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A Wholesome Table
In the presence of my enemies

Randall Tremba

* * *

R ecently, I reread Psalm 23 (“The Lord Is My Shepherd”) in light of what 
I’ve been learning about nutrition. You prepare a table before me in the 
presence of my enemies. Indeed, many enemies are aligned against our 

health. And we may be our own worst enemy. The American diet is slowly killing us.
But we are not doomed. We can choose another way of eating.
Full disclosure: I am no paragon of healthy eating. I occasionally crave a Big 

Mac or fish and chips washed down with a Guinness—which, if you can believe the 
Irish, is “as good as milk.” Which begs the question: And how GOOD is milk?

Anyway, I may not always practice what I preach, but truth must still be 
preached and that includes the truth about food. Eating, as it turns out, is as much a 
spiritual practice as prayer and charity. If our bodies are “temples” of the Holy One, 
they must be respected and protected.

I was blessed to have a mother who prepared a wholesome table. She fed her 
family from a garden of tomatoes, beans, lettuce, radishes, onions, and corn. She 
believed in eating lots of vegetables and fruit. Still she eventually succumbed to the 
convenience of processed foods and their time-saving benefits as touted by adver-
tisements. And so we occasionally ate fish sticks and tater tots.

She also believed the government’s food pyramid, not knowing it was 
influenced by Big Agriculture, Big Beef, and Big Dairy. So we ate lots 
of meat and eggs and drank lots of milk to make our bones strong. 
Over and over she was told: Milk is good for every body. And: 
You can’t get protein without meat.

But we’ve now learned that ain’t so. We are wis-
ing up. The dramatic increase in cancer, diabetes, 
heart disease, and obesity since World War II is 
no fluke. It can easily be traced to a change in 
the American diet. We are a nation of ever more 
sick and sickly people.

The food industry, like the tobacco industry, 
has foisted misleading information upon us. Even 
package labeling is designed to confuse. We throw 
up our hands in frustration. Who has time and patience to sort it all out? 
Besides, next year they’ll tell us what was bad for us is now good.

My wife sets a table that’s even more wholesome than my mother’s. But on road 
trips with our children, I’m ashamed to admit, we frequently stopped at the Golden 
Arches. It was convenient and cheap—and the bathrooms were clean!

A few years ago we were on a road trip with our New Mexico granddaughters, 
who were four years old at the time. In Carlsbad, we nonchalantly pulled into a 
McDonald’s. At the sight of the Golden Arches both screamed at once: NO! NOT 
MCDONALD’S! YUCK! YUCK! IT’S POISON!

That’s what I call progress.
We are learning to eat better. Local farming and farmers markets help.
Shopping and eating habits are hard to break. But if we can’t break them, don’t 

worry. Another Big is ready to help make it easy on us. If an unwholesome diet 
makes us sick or sickly, Big Pharma will save us.

Got a health problem? No worries. We’ll make a pill to fix it. Can’t eat whole-
some foods? No worries. We’ll make a nutritional supplement.

Everybody seems to be working on ways to cure cancer, heart disease, diabetes, 
and obesity, yet not so many on ways to prevent them. Follow the money—billions 
to research cures and manufacture pills for this and that, pennies to teach and pro-
mote prevention.

So let me add my two cents: Wholesome eating fortifies health and prevents 
most diseases. Food, after all, is the best medicine.

Lately I’ve been feasting on books about nutrition: Whole: Rethinking 
the Science of Nutrition, by Colin Campbell; Healthy Eating, Healthy World: 
Unleashing the Power of Plant-Based Nutrition, by J. Morris Hicks; Food 
Revolution, by John Robbins; and How Not To Die, by Michael Greger.

I have also seen the film Forks Over Knives, which makes the case that if we 
put healthier food on our forks, we wouldn’t have to go under the knife for heart and 
artery repairs nearly as often, if at all. Think about it. Which is more radical behav-
ior: to eat mainly fruits, vegetables, grains, rice, and beans with little or no meat or 
to have your chest cut open and arteries patched?

That shouldn’t be a hard choice to make.
A friend who suffered with high blood pressure and signs of heart disease 

switched to a whole-food, plant-based diet three years ago and now is off a dozen 
medications and down 30 pounds. I’ve also heard of diabetics who reversed and 
even eliminated their condition on such a nutritional plan.

According to John Robbins, a “food revolution” is coming much like the 
revolution that dramatically changed society’s attitude and behavior toward 

tobacco. The food revolution is moving rather quickly. It is led by lots 
of millennials, a cohort with huge influence in the marketplace. 

