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Taking Sides
Randall Tremba

What does the Lord require of you but to do justice, 
love kindness, and walk humbly with your God?
   —The prophet Micah

My one and only brother Jerry died nine years 
ago. He was eight years older than me. We 
lived in the same house, went to the same 

church, and read the same Bible. But we lived in differ-
ent worlds. We fiercely disagreed on nearly everything. 
He was on one side. I was on another.

He loved Doris Day, Perry Como, and the 
Kingston Trio. I loved Janis Joplin, John Lennon, and 
the Rolling Stones. He supported the Vietnam War. I 
did not.

He thought Martin Luther King was a communist 
agitator. I thought King was a saint. He admired 
Richard Nixon. I admired Eugene McCarthy.

He loved Jerry Falwell. I thought Falwell was a 
satanic agitator. He was a proud fundamentalist. I am 
not. He read the Bible literally. I do not.

My brother regularly read my essays here in the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER and often sent them back after 
scrawling in the margins WRONG, WRONG, WRONG 
or SAD, SAD, SAD.

My brother would have cast his ballot for the 
current president. Despite my appeals to their Christian 
sensibilities before the election, I’m pretty sure my 
brother’s wife and children cast their lot on the dark 
side. Families! God help us.

None of us likes to take sides in our family, in 
our church, or in our nation. I’d rather not. It makes 
me very uncomfortable. But when sides are drawn, we 
must choose. And when competing visions and agendas 
for our nation clash, we must choose.

Before the election I did not declare publicly for 
any side. Ministers and churches (and tax-exempt pub-
lication like this one) are forbidden by law to endorse a 
party or a candidate during an election. At the National 
Prayer Breakfast, the president threatened to “destroy” 
that law. I happen to respect that law and have always 
honored it.

But now the election is over.
Yes, we must somehow love the president and be 

kind, but that doesn’t mean we condone inflammatory 
rhetoric, hurtful policies, or attacks on the ideals that 
make America truly great. Patriots can’t remain silent. 
We stand with the Statue of Liberty. We must not let 
that torch fall.

The president claims to lead “a historic move-
ment the likes of which the world has never seen.” Its 
marching orders are: “America First.” The rest of the 
world be damned.

But no nation is an “island” entirely unto itself. 
No nation can thrive alone any more than the human 
species can thrive alone on this planet. To dismiss  
or discount our interdependency within the web of  
life or within the family of nations is naive, foolish, 
and dangerous.

And yet “America First” is now heralded across 
our land, and patriotism is demanded. But love of 
country hardly requires a commandment. Patriotism 
is a natural and honorable affection for one’s own 
country. When patriotism anywhere is married to 
bigotry and belligerence, it is dangerous and abhorrent. 
It quickly leads to nationalism.

Furthermore, “America First” evokes a dark and 
shameful era when America refused to join other 
nations in resisting Hitler and turned away Jewish 
refugees fleeing the Holocaust. That’s taking a side.

I am not on that side.
I am on the side of another historic movement, 

a movement launched by Jesus in the Sermon on the 
Mount and shaped by the deep tradition of the Hebrew 
prophets like Micah. Its marching orders are: “Love 
First.” May all nations be blessed.

Taking sides is nothing new. Even Jesus took one 
side against others. As a first-century Jew under the 
occupation of the brutal and oppressive Roman Empire, 
Jesus faced four competing sides, representing four 
different political postures and strategies.

The Zealots said: We must fight the enemy with 
fire. Take up weapons and kill the enemy. No, said Jesus. 
That’s not for me. Violence only breeds more violence.

The Essenes said: We can’t win; it’s hopeless. So 
let’s run away, hide in the desert, pray and hope for the 
best. No, said Jesus. I’m not hiding.

The Sadducees said: We can’t beat ’em, so let’s 
join ’em. Let’s work in the Green Zone with the 
Romans. Swallow your dignity and integrity. Be safe. 
Get rich. No, said Jesus. I will not betray my integrity 
or my people.

The Pharisees said: We can’t win. Resisting is 
futile and compromising with infidels is demeaning, so 
suck it up. Let’s live within society but unto ourselves, 
make our own lives holy and pure and leave the rest 
to God. No, said Jesus. Holiness, piety, patriotism, and 
even integrity are not enough.

Jesus refused to take any of those sides. Those four 
sides are with us today. They just have different names 
and slogans.

In the Sermon on the Mount, Jesus proclaimed a 
new way forward. He launched a revolutionary coun-
termovement against the violent, racist, misogynistic, 
xenophobic movements that, to his great sorrow, many 
of his own people embraced.

Jesus said: Blessed are the merciful. Blessed are 
the peacemakers. Love your neighbor as yourself, and 
while you’re at it, love your enemy, too. You are the 
salt of the earth. You are the light of the world. Let 
your light shine.

I’m on that side.
And I’m pretty sure many of you are, too, what-

ever your “faith” may be. It’s not about religion. It’s 
about a revolutionary movement of love.

This movement harbors no illusions of easy  
success. It expects resistance, even fierce persecution 
and cruel mockery, for the forces of fear, greed, xeno-
phobia, racism, sexism, misogyny, and hate are strong 
and persistent.

Yes, it’s OK to stand up and shout. It’s OK to  
urge the president and other national leaders to  
respect all peoples and nations and to protest when  
they don’t. It’s more than OK. It’s necessary. And it’s 
what love requires.

So, please, let your little light shine. Hold it high.
I know, I know. You may feel self-righteous doing 

so. But if you wait for moral perfection, you’ll never do 
any good.

So while holding up your little light, by all means, 
work on being humble. And while you’re working on 
humility, for heaven’s sake, keep standing up. 

THIS IS MY SONG
This is my song, O God of all the nations,
A song of peace for lands afar and mine.

This is my home, the country where my heart is,
Here are my hopes, my dreams, my holy shrine.

But other hearts in other lands are beating,
With hopes and dreams as true and high as mine.

My country’s skies are bluer than the ocean,
And sunlight beams on clover leaf and pine.
But other lands have sunlight too, and clover,

And skies are everywhere as blue as mine.
So hear my song, O God of all the nations,
A song of peace for their land and for mine.

— Lloyd Stone, 1934

*  *  *
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Remembering Elca Frye
Ed Zahniser

Shepherdstown and its denizens said goodbye 
to a former town stalwart with the January 18 
passing of Elca Frye (1936–2017). The GOOD 

NEWS PAPER style guide would have us refer to an 
adult by last name in subsequent mentions. However, 
Elca (pronounced Elsa) was so well known to so  
many for so long that the style guide can’t be made  
to work here.

For 42 years, Elca headed the waitstaff at Betty’s 
Restaurant during the tenure of the original, namesake 
Betty, the late Betty Osbourn. Mayors come and mayors 
go; few last a decade. Elca’s 42-year tenure with a 
town fixture like Betty’s Restaurant was remarkable. It 
spanned much of Shepherdstown’s modern demographic 
sea change.

Elca was also a stalwart member of Saint Peters 
Lutheran Church in Shepherdstown and a longtime 
member and vice president of the Shepherdstown 
Volunteer Fire Department Ladies Auxiliary.

In her later years following retirement, Elca, a 
Jefferson County native, was a resident of Care Haven 
Center in Martinsburg, West Virginia. Before Care 
Haven, Elca lived across Flowing Springs Road from 
what is now Cool Green Auto. Formerly it was  
Richard “Dick” Schlack’s Gulf Station, later Trail’s 
Chevron Station.

Dick Schlack had been a rodeo bronc rider, so I 
called Bill Trail “Wild Bill,” only to find later that he 
went by “Pete.” Elca’s house sat high above the road, so 
she couldn’t help but look down on these fine charac-
ters. She would sometimes tell you she noticed your car 
was in for repair. Point of information.

For many years of early mornings, I wrote at 
Betty’s Restaurant. Either Richard “Dickie” Brown or 
I usually “opened” the restaurant at 6 a.m., after Elca 
opened the front door. I learned not to wait on the small 
porch itself but nonchalantly nearby: Elca did not like 
folk chomping at the bit at 6 a.m. I sat in the right, back 
booth, behind Dickie’s booth. I ordered coffee. Dickie 
ordered oatmeal.

Dickie, a U.S. Navy Reserve Seabee, got called 
up for active duty during the Iraq War, to be stationed, 
inexplicably, in Guam. Elca circulated a “come home 
soon” card for Dickie, signed by a bevy of Betty’s 
morning regulars. Elca presided over her brood with 
unstated but perceptible satisfaction, just possibly tinged 
with pride.

At Betty’s, “The Big Table”—you best not just 
believe it but honor it, too—sat five good-ole-boys and 
Shirley Vaughn. Early of a morning, Elca kept everyone 
supplied with coffee at a minimum. Betty put in occa-
sional appearances from her culinary post in the kitchen.

One patron, who usually sat in the third, left booth, 
liked his pancakes “well done.” He seemed to take 
perverse delight in yelling at Elca, as she neared the 
kitchen after taking his order, “Tell Betty I want ’em 

well done!” Elca wasn’t above yelling back, as though 
some folk must’ve been raised in the barn.

In 1992 Four Seasons Books published my book 
Shepherdstown Historic Firsts, a spoof on the genre of 
local history. I wrote the book in Betty’s Restaurant, 
dedicating it to Betty and Elca and their hospitality.

The local history genre usually features a com-
munity, often obscure, and its major claim to historical 
relevance. Shepherdstown Historic Firsts asserts that 

whatever happened historically happened here in 
Shepherdstown first. Not just our 1807 invention and 
demonstration of a steamboat—with turbine steam 
engine—20 years before Robert Fulton’s so less-sexy 
steamboat with wood-fired boiler. Not just the Civil War 
Battle of Shepherdstown.

No, our town hosted the invention of Cubism, 
Morse code, gunpowder, the USA Today color weather 
map, vulcanized rubber, Wall Street Journal stacked 
headlines style, and zero-based budgeting. Not to 
mention West Virginia’s first published book, Christian 
Panoply; Containing an Apology for the Bible in a 
Series of Letters Addressed to Thomas Paine.

Alex Shaw, who frequented Betty’s later in the day, 
said of the book: “The early morning coffee at Betty’s 
must be stronger than the stuff later in the day.” Randall 
Tremba characterized it as “the Blazing Saddles version 
of Shepherdstown’s history.” The late former town 
Mayor Clarence “Bones” Wright dubbed it “embroi-
dered history.”

Really, it was Elca’s coffee.
Elca long reserved apparent judgment about this 

coffee-fired, in-booth writing—I wrote all or most of 
five books there—until I showed up with an Epson 
HX-20 portable word processor. With that, Elca began 
referring to the booth—not necessarily approvingly—as 
“Ed’s office.”

