic system,” he says. “Corporate capitalism stands 
in the way of every reform. I came to that conclusion 
early on in social work.” He feels that the system is 
simply not working for lots of people. “The Baltimore 
I grew up in had 150,000 manufacturing, middle-class 
jobs at the Sparrows Point Bethlehem Steel complex 
alone. With the loss of industrial jobs, employment 
there is below 1,000 jobs today. There is no hope for 
manufacturing or mining.” Although Russo opposes 
mining for environmental reasons, he is sad to see the 

loss of decent jobs that mining provided when nothing 
is being done to create a new foundation for those 
middle-class jobs. “The endless churning is eliminating 
jobs through globalization, automation, moving pro-
duction overseas, cutting wages, all of it—people are 

being carved out of the system. From 
Youngstown to Wilkes-Barre, to Detroit, 
to England, Manchester; and because of 
Brexit, the jobs are gone and the system 
is not bringing anything back.

And then there is Flint.
Russo became outraged, as did most 

of the population of Flint, Michigan, at 
the criminal misconduct of Michigan 
Governor Rick Snyder’s appointed 
“emergency manager” for the city, who, 
he believes, knowingly approved a lead-
poisoned water supply program for this 
once thriving industrial city. But rather 
than make a speech or spend another 

moment in frustration and anger, Russo loaded up his 
truck with all the water he could carry and headed to 
Flint. He has made three trips since.

Russo’s witness to the suffering of the people 
of Flint, a mostly African-American population and 
a community ruined by the never-ending decline of 
General Motors, combined with the takeover of state 
government by venal, and frankly, racist forces, is 
powerful and personal. Russo has been interviewed 
about his experience on several media outlets. Some 
items from his testimony:
•  Mothers cannot bathe their children in the public 

water supply. They cannot give the water to their 
babies to drink. The state’s governor and Republican 
leadership have pursued an austerity, anti-tax, anti–
public investment ideology at every turn.

•  Whether a federal investigation reveals a direct 
criminal conspiracy, several lawsuits have been filed 
on behalf of victims of the poisoning who are dead, 
as well as victims of an outbreak of Legionnaires’ 
disease linked to the water supply.

•  While the children in Flint were given poisoned 
water to drink, General Motors was given a special 
hookup to the clean water.

•  Federal law requires that water systems that use lead 
pipes must contain an additive that seals the lead 
into the pipe and prevents it from leaching into the 
water. As Michael Moore (a Flint native) has noted: 
Someone at the beginning suggested to the governor 
that they add this element to the water coming out of 

the Flint River. “How much would that cost?” came 
the question. “$100 a day for three months,” was 
the answer. The state may now end up having to pay 
more than $1.5 billion to fix the mess.

•  People’s homes in Flint are now worth nothing 
because they can’t be sold.

•  Governor Snyder’s chief of staff throughout the two 
years of Flint’s poisoning, Dennis Muchmore, was 
intimately involved in all the decisions regarding 
Flint. His wife, Deb Muchmore, just happens to 
be the spokesperson in Michigan for the Nestle 
Company, the largest owner of private water sources 
in the State of Michigan.

•  All the children have been exposed, as have all  
the adults!

Recently Russo joined with Maria Allen (of Maria’s 
Taqueria) to bring supplies and help to hard-hit families 
in Rainelle, West Virginia, a community devastated by 
the historic flood in southern West Virginia this past 
summer, which left 23 dead, 1,400 homes demolished, 
and 4,000 homeless. “Bring tools and able bodies,” he 
says to those who want to join Maria Allen’s efforts. 
He’s walking the walk. He is saying what he means, and 
meaning what he says.

Russo’s passions, from his career in social work 
and service, have pulled him into a near missionary 
retirement. His mission is to go where the homeless, the 
suffering, the hopeless are, and bring comfort, solidarity, 
and an able hand. When I am talking to Tony Russo, I 
hear the words of John Steinbeck’s Tom Joad, a lifetime 
ago, in The Grapes of Wrath:

Tom Joad: Well, maybe it’s like Preacher Casey 
says. A fellow ain’t got a soul of his own, just little 
piece of a big soul, the one big soul that belongs to 
everybody, then…

Ma: Then what, Tom?
Tom Joad: Then it don’t matter. I’ll be all around in 

the dark—I’ll be everywhere. Wherever you can look—
wherever there’s a fight, so hungry people can eat, I’ll 
be there. Wherever there’s a cop beatin’ up a guy, I’ll be 
there. I’ll be in the way guys yell when they’re mad. I’ll 
be in the way kids laugh when they’re hungry and they 
know supper’s ready, and when the people are eatin’ the 
stuff they raise and livin’ in the houses they build—I’ll 
be there, too.

Happy trails, Tony.

John Case hosts the Winners and Losers radio pro-
gram, WSHC, Shepherd University

Tony Russo 
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A Haunted Family
William and Isabella Snyder

Isabella

Shepherdstown may be known as a Civil War 
town, but it recently achieved national fame for 
its ghost stories, many of which have been passed 

down through generations. In our family, for instance, 
we tell the story of Ida Snyder, who died in a tragic 
accident on Main Street from a blow to the head after 
her carriage broke free. While some Snyders claim she 
was decapitated, others disagree. Ever since her death, 
members of the Snyder family living in the Snyder 
home—now owned by the Episcopal Church—have 
reported seeing her. Ida’s husband, Harry Snyder (our 
great-great-grandfather) built the house. My father’s 
aunt, Jean Schley, claimed she often saw Ida’s headless 
ghost appear at the top of the steps in that house.

Jack Snyder (one of Harry and Ida’s descendants) 
wrote a book about John Snyder, our great-great-great 
grandfather, killed during the Civil War in the battle of 
Spotsylvania. In his book, John Snyder, 1823–1864:  
A Soldier and his 
Family, he includes 
a chapter titled, “The 
Haunted House on  
Stone Row.”

In the chapter about 
ghosts we learn that 
after John Snyder’s 
death, his wife Rachel 
moved into a haunted 
house on Stone Row, 
located at the end of 
New Street. Jack writes 
that one night she heard 
the woodpile in the kitchen crash. But the next day, 
to her amazement, she discovered the wood neatly 
stacked, just as she had last seen it. Often, while the 
family was upstairs, they would hear pots and pans rat-
tling in the kitchen, though they always found every-
thing in its place. Recently, our grandmother, Jane 
Snyder, stopped by our house with papers describing 
many of the ghost encounters our family experienced 
in the past. “The Snyder Family’s Stories of Ghosts 
and Other Eldritch Phenomena,” which is 22 typewrit-
ten pages long, states that the author, Jack Snyder, 
interviewed his three aunts, Louise Anna Lynch, Rose 
Eleanor Lyne, and Rachel Snyder in 1954. These pages 
contain descriptions of unusual events that Jack would 
later mention in his book.

Once, while a suitor was at the house courting one 
of Rachel’s daughters, they heard books falling in the 
room next to them. The young man opened the door 
to find the books neatly arranged on the bookshelves. 
Another time, Rachel went to church with her oldest 

daughters and left the three younger children at home. 
While the children were waiting for their mom and 
sisters, they heard footsteps coming up the cellar steps. 
The door was locked; when the footsteps went through 
the door, the children were terrified. Fortunately, Harry 
heard the sound stop just outside his room.

One evening while everyone was asleep, the 
neighbors came to the front door and told Rachel 

they saw a fire in her 
cellar. Rachel said 
they never used the 
fireplace in the cellar 
and invited them in to 
look for themselves. 
The fireplace was dark 
and cold. These and 
other stories in Jack 
Snyder’s book have 
been passed down 
many generations.