From what I’ve read, 30 percent of millennials are vegetar-
ians compared with 3 percent of the general population. 

Grocery stores and restaurants are adapting, includ-
ing several in Shepherdstown.

These millennials haven’t changed their 
habits just for their own health, eating lower 
on the food chain to reduce the risk of obesity, 
diabetes, heart disease, and cancer. They eat that 

way because they have also heard this shocking 
news: The skyrocketing worldwide demand for meat 

is killing the planet.
The increase in air pollution and global warming can be traced in 

large part to the destruction of more and more rainforest to raise more and more 
grain to fatten more and more cattle to satisfy the world’s demand for more and 
more meat. And that demand has also forced countless cattle, chickens, and pigs 
into farm factories where they never see the light of day, peck insects from the soil, 
or munch on grass.

The local food movement has certainly brought about some humane alternatives 
to the industrialization of animals. And yet far too many sentient beings, our fellow 
animals, our planetary friends are cruelly mistreated. Future generations will look 
back and ask: What were you thinking?

But we don’t have to wait. We can ask that question of ourselves now. And we 
can modify our diet.

I can’t recommend a whole food, plant-based diet for everybody. But I can 
recommend awareness, compassion, and wisdom. The first step is to get informed. 
Read one or more of the books listed above and they will link you to more informa-
tion on websites such as this: nutritionfacts.org.

We and the whole planet, including our fellow animals, would all be better off  
if we prepared a holy and wholesome table for ourselves.
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Agnes Freund’s  
Not-So-Ordinary Day

Stephen Altman

his is an ordinary day, you’re thinking.  
Most days are.

Agnes Freund is at the dining table, pouring 
tea for you. She is tiny and trim and sharp-featured. 
She has merry eyes. You’d call her pixyish if pixyish 
captured not just her humor but her intelligence, tough-
ness, and spirit. At 81, Agnes Freund is impressively 
self-possessed.

Her husband, Al, putters and looks after the cats. 
He dotes on them: eight indoor-outdoor cats, plus eight 
more who live entirely outdoors and several others who, 
Agnes says, “come by to cop a meal when the weather’s 
cold.” Some lounge on the furniture. It’s a bright, 
inviting space. The long wall has enormous windows 
and through the glass it’s all trees—oaks and ashes and 
Agnes’s woodland garden, which sprawls, sun-dappled, 
over the rolling, bouldery ground.

Al used to be a pediatrician—30 years in Miami, 
another six here in Shepherdstown. Now he and Agnes 
are active retirees. Agnes, a desktop publishing maven, 
does the newsletters for the Friends of Shepherdstown 
Library and the Shepherdstown Film Society. She and Al 
have lived in these woods nearly 20 years. You ask her, 
idly, if she’s ever lived in such green surroundings.

“Once,” she says. “During the war.”
And then, here’s what you learn. Agnes Freund 

was once a little Hungarian girl named Agnes Ligeti. 
In 1938 her father, Louis Ligeti, was an engineering 
student in Budapest when Hungary’s first Jewish 
restriction laws were passed. For his Judaism, Louis 
was expelled from the university, then fired from the 
job he found as a salesman.

“My father saw the writing on the wall,” Agnes 
says. “He took me and my mother and got out.”

They moved to Paris. Agnes never learned whether 
her parents sought visas to emigrate to America, but in 
any case these were all but impossible to get. Then the 
Nazis invaded.

“The borders slammed down,” Agnes says, “and 
that was the end of it.”

Louis, age 33, volunteered for the French army. 
But in a month the French surrendered, the army demo-
bilized, and the Ligetis—a Jewish family in occupied 
France—had to hide. Along with two of his army 
friends, Louis took his wife, Madeleine, and little Agnes 
to a vacant farmhouse in the southwest of France, near a 
little village called Montpezat-de-Quercy.

“There was no road to this house,” Agnes  
recalls, “just a path. It had no water, no power, not 
even an outhouse.”

During the school week, Agnes stayed with a 
woman in town. “It was too far to walk every day,” she 
says. “But more than that, if anything happened to my 
parents—if they got caught—I would be out of the way 
and might have a better chance of surviving.”

The Ligetis spent two years in that house, two more 
in another nearby. Four years in hiding. The Nazi atroci-
ties of which you’ve read and been told—the burning 
of homes with the families locked inside, the arbitrary 
reprisals against everyday people—these were part of 
the backdrop of Agnes’s life. A bright, bookish little girl, 
she was just five at the start.