But soon, in the sixth booth on the left, Tom Hahn 
began writing, albeit by hand, his books about the C&O 
Canal and its masonry structures. Little did Tom and 
I or Elca know we were pioneering the temp, shared-
office concept popular with today’s freelancing urban 
millennials. Our only justification then was the title 
essay of playwright David Mamet’s book Writing in 
Restaurants. That, and how you might overhear unbe-
lievably great lines or material.

Today you can download the cell phone app 
Coffitivity. It recreates the ambient noise of coffee 
shops, proven to enhance concentration and creativity. 
But for me, nothing has matched that back booth in 
Betty’s Restaurant, all watched over by the loving 
grace and strong coffee of Elca Frye. Requiescat  
in Pace.

Ed Zahniser co-founded the GOOD NEWS PAPER, 
serves on the editorial board, and edits the poetry page.

Elca Frye
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Scott Beard
‘No life without art; no art without life’

Sue Kennedy

I n August of 2007, quite by lucky chance I found 
Shepherdstown and moved here. Two weeks into 
my new life, I followed a small hand-painted road 

sign on 230 to Ridgefield Farm. A young farmer was 
alone tending the veggies that day and, while showing 
me around, this sweetheart of a guy assured me I was 
going to love Shepherdstown. In the middle of our chat 
he said rather offhandedly, “I teach over at the college.” 
Perfect, I thought. A farmer who teaches at the univer-
sity…or a teacher who farms. Whatever. This place is 
great. The next time I saw the young farmer he was in 
a spiffy tux on stage at the Frank Center making pure 
magic on a Fazioli piano.

Robert Scott Beard was born and raised in 
Richmond, Virginia. He and his brother, Chris, are 
the sons of Carolyn Toler and Charles Beard. The 
Beard boys grew up in a very musical family. Their 
great-grandmother was Elizabeth Spaulding Edwards, 
a great musician who went to the renowned Peabody 
Conservatory of Music. Great-grandfather Harry was a 
farmer. The Edwards lived in LaPlata, Maryland, and 
raised a huge family of musically talented children. 
According to Beard, everyone could “play by ear.” True 
to his DNA he was “plunking out tunes” on the old 
upright piano when he was three years old.

While at Patrick Henry High in Richmond, Beard, 
like his grandfather, discovered science. His biological 
experiments in the effects of ultraviolet light on ferns 
earned him top prizes and an invitation to the National 
Academy of Science competition at West Point, New 
York. “I didn’t win,” Beard laughs, “but I got to the 
nationals.” He was also an avid reader with an inquisi-
tive mind. While in school, his recreational reading 
was the encyclopedia, volumes A through Z. He also 
loved to read cookbooks because as he tells it, “All the 
men in my family were fantastic cooks, me included.” 
His first love, however, was the piano, so upon gradu-
ation he went off to the Peabody Conservatory. The 
legacy continued.

Beard went on to earn master’s and doctorate 
degrees in music from the University of Maryland. He 
graduated in 1996, upon completion of his thesis on the 
works of Theodor Leschetizky. Leschetizky, the Polish 
romantic, is best known for his piano compositions for 
one hand, which he wrote after he lost the use of his 

right hand. “No life without art; no art without life” was 
Leschetizky’s mantra. Beard lives by those words.

In the late ’90s, Beard and his partner, the incompa-
rable PR genius Alan Gibson, moved from Washington, 
D.C., to Ridgefield Farm, near Shepherdstown, when 
Beard was offered a tenured teaching position at 
Shepherd’s music department. But having an abundance 
of enthusiasm and energy, he continued his work as gen-
eral manager of the Georgetown 
Symphony Orchestra, plus 
teaching, concert performing, 
writing, winning competitions, 
and stacking up awards.

Whether he’s performing, 
writing, farming, cooking, 
or teaching, he loves what 
he does. His passion for his 
work knows no bounds, and 
he’s great at it. His students 
have been recognized by the 
National Symphony Young 
Soloists, the Beethoven Society, 
and at several international 
competitions at Ithaca College. 
For his dedication to teaching, 
his students, and his art, Scott 
Beard was named West Virginia 
Music Teacher of the Year. Twice.

Today Dr. Beard is associate provost and dean of 
graduate studies and continuing education at Shepherd 
University. He appreciates the importance of this 
opportunity to help students fulfill their dreams and, 
in so doing, to effect global change. “To me,” he says, 
“education, and specifically higher education, is a 
catalyst for change.”

He considers the economy of the state of West 
Virginia a great opportunity for young people’s dreams to 
have an impact. “We need creativity on many levels—by 
musicians, visual artists, business people, and scientists—
to create innovative programs for our state.”

And he believes music has a special role to play. 
“Music is an integral part of the thread of humanity,” 
he says. “We often turn to music and the arts in times 
of crisis, as music touches something in us that is hard 
to define. It evokes a feeling, a memory, emotions. The 

study of art for art’s sake, in addition to all of the  
other collateral benefits such as discipline, goal set-
ting, critical thinking, and so forth, is so important in 
today’s society.”

Though Beard’s deep love for the arts resonates in 
his words, his talent and infectious passion for music 
have spurred thousands of students young and old to 
feel the same.

On March 3 Scott was the featured talent at  
“A Musical Showcase for Scholarships,” a performance 
to benefit current and future Shepherd music students. 
Jeff Martin and Jason Solounias, both Shepherd  
music scholarship alumni and former star students 
of Dr. Beard, joined him to dazzle the packed Frank 
Center Theater audience.

The evening began with a reception at Popodicon 
hosted by Shepherd University president and honorary 
chair of the showcase, Dr. Mary J. C. Hendrix. As 
magical as the showcase was, it was the outpouring of 
generosity from the community and appreciation for the 
work of Shepherd’s Department of Music that made the 
evening a success.

Sue Kennedy is addicted to Ridgefield Farm’s  
sweet corn.

Dr. Scott Beard
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The Making of a Life  
in Bolivar, West Virginia

Pat Hamilton

Most of us who have been in 
the area for a while know 
of Bolivar, and we know 

who we are by how we speak the name, 
Bolivar. The early 19th-century South 
American hero for whom the town was 
named is indeed Simon Bolivar, but in 
December of 1825, the town of Bolivar 
(rhymes with Oliver) was legally estab-
lished. Visitors to Bolivar, just up the hill 
(literally) from its more famous historical 
sister Harpers Ferry, often scarcely notice 
the town as they pass through. Rarely 
boasting more than 1,000 residents at 
any time in its history, Bolivar is not that 
Charles Town or Shepherdstown kind of 
town, which attracts young entrepreneurs 
and new businesses. But there must be 
something very special about this curi-
ous place that it does, in fact, call to just 
those kinds of settlers. And one in par-
ticular, has made a special commitment 
to her new home.

Dr. Alissa Harris set up shop in 
Bolivar just 10 years ago when she 
opened Harpers Ferry Chiropractic, PLLC, 
in a rented space on Washington Street. 
A freshly minted graduate of New York 
Chiropractic College in Seneca Falls, New 
York, the West Virginia native was headed 
home to Grantsville when she wandered 
into Jefferson County and liked it. “The 
mountains, the rivers, the history, and just 
the beauty of this place on the East Coast 
frankly spoke to me,” she told me. “I 
drove down to Harrisonburg and through 
Front Royal, but there was something 
welcoming about Bolivar.” Little did she 
know then how much this town would 
ultimately embrace her and so many of 
her life’s ambitions.

Harris likes to tell the story of her 
chiropractic awakening. She’s one of 
those annoying, focused people who 
knew what she wanted to do in life from 
a young age. After an injury when she 
was about eight years old, her mother 
took her to a local chiropractor who gave 
her an adjustment and worked with her 
muscles. The pain subsided and she con-
tinued chiropractic treatments throughout 
her athletic career in Calhoun County, 

knowing then that she was headed for 
chiropractic school.

From the small building on 
Washington Street, Harpers Ferry 
Chiropractic grew in the years after 
its founding, moving to a larger space 
on Panama Street, and expanding to 
provide physical therapy, massage, 
and acupuncture. Harris specializes 
in applied kinesiology, which takes a 
holistic approach to healing, incorporat-
ing diet, nutrition, exercise, and working 
with muscles as well as body structure. 
“When you return patients’ movements, 
you can give them their lives back,” 
says Harris. She is proud of this multi-
disciplinary environment and knows her 
patients will be in better hands with her 
team’s holistic care.

On January 30, 2017, Harpers Ferry 
Chiropractic and Physical Therapy Center 
moved into a newly constructed building 
three blocks west of Harris’s Panama 
Street location. The new building at 
1627 W. Washington Street in Bolivar 
has six large treatment rooms, improved 
accessibility for people who are disabled, 

services on a single floor, and includes 
new exercise machines and state-of-the-art 
therapeutic equipment. “Owning this 
space means I can make that promise to 
my patients and the town of Bolivar,” says 
Harris, “that my intention is to remain and 
be a part of the community here.”

Harris has already worked hard 
to contribute to the town. In 2012 she 
and Shepherdstown chef Liz Gallery 
dreamed up an idea to have monthly soup 
dinners with an education component 
to raise money for those with food 
needs in Bolivar and Jefferson County. 
With the help of other volunteers, the 
SouperNatural Kitchen was created. It has 
served Liz Gallery’s unique soup dishes 
for over a year, hosting speakers at each 
meal with topics ranging from nutrition 
and foraging to worm composting and 
pasta making. The enterprise raised over 
$2,000 in food donations and spun off 
the first Bolivar Community Market as 
a vehicle for linking folks to their local 
farmers and providers of nutritious food.

As Harris and her team get settled 
in their new building, she intends to 

conduct seminars that have been popular 
with her patients in the past, with a larger 
space and more comfortable seating 
areas. Her patients and the townspeople 
at large have attended her workshops on 
nutrition, exercise, self-care, and more. 
Building on that momentum she hopes to 
attract local talent and have the ability to 
provide the services the people of Bolivar 
and Jefferson County need while also 
creating new jobs.

So what does a busy young health 
professional do when she’s not treat-
ing patients, managing her own office 
construction, running a busy practice, 
and looking for new talent? Harris 
is on the board of the Blue Ridge 
Center of Environmental Stewardship 
and is a member of the West Virginia 
Chiropractic Society. She purchased a 
house just down the street from the new 
office, which she is renovating in her 
very spare time. Camping, fishing, and 
a couple of short vacations in Mexico 
and Costa Rica have helped keep her 
focused on her goals.

“Bolivar has supported and helped 
me at every fork in my journey,” says the 
doctor. “In return, I’ve made the invest-
ment. It looks like I’ll be staying here.”

Pat Hamilton is a marketing consultant 
on recess, preferring instead to write 
about healthy food and faraway places.