During our lifetimes, we have had our own ghost 
experiences in Shepherdstown. For instance, for a brief 
time we lived in a haunted house on New Street. One 
day, when our grandmother Nona was asleep on the 
couch, she woke up feeling short of breath. She said it 
felt as if someone was strangling her. Above her, she 
saw a very tall man with a shadow instead of a face and 
dressed in a white housecoat.

Later that year, after returning from a trip, we went 
upstairs to find our parents’ mirror—which normally 
hung above their bureau, on the floor, broken. It 
appeared that the mirror had flown off of the wall and 
over the toiletries on the bureau, which had not been 
touched or moved.

William
The combination of our deep Shepherdstown 

roots and Civil War ancestry has certainly contributed 
to interesting family dinners. During our gatherings, 
the conversation sometimes includes ghosts or the 
supernatural. From headless relatives to disappearing 
footsteps, many ghost stories have been passed down 
through the generations. Despite being exposed to 
firsthand accounts of these inexplicable phenomena, 
I remain unsure about the answer to the question: Are 
ghosts real? Often, when I hear about an encounter 
with a ghost, I assume that the event could be brushed 
off with a simple explanation. Maybe you heard the 
wind blowing or your eyesight played a trick on you. 
Besides, our memory is often unreliable. For these 
reasons, I am sure that if I were ever to encounter a 
ghost, I would rack my brain for every possible logical 
explanation. Nevertheless, the most intriguing ghost 
story I’ve heard involves me.

When I was three years old, my family rented a 
house on New Street while our own house was being 
renovated. At the time, Nona, my grandmother on my 
mom’s side, was staying with us.

One day, while Nona and I were alone in the 
house, I ran up to her, frightened. She asked me what 
was wrong, and I said I had seen a scary man by the 
chimney. Naturally, she reassured me that no one was 
there and told me to go back to playing. Later on, Nona 
heard me talking. When she asked with whom I was 
conversing, I responded “with the tall man in the long 
coat.” She rushed into the room but found me alone 
with my toys.

The nature of my experience with ghosts makes 
it difficult for me to deny their existence, especially 
because the account comes from my grandmother. 
Perhaps our language fails us in our description of the 
supernatural. I believe no one verbalizes this better than 
Ludwig Wittgenstein when he states, “The limits of 
my language are the limits of my world.” Our natural 
language cannot possibly describe something that is out-
side of nature, or supernatural. This inability to explain 
ghost stories is what allows them to continue to intrigue 
us, even after so many years. Growing up listening to 
fascinating family stories has enriched not only our 
childhood but also our lives.

William and Isabella Snyder study at Johns Hopkins 
University and Saint Maria Goretti High School, respec-
tively. They are both looking forward to learning more 
about their ancestors.

Book cover

John Snyder
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The Brilliance of Craig Winkel
A Fleeting Moment but Not a Frozen One

Eleanor Johnson Hanold

When Craig Winkel was 10 and living in 
Southern California, he came home from 
school one day to find his mother working 

on an oil painting in the outdoor room. He asked her if 
he could try. Winkel surmised that 
his mother feared he would make 
a real mess with oils, because 
soon thereafter she bought him a 
watercolor set. Winkel commenced 
to paint, usually with watercolors, 
and never stopped. But when his 
father said no to his young son’s 
declared ambition to be an artist, 
Winkel responded instantly, “Then 
I’ll be a doctor!”

During his freshman year in 
medical school in gross anatomy 
class, he found he could put his 
artistic talent to good use. When he 
drew and even painted the various 
anatomical structures and relation-
ships, he found he was able to 
memorize them with ease. And, as a 
physician, Winkel felt his drawings 
enhanced his effectiveness with 
patients, colleagues, students, and 
even friends who had health issues. 
If he could draw it for them, they seemed to understand 
a diagnosis and/or a proposed treatment better.

When he retired from medical practice in 2003, Dr. 
Winkel was professor and chairman of the Obstetrics 
and Gynecology Department at Georgetown University 
Medical Center. He specialized in the evaluation and 
treatment of endometriosis and menopause with special 
expertise in micro surgery and operative laparoscopy. 
Thereafter, he worked full time for Abbott Labs in New 
Drug Development, then continued to consult in the 
Health Economics Outcome and Research Department. 
He expressed bemusement that throughout his career, 
nurses and clerical staff often would comment about his 
files being covered with his drawings.

Four years ago, Winkel joined the Shepherdstown 
Friday Painters Group. The group’s focus is plein air 
painting. He explained that experiencing painting and 
drawing in the landscape goes back for centuries but 
was made into an art form by the French Impressionists. 
Their desire to paint light and its changing, ephemeral 
qualities, coupled with the creation of transportable paint 
tubes and a box easel, allowed artists the freedom to work 
in the open air. Most plein air artists are Impressionists, 
but Winkel considered himself a strong Realist and was 

frequently told that his work had an Andrew Wyeth look. 
With plein air, a scene has to be captured in bold strokes 
as one has to work quickly. In that one sense, he felt his 
work was Impressionistic. Winkel did plein air painting 

“without any preconceptions,” he 
said. He loved that something as 
simple as a shadow of sunlight 
playing across a scene would 
capture his attention. Describing 
himself as impatient, he said he 
never used photographs, as many 
artists do, to finish a painting.  
He painted in the moment and 
loved it.

Preferring to paint watercolors 
flat on a table, which was difficult 
in the open air, Winkel decided 
that it was finally time to learn 
how to work with those elusive 
oils. Tom Miller, a fellow member 
of Trinity Episcopal Church, 
taught oil painting. Winkel and 
his wife, Roy, wanted to learn, so 
they visited Miller at his home and 
enjoyed a two-hour tutorial. A pic-
ture of radishes was Winkel’s first 
oil painting. Eventually though, 

because he had more confidence with watercolors, he 
went back to painting plein air landscapes.

In a visit to the Bridge Gallery in Shepherdstown 
over a year and a half ago, Winkel learned that local 
painter Michael Davis was taking on new students. 
Beginning with the basics, Davis had Winkel do char-
coal drawings. After a year, Winkel said he wanted to 
start oil painting. Davis had him work in two colors— 
he did three of those. Then Davis asked him to copy an 
old classic, so he was doing a Rembrandt at the time 
of our interview. Under Davis’s tutelage, Winkel came 
to recognize himself as a colorist. He pointed out an 
orange and a tangerine to me, marveling that just a little 
dot of color would spotlight a particular piece of fruit 
in a painting. “It is amazing. A lot of it is how you see, 
though. Noticing, really looking, is important.”

What was art to Winkel personally? “I like represen-
tational art, to see an object or scene that inspires me to 
commit to paper or canvas, like viewing something that 
looks like a photograph but I’m not in it. As a photogra-
pher, my contribution isn’t much; but with a painting, I 
can adjust it to what my vision is. An example is painting 
a scene of the sun going down and doing an underpaint-
ing in rose where everything changes and captures 

what I’m feeling about the scene and what I’m trying to 
re-create. In a camera everything’s in focus, but when 
actually looking at a subject, the rest of the scene isn’t 
clear. Every painting has a focal point or two or three. It’s 
easy to pass by in a photograph. In a painting, you ask 
what is it in the scene that captures you? If a painting is 
working, you’re drawn in and you move around. A certain 
amount is color and light, tricks an artist uses to draw the 
audience in.”

“It would be nice to do work that everyone appreci-
ates,” he reflected, “but art is a personal thing.” As with 
Andrew Wyeth, for Winkel it was a moment [he] was 
after, a fleeting moment, but not a frozen moment.” He 
chuckled recalling when he and Roy moved to their new 
home four years ago and Winkel had a real art studio 
for the first time, “Soon I was painting a lot of birds 
and Roy tired of them.” Since his beloved Roy was 
his greatest fan and a woman of fine artistic sensibility 
herself, Winkel listened. He began to paint zebras and 
Roy loved them.