“But even at that age,” she recalls, “I knew things 
weren’t right. And I knew to fear the Germans.”

And yet Agnes’s memories of her neighbors are 
good ones. “My father was a gentle soul,” she says. 
“Here we were in rural France, and the people took him 
in as if he had been born there.”

Inspectors sometimes went around to check for 
Jews in hiding. “These were Frenchmen,” Agnes 
says, “but it was Vichy territory and they were doing 

as the Germans directed. One time they came to our 
farmhouse. They asked my father for his papers. The 
originals were lost, he said. He showed them some 
false birth certificates. They asked questions and he 
gave them answers. But they were not imbeciles, these 
men—plainly we were not French peasantry. And yet, 
in the end, they said to him, ‘You fought with us. Your 
papers are genuine, and everything you have told us is 
true.’” And they left.

“The vagaries of war,” she says. “Nothing is 
predictable.”

For years, her father kept a souvenir, a piece of 
bicycle tire. When the French army was heading south 
in retreat, he stole a bike because his feet hurt. Then 
the Luftwaffe strafed his column and a bullet struck the 
front tire.

“An inch or two over and it would have hit his 
leg,” Agnes says. “He would have been left behind. The 
Germans would have picked him up. They would have 
identified him as a Jew. And everything would have 
been different.”

You consider the word “everything,” and realize 
that, yes, it means everything that happened then and 
everything that came after.

Agnes has lots more to tell you. Seven more 
decades’ worth of life. How, after the war, the family 
moved back to Paris, then to Port-au-Prince in Haiti, 
then to Montreal. How she moved to New York at 19, 
then met Al, and how Al decided to become a doctor 
and, while he attended medical school at the University 
of Miami, she gave birth to four children in five years. 
They were Audrey, Ava, Andrea, and Alex. (“We ate a 
lot of buttered noodles back then,” she says.) And how, 
after Hurricane Andrew ripped through Miami in August 
1992, they decided to find a new place to live and, 
almost by chance, landed here. And while Agnes tells 
you about all this, you’re thinking of the chain of events, 
the near misses, the life-altering decisions, and the 
strokes of fortune or misfortune. All lives are made up 
of such things, but here is Agnes, 81 and happy, with her 
husband and the cats and their four grown children and 
eight grandchildren, the whole constellation of loved 
ones in Shepherdstown and elsewhere.

So this isn’t an ordinary day at all. No day is.

Stephen Altman, in the interest of full disclosure, notes 
that Agnes and Al gave him his cat, Will.
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Tracy Seffers and the  
Shenandoah Rhythm Jam

Drumming to the Rhythm of Life
Mary Bell

On March 15 a group of almost-strangers met at 
the Town Run Brewery in Shepherdstown. No 
one knew everyone else in the group, and several 

knew no one. A little shy and reticent, they shared a bar-
food meal. Then they moseyed out to the porch, where 
Tracy Seffers had arranged her collection of drums and 
percussion instruments in a circle. She invited each 
person to choose a drum, and after some instruction and 
encouragement for newcomers, the drumming began.

Seffers began a traditional rhythm, and the others 
followed. Within minutes, the porch was vibrating as 
the drummers played with, through, and 
around the basic rhythm. Even the pass-
ing freight train became an instrument. 
The drummers—some with eyes closed, 
some exchanging nods and smiles, lost in 
the rhythm in the confines of the circle—
were strangers no more.

Seffers had never played an instru-
ment or studied music when she arrived 
at Lyon College in Batesville, Arkansas. 
While there, she played in a nationally 
ranked handbell choir. One of the pieces 
the choir played in a competition incor-
porated a bodhran—a traditional Irish 
drum played with a two-headed mallet 
called a tipper.

“When I heard the bodhran for the first time,” 
Seffers explains, “I snapped my head around to see 
where that sound was coming from. That’s the sound I 
wanted to make. I was hooked!”

With some urging from Seffers, her husband gave 
her a bodhran for Christmas, and Seffers became a 
drummer. She found drumming circles in and around 
the Washington, D.C., area, where she learned to play 
other drums, met some wonderful drummers, and 
found teachers.

But, as she says, “I did the math. I was driving three 
hours for a 90-minute program, and I wanted to start a 
drumming circle close to home.”