Dr. Alissa Harris in her office
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Tonic Herb Shop
A Journey Toward Balance and Health

Mary Bell

Tonic Therapeutic Herb Shop and Elixir Bar, 
which opened in Shepherdstown last May, was 
meant to be. Carmela Cesare, one of the own-

ers, was working as a prosecutor for Berkeley County, 
West Virginia. But she had a vision to go in another 
direction: to pursue her interest in herbalism and open 
an apothecary. While shopping at the annual Christmas 
Market at the Shepherdstown Community Club in 2014, 
Cesare met Ashley Davis, a vendor at the market. Davis 
was selling homemade salves and herbal products from 
her business, Meadowsweet Botanicals. The two spoke 
and discovered that they shared an interest in herbalism 
and the desire to offer herbal products and services in 
a shop. Davis and Cesare got together in the spring and 
discussed their concept of an herbal apothecary. A year 
later, they opened Tonic.

Walking into Tonic is a sensory-rich experience. 
Visitors are greeted by the fragrances of herbs, elixirs, 
and savories from the kitchen. Gleaming and artfully 
labeled bottles and jars invite customers farther into the 
store, where shelves and displays of bowls, candles, 
salves, creams, and teapots promise an adventure in 
good health. A chalkboard behind a cozy counter and 
bar announces the kitchen’s offerings of the day, and a 
pile of gluten-free muffins say, “Try me.”

Both Davis and Cesare have studied herbalism. 
Davis completed her training at Sacred Plant Traditions 
in Charlottesville, Virginia, and Cesare graduated with 
a master’s from the Maryland University of Integrated 
Health in Laurel, Maryland. Both describe their 
approach as primarily Western herbalism, with some 
elements of Ayurveda and traditional Chinese medicine. 
Western herbalism, they explain, dates back to the 
ancient Greeks and continues to the present. “In Western 
herbalism, plants, food, and herbs in the optimal combi-
nation for the individual [and] considering the seasons 
and the environment are the keys to addressing imbal-
ance and attaining a healthy state,” explains Davis.

According to Cesare, their mission is simple:  
“To support health and wellness.” A prominently 
displayed sign says, “While we are happy to help you 
choose the appropriate herb, we do not diagnose, cure, 
or treat any disease.”

Tonic offers prepared herbal formulas, organic 
natural tinctures, over 150 kitchen herbs and spices, 
natural and organic skin care products, and essential 
oils and supplies for those who wish to make their 
own salves and tinctures at home. They also have 
mixing bowls, mortars and pestles, cheesecloth, jars, 
and bottles. Whenever possible, Davis and Cesare use 
local sources for their products. They work with a local 
organic herb farm and sell candles and wooden bowls 
made by local artisans.

The kitchen at Tonic offers organic sandwiches, 
soups and bowls of comfort food, plus teas, smoothies, 
tisanes, sparkles, and baked goods. They have a regular 
menu as well as daily specials announced on a board in 
front of the shop.

Davis and Cesare also make and sell their own 
herbal syrups and combinations. In the wintertime, 
their elderberry syrup, which has anti-viral properties, 
flies off the shelf. Their blood-building syrups are also 
very popular.

Many herbs, which Western culture thinks of as 
seasoning herbs used in the kitchen, have health-giving 
properties according to Davis. Turmeric, for example, 
is a general anti-inflammatory herb. Rosemary, which 
is commonly used as a seasoning in savory dishes, is 
associated with memory and cognitive function.

Davis, Cesare, and their staff of trained herbalists 
informally recommend herbs for common condi-
tions when customers come to the apothecary with 
a complaint—“My nose is a little stuffed up today,” 
for example. For customers who want to pursue an 
individualized approach to the use of herbs, Cesare and 
Davis offer formal counseling. Davis emphasized that 
she is an herbalist and not a medical professional, but 
she says, “I do work with my clients to develop natural 
strategies to support health, well-being, and the body’s 
own healing processes. This is often in the form of diet 
and lifestyle recommendations for each client.”

Tonic hosts an herbal happy hour every week and 
sponsors workshops and classes. February’s offerings 
were “Alchemy for Lovers” and “An Introduction to the 
Wise Woman Tradition.”

The herbal tradition emphasizes living with the 
seasons, according to Davis. She compares the body 
to a tree. “In the springtime, we feel a natural surge of 
energy as the days get longer and warmer,” she says. 
“As sap starts flowing, our blood metaphorically starts 
to thaw and flow.” She observes that many traditions 
around the world agree that spring is a time for cleans-
ing our bodies of the winter excess from our heavy diet 
and sedentary lifestyle. “If we have lots of toxins in our 
blood, the lymphatic system starts to pick them up,” 
she says. “We need to take care to eliminate all of that 
excess so it doesn’t bog us down.” Sassafras and the 
bitter greens that emerge in the early spring help cleanse 
the body of those toxins.

Now’s a good time to call for a customized herbal 
consultation or enjoy the lovely sensory experience of 
visiting Tonic.

140 E. German St.
Shepherdstown, WV
304-870-4527
Facebook: tonicherbshop
Tonicherbshop.com

Mary Bell is a tea lover who lives in Shepherdstown.

Tonic owners, Ashley and Carmela

Sign for Tonic
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Sammi Brown Is Keeping  
Her Eyes on the Prize

John Case

Born and raised in Charles Town, West Virginia, 
32-year-old Sammi Brown is setting an example 
of how the future belongs to youth who are 

committed to turning dreams into reality. Brown was 
the Democratic candidate for House of Delegates in 
the 65th (Charles Town) District. She is a graduate of 
Shepherd University with a bachelor’s degree in com-
munications media and law and a master’s in business 
administration.

That might sound like an early resume for the future 
CEO of CBS. But when asked “What are you up to now, 
Sammi?” her reply was, “I am pretty much a freedom 
fighter for hire.”

You are not going to get much small talk from this 
passionate activist. You might be a bit shy about politics 
and controversy—Brown is not. But if you are into big 
ideas and strong values, Brown is pure pleasure to talk to.

Blame it in part on her upbringing. A multiracial 
child of a trucker/small businessman and an ardent trade 

unionist, she fits a growing millennial profile of a more 
interracial, internationalist generation unbound from 
many of the categories and vocabularies of the past.

Her mother, Diane Brown, is a lifelong leader in  
the labor movement—retiring soon as a national health 
and safety specialist for the American Federation of 
State, County, and Municipal Employees. Thus Sammi 
has been visiting protests and pickets since infancy.  
The day of the Women’s March in Washington, D.C., 
was her fourth “action” in as many days, having just 
flown into the city from other actions related to the 
Electoral College.

Since her campaign, Brown has taken on leader-
ship roles in the state and national Young Democrats 
of America. She was also recently invited to join the 
board of directors of Shepherd University. Her goal 
in both capacities is “to help bring young people’s 
needs and requirements, and participation, to the top of 
political and educational priorities. I am a progressive. 

That’s me. Activists, and especially younger labor 
leaders, are my focus.”

Delving into the many narratives swirling around 
the recent presidential campaign, she rejects a sectar-
ian approach. Some groups, for example a number of 
African-American ones, are so angered at what they 
view as betrayal of some working-class whites to vote 
for a perceived out-and-out racist, that no excuse, 
reason, or explanation is acceptable. Others view the 
leadership of the Democratic Party as little better and 
deserving of a protest vote from the median American 
families who have not had a raise since 1973.

Brown rejects the negative and embraces the posi-
tive of both perspectives. “Yes, rejecting racial divisive-
ness is essential; but the people are hurting in many 
ways, and the pain assumes varied faces. Yes, there were 
mistakes made by the Democratic Party leadership, but 
there is no point in public service or office if it does not 
seek to represent all the people.”

Brown’s number-one issue is the Affordable Care 
Act. She summarizes her opinion about it in the slogan 
“Fix not nix ACA.” In West Virginia, she explains, 
“Health care is incredibly important. Our state will 
be the second most damaged state if the Affordable 
Care Act is truly repealed. Uninsured rates will at least 
double, for example, if expanded Medicaid (part of the 
ACA) is terminated.”

Among Brown’s more profound observations and 
lessons-learned involves “learning to listen.” The “big 
surprise” in the election, to her, was the degree to which 
politicians found out they were not really listening to 
their constituents.

“If things go bad, or at least not good, for long 
enough, it does not matter what the excuses or reasons 
may be. Folks will express themselves perhaps rudely, 
perhaps mistakenly, perhaps roughly, perhaps igno-
rantly—but they will not be ignored.”

Asked what we can expect from the West Virginia 
legislature now that the people are all fired up, she 
replies, “We will be lucky if we make our mightiest 
effort to keep a few of the hard-won benefits and 
protections from being lost. But the key is to make 
the maximum effort. There are lots of surprises, if the 
people keep waking up and keep moving!”

Brown is a dreamer. She has vivacity, charm, and a 
youthful but knowing ear for the real message.

Sammi Brown: Freedom fighter for hire! 
Venceremos!

John Case is a retired software engineer and union rep-
resentative. He is the president of Eastern Panhandle 
Independent Community Radio.PH
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Time Trekker
A Learning Adventure

Claire Stuart

For our children to grow up to be 
engaged citizens, they need to 
understand our country’s history, 

but history often seems dry to youngsters 
raised with the latest flashy technology. 
Harpers Ferry National Historical Park 
strives to make history interesting and 
fun, but Chief Historian Dennis Frye says 
he does not have enough rangers to pres-
ent live programs to increasing numbers 
of school groups. His answer was to find 
a way to do it using technology.

“We had real people and real places 
where events happened,” he said, “but we 
did not have the funds, the technology, or 
the know-how to do it.”

Time Trekker: A Learning Adventure 
is an augmented-reality game in which 
children pretend to go back in time and 
experience history. It is a download-
able app for mobile devices. It came 
together through a partnership between 
the park and educational technology and 
development company Here’s My Story, 
Jefferson County Schools, Harpers Ferry 
Historical Association, and Journey 
Through Hallowed Ground (the funding 
agency—a nonprofit dedicated to raising 
awareness of regional history).

The game was designed for use in 
fourth and fifth grades. Frye provided 
Here’s My Story with photos and stories 
of real people of various ages, races, 
and genders. Four Jefferson County 
elementary school teachers—Candy Cain 
and Kathy Millner of Ranson, Nikki 
Kuntz of Wright Denny, and Sam Bello 
of Shepherdstown—provided teachers’ 
perspectives and ensured that the game 
correlated with grade-level learning 
standards.

Students are assigned roles. As they 
walk around the park and point their 
phones at beacons, characters appear and 
interact with them. About 90 percent of 
the characters were real people, identified 
by their first names, but a few con-
structed characters lead the stories. All of 
the characters are portrayed graphically. 
They tell their stories and ask for advice.