Winkel aspired to learn more techniques to effec-
tively express feelings in his art and credited Davis with 
teaching him patience and enhancing his appreciation 
for the benefits of formal training. As Winkel said, 
Davis demonstrated the capacity to make a living doing 
art, something his dad wouldn’t have thought possible. 
His other major artistic influences were Andrew Wyeth, 
Ken MacPherson, and Peter Ellingham—all Realists.

Eleanor Johnson Hanold is honored and grateful to 
have been able to meet with Dr. Winkel for this article. 
He died on May 26, three weeks after the interview. 
Winkel will be the featured artist for 2017, a recognition 
of his work that his wife Roy believes would delight him.

ARTWORK 

Craig Winkel was a humble artist, but with coaxing 
he offered these tips for aspiring artists:
• Squint to get values.
•  Recognize the anatomy of shadow; any  

shadow you see has color, but the shadow has 
different parts.

•  In painting human faces, skin isn’t anything like 
your brain wants to tell you it is.

•  Always trust your eye rather than what your 
brain tells you.
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CRAIG WINKEL

PHOTOS OF THE ARTWORK  
BY BILL HOWARD

All paintings untitled
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See artworks in color at  
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

Craig Winkel signature
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Heaven Bound
Take me to the river
Wash away my tears
Take my humble prayers, Lord
Emptiness, and fears
 
Chorus
Earth and Sky They Sing Your Name
Creatures Great and Small
Light and Grace Your Endless Gifts
Given to Us All
My Hands, My Work, My Life For You
Praise God the Open Door

Take these years of sorrow
Take these years of grief
Hold me in your arms, Lord
Watch me as I sleep
 
Chorus
 
When my life is over
When the sun goes down
In your love enfold me
Lord, I am Heaven Bound

This Hour of Prayer
As the daylight ends
And the night comes creeping on
Let this hour of silent prayer
Take away these worldly cares

For Her Endless Love
Comes down streaming from above
No one lost, or left behind
Just one Heart, Just one Mind

Chorus
How can I say what you want to hear?
Ah, Just listen it’s all there
How can I say, what you want to hear?
Ah, just listen, it’s all there

Your Light Shines On and On and On….

Mexico
Well, I know that I must go
Face that long and empty road
Free the shadows of my past
Pray it takes me home at last
All the silver and the gold
Won’t bring back the dreams I sold
As I watch them fade and go
All the way to Mexico

Chorus
Oh Mexico, you were on my mind
Oh Mexico, nearly all the time
Oh Mexico, how my poor heart aches
Don’t let me go, tell me that she waits
Waits for me in Mexico

Well I worked the fields for years
All I made for me were tears
So I headed for the lights
Of the city of the night
And I lived a life of crime
Well, I even did some time
How I wish that I could go
All the way to Mexico

Interlude
So many people I thought were my friends
Lied and cheated and left me in the end
I am not a liar, I am not a thief
Don’t want your daughters or your welfare relief
I am just a poor man trying to live a wish
But I get poorer as others get rich

So mothers tell your boys
All that glitters is not gold
Tell them not to follow me
Stay at home in Mexico
As I sit here all alone
And I think what could have been
If I stayed in Mexico
And gave up this Life of Sin

All Is the Same
All is the same, as same as can be
One light shines for you and for me
As red as the sun, as blue as the sky
As green as the earth, I said black as the night
As yellow as your hair when you smile so sweet
Oh, it shines like a rainbow whenever we meet

Hey, Hey let it shine on me

Evening Lullaby
Darkness grows
The fire now burns low
Let sleep take hold
And dreams enfold
Your fears my child
Will scatter on the wind
Come rest awhile
For day will come again

Chorus
Oh, and rest your weary head
Oh, and dry your worried eyes
Everything is going to be all right
I’ll be with you all through the night
And when the morning sun does shine
I’ll be standing right by your side

When skies turn gray
And sunlight fades away
When sadness grows
And hearts turn cold
My lovely child
No need to lose your hope
Come rest awhile
For love will come again

Goodbye First Love
We must open our lives
Like birds do their wings
We must open our lives
And fly….

So it’s goodbye first love
Farewell to thee
Farewell to the only one
That I ever knew….

Michael Wisniewski: Lyrics
Harking Back to the Roots of Poetry in Song

Michael Wisniewski played all the 
cafes in Greenwich Village in the early 
’70s. Like a true Pisces, he then turned 
to science, received his doctorate, 
and now works for the Agricultural 
Research Service of the U.S. 
Department of Agriculture. He and 
his wife, Susan, a Reiki practitioner, 
were pulled to Shepherdstown to raise 
a family and receive the gifts of an 
amazing creative community. Michael 

loves writing songs and playing music with his daughter 
Morgan and all the talented musicians he is blessed to know.
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The Poem in the Window
Shepherdstown Now Posts a Poem of the Month

Stephen Altman

If you’ve visited Shepherdstown 
Town Hall, you know it’s hard to 
miss the fliers in the window. To the 

right of the entrance, you’ll find various 
Police Department notices. They have 
headings like “Got Drugs? Dispose of 
Your Excess Medication” or “7 Steps for 
Safety—Highway-Rail Grade Crossings.”

To the left you’ll find an event 
calendar and the agendas of upcoming 
meetings of the Town Council and 
its committees. Further to the left, 
prominently displayed at eye level, you’ll 
find…a poem. It’s Shepherdstown’s 
first Poem of the Month, part of a new 
program just announced by Mayor Jim 
Auxer and Shepherdstown Poet Laureate 
Hope Maxwell Snyder.

“Town Hall is where a lot of practi-
cal town business gets done,” Mayor 
Auxer says. “But the community we 
serve is also about the arts. Poem of 
the Month is a way of recognizing that 
special aspect of Shepherdstown.”

A specially made holder allows 
visitors to read the Poem of the Month 
from the sidewalk or in the lobby. Town 
Clerk Amy Boyd, who arranged it, 
says, “We wanted to say we appreciate 
Shepherdstown’s poets. This lets us post 
their work where it’s bound to be seen 
and read.”

Getting poetry seen and read is 
something with which Hope Maxwell 
Snyder has much experience. For eight 
years, beginning in 2005, she organized 
the Sotto Voce Poetry Festival, which 
brought to town such prominent poets 
as Alice Friman, Gerald Stern, Edward 
Hirsch, Natasha Trethewey, Stanley 
Plumly, and Grace Cavalieri. Visiting 
poets gave readings and participated in 
group discussions and workshops.

“More than that,” Snyder says, 
“people who live here had a chance to 
interact with them, to participate, to share 
in the enthusiasm and love of poetry.”

Is there something about 
Shepherdstown that makes it more 
“poetic” than other towns, more 

susceptible to the charms of poetry? 
Snyder says, “My husband, who’s a 
Shepherdstown native, likes to say that 
something happens to a person when they 
cross the bridge from Maryland into West 
Virginia.” Here she smiles, as if to say 
he may be right. “The surroundings are 
certainly part of it—the natural beauty 
of the area, the beauty of the town itself. 
But it’s really a place that has just always 
attracted interesting people, the kind of 
people who love and foster the arts.”