She took a course at St. Francis University to 
become certified in leading drumming circles and found 
two other drummers in the area who could lead. With 
her credentials and contacts, she organized a meet-up 
group called Shenandoah Rhythm Jam, which publicizes 
drumming opportunities in Berryville, Bardane, Inwood, 
and Winchester. Shenandoah Rhythm Jam also has a 
Facebook page, and it lists other drumming events—con-
ferences, weekends, retreats—of interest to drummers.

Seffers’s drumming circle is called Come and 
Drum! It’s free, and all are welcome. Seffers brings 
instruments for those who don’t have their own. Along 
with her drums, she brings an enticing box full of other 
instruments, like tiny finger cymbals, bells, and rhythm 
sticks.

Seffers brings at least three types of drums. One 
type, the djembe, is an African drum played with the 
hands. Djembes vary in pattern and style, since they 
come from many different African traditions. They are 
typically held between the player’s knees with the base 

on the ground and angled 
forward so the richness of 
the sound can escape. The 
doumbek is an Egyptian 

drum sometimes associ-
ated with belly dancing 
and other Middle Eastern 
dance. Some of these 
drums are small enough to be held under the player’s 
arm. The tubano is a modern drum. This drum, which 
has a slightly raised base, sits squarely on the floor, 
making it popular with drummers who have ability 
challenges. It is played with soft, felt-covered mallets. 
It’s available in a variety called NSL, which stands 
for Not So Loud, so it’s particularly appropriate in a 
therapeutic environment.

Drumming circles often play in traditional rhythms. 
One basic rhythm is the mother rhythm, with roots in 
both the Irish and African traditions. Others include 
the fanga from Africa and the baladi rhythm from the 
Middle East.

In addition to regular meetings of Come and Drum!, 
Seffers leads drumming circles for birthday parties (50 
is a popular birthday for drumming), celebrations, and 
private parties. She once led a circle of 200 Girl Scouts, 
which was “quite an event,” as evidenced by a gouge in 
one of her tubanos.

“My paid gigs pay for new drums, and now my 
husband just sighs when he sees the UPS truck stop at 
our driveway,” Seffers says with a chuckle.

Seffers believes anyone can drum and no experi-
ence is necessary to enjoy drumming and its benefits. 
“Walking is a rhythm,” says Seffers. “Breathing is a 
rhythm. The beat of the heart is a rhythm. If you’re 
walking, breathing, if you’re alive, you’re in rhythm.” 
But as in life, everyone gets out of rhythm from time to 
time. “That’s fine. You just get back in.”

Why drum? Seffers says that rhythm is basic 
and primordial, and it centers, calms, and connects 
people and the world. Researchers have shown that 
drumming in rhythm literally changes the brain. Two 
minutes of a simple tick-tock rhythm, like the opening 

of Sixty Minutes, increases brain waves 
associated with a calm mental state 
and sleep. Therapists use drumming 
as a tool to treat anxiety, depression, 
PTSD, and autism. And it relieves what 
Seffers calls “monkey mind”—the racing 
thoughts associated with the normal 
stresses of everyday life. According to 
Michael Clark and Molly Smith, drum 
circle facilitators in Idaho: “Drumming 
increases concentration and focus, helps 
develop communication skills, and 
encourages people to listen and com-
municate effectively with each other. It 
is a great way for adults to explore their 

creativity, which leads to greater understanding of 
themselves and others.”

Seffers, who works with students at Shepherd 
University, describes the benefits of drumming this way: 
“In drum circles, we help each other remember what we 
are all a part of. Technology isolates us, although we are 
‘connected’ more than ever. The drumming circle is an 
antidote to that. At circle, we connect with each other 
and with something deep within us.”

Come and Drum! meets on the first Tuesday of the 
month at Black Dog Coffee in Bardane and on the third 
Tuesday of the month at Town Run Brewery.

Seffers can be reached at tseffers@mail.com and 
www.meetup.com/Shenandoah-Rhythm-Jam.

Mary Bell is a Shepherdstown resident still trying to 
find her rhythm.

Harvest, Tracy, Marla, Jill, and Mary 
drumming to the rhythm
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Tracy Seffers (right) and Harvest, a new 
drummer to the circle
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Mary Anne Hitt
A Fresh Wind From Shepherdstown  

Cooling Coal’s Fires
John Case

Mary Anne Hitt was on my radio program  
several years ago in her capacity as director 
of the Sierra Club’s national Beyond  

Coal campaign.
From our first meeting through many interviews 

over the past few years, she has always been a paragon 
of firm but reasonable composure—and, without fail, 
optimistic and encouraging in confronting the many 
challenges to the Beyond Coal campaign.