For example, a character runs a 
ferry over the river, and he’s part of 
the underground railroad. At midnight, 
he is supposed to take 10 slaves to the 

Maryland side. He has learned that the 
police know and will be waiting when he 
returns. Will he take the slaves across and 
take the consequences or sacrifice the 
slaves to save himself?

In another scenario, soldiers are 
ordered to burn down a house. When 
they arrive, they find a family in it. Do 
they obey or disobey orders?

The students must make their own 
decisions about what to do, and they earn 
points for every life they save. When 
they return to school, they learn that their 
characters were real and compare their 
decisions with what the people actually 
did. They discuss how history would 
change if they had decided differently.

There are three modules in the app: 
Judging John Brown discusses civil 
rights and asks whether his actions were 

right; Freedom’s Fight is about slavery 
and the abolitionist movement; and War 
Wounds is about the cruelty and reality of 
the Civil War.

Frye explains that the game is a 
physical as well as a mental exercise. 
It takes about two hours, and students 
walk through five areas of the park—
lower town Harpers Ferry, the Armory 
grounds, the Jefferson Rock area, Harper 
Cemetery, and Virginius Island.

The game was beta-tested last fall by 
Jefferson County fourth and fifth graders, 
and they were given a chance to com-
ment on the experience. Brian Mulligan’s 
social studies class from Harpers Ferry 
Middle School also came through on the 
same day. There had been no pre-activity 
and they didn’t expect to be testing the 
app. Although the app had been designed 
for younger students, Mulligan said that 
his students loved it. “It was interactive 
and kept them interested,” he said.

Sam Bello teaches second grade at 
Shepherdstown Elementary. He is certified 
to teach kindergarten through fifth grade, 
and he was pleased to have taken part in 
the planning of the app. He enjoyed the 
opportunity to work with the park system 
and facilitate how the content could be 
implemented to grab students’ attention. 
His second graders were too young to 
participate in the game, but since he had 
been involved in the planning, he accom-
panied the fourth and fifth grade classes to 
answer questions from the teachers.

“Our section did Judging John 
Brown, the most physically strenuous,” 
said Bello. “They had to climb to the top 
of a hill, move around a lot, read maps. 
They learned to make critical decisions 
and to live with the consequences. They 
were shocked to come back to school 
and find that the people they met in the 
app were real. The kids are so immersed 
in technology—this speaks to them.”

Dominic Sinibaldi, CEO of Here’s 
My Story, reported that over 400 
feedback comments from students were 
compiled, and most were very positive.

“We learned a lot from the beta test,” 
Sinibaldi said, “how to make it more of 
an adventure, more engaging. The kids 
experienced many new parts of the park, 

even though they had been there before. It 
catalyzed interest in exploring the park.”

He noted that they had made a few 
adjustments in accordance with students’ 
suggestions, including the amount of 
reading required for the younger children, 
the unfamiliarity of some of the words, 
and the amount of walking.

Historian Frye said that his biggest 
surprise was the response of the middle 
schoolers. The app had been written for 
fourth to fifth graders, but the reaction 
of the older students showed that the 
game can be enjoyed by a wider-than-
expected audience.

“Kids related immediately and got 
into the character they were playing,” 
said Frye. “In fact, after the game was 
over, kids wanted to know what really 
happened, and they actually asked, ‘What 
happened to me?’ That was the greatest 
testament to the success of the app—their 
curiosity went off the meter! I’ve never 
seen kids so enthused with history, which 
was my primary mission.”

Time Trekker is expected to be avail-
able to school groups in fourth through 
eighth grade in April. An expanded 
version for the general public will come 
out in summer as a downloadable app at 
the park. It is anticipated that the public 
version will be a prototype for similar 
apps in other national parks.

Clair Stuart: Says Stuart, “Oh dear, do 
I have to supply yet another bio after 
all these years? Ok, bio—I was younger 
then, I am older than that now.”

Group of students from Wright Denny 
Elementary led by Tara Mahoney, coordinator 
of elementary schools, grades 3–5, Jefferson 
County Schools
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Shepherdstown Elementary fourth graders 
“travel through time” as they work through 
an augmented reality game that leads them 
to various historical landmarks in Harpers 
Ferry National Historical Park. 

Shepherdstown Elementary fourth graders 
working through the Time Trekker program, 
which combines place-based learning with 
augmented reality similar to the popular 
Pokemon Go game.
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Deborah Tucker
A Life of Art, Adventure, and Fine Cuisine

Isabella Snyder

Deborah Tucker’s most vivid childhood memo-
ries center on Rokeby Farm, where Dolley 
Madison escaped from the British during the 

War of 1812. There, Tucker grew up with four brothers 
in a rambling 1700s farmhouse. Located in McLean, 
Virginia, the farm was home to many animals, includ-
ing horses.

After attending Potomac and Madeira schools, 
Tucker enrolled in Mount Vernon College as a history 
major. Then she went to Georgetown University and 
received a degree in international management. While 
in college, she became engaged to a Frenchman 
and moved to southern France. Having studied 
French since fourth grade, she soon became 
fluent. Even after returning her 13-carat sapphire 
engagement ring and coming back to the United 
States, Tucker never stopped loving France.

Following Georgetown, Tucker worked 
at Fairchild Industries, an aerospace company 
where she developed a career in corporate com-
munications, investor relations, and brand mar-
keting. The first female officer in this Fortune 
500 company and in this industry sector, she  
has also worked in the high-tech industry and 
for a trade association in financial services. 
While at Fairchild, Tucker met her husband, 
Richard Sherman. They raised their two chil-
dren, Will and Annie, in Great Falls, Virginia. 
She’s proud of all her children, including three 
step-children who are in their 30s and raising 
families of their own.

After years of commuting to D.C., Tucker 
was ready for a change. She decided to look for 
a restaurant within a 90-minute radius of her 
home, family, and friends. Her husband, who 
couldn’t move because he was still working at the 
NASA Headquarters in D.C., where he directed the 
commercialization of space, encouraged her to explore 
new options, for which she is very grateful.

Asked why she chose to run a restaurant, Tucker 
answers, “I really couldn’t think of anything else I could 
do as a job that wasn’t pushing paper or marketing 
concepts. I wanted to engage with people; and what 
better place to do that, than in a restaurant? In your own 
restaurant, you have the full palette to play with—the 
environment, the food, the scents, the music.”

With a strong chef to help create the recipes, 
Tucker knew she would be able to bring a petit French 
bistro to Shepherdstown, a place she had discovered in 

the ’70s while visiting Kevin Connell, a friend of her 
father’s, who was developing the Yellow Brick Bank. 
Tucker was drawn to Shepherdstown because she likes 
the beautiful landscape, music, and theater offerings. 
Now she walks to work, and she can take a train into 
the city to visit friends.

In 2011 she simultaneously negotiated the purchase 
of Stone Soup Bistro—Liz Gallery’s creation—and a 
contract on a house on German Street. For her, it was 
the whole package or nothing at all. While going to 
school in Georgetown, she worked as a waitress, as 

“cheese mistress” at the Wine & Cheese Shop, and as 
a cook at La Creperie—experiences that prepared her 
well for the challenges that were to come after opening 
Bistro 112.

Tucker loves her staff at the Bistro, friends she 
has made through the restaurant, meeting new cus-
tomers, and hearing about their reasons for visiting 
Shepherdstown. She aims to create a great environment 
for people and memorable evenings. She has offered 
jazz on Fridays and is collaborating with Peggy 
McKowen of CATF to offer prix fixe dinners with 
readings that include Edgar Allan Poe’s work—this year 
paired with blues—and, at Christmas, David Sedaris’s 
Santaland Diaries. Last April she hosted an evening of 

poetry with Hope Maxwell Snyder, pairing food and 
wine from the countries featured in Snyder’s poetry. 
This Valentine’s Day will be celebrated with Letters, 
Lyrics, & Love, featuring music and readings by Laura 
First and Don Oehser. The common denominators for all 
these events are art and fine cuisine.

Clinch Calkins, Tucker’s grandmother and a great 
influence in her life, began her career in social work 
during the Depression. A poet who published with 
Knopf and Vantage, as well as in prestigious magazines 
like the New Yorker, Calkins gave her granddaughter 

advice that would benefit all writers: “You must 
just lock yourself away for x number of hours a 
day, every day, and write. Write about the bird 
outside your window or the friend you just got 
off the phone with. But write.” Calkins’s love of 
art was inherited by her granddaughter. Besides 
gardening, Tucker enjoys photography and draw-
ing. She recently studied with Judy Bradshaw at 
the Bridge Gallery.

Because Tucker shares her love of travel with 
her children, she takes them to visit new places 
every year. Besides living a year in Costa Rica 
and spending time in France, she has traveled 
throughout Europe, Africa, Latin America, and 
Australia. This winter she will visit Chile.

During her years in Shepherdstown, Tucker 
has made many contributions to the commu-
nity. She helped found BEST Group—Better 
Experiences for Shepherdstown Tourists—which 
produces DogFest, BooFest, and GardenFest. 
She has also served on the board of the 
Shepherdstown Visitors Center and has been 
involved with marketing campaigns. A member of 
the Shepherdstown Town Council, Tucker sits on 

the Planning Commission. During the years of the Sotto 
Voce Poetry Festival, Bistro 112 became an integral part 
of all poetry celebrations. More recently, it opened its 
doors to Master Classes taught by Stanley Plumly.

Tucker’s multicultural education, business acumen, 
and experience in the food industry, along with her love 
of art, make her an ideal member of our community. No 
wonder Bistro 112 has become a favorite spot for locals 
and visitors alike.

Isabella Snyder is a junior at Saint Maria Goretti High 
School. She has enjoyed many memorable evenings at 
Bistro 112 with friends and family and is looking for-
ward to many more. 

Deb Tucker in front of Bistro 112
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Shapes, Color, and Light
Eleanor Johnson Hanold

Ann Sharp, the artist, would tell you she sees you 
as a combination of unique shapes, colors, and 
light. Originally from Annapolis, Maryland, 

where she lived until 2002, Sharp is a commissioned 
portrait painter and still life artist. Beyond her bache-
lor’s degree in applied design and master’s in business 
from the University of Maryland, she once attended  
an atelier with highly regarded artist Anthony Ryder  
in Santa Fe, New Mexico, painting with and learning 
from Ryder five days a week, nine hours a day for  
nine months.

Ryder, Sharp says, 
saw the ability to draw 
as a prerequisite to 
learning to paint well, 
and he also focused on 
capturing shades and 
reflected light. Her 
husband, local artist Joe 
Mayer, taught her about 
seeing—“not the casual 
recognition of things but 
a step beyond.” Intently 
observing what is out 
there and then translat-
ing the experience into 
an oil painting is often 
consuming, she states. 
Composition, expres-
siveness, translation, and 
metaphor are key. “Less 
is more, so every stroke 
becomes important,” she 
suggests, as she contin-
ues to learn and grow as an artist able to capture the 
spirit and personality of her various subjects. Her work 
is increasingly impressionistic, while still capturing 
realistic representations of her subject’s individuality.