Snyder, herself the author of 
three volumes of poetry and owner of 
Somondoco Press, which publishes 
poetry, has always worked to bring poets 
and public together. She says, “I don’t 
believe poetry should be in the ivory 
tower or accessible only to some. Poetry 
is part of life, part of love, part of pas-
sion. It helps us through our deepest cri-
ses, keeps us alive sometimes. So I think 
poetry belongs everywhere. It belongs 
in the Town Hall, in schools, in homes. 
One of the ways to keep it alive is to 
embrace it, and to embrace it you have to 
let people see it and read it and come to 
know it. I got to see that every day when 
I organized Sotto Voce—the whole town 
embracing poetry.”

People here have been responding 
to poetry for a long time. When Snyder 

moved here in 1995 to take a teach-
ing job at Shepherd University (then 
Shepherd College), the Bookend Poets 
reading group, with poet Georgia Lee 
McElheney as host, had been meeting 
monthly since the mid-1970s. McElheney 
herself was named the town’s first Poet 
Laureate in the late 1990s. McElheney 
died this past January, and in March, the 
Mayor and Town Council named Snyder 
her successor.

Though Bookend Poets no longer 
meets, it spawned the open reading 
poetry nights now held at Shaharazade’s 
Exotic Tea Room the first Sunday of 
each month. Domestic Restaurant hosts 
a similar gathering, with occasional 
musical performers as well, the last 
Wednesday evening of each month. The 
range of poetic styles one encounters at 
both venues is remarkable. The people on 
hand vary just as much; what they share 
is the embrace of poetry.

The town’s premier annual poetry 
event is right around the corner. Left of 
the Bank, which has been referred to as 
a kind of “essence of Shepherdstown,” 
is by now a beloved local tradition. It’s 
an evening of poetry and music, food 
and drink, organized by the Friends of 
Shepherdstown Library to benefit the 
library and its programs. Six local poets 

will read and Don Oehser and friends 
will play. (Tickets are on sale at the 
Shepherdstown Library.)

Local poets are frequently featured 
in two locally produced publications. 
FLUENT, a free-subscription regional arts 
magazine published online, is produced 
by Jefferson County’s Nancy McKeithen, 
who is also a poet. The quarterly maga-
zine regularly features regional poets, 
including poets from or active in the 
Shepherdstown community. Of course, 
every quarterly issue of the GOOD 
NEWS PAPER features a poetry page 
devoted to the work of poets connected to 
Shepherdstown and its poetry scene.

And poetry is, of course, part of the 
curriculum at Shepherd University. The 
Spring 2016 semester’s 400-level Poetry 
Writing Workshop, led by Professor 
James Pate, spilled over into the summer 
months. Several workshop participants 
set up a summer workshop hosted by 
Four Seasons Books—the venue, by the 
way, for innumerable poetry readings and 
book launches over the years.

The poet W.H. Auden famously wrote 
that poetry makes nothing happen. But 
clearly it can help make a community.

One of the poets who used to take 
part in the Sotto Voce Poetry Festival 
was Steve Orlen, a friend of Snyder’s 
who also wrote six books of poetry and 
co-founded the MFA in Creative Writing 
Program at the University of Arizona. He 
died at age 58 in 2010. Shepherdstown’s 
first Poem of the Month is Snyder’s 
“Napping with Steve Orlen.” It’s a 
beautiful poem about, in Snyder’s words, 
“writing, mentoring, and loss.” It is also 
about time spent in Shepherdstown. All 
this September, you can read it in the 
front window of Shepherdstown Town 
Hall, 104 North King Street.

Stephen Altman, an avid follower of 
other local poets, is working on a novel 
made of sonnets.

Hope Maxwell Snyder, Amy Boyd, and Mayor Jim Auxer
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Birds Without Borders
The Centennial of the Migratory Bird Treaty (1916)

Mark Madison

This year is the centennial of the National Park 
Service (est. 1916), which is getting a lot of 
publicity (deservedly so), even though there 

was another event that same year that had tremendous 
ramifications for conservation but has long gone  
unrecognized—until this article. On August 16, 1916, 
the United States and Great Britain (on behalf of 
Canada) signed a treaty for the joint management and 
protection of migratory birds. The treaty was little rec-
ognized at the time (or subsequently, truth be told), but 
it was a pioneering act both for international accords 
and the conservation movement. This treaty was ambi-
tious, seeking to “assure the preservation of species 
either harmless or beneficial to man.” It was also com-
prehensive: delineating species to be covered by the 
treaty; defining game birds, insectivorous birds, and 
nongame birds; setting closed dates for hunting game 
birds; banning hunting of insectivorous and other non-
game birds; limiting the take of birds for scientific or 
propagation; prohibiting export of birds and eggs except 
for limited research needs; and requiring permits to con-
trol birds that become agricultural pests.

This beginning of international wildlife coopera-
tion was desperately needed as our domestic record 
with bird management had been one of decline and 
extinction. Through overhunting, the aesthetic and 
environmental disaster of feathered fashion for women, 
and a continentwide deforestation, a large number 
of North American species had recently gone extinct 
including: the great auk (RIP 1852), Labrador duck 
(RIP 1872), and the passenger pigeon (RIP 1914). 
Others would soon follow before the treaty could be 
fully effective including the Carolina parakeet (RIP 
1918) and the heath hen (RIP 1932). The extinction 
of the most populous avian species to ever occupy the 
planet—the passenger pigeon—two years before the 
treaty was a powerful spur to action. 

There could hardly have been a more chilling 
object lesson as to the weakness of various state 
statutes to protect migratory birds and the lethality of 
unregulated hunting in certain states. As with most 
environmental issues, the implementation of the treaty 
was slow and tortuous owing to the more rapacious 
and less socially minded members of society. After 
Congress passed the Migratory Bird Treaty Act in 
1918, it was still contested at the state level. The attor-
ney general of Missouri, purportedly defending state’s 
rights (but definitely behaving like an ass), helped 
settle the issue in a case that is still taught to every law 

student today—Missouri v. Holland—which, alas, has 
nothing whatsoever to do with the Netherlands. The 
attorney general, Frank McAllister, hated the Migratory 
Bird Treaty and loved to slaughter ducks in the spring. 
Game Agent Ray Holland caught McAllister with four 
hunting buddies and 76 dead ducks in the spring of 
1918 and gave him a fine. McAllister retaliated with 
a lawsuit calling into question the constitutionality of 
federal bird protection. Supreme Court Chief Justice 
Oliver Wendell Holmes Jr. wrote the majority decision 
in 1920 ruling for common sense and conservation, 
noting that the Civil War had resolved this issue and 
the government could reasonably create treaties that 
even Missouri would have to obey, a precedent known 

widely as the “supremacy clause.”
After Missouri had its “show-me” moment, things 

progressed rather quickly for migratory birds in North 
America. In the 1920s the four major North American 
flyways were mapped out, which included Mexico 
along with Canada and the United States. So in 1936 
a Migratory Bird Treaty was signed with Mexico 
followed by Japan (1972) and Russia (1976), demon-
strating that birds transcended the animosities of World 
War II and the Cold War. Other critical measures 
included the Duck Stamp Act of 1934, which for the 
first time provided dedicated annual funding to acquire 
waterfowl habitat. In that same period, the National 
Wildlife Refuge System was greatly expanded, provid-
ing a series of migratory corridors along the great 
borderless flyways so birds could cross boundaries 
unimpeded in their breeding and feeding.