Her office is across from the Lost 
Dog Coffee shop in Shepherdstown, 
atop Domestic restaurant. From this 
modest perch, she has been directing 
some far-reaching changes in the 
energy future of the United States. That 
campaign has been gathering steam 
for a number of years and has recently 
demonstrated stunning successes. The 
move away from coal-fired energy 
plants in the United States and abroad 
is widespread, thanks in no small part 
to the smart lobbying, coalition-building, and activism 
of the Sierra Club and allied organizations. Ever more 
certain scientific warnings to reduce carbon emissions, 
alongside visible evidence of environmental disrup-
tions, and the rapid growth of practical non-fossil-fuel 
alternatives, have altered the landscape of the debate 
about Beyond Coal.

Hitt was honored by SNL Energy as “one of ten most 
influential people in 2013 for her pioneering work to 
move the nation off polluting 19th Century fuels and onto 
clean sources of energy like wind and solar.” She has also 
been cited in Washingtonian magazine as part of “The 
New Guard: People Who Are Shaping Washington.”

The Beyond Coal campaign is the largest campaign 
in the 124-year history of the Sierra Club. It now includes 
180 staff people across the country. Hitt’s role is “setting 
strategy, being a spokesperson, raising money, and mov-
ing the campaign forward.”

Hitt met her husband and singing partner, Than,  
21 years ago in Costa Rica. It was a match. They 
decided to go to graduate school together in sciences 
and environmental studies—and ended up at the 
University of Montana. There she also earned her chops 
in climate science, law, and activism in a place where 
the environment is always red-hot news. She and Than 
settled in Shepherdstown after graduate school.

She began writing for Appalachian Voices newspaper 
as part of the campaign to stop mountaintop removal min-
ing. She figured stopping coal-fired power plants was the 
best way to stop or at least slow demand for mountaintop 
removal. That strategy led to connections with activists 
across the country. George W. Bush’s administration 
sought to build 200 coal-fired plants at the start of his 
presidency. The “ragtag” grassroots network was able to 

prevent the building of 184 of those plants.
It is not surprising that the Sierra 

Club took note of the effort, and Hitt’s 
campaign has leveraged into a major 
national effort. This success has given 
the Sierra Club’s Beyond Coal campaign, 
and other forces as well, a much needed, 
stronger voice in negotiations with 
Congress, presidential administrations, 
and the EPA. It resulted in the invitation 
to participate in the historic climate 
change conference in Paris.

Hitt’s latest enthusiasm is her belief that wind, solar, 
and other noncarbon sources of energy have attained a 
tipping point; they’ve reached the scalability and reli-
ability standards required for large-scale conversion.

Hitt grew up in the Great Smoky Mountains of east 
Tennessee and graduated from high school in Knoxville. 
Her dad was a national park ranger, and she acquired her 
love of nature—and the wild—early and in abundance. 
As if the mountains do not let their own leave lightly, 
she also graduated from the University of Tennessee at 
Knoxville. In a serendipitous hometown recognition of 

her recent achievements, she is scheduled to deliver her 
high school commencement address.

The philosopher, linguist, and psychologist Steven 
Pinker says that intelligence can be measured by 
the ability to focus and to find the path to a goal. If 
that’s true, then one must note the striking cardinality 
(conscious direction and purpose) in Hitt’s career. She 
not only earned a degree in environmental studies but 
in a program tailored to her aim: environmental activ-
ism. That meant knowing law, science, management, 
economics, advocacy, and political science in useful 
proportions. She then went about exactly pursuing 
that career—environmental activism—with a passion. 
First she trained in the polarized political grounds of 
Montana. But that was just a warm-up for the big time 
with the Beyond Coal campaign in West Virginia, which 
went national!

Hitt shared some of the ramifications of Beyond 
Coal’s success. The first is reclamation or restoration 
projects in areas of West Virginia severely damaged, and 
now abandoned, by coal production. She mentioned a 
range of possibilities, from agricultural to solar farms and 
others. “But,” she cautioned, “all the solutions will require 
serious resources.”

When asked if the future, including restoration or 
rescuing damaged sites and communities, would require 
more technology or less and if that would mean more 
overall energy or less, Hitt responded: “I have two 
answers. The first is yes; it will take more, better, more-
efficient technologies, although it will have to be tech-
nologies fueled 100 percent by renewables. The second 
is no, in the sense that we must leave a lighter footprint, 
and a lighter technological footprint, on the planet.”