At age five, Sharp discovered her passion. During 
a bout with measles and pneumonia that led to two 
months of bedrest, she picked up paper and pencils 
that her parents had given her to help while away the 
hours and began drawing. From then on she doodled 
constantly. Still, she didn’t study art formally until her 
30s when she went to college as “an older student” and 
found she learned more from other students than from 

her teachers. Sharp believes talent is overrated; it is con-
tinual learning, passion, and practice that are essential 
for artists to be good at their craft.

As a single mother of three, Sharp spoke to her 
children about the importance of finding a passion, 
then learning how to make a living at what they loved. 
This was the formula for being happy in one’s work. 
Her family remembers her as someone who drew 
whenever she could, but Sharp’s primary task had to be 
supporting her family. Through continual striving, she 

became the director of a 
nonprofit in Annapolis, 
as perfect a job as she 
could have asked for, or 
so she thought. Then at 
55, she met and married 
Joe! He suggested she 
quit her job and paint 
with him in Easton, 
Maryland, where he had 
a studio. He offered to 
share a space and insisted 
that “time is the coin of 
the realm.” She listened, 
quit her job, and has been 
painting in a focused way 
since.

As a commissioned 
artist, mostly of portraits, 
Sharp approaches each 
piece systematically. The 
subject will come in for 
a sitting, and she will 
take photographs with 

the subject in different poses and from different angles. 
Once the preferred pose is chosen, Sharp completes 
a charcoal drawing on canvas which often involves 
several attempts. The charcoal drawing, she says, 
serves to instantiate the face into her mind. Before 
wiping away the charcoal, she uses a small brush with 
a mixture of oil paint and turpentine to outline the head 
and eyes and uses marks for the nose and mouth. Now 
it is time to begin to paint. When Sharp paints, she will 
occasionally refer to the photograph to ensure she has 
gotten the fabric right. She will have the subject return 
to sit as often as feasible. While she paints, the portrait 

becomes more about the paint, less about the object 
of the paint. Sharp cites as an example that thicker 
paints help the viewer see that it is a painting and not 
a photograph. And as she paints, she listens to books 
on tape, which serves to relax her. She paints slowly, 
attempting to stay with the goal she has set—to keep 
as her focus the relationship of the shapes, colors, 
and light—not simply the reporting of facts. Each day 
she spends in her studio motivates her to take greater 
risks. Like many artists, she is seldom satisfied with 
her work. “The journey is endless, still the rewards are 
many,” she says.

Next to her husband, Joe, painting is the love of 
Sharp’s life, and she feels that being engaged with  
her work keeps her young. She strives to be more 
impressionistic in her work, which is one of the 
reasons she respects the work of Robert Liberace. She 
sees Liberace as an excellent teacher, yet again only 
next to Joe, whose art she admires and whose advice 
she finds invaluable. Of the old artists, she admires 
Sergeant, Rembrandt, and Caravaggio. She believes 
that the greatest needs of an artist are encouragement, 
one’s own space, and feeling the identity of being  
an artist.

Sharp has served as founding president of the Talbot 
County Visual Arts Center and was former co-owner of 
the Studio Gallery in Easton, Maryland. She has contrib-
uted to many highly regarded group shows on the East 
Coast, and she displays her art regularly at the Trippe-
Hilderbrandt Gallery, Easton, Maryland. In 2014 Sharp 
was a featured artist at the Maryland Society of Portrait 
Painters Show, “A Moment Expressed.” In 2016 she 
earned a certificate at the Berkeley County Arts Show and 
won the award for Best Oil Painting in the Chestertown 
(Maryland) Art League. She has been appointed ambassa-
dor for the State of West Virginia by the Portrait Society 
of America. Her website is: www.annsharpart.com.

Eleanor Johnson Hanold feels about Ann Sharp’s  
portrait Storm’s A Comin’ the way Van Gogh felt upon 
viewing Rembrandt’s The Jewish Bride for the first time: 
“I should be happy to give 10 years of my life if I could 
go on sitting here in front of this picture for a fortnight, 
with only a crust of dry bread for food.”
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ANN SHARP

The Unlikely Three Mary

Zoe

A Good Nap
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See artworks in color at  
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

LonelyJoe and Jerry

Storm’s A Comin’

PHOTOS BY ANN SHARP
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Queer Little 
Piece Of Business
Then I could heal,
starting with myself
& working outwards from
the center I know
to the periphery
I’d only heard about.

I could save them all
from themselves, if I
could just get their attention.
They wouldn’t even need
to remember my name.
They could call it luck.

Then I could be a deer fly
and a book, some ash
and bone in a drawstring bag,
an appointment in Samarra,
someone’s true love,
a strong night wind.

Closing Time
I could go online, if I drew
a few more inches of water,

& learn why Pluto isn’t a planet
anymore, or why St. Christopher,

though he can still ride shotgun,
isn’t allowed to carry your luck

officially. Absenteeism,
politics, bad laws, love.

It’s enough to set you climbing
a water tower near the freeway

& starting to thin out the venereal
nouns of your choice for as long

as your ammo holds out. No,
if I could just remember

where I left that damned hearth
I think it’d all be okay.

Tabloid Rapture and Other Poems
Paul Grant

Paul Grant lives in Keedysville, Maryland. A longtime member of the Bookend Poets in 
Shepherdstown, he retired from the U.S. Postal Service. He also worked as a typographer, 
designing new ampersands—&—that he named after old movies.

Starlight Broadcast
Hello out there, my lovely
clockwork raptors, this
is your connoisseur
of coincidence calling
itself synchronicity before
its time reaching out to you
from the foggy, foggy dew
rolling down South Mountain,
say, say,
isn’t that the girl—the one
with the torn fish legs
and max factor rampant,
fresh from the alley
& cruising for more
of more—isn’t she
the granddaughter of
your daddy’s old fishing buddy,
Roosevelt? Isn’t her loose
vest the hunting jacket you gave
him when Daddy died,
& if you got close enough
would you still be able to smell
the squirrel blood dried
in the back pouch?
Who would have thought
you’d ever see her again,
much less here, where you can’t
usually see the trees for the forest,
& the daffodil pickles
and dandelion wine
have deceived already
deranged last things
into believing they’re not,
after all. O autonomous beloved
antimatter, o penny-dreadful pilgrims,
hear my song, & never leave me,
& when we’re old,
let us keep out the wolf
with Van Ronk’s old recording
of If I Had It To Do All Over
Again, I’d Do It All Over You,
written by Dylan on a bet
on the back of a napkin
back in the day,
when we were all still
moving targets.

Tabloid Rapture
When Glory’s last idea concerning us
shall come to pass, the double-wide that life
has crammed our memory palaces into
will ditch its blocks and hit the road again.
We’ll be as helpless as we’ve always been,
just forced now to admit it—and a few
more sins that we left out last time, as if
confession matters now the judgment’s passed.
We’ll boogie through the whirlwind in a cloud
of smoky mirrored tiles and fake stained-glass,
shag carpet, flying Barcaloungers, loud
jukebox orisons and spandexed ass.
The tacky King of Heaven will play fair
with us at least. And Elvis will be there.

Sugar
In Paradise
the polar ice

will have refrozen
into balanced sleep.
The trees we breathe
will be able to catch
their own breath, &

the music will never stop,
nor anyone weep

unless they want to.

In Paradise
I’ll be much nicer

than I am, a veritable
paragon. A saint. A star.

You, on the other
hand, will be
pretty much

exactly
as you are.

Honeysuckle Rose
One never knows, do one?
 —Thomas “Fats” Waller

In the blow-to-the-forehead re-mix, Fats
is heard muttering in a flurry
of bigger arpeggios it’s struggled up
to meet the swallowtails in the breeze
and my dreams of deep-fried love,
catfish with hushpuppies
and black magic moonshine.
  His right
and left hands are two angels
falling together through a solstice
on a St. Louis siding
while the Twentieth Century sleeps.
Somebody else will have
to pick up the tab
for WWII.

That beautiful slouch hat
from the Truman years winds up
on an old fisherman quite
happy to believe in ghosts,
which he calls memories
  & credits
with keeping him alive.
Out on the lazy river
checking his trotlines, we
get to singing like we really can,
  & before
you know it, we’re misbehaving,
not coming home
till we’re good and ready &
there’s no place else to go.
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Hail to the Chief Conservationist
Ranking Our Environmental Presidents

Mark Madison

No one has a right to grade a president…
  —President John F. Kennedy (1961)

Presidents have been much on my mind lately, as 
has their legacy. President Donald Trump has 
already made history as the first American presi-

dent with no government or military experience prior to 
his election. But of course, one week into his term (as this 
essay is being written) is too early to evaluate his legacy. 
Presidents would do well to remember that the future 
belongs to historians—odd as that phraseology seems.

Historians like nothing more than to rank presidents 
from best to worst, generally based on overall presi-
dential record. There is a consistency in the judgment 
of history, as the noble George Washington; savior 
of the Union Abraham Lincoln; and defeater of the 
Depression and Nazis, Franklin Roosevelt, consistently 
rank amongst the best presidents. Just as consistently, 
the worst presidents list usually includes the bumbling 
James Buchanan, the crooked Richard Nixon, and the 
corrupt Warren Harding.

Over the decades, presidential legacies are sifted by 
history into “good” and “bad” piles. The bad environ-
mental presidents are too numerous and sad for this essay. 
For example, there was virtually no idea of presidential 
stewardship of our nation’s resources for the first century 
of our nation, so how would one rank the first 22 presi-
dents? “Universally bad,” “universally indifferent,” “not 
applicable”? Several modern presidents who have run  
on an anti-environmental platform have been relatively 
ineffective in making large changes (e.g., Reagan) or  
had a change of heart in the last years of their administra-
tion (e.g., George W. Bush), so how to rank them? On 
rhetoric or results? For these reasons, it is far easier to 
rank the successful environmental presidents based on 
their conservation legacy. So here is one environmental 
historian’s completely unscientific, subjective, and  
hastily conceived list of the five best presidents for the 
environment—ranked in reverse order, no less.

5. Benjamin Harrison (1889–1893) is definitely 
the sleeper in this crowd. Harrison is little remembered 
today except for the oddity that he (the 23rd president) 
was the grandson of the ninth president, William Henry 
Harrison, creating the only grandfather-grandson duo 
to hold the office. His environmental legacy was sealed 
with the passage of the Forest Reserve Act of 1891 
establishing the National Forests and, for the first 
time, public land management for conservation. By 
the end of his term, Harrison had created 22 million 
acres of federal forest reservations and kicked off the 
idea of preserving antiquities by giving Casa Grande in 
Arizona federal protection. Finally, in 1892, President 
Benjamin Harrison issued an executive order to create 
the Afognak Forest and Fish Culture Reserve, which 
would be a spur for Theodore Roosevelt to create more 
wildlife reserves.