This first international wildlife treaty opened up 
the vista for further wildlife treaties, culminating in the 
1975 Convention on International Trade in Endangered 
Species of Wild Fauna and Flora (CITES). This is an 
international agreement among 182 nations to ensure 
that international trade in specimens of wild animals and 
plants does not threaten their survival. CITES has led to 
the recent ban on ivory, which is threatening elephants, 
and has supported efforts to ban the illegal wildlife trade 
decimating the planet’s biodiversity. As for the North 
American birds, they are doing much better and so are 
those humans who enjoy them. If there was a motto 
for the 1916 treaty it would be “No more passenger 
pigeons!” in that it largely succeeded in avoiding the 
widespread extinctions that were on the horizon at the 
turn of the 20th century. Our borderless bird migrants 
are often small creatures with big benefits in seed 
dispersal, pollination, and recreational benefits that add 
up to billions of dollars a year. Every time Canada geese 
honk overhead as they return to our northern neighbor, 
they remind us that international cooperation can work 
over the centuries for the benefit of both winged and 
flightless North Americans.

In spite of the success of the migratory bird trea-
ties over the last century, there is a sad epilogue to this 
tale. It was widely assumed in 1916 that this treaty 
would be the beginning of greater global cooperation 
on the environment and other issues in general (recall 
the League of Nations was created three years later 
in 1919). Yet we face an increasing number of global 
environmental issues for which there is little coopera-
tion, nor anything as comprehensive as the Migratory 
Bird Treaty. Issues of global climate change, ocean 
pollution, and worldwide declines in certain keystone 
species are ever growing while our international 
efforts, like treaties, to combat them are ineffective. As 
an environmental historian, I grow increasingly dispir-
ited when looking back at the ambitious and active 
efforts of the first American conservation movement 
compared to our more timid and halting initiatives 
today. Centennials are about celebration, but they can 
also serve to shame us as our birds, wildlife, marine 
organisms, and global ecosystem ask, “What have you 
done for me recently?”

Mark Madison teaches environmental history, envi-
ronmental ethics, and environmental film at Shepherd 
University. He is also an avid bird watcher when the 
fish are not biting.
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Down the River With  
River and Trail Outfitters

Mary Bell

Rivers know this: there is no hurry. We shall 
get there someday.

   —A.A. Milne

Yes, it was really hot this past July. Felt like 107 
degrees. Stepping outside, an inhale became a 
gasp and an exhale an effort. One of the only 

ways to cool off in the Shepherdstown area under those 
conditions is to take an excursion with River and Trail 
Outfitters.

If housing prices had not skyrocketed in the 
Washington, DC, area in the early 1970s, R&T, as its 
owners and operators, Lee and Eunsook Baihly, call it, 
might not exist today. In 1971 they were young mar-
rieds, looking for reasonably priced housing. Lee Baihly 
worked for the Peace Corps as a public affairs officer, 
and Eunsook Baihly was with the World Bank, so their 
rental in Silver Spring was convenient. But they wanted 
to buy a home. At about that time, Lee Baihly read an 
article in the Washington Post about train commuters 
from Harpers Ferry. The Baihlys explored around 
Harpers Ferry for six months and found a small house 
with some property right on the Potomac, which now 
houses R&T’s main location in Knoxville, Maryland. 
Lee Baihly, who grew up in Minnesota, where he spent 
much of his youth outdoors, was immediately drawn to 
the area. “I had worked summers at Scout Camp in high 
school and college,” Baihly explains. (He was an Eagle 
Scout.) “And when I saw the property, a light bulb went 
off. What a great place for an outfitter! An epiphany!” 
The Baihlys bought the property and moved.

R&T opened a few months later in April 1972, with 
seven bikes and two canoes. Lee Baihly became a train 
commuter, and he credits Eunsook, who became both 
a full-time mom and a real estate agent, with getting 
the business going and running it as a mostly weekend 
operation until 1976.

In those early years, Lee Baihly continued his work 
at the Peace Corps, where he raised funds for high 
impact, targeted grants. If a Peace Corps volunteer saw 
a need for a well in a village in Kenya, the volunteer 
applied for a grant, and Baihly beat the bushes to find 
funds to meet that need. He met with churches, chari-
table entities, and anyone he could think of to fund these 
low-dollar grants that could change lives for the better. 
He found donors for agricultural, educational, and medi-
cal projects, among others.

In 1976 the Baihlys began operating R&T full time, 
and they added whitewater rafting to the activities. “And 
being from Minnesota, winter without snow is unnatu-
ral, so we added cross country skiing.” R&T took skiers 
to New Germany State Park in Western Maryland and 

Blackwater Falls State 
Park in Tucker County, 
West Virginia, where 
they could depend on 
snow. “By 1985, the 
snow was unpredict-
able, so we had to 
discontinue those 
trips,” Lee explains.

R&T added white-
water tubing in 1986 
and began its kayaking 
program in 1990. It 
offers interpretive hikes in the spring, when wildflow-
ers bloom, plus a hike through the Thompson Wildlife 
Management area in May, when the trilliums bloom.

In 1996 the Baihlys put together a five-day hike for 
the British Airways Hiking Club, which asked for a pub 
at every inn. While R&T could not find pubs at quite 
every lodging, the hikers loved their experience with 
R&T. In prior years, they had hiked at the Great Wall of 
China and the Grand Canyon, and they ranked their hike 
with R&T above those. They cited the rich biological 
and geographic diversity of their hikes with R&T as the 
reason, plus the knowledgeable and skilled guides.

R&T has its share of celebrity clients. Al and Tipper 
Gore chaperoned students from St. Albans School once, 
and the Secret Service visited a few days before the 
event to check things out. “I guess we were OK,” Lee 
Baihly comments. “We’ve been invited to bring our 
climbing wall to the White House twice since then. I 
think we’re on a list.” The Beach Boys and their staff 
have been guests, and Justice Sandra Day O’Connor 
brought her clerks every year.

Celebrities aside, the Baihlys are very proud of the 
educational programs they’ve pioneered. High school 
students in surrounding states are required to have a 
Chesapeake Bay experience. R&T partners with a for-
mer schoolteacher, John Demary, to conduct an eco-tour 
for students to learn about the impact of development on 
the Chesapeake Bay watershed. The students canoe on 
the rivers, taking water samples and studying wildlife. 
They hike along the river’s edge looking for frogs and 
salamanders, which are, as Lee Baihly describes, “like 
the canaries in the coal mines. If you can’t find any, 
that may be an indicator that there’s something wrong 
in the river.” This R&T program, which began at one 
high school, has spread to include six high schools in 
Virginia and Maryland.

Over the years, R&T has employed, and continues 
to employ, scores of young people from the area. George 
Miller attributes his whitewater skills to his training 

and experience there. “R&T provided my foundation 
for a career on whitewater. I guided on the Rio Grande 
and Big Whitewater in northern West Virginia. It also 
offered my son opportunities to enjoy whitewater.” This 
summer, Dalton Compton, a senior at Boonsboro High, 
and Michael McKitrick, who studies environmental 
science at West Virginia University, work at R&T. They 
enjoy instructing clients on safety and ensuring that 
everyone has a good time on their river excursion.

In recounting memorable moments, Lee Baihly 
recalls one day when he had a group of inner city chil-
dren on the river. He heard one boy say, “Look, James, 
there’s a cow! A real cow!” The realization that these 
children had never seen a cow reinforced for Baihly 
how important a day on the river can be.

When asked what he wants people to take away 
from their time on the rivers with R&T, Lee Baihly 
says, “I hope many of them become advocates for a bet-
ter environment and for the wild areas that we have.”

River and Trail Outfitters offers rafting, tubing, 
canoeing, kayaking and hiking. You can contact them at 
rivertrail.com or call (301) 834-9950.

Mary Bell is a Shepherdstown resident who got won-
derfully wet researching this article.

Lee Baihly with grandson William

Dalton Compton (left) and Michael McKitrick at work
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One Summer With Argiope,  
a Writing Spider

Claire Stuart

PH
O

TO
S

 B
Y 

C
LA

IR
E 

S
TU

AR
T

Not in the mood for neat work

New generation — Argiope Jr.