She demurred on the levels of global energy that 
might be required but reaffirmed her belief that no less 
than 100 percent scalable renewables is possible—and is 
the right path.

It would be wrong to end any profile of Mary Anne 
Hitt without leaving a picture in your mind of her and 
Than singing “Amazing Grace” with their daughter 
Hazel looking on and listening intently. It’s a very 
American image and one that can inspire the world.

For more information on the Beyond Coal campaign 
go to http://content.sierraclub.org/coal.

John Case hosts the Winners and Losers radio program, 
WSHC, Shepherd University.

Mary Anne Hitt

PH
O

TO
 S

U
PP

LI
ED

 B
Y 

H
IT

T 
FA

M
IL

Y

Mary Anne Hitt and daughter Hazel (center) at the  
National Press Club
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Jose Romero’s American Dream
Claire Stuart

Whether it is new countertops for the kitchen, 
a tiled bathroom or fireplace, a paved patio 
or a walk-in shower, if it involves granite or 

tiles, Jose Romero can do it. The name of his business, 
ING Granite, is sure to elicit a question, since those 
letters are obviously not his initials. Romero, a devout 
Catholic, explains that they stand for “In the Name of 
God.” It is his way of expressing gratitude to God for 
the blessings that have come his way.

Romero is proof that the American dream is still 
within reach. El Salvador has long been marked by war 
and poverty, and Romero left his homeland in 1985. He 
was just 19 years old and summed up the reason for his 
departure in a single word, “survival.” He came to stay 
with an uncle who lived in Maryland, determined to 
make a successful new life.

“I had lots of ideas,” he recalled. His biggest dream 
was to have a house of his own. “In El Salvador, the 
only way to have a home is if someone leaves it to you. 
If not, you can’t get it.”

In his 31 years in the United States, with single-
minded resolve to make good, he transitioned through 
two vastly different occupations before going into 
business for himself. He started out as a cook in a 
restaurant in Vienna, Virginia, and cooked for 10 years. 
Throughout those years, he was always picking up 
additional work in his spare time—painting, carpentry, 
whatever was available—learning skills on the jobs. 
Recognizing that he wasn’t getting anywhere, he started 
looking for something new to do.

With no experience as a mechanic, he boldly applied 
for a job repairing Airbus commercial airplanes for a 
U.S.-based French company. He was hired on a trial basis 
for three months, was sent to Strasburg, France, for train-
ing, and then worked his way up. His work shift consisted 
of 55 to 60 hours over three or four days, with three or 

four days off. He continued to spend his time off working 
side jobs, doing kitchen and bath remodeling.

In 2006 the firm shut down U.S. operations and 
moved to Mexico. Romero was offered a job there but 
turned it down.

“I left as lead mechanic after 12 years with the 
company,” he said, explaining that his son was eight or 
nine at the time, and he did not want to begin all over 
again in another country.

He and his wife discussed the situation and decided 
that he would go into business for himself, using the 
money they had saved for their son’s college education. 
It was risky, but he was confident, and it turned out to be 
a wise decision. The business proved successful and his 
son, Jaime, was still able to attend college. He graduated 
from Shepherd University with a business degree.

Romero reported with pride that his son gained valu-
able knowledge about operating a business that he was 
able to apply as he joined the family enterprise. “My son 
reorganized everything after getting his business degree!”

Romero reflects that he, unlike his son, was self-
taught, someone who learned from observation and try-
ing things. “My son says I have a lot of common sense,” 
he smiled. “I’m never afraid to start something new. You 
should push yourself.”

Romero started out with two employees and now 
has nine, and he bought the property on Route 45 out-
side of Shepherdstown in 2008. ING specializes in gran-
ite countertops, tile and bathrooms, as well as installing 
cabinetry and sinks. The bulk of the work is remodeling, 
but he also works on new homes.

He is happy to report that about 80 percent of his 
business comes by word-of-mouth. “Someone sees what 
I did for their neighbor and says they want the same 
thing, but in a different color. We’re 100 percent busy all 
the time.”

The showroom is full of samples of granite and 
quartz in an impressive array of patterns and colors. 
The tile room has tiles of every description—porce-
lain, metal, marble, travertine, and handmade tiles. 
Countertops are cut from huge slabs of stone weighing 
about 1,000 pounds each. About 250 to 300 slabs are on 
hand in 50 to 60 different colors.