4. Jimmy Carter (1977–1981) was a voice in the 
wilderness and for the wilderness. Carter was ahead of 
his time regarding renewables, installing solar panels on 
the White House (which Reagan removed) and trying 
(futilely) to make Americans less profligate in their use 
of energy. In the wake of the 1978 Love Canal toxic 
disaster, Carter greatly strengthened the EPA by creat-
ing the Superfund regulations. But his greatest legacy 
came shortly before his one-term presidency ended. 
After years of work, on December 2, 1980, President 
Jimmy Carter signed the Alaska National Interest Lands 
Conservation Act (ANILCA), the most significant 
land conservation measure in the history of our nation. 
ANILCA protected over 100 million acres of federal 
lands in Alaska, doubling the size of the country’s 
national park and refuge system and tripling the amount 
of land designated as wilderness.

3. Richard Nixon (1969–1974) always makes the 
worst presidents list. But he did leave a significant 
environmental legacy, including the Environmental 
Protection Agency (1970), the Clean Air Act (1970), 
and the Endangered Species Act (1973). In spite 

of these milestones, Nixon was an ambivalent 
environmentalist.

2. Franklin Roosevelt (1933–1945) was the 
longest-serving president and therefore had the most 
time to burnish his conservation credentials. Following 
in the tradition of his fifth cousin Theodore Roosevelt, 
FDR created 140 national wildlife refuges (primarily 
for migratory birds), 29 national forests, and 29 national 
parks and monuments. FDR’s best idea was the Civilian 
Conservation Corps, which introduced 3.4 million young 
Americans to the outdoors from 1933 to 1942, in the pro-
cess building 13,000 miles of trails, planting two billion 
trees, and upgrading 125,000 miles of dirt roads so the 
rest of the nation could also enjoy our public lands.

1. Theodore Roosevelt (1901–1909) was Mr. 
Conservation, establishing 230 million acres of public 
lands during his very active presidency from 1901 to 
1909 including: 150 national forests, the first 55 federal 
bird reservation and game preserves, five national 
parks, and the first 18 national monuments. As if that 
was not enough, TR and his closest advisor, the first 
forestry chief, Gifford Pinchot, helped popularize 
the new term “conservation” not only creating the 
American Conservation Movement, but also naming it. 
An avid hunter, outdoorsman, and published ornitholo-
gist, Roosevelt’s conservation was as broad as his 
varied interests, and he created the U.S. Forest Service 
and the National Wildlife Refuge System. In 1907 
Roosevelt described the importance of this new move-
ment writing: “The conservation of natural resources 
is the fundamental problem. Unless we solve that 
problem, it will avail us little to solve all others.” One 
hundred and ten years later, we still await a president 
with his vision and leadership.

Mark Madison teaches environmental history, envi-
ronmental ethics, and environmental film at Shepherd 
University and sincerely hopes nobody ever ranks him 
as a historian or a columnist.
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Theodore Roosevelt, Yosemite 
National Park, 1905

Franklin D. Roosevelt at 
Shenandoah Park, 1933 

Richard Nixon campaigning, 1968President Jimmy Carter at 
Gettysburg, 1978

White House portrait of Benjamin 
Harrison, 1894
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West Virginia, a Jewel in the Crown
‘Make It Shine’

Lee Doty

In a number of sad ways, West 
Virginia is a statistical standout 
state. Some surveys place the 

Mountain State among the 10 most 
challenged for overdose deaths, obe-
sity, poverty, access to health care, and 
education scores. In one critical area, 
however, West Virginia ranks better than 
most. According to the 2014 American 
State Litter Scorecard, the most recent 
of litter studies released every three 
years for the American Society for 
Public Administration, West Virginia 
is better than the majority of states for 
public space cleanliness and was num-
ber one in the nation for the amount 
disbursed per year and per person on 
environmental protection. Since 2008, 
when the studies began, West Virginia 
has been “steadily improving.”

Aside from not wanting an ugly 
landscape, why care about litter? What’s 
at stake when litter is not properly 
contained? Litter results nationwide in 
800 fatalities per year. It harms birds 
and animals, reduces economic develop-
ment prospects, increases state budgets, 
and turns off tourists. Studies show it 
encourages crime. Finally, it degrades 
the quality of life for West Virginia’s 
children and wastes one of the nation’s 
crown jewels, the mystical beauty of 
West Virginia.

The West Virginia Department of 
Transportation, Division of Highways 
is responsible for keeping Jefferson 
County roads clean. With 38,759 miles 
of public roads statewide, however, no 
way the state could afford to pay the 
number of litter pickups necessary to 
keep all those roads clean. To attack 
the problem, DOT and the state’s 
Department of Environmental Protection 
co-sponsor the Adopt-A-Highway 
Program. Begun in the late ’80s, the 
program recruits volunteers to help keep 
highways clean. Anyone over 12, as 
well as nonprofits and businesses, may 
select a road and participate. DOH pro-
vides cleanup supplies and picks up the 
bagged litter. A two-year commitment, 
with three cleanups per year, is required.

In Jefferson County, the Adopt-
A-Highway program has received 
a major boost for 20 years from the 
Keep Jefferson Beautiful program. It 
all started, according to John DeGurse, 
a maritime lawyer with a visceral 
intolerance of litter, when he and 
like-minded residents filled the county 
courthouse, urging the Jefferson County 
Commission to recognize the litter prob-
lem. One commissioner in particular, 
Jim Ruland, did just that. The result 
was the creation of the KJB. DeGurse 
credits county residents Peggy Sharp 
and Polly Hocksmith with jumpstarting 
KJB. One of its fundamental purposes 
is to promote programs that eliminate 
trash and litter, such as West Virginia’s 
Adopt-A-Highway program.

KJB’s current president is Billy 
Madert, also the director of the Jefferson 
County Solid Waste Authority. Madert 
is a youthful, baseball-capped husband 
and father of two and graduate of 
Shepherd University’s Environmental 
Studies program. During school, he 
became involved in the campus recycling 
program, and from there, with JCSWA. 
One of his Shepherd professors, a board 
member of the authority, encouraged 
Madert and his buddies to learn more 

about recycling. Madert’s interest 
grew. To this important and seemingly 
intractable problem of keeping Jefferson 
County beautiful, DeGurse brings 20 
years of institutional memory and unre-
mitting drive, and Madert brings energy, 
enthusiasm, and expertise.

Over the years, KJB has recruited 
scout troops, churches, businesses like 
Walmart, fraternities and sororities, and 
even inmates from the Eastern Regional 
Jail. Madert estimates that a good 23 
percent of the 485 miles of county 
roads are currently “adopted.” The men 
acknowledge 111 miles of road is a 
wonderful start but, to paraphrase Robert 
Frost, they have many miles to go before 
they sleep.

Historically, KJB has, upon request, 
facilitated adoptions of highways and 
“spots” (which are shorter than roads) 
like parks, underpasses and pull-off 
areas. Faced with staffing changes 
and reorganizations at the state level, 
businesses going bankrupt, and budget 
cuts reducing supervisor availability 
for inmates, KJB saw the need to 
galvanize its program. Now, together 
with the JCSWA, it will actively recruit 
participants from four separate groups: 
business, civic, and religious groups, 

and homeowners’ associations. This 
approach is enthusiastically supported 
by the Jefferson County Commission.

When asked what parts of KJB and 
Adopt-A-Highway work well or need 
improvement, Madert and DeGurse 
agree that the distribution of cleanup 
supplies at the Jefferson County garage 
on Leetown Pike and the pickup of 
bagged trash work extremely well. 
What’s more, once a road is clean, it is 
more likely to remain clean. Likewise, 
Adopt-A-Highway signage, indicating 
that a volunteer has picked up the trash, 
serves as a reminder not to litter.

As to improvements, the county 
needs more volunteers, both to adopt 
highways and spots and to participate 
in the KJB organization. This is 
because the roadside deposit of litter, 
composed primarily of cigarette butts, 
aluminum cans, fast-food wrappers and 
other papers, is unrelenting. The county 
also needs more efficient, ongoing 
participation by government agencies, 
admittedly affected by reorganizations 
and cuts, to expand much-needed pub-
licity and support recordkeeping and 
analysis essential for effective use of 
scarce resources.

A common trait among states most 
successful on the Litter Scorecard is a 
litter prevention slogan. In West Virginia, 
it’s “Make It Shine.” It’s high time to 
make Jefferson County shine.

The KJB’s next cleanup drive 
extends from April 22 through May 6. 
Please address any questions about how 
to adopt a highway or spot or to other-
wise support the KJB, such as attending 
its monthly meetings, to Billy Madert at 
304-728-0430 or John DeGurse at  
941-497-2983 or, after April 10, 
304-876-6368.

Lee Doty recently retired from 35 years 
practicing law. In addition to a law 
degree, she has a master of fine arts 
in creative writing. Her short fiction 
has appeared in publications such as 
Philadelphia Stories, Pen & Ink Times, 
and Chestnut Hill Local.

John DeGurse and Billy Madert
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Two Good Towns
Stephen Altman

I spent the winter holidays this year 
visiting friends in Italy. They live 
in the north, in a town called San 

Benedetto Po. I’d been there before, but 
not for a few years—that is, not since I’d 
moved to Shepherdstown. This time, I 
couldn’t help but do a little comparison.

Unlike Shepherdstown, San 
Benedetto Po is full of Italians. Not just 
descendants of Italians, but actual Italians 
speaking Italian. They eat better than 
we do and they dress better, too. By and 
large, they are better looking. Their pop 
music is terrible. Introverts are harder to 
find there. Hospitality is not. If you can 
speak a hundred words of Italian, they 
will gladly supply the rest.

We like to brag that Shepherdstown 
was chartered in 1762. That was so long 
ago. There wasn’t even a United States 
back then. But San Benedetto Po grew up 
around a sprawling Benedictine monas-
tery founded in the year 1007 CE. Back 
then, not only was there no United States, 
but, from the Italian perspective, there 
was no New World.

Within a couple of blocks of the 
monastery and the grand basilica that 
adjoins it, there’s a high levee that 
protects the town from the River Po’s 
occasional floods. Climb the levee and 
gaze across the broad green fields, and 
you can’t help but stand and think, 
These fields have been tilled for a thou-
sand years.

And they’re obviously Italian 
fields—warm and fertile, broken in the 
distance by brief lines of cypress trees. 
As the mist burns off in the morning, the 
fields are lit, not by ordinary sunlight, 
but by that gorgeous, burnishing, mel-
lowing, hallowing Italian sun. I know 
that’s overwriting. But you just can’t help 
seeing it this way. One of the endearing 
things about Italians is that even they see 
it this way.