Argiope is neat and precise

Argiope’s egg case

Argiope enjoying lunch

Argiope wraps a grasshopper

Argiope at home on planter

A sloppy web day

One summer morning last year, I noticed a spider 
web stretched across a terra cotta chimney liner 
that I use as a planter. A spider was hanging qui-

etly head-down in the perfect orb web. She was fat and 
fully grown, brightly colored in silver, black, and yellow.

I named her Argiope; not very creative because that is 
her genus name. She was an Argiope aurantia, also known 
as the black-and-yellow garden spider, the golden spider, 
and the writing spider. You are probably familiar with one 
of her kin, the beloved writing spider of Charlotte’s Web.

The Argiopes are among the orb-weaving spi-
ders—those that make beautiful webs in the shape 
typically associated with spider webs. There are many 
orb-weavers, but the Argiopes are no ordinary weavers. 
They are special because they sign their webs with a 
broad zigzag flourish down the center.

Scientists have pondered the purpose of the zigzag, 
called a stabilimentum, but nobody really knows what 
it is for. It is possible that it acts as camouflage for the 
spider lurking in the web’s center, particularly since a 
young Argiope makes a large messy stabilimentum that 
obscures it from view. Other guesses are that it may also 
attract insect prey or even warn birds of the presence 
of the otherwise difficult-to-see web. Or perhaps the 
spiders are simply decorating.

When you see a spider in a large orb web, you can 
assume it is a female. Spiders normally stay in one place 
for the entire summer, but we often don’t notice them 
until they’ve grown large enough to make their webs 
obvious. A female can change locations, usually early in 
the season, perhaps for better protection or better hunt-
ing. Males (who are about one-third the size of females) 
wander around searching for females.

A female Argiope is very nearsighted and sits in the 
center of her web, usually hanging head-down, waiting 
for prey to blunder in. If something disturbs her, she has 

a way of gripping her web and making the entire web 
sway and rock. If seriously threatened, she may drop 
from the web and hide on the ground nearby.

The writing spiders breed once a year. When a male 
finds a potential mate, he builds a small web nearby 
or actually right in the female’s web, then courts her 
by plucking strands of her web. When he approaches 
the female, he has a safety drop line ready in case she 
attacks him. The male dies after mating and the female 
sometimes eats him.

In our area, female Argiopes live until a killing 
frost, but in milder climates they can live a few years. 
Toward the end of the season, the female constructs a 
lovely jug-shaped egg case containing anywhere from a 
few hundred eggs to over a thousand.

Argiopes produce several different kinds of silk, 
each from a separate silk gland (spinerette). There is a 
dragline that is trailed behind the spider and serves as 
a safety net if she must drop from her web and return. 
There are various nonsticky construction threads as well 
as sticky trap threads. There is silk for wrapping prey 
and silk for making egg cases. Spiders don’t get caught 
in their own webs because most of the web isn’t sticky. 
All of the main supports are made of nonsticky silk, and 
sticky silk is only used in the center spiral. There are 
nonsticky threads there, too, and the spider knows where 
to walk.

Every night the spider rebuilds most of her web. A 
mature Argiope’s web can be two feet in diameter. She 
eats everything but the anchoring lines and the main 
spokes and replaces it all with new silk. This might seem 
like a lot of work, but if you watch the procedure, it is 
amazing how quickly the spider can rebuild. Since the 
web is constantly being impacted by wind-blown debris 
as well as captured insects, eating the old web recycles 
the proteins necessary for repairs.

I watched and photographed Argiope daily for about 
a month, curious to see whether she would change the 
zigzag designs in her web. Every morning at dawn, she 
was busy rebuilding her web, cutting out uneaten insect 
parts and plant debris and repairing tears. Apparently 
unaware of my spying eyes inches from her work, she 
diligently wove. Wide sprays of silk issued from her 
spinerettes, and she manipulated them with her long, 
thin legs into careful strands. By the time of full light, 
she was finished with the utilitarian part of her web, and 
she added her zigzagged signature.

Most mornings the zigzags were extremely neat and 
precise. Some days they extended in just one direction 
from the center, some days they reached out both above 
and below the center. Other days, they were sprawling 
and messy, as though she wasn’t in a very good mood 
and didn’t want to bother, although she felt obligated to 
do it.

I watched Argiope dealing with prey, ranging 
from houseflies to huge grasshoppers. Sometimes she 
devoured them immediately and sometimes she wrapped 
them in silk bundles for later dining. One day I noticed 
some legs and other parts that looked suspiciously like 
spider parts in her web. I assumed she had been visited 
by a male, although I never got a chance to see him. She 
grew fatter by the day, and I guessed that she was full 
of eggs. Sure enough, two lovely egg cases appeared, 
hidden in nearby weeds, and she was slim again.

The days grew shorter, and one day Argiope was 
gone, but I looked forward to seeing her spiderlings in 
the spring.

Orb-weavers are harmless, although, like other 
creatures, they can bite if they are grabbed or harmed.

Claire Stuart never tires of observing nature’s creatures. 
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How to Change the World  
in Half an Hour

Become a PASS Mentor
Lee Doty

If you could reduce the crime rate, promote racial 
harmony, and improve the economy, all by spend-
ing half an hour each week with a child, you’d do 

it in a heartbeat. According to national studies and 
observations of local teachers and volunteers, the PASS 
Program offers that possibility.

PASS stands for Providing Academic and Self-
esteem Support. More than 20 years old, the Jefferson 
County volunteer mentoring program is for students in 
grades K–12. It aims to boost student self-esteem and 
increase the chances that the student will stay in school 
through graduation.

Studies show that dropouts are at greater risk for 
drug abuse, gang membership, poverty, and teenage 
pregnancy than others who graduate. A breathtaking 60 
percent of adults who dropped out of high school are now 
unemployed, and 75 percent of crimes are committed by 
dropouts. While every child’s story is unique, dropouts 
tend to share two traits: low self-esteem and the sense that 
no one cared whether they remained in school.

Keri Mahoney 
is the head teacher 
at South Jefferson 
Elementary School. 
She says the task of 
the PASS volunteer 
is to meet with one 
child at the school for 
at least a half an hour 
each week and help 
that child develop 
confidence, learn posi-
tive thinking, and identify goals. The school matches the 
volunteer with a child it determines will benefit from 
the program. Together the mentor and child may play 
games, review homework, study for a test, read, or have 
lunch. Whatever the activity, the volunteer becomes the 
child’s trusted mentor and role model.

At one time, kids tended to have two-parent fami-
lies with nearby grandparents and lived in close-knit 
neighborhoods. That social arrangement fostered the 
opportunity for social skill development. Society has 
changed, and some of that opportunity has been lost. 
Many local students are now raised by their grandmoth-
ers. Despite Jefferson County’s proximity to wealthy 
suburbs of the nation’s capitol, 50 percent of its students 
live at low socioeconomic levels.

Dr. Chiquita Howard-Bostick, chair of the 
Department of Sociology and Geography at Shepherd 

University, has followed the PASS program’s evolution 
since 2001. She says the program has evolved from sup-
porting students and their families in their transition to a 
high-tech world to a program for developing basic social 
skills, drive, and confidence—essentials for attaining 
knowledge. A large part of mentoring is love, she says, 
and a volunteer mentor without knowledge in a particu-
lar academic area is still capable of promoting a child’s 
sense of self-worth. She emphasized that a child’s 
participation in PASS does not mean that the parents 
are nonsupportive or incapable. The PASS program can 
benefit any child and is based on the “it takes a village 
to raise a child” philosophy. 