Romero explains that the quartz material is man-
made while granite is completely natural. He pointed 
out the difference. “Quartz has a uniform design over 
the whole slab and you can see the design repeat. With 
the granite, you can see the variations and the grains. 
Granite is the best thing for value and durability. It is 
not expensive unless you want something really exotic.”

A computerized cutting machine can cut stone in 
any shape, and all types of edges can be made. He indi-
cated a countertop surrounding a sink in the showroom 
with an unusual double-curved shape. “If you can draw 
it, we can cut it,” he said.

Last year, he was able to buy some new equipment 
that saves time and manpower. The new stone-polishing 
machine can do in three hours what used to take three 
employees working eight-hour days. Romero notes that 
the machine uses a lot of water, all of which is recycled.

The machine frees up the men to do installations, 
and two trucks are going out every day. Romero says 
that turnaround time is fast: “It’s seven to 10 days from 
your decision to buy until the work is finished.”

Says Romero, “Honesty is the most important thing 
for staying in business. I’ve been working with the same 
guys, the same companies for years. All of my employ-
ees have been here a long time.”

Family is paramount to Romero. He is full of praise 
for his wife, Rosa. “She gets up at 4:30 and commutes 
to work in Ashburn, then comes home and does paper-
work. She pays all the bills. She’s the mastermind!”

Work helps Romero spend time with his children. 
His daughter, Sole, is in high school, and she comes to 
the business after school to help out. Romero says his 
father taught him that young people with responsibilities 
do not get in trouble, and he follows his father’s teach-
ings. “I want my kids to be good people,” he declared.

The Romeros live in Shepherdstown and are active 
in St. James Catholic Church in Charles Town.

Claire Stuart grew up in a neighborhood of immigrants.  
She salutes these hard-working people for making 
America great.
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Jose Romero’s American dream: ING Granite on Route 45

Granite-cutting machine

Jose Romero
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Dr. James Carter Price II
Historian Laureate of  Shepherdstown

Doug Perks

It was my pleasure to know Jim and Sallye Price 
through their son, Jimmy. “Doc,” as we knew Jimmy, 
taught U.S. History at Jefferson High School. He 

loved history in general and Civil War history in particu-
lar, and through this mutual interest Jimmy and I became 
fast friends. Sadly, Doc suffered with juvenile diabetes 
and succumbed to that disease in January 1989.

Soon after Doc’s death, his father, the veterinarian 
Dr. James Carter Price II, invited me to join him for 
breakfast—not, as I expected, at Betty’s Restaurant in 
Shepherdstown but at the Red Byrd in Keedysville. It 
would be the first of many trips to Keedysville. For the 
entirety of our friendship, he was Dr. Price to me. From 
the beginning it was apparent that Dr. Price loved his 
church, his family, and Shepherdstown. Although we 
shared a love for local history, our friendship got off to 
a slow start.

In Price’s eyes I had committed the transgression 
of being a Charles Town boy. Over the next months he 
patiently inoculated me with Shepherdstown vaccine. 
First, I was advised that I lived in Shepherdstown, not 
Chapline’s Choice, Heatherfield, or any of the other 
developments encircling that mecca. He proudly reported 
that there were “thousands of people on the waiting list” 
for postal boxes at the Shepherdstown Post Office—
because everybody wanted a Shepherdstown address.

Also, it was Shepherd Grade, not Shepherd 
Grade Road, and the road, built by the Shepherd fam-
ily, was originally paved with oyster shells carted to 
Shepherdstown from the Chesapeake Bay. Regardless of 
what General Washington claimed, he had not slept in 
Shepherdstown. The road that connected to Pack Horse 
Ford was called the “Philadelphia Waggon [sic] Road,” 
because when travelers got to Shepherdstown, they 
thought they were in Philadelphia. Price also refuted 
Romney’s claim of being the first town in West Virginia. 
Slowly my conversion to Shepherdstown was effected, 
and our friendship grew.

Lots of people love Shepherdstown. They live here 
and enjoy its community, but Price took his love to a 
higher plane. All his life he collected stories about his 
beloved town, some that he experienced and others that 
were told to him. It became his mission to preserve these 
stories so that future generations of Shepherdstownians 
would enjoy such personal glimpses into the town’s past.