The Italians seem to have moved 
beyond the mere utility of things—food, 
shelter, clothing—to find in every object 
or experience an opportunity to make 
art. Maybe this is what is really meant 
by style. The Italians do style—expres-
sive, dramatic, playful, tactile, eye-
filling, mouth-watering, operatic—in 

ways that just 
charm you 
silly. Their 
lives are as 
filled with 
complications 
as ours are—
maybe even 
more so—but 
Italian style is 
a consolation.

It says 
something 
about San 
Benedetto Po 
that, as in so 
many Italian 
cities and 
towns, the main streets have names like 
Via Dante, Via D’Annunzio, Via Verdi, 
Via Puccini. It’s a country where poets 
and composers are national heroes.

Cross our river, the Potomac, and 
you’ll find marvelous woods to walk. 
But the forests around San Benedetto Po 
were timbered for farmland long ago. 
So while our town has many old frame 
houses with tin roofs, San Benedetto Po 
has stone or masonry homes, sometimes 
painted or stuccoed, with tile roofs. It 
also has that 500-year-old stone basilica 
in the middle.

We have a university. San Benedetto 
Po does not (which may explain the 

lack of a bookstore). But, as we do, San 
Benedetto Po has a charming old public 
library, although theirs is located in 
several pillared and vaulted rooms of the 
old monastery, in a space that until some 
40 years ago housed an abattoir.

The town has the kinds of establish-
ments that we have—bars and coffee 
shops, bakeries, health-food stores. 
It also has a butcher shop devoted to 
horsemeat (which few of us here seem 
to miss), and a sparely furnished social 
club where old men who were once fiery 
leftists now gather in the afternoon to 
play cards.

Gathering is a thing Italians do well. 
Even a town like San Benedetto Po has  
its wide cobblestone piazza, and on a  

temperate evening you can always walk 
over and find company—lots of company.

That company could be anybody. 
Here’s a trait Shepherdstown and San 
Benedetto Po share. People in both 
towns connect across generations, 
professions, educational backgrounds, 
income levels. It seems that what counts 
is the person you are, not the category 
into which you fall.

Hang out at, say, Town Run 
Brewing Company in Shepherdstown, 
and it’s not much different, at least 
in principle, from hanging out at 
Bombonera Cafe on the piazza in San 
Benedetto Po. You’ll see the judge with 

his buddy the house painter, or the local 
band in which two of the musicians are 
students and two are retirees.

There are, though, areas in which the 
two towns should never try to compete. 
Italians will never make folk or pop 

music to match ours. Americans will 
never have comparable fashion sense. 
There’s hardly a fellow in our town who 
could pull off wearing a knitted cowl 
sweater or a long silk scarf around his 
neck looped just so. Then again, I haven’t 
met too many guys in San Benedetto Po 
who’d look natural wearing a baseball 
cap, or affecting that flannel-, khaki-, 
and denim-based look known to some as 
“hipster casual.”

That said, in the broadest sense the 
towns share a quality that makes them 
alike. They are real places. They feel 
like themselves. If you live in either 
town, you can walk almost anywhere, 
and when you do, you’ll likely bump 
into someone you’ve known—probably 
for a long time. And if a stranger shows 
up knowing about a hundred words of 
your language, or even fewer, you’re 
sure to be…kind.

Stephen Altman is lucky enough to have 
friends in both towns.

Oscar Porcelli and his mom, Francesca 
Malagutti, two great friends in  
San Benedetto Po
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Late afternoon at the basilica

Inside the public library, housed in the old monastery in San Benedetto Po
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The Editor and the Spy
Espionage and Poetry in Shepherdstown  

on the Eve of the Civil War
Jerry Thomas

[Editor’s note: Harper’s Ferry and Charlestown are 
spelled as they were at the time of the events discussed 
in this article.]

In 2012 Yale University Press published John Brown’s 
Spy: The Adventurous Life and Tragic Confession 
of John E. Cook, by Steven Lubet. The book details 

Cook’s early life in New England and activities in Kansas 
and Virginia (largely in Jefferson County) leading up to 
John Brown’s abortive attempt in October 1859, to inspire 
a slave rebellion at Harper’s Ferry and Cook’s subsequent 
confession and execution for his part in the plot. One 
part of the Cook story left untold by Lubet and others 
who have written about these events, is Cook’s connec-
tion with Shepherdstown. To establish a local cover for 
his espionage activities, Cook pulled the wool over the 
eyes of Shepherdstown Register editor John H. Zittle by 
appearing to him as a “literary character.”

Born in 1829 to a prosperous Congregationalist 
family in Haddam, Connecticut, the young Cook com-
bined a love of tales and poetry with a devotion to guns 
and risky adventures. He went to Yale at 20 to study law 
but never finished, because, as a relative wrote, Cook 
“wandered in a land of dreams,” talking incessantly, 
writing sentimental verse for lady friends, and yearning 
for a bold undertaking.

He went to New York in May 1854. There he found 
his cause, embracing a militant abolitionism, likely 
inspired by the sermons of Henry Ward Beecher of 
Plymouth Congregational Church in Brooklyn Heights. 
He was also likely inspired by Uncle Tom’s Cabin, the 

influential 1852 antislavery novel written by Beecher’s 
older sister, Harriet Beecher Stowe.

Later in 1854, he joined the fight in Kansas over 
slavery in the territories. A dead shot, he became known 
for recklessness, bravery, and womanizing, as his free-
state forces fought proslavery militia called “border 
ruffians.” There he also joined forces with John Brown.

More than a year before the Harper’s Ferry raid, 
Brown sent Cook to Jefferson County to gather intel-
ligence and to compile a census of local slaves who 
might be ready to rise up against their masters and a 
list of prominent men of the area who might be useful 
as hostages.

Cook traveled about Jefferson and Berkeley 
Counties and along the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal, 
identifying himself as a schoolteacher, canal worker,  
or bookseller and ingratiating himself with local 
people. In the late winter of 1859, he came into  
Zittle’s office at the Shepherdstown Register claiming 
he was a bookseller making available to the public  
Joel Tyler Headly’s Life of Washington. Impressed by 
the striking young man of slight stature, blue eyes,  
and flowing blond hair, Zittle bought the book and 
gave Cook a plug in his newspaper, writing in the issue 
of February 5, 1859, “Now is your chance getting a 
book worth having” and urged every Shepherdstown 
family to buy a copy. In succeeding weeks, Cook 
visited frequently, and several of his poems appeared 
in the Register.

In Harper’s Ferry, after courting several area 
women, he married his innkeeper’s daughter, Mary 

Virginia “Jenny” Kennedy, just a month before their 
child, John E. Cook Jr., was born.

Cook talked to prominent slave owners in the county 
and to slaves. John Brown later complained that Cook’s 
exaggerated and uncritical reports had misled him into 
thinking that the slaves were “ripe for insurrection.”

On the night of October 16, 1859, Brown led a 
group of 21 followers to capture the federal arsenal 
and armory at Harper’s Ferry. Cook and others seized 
hostages and took them to Brown and then crossed the 
Potomac to secure their Maryland base. Brown and his 
surviving men ended up being captured in the engine 
house by U.S. Marines under Col. Robert E. Lee.

About 10 of Brown’s group were killed in the fight-
ing, five escaped, and some six community people died, 
including the mayor, Fontaine Beckham. Cook fled into 
Pennsylvania only to be quickly captured and returned 
to Virginia authorities.

In Shepherdstown, conflicting reports and rumors 
from Harper’s Ferry led to a panic. Editor Zittle now 
called Cook “a wolf in sheep’s clothing.” With other 
members of the local Hamtramck Guards, he rushed 
to Harper’s Ferry. Shepherdstown mayor, Dr. John 
Reynolds, organized a patrol to secure the town. Next 
day, hearing that a band of insurgents and slaves 
headed by Cook was on its way upriver to attack 
Shepherdstown, some of the oldest citizens quickly 
organized a company commanded by Col. Charles 
Harper and marched through the streets surrounded by 
cheering women and children. After a mile of march-
ing down the canal towpath, men on a passing canal 

Illustration from New York News Illustrated of the execution in Charlestown of John Edwin Cook and Edwin Coppoc
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boat told them that Cook had fled into the mountains. 
Later the same day, the Hamtramck Guards returned 
from Harper’s Ferry to fifes and drums and the cheers 
and bouquets of the town’s ladies in an atmosphere 
that anticipated the early moments of the coming  
Civil War.

Seven captured raiders, including Brown and 
Cook, faced trials in Charlestown. Cook received 
legal advice from his brother-in-law, Ashbel Willard, 
the governor of Indiana, and Willard’s friend, Daniel 
Voorhees, United States attorney for Indiana. Rather 
than taking the high ground of affirming the effort 
to free slaves and protecting its supporters, as John 
Brown did in a brief and eloquent defense, they tried 
to save Cook by blaming John Brown and his Northern 
backers for misleading the young men Brown had 
gathered for the attack. Cook made a last attempt to 
avoid his fate when, on the eve of their execution, he 
and a fellow prisoner, Edwin Coppoc, chipped away 
the bricks of the outer wall of their cell in a failed 
escape attempt.

The widespread fear and panic in Virginia and the 
South spurred the state to act quickly, convicting and 
hanging all of the captured raiders by March 16, 1860. 
On December 16, 1859, two weeks after Brown’s exe-
cution for treason, murder, and conspiracy to inspire 
slave rebellion, Shepherdstown’s Hamtramck Guards 
escorted Cook and Coppoc from the jail to their execu-
tions in Charlestown. The Jefferson County Register 
of Deaths prosaically listed Cook’s cause of death as 
“gallows” and occupation as “adventurer.” Biographer 
Lubet says that Cook “was a casualty of the coming 
Civil War.” His gravestone in Green-Wood Cemetery 
in Brooklyn reads that “he died for the cause of human 
liberty.” Because of the nature of his defense, his effort 
to escape justice, and his year of living as a spy among 
them, white Jefferson Countians hated Cook the most. 
Even in the week after his death, some blamed an 

outbreak of rural fires on unknown slaves whom Cook 
allegedly had influenced.

Civil War historian James M. McPherson writes 
that the Southern reaction to John Brown’s raid 
“brought to the surface a paradox that lay at the heart 
of slavery.” Slave owners lived in fear of slave insur-
rection, but they also insisted that slaves were treated 
well and remained cheerful in bondage. They felt 
vindication when few slaves joined Brown’s raid, but 
throughout the South when it became apparent that 
noted leaders of Northern opinion found nobility in 
Brown’s abolitionist goals, Southern anger grew and 
many prepared to fight. Public reaction in the North 
was more complicated as many opposed slavery but 
abhorred the violence of Brown’s methods.