Mary Ellen Lloyd, facilitator of Student Support 
Services for Jefferson County Schools, agrees that all 
children would benefit from a mentoring, caring adult 
provided by PASS, but just about every school has a 
waiting list. There are 100 PASS volunteers serving 200 
students in grades K-8, numbers she would like to see 
increase fourfold.

Mahoney at South Jefferson says there are too few 
volunteers in the program for the many kids who need 
them. Her students used to struggle with their parents’ 
divorce or academic problems. Now the problems they 
face are less transitory and far more serious: Dad may 
be incarcerated or dead and Mom, an addict. (Jefferson 
County has placed among the top five counties in the 
state for heroin deaths.) Mahoney likened some of her 
crisis students to adults suffering from post-traumatic 
stress disorder.

For those who may be discouraged from volunteer-
ing because they feel ill equipped to help these kids, the 
schools provide training so that mentors have tools and 
resources at hand. Mahoney notes that it doesn’t take 
much training to show up and listen without judgment. 
Some of her students need help as fundamental as role 
modeling in how to interact with other people. She says 
it’s tough for kids to learn 10 new vocabulary words 
when they’re hungry, literally.

Some may find it hard to find the time to volun-
teer. Then there’s Erick Ambroise, a police officer with 
two kids at South Jefferson Elementary School and a 7 
p.m.–7 a.m. work shift. Ambroise meets with his PASS 
student after work. He’s committed to being present 
for his own kids and is able to provide others with a 
more positive view of law enforcement than they may 
already have based on home experiences. He feels 
more dads are needed at school, teaching things from 
how to solve life’s problems to how to tie a tie. He 

heartily approved the way the school matched him up 
with his PASS student and was surprised that his own 
presence and attention made such a difference in the 
boy’s life.

Jen Mills is 
school counselor 
at North Jefferson 
Elementary 
School. She 
described the 
“wild enthusi-
asm” of children 
awaiting their 
PASS volunteer 
period and says 
it’s the one-on-one, undivided attention these kids crave. 
One of her volunteers felt he had more insight into his 
own children’s development, having participated in 
PASS. As witness to the appeal of PASS to the mentors, 
all her volunteers will follow their students into the next 
school year.

Eileen Davis used to have Mills’s job as school coun-
selor at North Jefferson, training and managing volunteer 
mentors, but is now a volunteer herself. She observes 
firsthand the joy these kids experience when “someone 
special” chooses to spend time with them and listen. She 
remembered one of her volunteers who stayed with her 
student through middle school. Now grown, that student 
has graduated and attends technical school, something 
that would not have happened without the PASS program. 
Davis says that when her PASS student starts off having a 
bad day, by the time the two have connected, the slate is 
wiped clean and the student is ready to learn.

Changing the world for the better might seem like 
an impossible goal, yet community educators believe, 
and studies show, that adult mentors greatly enhance a 
child’s chance of becoming a constructive, contributing 
member of the community. This is a first step toward 
reaching that goal. Mahoney reminds us that these kids 
will grow up to become our neighbors, and that fact 
should provide powerful impetus to volunteer.

To learn more about the PASS program and other 
critical volunteer programs, contact your local Jefferson 
County public school.

Lee Doty recently retired from 35 years practicing law, 
and is now writing full time and volunteering for the 
PASS program at North Jefferson Elementary School.
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The 500th Anniversary  
of the Reformation 

Reformation: A Catholic Perspective
By Ray Shaw, St. Agnes Catholic Church deacon

On October 31 in the Lund 
Cathedral in Lund, Sweden, Pope 
Francis, the Bishop of Rome, will 

lead a prayer service with Lutheran World 
Federation leaders Bishop Munib Younan 
and Rev. Martin Junge. This begins a year 
of preparation to celebrate the 500th anni-
versary of the reformation in the church 
sparked by Martin Luther in Wittenburg, 
Germany. At Lund in 1952, Christian 
denominations drafted the Lund Statement, 
now a recognized ideal for all churches 
to embrace: “Should not our Churches 
ask themselves whether…they should not 
act together in all matters except those in 
which deep differences of conviction com-
pel them to act separately?”

This way forward to reunion of 
churches, 10 years before Vatican 

Council II, included only four nonvoting 
observers from the Catholic Church. 
The role of the world Spiritual Leader of 
Catholics in this Religious Service for 
the Protestant Reformation anniversary 
signals the progress made.

Churches of the reformation set a 
path to eventual reunion in the early 
1900s, forming the World Council of 
Churches and National Councils in many 
countries. At first, the Catholic Church 
operated “on the fringe” of the ecumeni-
cal movement, but Vatican Council II 
(1962–1965) forever changed the role the 
Catholic Church would play. The Decree 
on Ecumenism begins: “The restoration 
of unity among all Christians is one of 
the principal concerns of the Second 
Vatican Council.”

Many early results of Vatican II 
addressed worship in the church. Moving 
from Latin to vernacular languages and 
greater congregational involvement took 
place centuries before in the Churches 
of the Reformation. Many Churches of 
the Reformation soon followed the new 
Catholic order of Scripture Readings for 
Sundays and the Feasts of the Church.

The 1950s began a dialog and study 
in Christian faith formation that included 
Catholics and an ecumenical approach 
in programs for ministry preparation. 
In 1999 the Lutheran World Federation 
and the Catholic Pontifical Council for 
Promoting Christian Unity published 
the Joint Declaration on the Doctrine 
of Justification. This laid aside disputes 
between Lutheran reliance on “faith” 

and Catholic emphasis on “good works” 
central to the Reformation in 1517: 
“We confess: by grace alone, in faith of 
Christ’s saving work and not because of 
any merit on our part, we are accepted 
by God and receive the Holy Spirit who 
renews our hearts while equipping and 
calling us to good works.”

As a youth, Wheeling-Charleston 
Bishop Joseph Hodges, born to a 
Catholic father and Presbyterian mother 
in Harper’s Ferry, lived in Martinsburg. 
He attended all Vatican II sessions. Just 
days before his death in 1985, he wrote 
that religious unity is a Gospel Response, 
that divisions in Christianity are a scan-
dal, and that “we are obligated to work 
tirelessly for religious unity.”

Martin Luther, Nailing It to the Church
By Rev. Karen Erskine Valentine, pastor, Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish

On October 31, 1517, Martin 
Luther nailed an invitation to 
debate to the door of the church 

in Wittenberg, Germany. He wanted to 
discuss church practices he found prob-
lematic. His “Disputation on the Power 
and Efficacy of Indulgences”— 
95 Theses—got the attention of Pope 
Leo and all Christendom. So began the 
Protestant Reformation. Inspiring people 
to examine and question matters of faith, 
it would change both church and world. 
But Luther did not intend to leave the 
Catholic Church and start a new religion; 
he wanted to reform the church he loved.

Luther was raised to fear a wrathful 
God eager to condemn sinful humans. 
Struggling with hatred for such a God 
left Luther racked by guilt and shame. 
Studying scripture, he discovered 
something new—grace and a God of love 
and forgiveness, not of wrath. Longing 
for people to know the God of love, he 

worked to give common people access to 
this God.

Back then, the Bible existed only 
in Greek or Hebrew or translated into 
Latin. The Mass, said in Latin, was 
foreign and mysterious. The powers 
and principalities used God to control 
the masses with fear. A God of love and 
grace and mercy was unknown. Luther 
wanted to change that. Brought before 
the emperor at the Diet of Worms, he 
was asked to recant his writings. But 
Luther said: “I will not, and I cannot 
recant. Here I stand. I can do no other. 

God help me.” Excommunicated, with 
his life threatened, Luther went into 
hiding and translated the New Testament  
into German.

New Gutenberg movable-type 
printing presses spread the Bible across 
Europe and into other vernacular lan-
guages. Other reformers rose up and the 
church branched out. The Reformation 
opened the doors of a universal church 
not contained in one organization but 
at work through many expressions. Yet 

we still struggle for 
harmony because of 
opposing views.  
We let differences 
separate us rather 
than let our com-
mon faith unite us. 
Maybe after 500 
years it is again  
time to nail it to  
the church.

A question to the Mintmaker

Luther nails 
“95 Theses” to 
cathedral door.

The Lutheran churches in the 
Eastern Panhandle are preparing for a 
year of celebration of the Reformation’s 
500th anniversary. Four events will 
culminate in an ecumenical worship 
service on Sunday, October 29, 2017. An 
educational event takes place in March 
and a Day of Service in June. The 1517 
Festival, a Reformation Renaissance 
Street Fair in Shepherdstown, ushers in 
our 500th year with food, entertainment, 
and games for all ages on October 15, 
2016. You can learn Renaissance dances, 
and if food, drink, and good company 
lead you to sin, you can buy an indul-
gence! Festival proceeds will go to West 
Virginia flood relief. Mark your calendar, 
watch for more information, and join us 
for a great day!
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

Dr. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-3112

Sunday Worship: 8 a.m., 9:30 a.m.  
and 11 a.m.

Mid-Week Mingle: Wednesday, 6:30–8:00 p.m.
Real Recognized Real Teen: 

1st & 3rd Sundays, 1:15–2:30 p.m.
E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org

www.4pillarchurch.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Rev. Gayle Bach-Watson 
bachwats@comcast.net 

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets

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

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

All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends  
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Monthly Meeting
for Worship and First Day School

Sundays at 10:00 a.m.
Shepherdstown Railroad Station,  

Audrey Egle Drive
Contact Clerk, Elizabeth Hostler, (304) 582-8090, 

elizhostler@gmail.com
http://shepherdstownfriends.org

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, Priest Associate

Telephone: (304) 876-6990
Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.

Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
www.trinityshepherdstown.org

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
Rt. 230 Uvilla

Karen Erskine-Valentine, Pastor 
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 9:00 a.m.

Children/Adult Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

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

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

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

www.StAgnesShepherdstown.org

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

Karen Erskine-Valentine, Pastor 
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Children/Adult Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
(located in grey house adjacent church)
www.Shepherdstownlutheranparish.org

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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Byliners
Marellen Aherne
John Allen
Mary Sue Catlett
Denis & Nancy Doss
Dr. Billy Ray & Cindi Dunn
Kathryn Haddad
Hardy Mason
Jean Neely
Jan Nixon
Brian Palank DDS
Lisa Dunn Poland
Mary Ann Rogers
Laura Dunn Rutherford
Brad & Georgiann Toole
Lisa & Paul Welch
Craig Winkel

Patrons
Elise & Martin Baach
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Yvonne Fisher & Gene Bayer
Nancy Hooff & James Campbell
Dr. William & Patricia Carrigan
Bonnie Casely
Carlos Mejia & Steven Engert
Lester Fant
Effie Kallas & David Hammer
Mary & James Holland
Jack Huyett
Stanley & Judith Jones
Wanda Keebler
Jack Kendall
Kathy & Richard Klein
Wiloughby Lemen
George & Pat McKee
Tia & Bob McMillan
Charlotte Porter
Jeffrey Gustafson & Stephen Skinner
Barbara Spicher
Judith Jenner & David Startzell
Marie Tyler-McGraw
Jo & Bill Wilcox
Henry Willard
Kimberly & Mark Wilson

Partners
Sheila Bach
Bruce & Katie Begole
Mary Bell
Dow & Linda Benedict
Edwinna Bernat 
Carl Beyeler
Patricia Donohoe & Dr. David Borchard
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Dodi & Frank Bradley
Judith & Marc Briod
Frances Brolle
Beth Burkhardt
Karen & James Cain
Linda Gilbert & James Cantor
Lola & Denny Clarke
Philip & Frances Cox
Marit & Donald Davis
Wilda Davisson
Martha Doss
Ned Edelen, Jr.
Diana Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Lynne Wiseman & Marilyn England
Shelley Feist
Kristin Alexander & Jeffrey Feldman
Peter & Susan Fischer
Susan & Richard Fletcher
Rosemary Geist
Eleanor & George Hanold
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Sharon Henderson
Patricia & Claison Henkes
Lily Hill
Betse & William Hinkley
James Horton
Stephanie & Perry Jamieson
James Keel
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Susan Kennedy
Ronald Kepple
John & Melinda Landolt
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Rebecca & Burt Lidgerding
John & Judith Lilga
Mary Ellen Lloyd
Em Lowe
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Chris Mark
Dorothy & George Marshall
Daniel & Teresa Mason

Elizabeth Freedland McGowen
Karen McMullen
Althea Miller
Alta Miller
Pamela & Alexander Miller
Juanita Moler
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Saundra Moreland
Ella Mose
Rhea & Russell Moyer Jr.
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Donald Nuttall
Janet Olcott
Lisa Parkinson
Suzanne Patrick
Ralph & Laura Petrie
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Rebecca Phipps
Cheryl & John Pullen
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Martha & Robert Rizzo
Joan & Douglas Roach
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Theresa & Lyle Rush
Garland & Suzanne Shackelford
Ann Coulter & John Shaw
Michelle Wheeler & James Siegel
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
Donna Windsor & Alton Smith
Mary & David Smith
Betty & Harold Snyder
Mary & James Staley
Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Clifton Stubblefield
Susan Swanda
Darlene & Brian Truman
Lynn Truslow
Anthony Vanderveldt
Mary Via
Elizabeth Walter
Ethel Waltz
James & Sandra Watkins
Judy Weese
Mildred & Fred Wells
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Thomas White
Stephen Williams
Esther Wood
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Lynn & Chesley Yellott

Friends
Margaret & Gayle Becker
Jane & Larry Blash
Odetta  Brown
Patricia & Charles Brown
Barry Bryan
Elizabeth Bufithis
Linda Carter
Rosemarie Coy
Dennis Crosby
James Davis
Karen Davison
Olivia Kate Day
Lyndall Dickinson
Margaret Didden
William & Sarah Drennen
Marian Trovinger-Griffith
Marian Griffith
Susan & Tony Jones
George & Debra Kezman
Shirley Lahman
Phyllis & Laurin Letart
Frances Lynch
Irene & Paul Marsico
Barbara & Richard Nickell
William & Linda O’Brien
Ronald & Cynthia Reeser
Atsuko Sanders
Mary Sencindiver
Cathy & Michael Sigalas
Burt & Cari Simon
Roy & Shelley Stull
Ann & Michael Taylor
Mary Van Meter
Virginia Donovan & Charles Ware
Nancy Wilson
Eldon Winston

Key
 * Byliners ($150–$300 gifts)
 * Patrons ($100–$125 gifts)
 * Partners ($25–$75 gifts)
 * Friends ($5–$20 gifts)

Let us know if your donation  
has not been acknowledged: 
(304) 876-6466.

DONORS
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BLUE MOON CAFE

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

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

23

Schmitt Construction Company

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors

129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

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

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy
 Mailing Address:

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

101

TREE QUESTIONS?
Contact a certi  ed arborist.

304-876-3104
www.trees101.net

Educati on | Consulti ng | Tree Care

107 South Princess Street • Shepherdstown • 25443

304 876 9277
Devonshire Arms
C a f e  &  P u b

Try our 
• Fish and Chips  • Bangers and Mash
• Cottage Pie • Various Pasties
And Don’t Forget Afternoon Tea!

Join Us for a
Taste of Britain

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Proprietor
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