When the war came, Zittle closed his newspaper 
for the duration and was elected first lieutenant of the 
Hamtramck Guards, Company B of the 2nd Regiment of 
Virginia Infantry, later known as the Stonewall Brigade. 
After the war, Zittle resumed publication of the Register 
and served several terms as mayor. In 1882 he sold 
the Register to Harry L. and William Snyder. Over the 
years, he had also compiled a collection of comments 
and documents about the Harper’s Ferry raid, but it lan-
guished largely unknown until his widow, Minnie, had 
it published in 1906, five years after his death, under the 
title A Correct History of the John Brown Invasion of 
Harper’s Ferry.

In 1860 Jenny Cook returned to Harper’s Ferry 
to live again at her mother’s rooming house, but local 
resentment forced her to leave. She later remarried  
and lived in Illinois. Her son John E. Cook Jr. became 
a prominent lawyer in New York. Cook’s poems  
mirror the romantic, mystical, dark, and morbid mus-
ings of the age but reflect nothing of the cause for 
which he died. Zittle’s Correct History contains six 
of the poems that Cook gave him and one that Cook 
wrote for his wife and child just before his execution. 

The poems can be accessed in online versions of 
Zittle’s book.

Shepherdstown resident Jerry Bruce Thomas,  
professor emeritus of history at Shepherd University, 
retired from teaching in 2009. He may be contacted at  
jthomas31241@gmail.com.
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Prisoners John Edwin Cook and Edwin Coppoc awaiting execution, in their Charlestown jail cell with reportersJohn Edwin Cook, John Brown’s spy

Frontispiece of John Henry Zittle’s posthumous book,  
A Correct History of the John Brown Invasion at Harper’s 
Ferry, West Virginia (1906)
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The Empowerer
Keryn Newman Unplugs Electricity Fees

Hannah Cohen

K eryn Newman did not foresee becoming an 
advocate, but she did. For many years she 
flipped on the lights without thinking about the 

electricity powering her home. When she began to ask 
questions about a proposed electrical transmission line, 
her youngest child was in high school and her older 
children had moved into their collegiate and early pro-
fessional careers.

For nine years, she first opposed the proposed trans-
mission line and then contested the funds being sought 
by project leaders as rates charged to electricity custom-
ers. While her individual share of the ordered return 
of funds amounts to a few cents, the overall return to 
ratepayers currently amounts to about $6.2 million.

In 2008 Newman had learned of an electrical 
transmission project known as the Potomac Appalachian 
Transmission Highline. The proposed project’s route 
was mapped to run through her neighborhood before 
moving down the road into other areas of Jefferson 
County. The PATH route was to travel through three 
states, reaching through West Virginia from Charleston 
to Frederick, Maryland, aiming to increase the output of 
electrical power.

Newman sought to know why more power was 
needed, at the expense of excavating her backyard, 
her county, her state, and others’ states. She had more 

unanswered questions, so she began research that 
would take her to legal proceedings with the group 
that proposed and planned the PATH project. Electrical 
transmission companies charge customers usage rates 
for electricity, a rate based on a formula that accounts 
for various costs.

Newman wanted to know if ratepayers had been 
charged for the fees the PATH project paid for advertis-
ing, lobbying, and advocating. This past January, the 
Federal Energy Regulation Commission found that rate-
payers had been charged for PATH project expenditures 
to influence public officials. Such costs should not have 
been factored into the rate formula.

As of 2012 the PATH route was no longer planned 
to be built into her neighborhood, yet lingering concerns 
about the project’s finances caused Newman to continue 
working to understand who was paying for certain 
expenditures. Newman decided to put down her protest 
sign and put on her business suit.

With prior experience in accounts payable, 
Newman researched the rate calculator used to deter-
mine what rates were being charged to customers. 
Her work suggested certain project costs were being 
charged to ratepayers that should not be. Newman 
was not alone in her pursuits. She began working with 
Alison Haverty, whom she met when learning about 

the proposed project. The women partnered, each seek-
ing answers, each inspiring the other.

In 2011 Newman and Haverty filed their first legal 
challenge and were granted the ability to contest the 
charges. By year’s end, they filed another complaint, 
and in 2012 they began discussing these complaints 
with the Federal Energy Regulation Commission. In 
2015, hearings began in Washington, D.C., and Newman 
found herself on the commuter train to the nation’s 
capital for 15 days of proceedings.

Representing the case, Newman, who never previ-
ously felt comfortable speaking in public, stood up in 
the same room with attorneys and experts. In 2008, if 
filing legal complaints, writing legal briefs, cross-exam-
ining witnesses, and working closely with the energy 
sector were in Newman’s future, she did not know it. 
She compares the past years to hurdling. One can only 
jump one hurdle at a time before taking on the next. Her 
advice is to focus on the hurdle in front of you, get over 
it, and move on to the next.

Despite her tireless efforts, Newman is not tired. 
She is grateful for her experiences and for the people 
she met and continues to help. If she is surprised at 
where she is today, Newman said, her mother is not. 
As a child, Newman’s mother reminded her, she made 
friends with those who needed someone to be their 
friend and was not reluctant to voice her opinions.

Around the time the PATH project was presented to 
the local community, Newman was at a crossroads in her 
life, deciding whether to re-enter her professional career. 
She found an irreplaceable experience. Without Haverty, 
who Newman calls “friend, fellow PATH opponent, and 
joint litigant,” Newman doesn’t think she could have 
continued the laborious research, proceeding on a formi-
dable learning curve. With projects of this size, however, 
no leader is really alone. The Shepherdstown community 
lent its support when the project was first presented there, 
and other communities reached out as the proposed line 
was discussed in their regions.

In 2011 Newman was awarded The West Virginia 
Environmental Council’s Laura Forman Grassroots 
Activism Award. If you want to learn more about the 
issues and events impacting your community, Newman 
recommends from her own experience, act early, stay 
informed, and find your sticking point. And remember, 
you can only jump one hurdle at a time.

For more information about Newman’s work, see 
www.stoppathwv.com.

Hannah is ready to spring forward. 
Keryn Newman
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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, Neal Peterson, (304) 584-3126, 

rnealpeterson@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
John Allen
Stephen Altman
Mary Sue Catlett
Denis & Nan Doss
Cindi & Billy Ray Dunn
Kathryn Haddad
Hardy Mason
George & Patricia McKee
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Mary Ann Rogers
Lisa & Paul Welch
Mark & Kimberly Wilson
Roy Winkel

Patrons
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Frances Brolle
Nancy Hoofe & James Campbell
Bonnie Casely
Pat Hamilton & Lynn Coddington
Sandra D’Onofrio
William & Sarah Drennen
Carlos Mejia & Steven Engert
Debra Hammer
James & Mary Holland
Stanley & Judith Jones
Brian King
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Charlotte & Fred Porter
Cheryl & John Pullen
Michael & Susan Rakoff
Donna Hill & Walt Retzsch
Philip Salladay
Vicki & Peter Smith
Marie Tyler-McGraw
Henry Willard
Pattie & Paul Wilmoth

Partners
Rebecca & Stephen Ayraud
Elise & Martin Baach
Sheila Bach
Barbara & George Baker
Dennis Barron
MS. Bedinger
Mary Bell
Linda & Dow Benedict
Edwinna Bernat
Carl & Betty Beyeler
Patricia Donohoe & Dr. David Borchard
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Dodi & Frank Bradley
Frank & Theresa Bradley
Judith & Marc Briod
Patricia & Charles Brown
Sandy Brown
John & Helen Burns
Karen & James Cain
Ann Christy
Andrea Sue Collins
Richard Conard
Frances & Philip Cox
John & Margaret Demer
Ned Edelen Jr.
Pat & Jack Egle
Jean Elliott
Lynne Wiseman & Marilyn England
Joan & Erdem Ergin
Kristin Alexander & Jeffrey Feldman
Eleanor Finn
Susan & Richard Fletcher
Rosemary Geist
William & Jeanine Hammond
Eleanor & George Hanold
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Barbara Heinz
Sharon Henderson
Lily Hill
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
James Horton
Catherine Irwin
Stephanie & Perry Jamieson
Virginia Janes
Laura & Roland Johnson
Sandra & Clifford Kaiser
Joan Keith
Susan Kennedy
Ronald Kepple
Susan Clemmens Kern

Lillian Kinser
Kathy & Richard Klein
John & Melinda Landolt
James Leathers
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Chris Mark
Daniel Mason
George Mason
Sandra & James Mauck Jr.
Althea Miller
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Juanita Moler
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Saundra Moreland
Ella Mose
Rhea & Russell Moyer Jr.
Timothy & Esther Murphy
Suellen Myers
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Lisa Parkinson
Ralph & Laura Petrie
Rebecca Phipps
Louise & Craig Potter
Michael Pratt
Maylene & Ronald Reisbig
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Martha & Robert Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Ann Coulter & John Shaw
Michelle Wheeler & James Siegel
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
Pamela Sloate
Jo-Ann Kelly & Alton Smith
Sara Smith
Betty & Harold Snyder
Betty Snyder
James & Mary Staley
Elisabeth Staro
Nancy & John Streeter Jr.
Clifton Stubblefield
Renee & Phillip Suydam
Susan Swanda
Gloria & Robert Thatcher
Denise Troxell
Darlene & Brian Truman
Daniel & Jeannette Van Belleghem
Mary Van Meter
Anthony Vanderveldt
Elizabeth Walter

James & Sandra Watkins
Mildred & Fred Wells
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Susan Brown & Arthur Winebutg
Virginia Lee Winston
Esther Wood
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Johnna Armstrong & Paul Woods
Lynn & Chesley Yellott
Martha & Jack Young

Friends
Nicola Bastian
Jane & Lawrence Blash
Barbara & Clifton Brooks Jr.
Odetta  Brown
Eliabeth Bufithis
Rosemarie Coy
Marian Trovinger-Griffith
Marian Griffith
Amanda & Jeffrey Groff
H. Anne Harris
David Klinger
Phyllis & Laurin Letart
Barbara Madigan
Rebecca Murphy
Shirley Lahman Myers
Barbara & Richard Nickell
William & Linda O’Brien
Lori Simmons
Burt & Cari Simon
Lynn Truslow
Emily Vaughn
Rie Wilson

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

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

DONORS

22

Panhandle Earth Day Celebration
April 22, 2017  •  Morgan’s Grove Park  •  Shepherdstown, WV 

http://pedc.earthvibeproductions.com
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BLUE MOON CAFE

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

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

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

SPACE AVAILABLE

Call 304-876-6466

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

“Darkness cannot drive out darkness;  
only light can do that. 

Hate cannot drive out hate;  
only love can do that.” 

Martin Luther King, Jr.
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