Price quickly became the go-to guy when you 
wanted to know about Shepherdstown. In August 
1969 the Jefferson County Historical Society met 
in McMurran Hall. The society was there to honor 
Shepherd College faculty dean A.D. Kenamond with an 
“Award of Merit.” Minutes of the meeting recorded that, 

“Dr. James Price was introduced, and after making a few 
remarks about Shepherdstown, led the group on a short 
walking tour of downtown.” Chased back to McMurran 
Hall by rain, Price concluded his remarks indoors with-
out missing a beat.

His first venture into recording Shepherdstown’s 
history was an actual recording. Starting in 1993 Price 
produced his version of “A Prairie Home Companion.” 
Recorded on cassettes under the name j. ames enterprises, 

each of the seven editions of “Tales of Shepherdstown” 
contained at least two stories bracketed by Big Band 
music and news from Shepherdstown. He honed his sto-
rytelling skills relating tales about his youth in such detail 
that listeners could see each yarn in their mind’s eye.

Upon retirement from veterinary practice in 1996, 
Dr. Price immersed himself in active research. He 
began to “deeply research” the context of each story 
to make it factually correct. The result was a legacy 
of “indexed hard copies, searchable databases, CDs, 
and flash drives” that will serve future generations of 
Shepherdstown historians. And Dr. Price began to write.

When the Historic Shepherdstown Commission 
wanted to publish See Shepherd’s Town III, Dr. Price 
wrote the text. His bimonthly column “Deja Vues,” 
in the original Shepherdstown Chronicle newspaper, 
started with a story about the Cookus family. In 158 
more articles he wrote about the people and events of 
Shepherdstown up and down its time-worn streets. Price 
became the Historian of Elmwood Cemetery and twice 
each summer led his “Testimony of the Rocks” tour. Its 
purpose was “to tell folks who otherwise would never 
know about some famous people who are buried here.”

Over the years Price received many awards for his 
work. The Sons of the American Revolution and the 
Jefferson County Historic Landmarks Commission gave 
him Historic Preservation Awards. The State of West 
Virginia named him one of their History Heroes. But in 
my view his favorite recognition was his appointment 
by the Shepherdstown Town Council as the Historian 
Laureate of Shepherdstown, “the first and only one in 
West Virginia.”

When his wife, Sallye, died in 2009, Price’s sense 
of urgency to “write down these stories and write a 
whole book” intensified. He threw himself into that 
work. As a dry-run and promise of things to come, his A 
Century of Christmases in Shepherdstown was published 
for Christmas 2011. Then, for the 250th birthday of his 
beloved town, he produced … and so I did. Stories of 
Shepherdstown. Volume 1 appeared in November 2012. 
Price told his readers: “This is how I want it to be. Years 
from now, when someone wants to see how the old town 
used to be, I want them to have this.”

And, of course, his death came too soon. There are 
all those unsolved mysteries we were still working on. 
When did German Street become the access to River 
Road? Was Henson’s brickyard on the east bank or west 
bank of Town Run? His curiosity about Shepherdstown 
was endless.

Dr. James Carter Price II delighted in sharing 
stories about his beloved town, or as he described it: 
“Strange as It Seems: Things That Actually Happened in 
Shepherdstown.” Farewell, old friend.

Doug Perks, a Jefferson County native, taught for 
30 years in Jefferson County Schools. He is Jefferson 
County Museum Historian, Jefferson County Historical 
Society Curator, a Certified Harpers Ferry Park Guide, 
Elmwood Cemetery Association Historian, a Museum 
Committee member of the Historic Shepherdstown 
Commission, and he writes “This Week in History” for 
the Spirit of Jefferson Advocate.
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Jim Price enjoys a  
Shepherdstown parade.

Storytime with Jim Price

Jim Price loved sharing the history of our area.
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Two Stories by  
Dr. James Carter Price II

The Ones That Didn’t Get Away
First published in the Shepherdstown Chronicle, May 19, 2000. Used by permission.

The ancient Falling Spring Branch of the 
Potomac (Town Run) is one of the reasons 
our town exists. In 1931, the U.S. Fisheries 

Department built a new $75,000 fish hatchery at 
Leetown, and within a couple of years area streams, 
including Town Run, were being stocked with trout.

Shepherdstown was noted for the prowess of its 
fishermen, and it didn’t take long to figure out how to 
catch the keepers. In the heat of summer, the lunkers 
found refuge in the dark, cool stretch under Main Street. 
The solution: Remove the grate from the gutter on Main 
Street, in front of Gibson’s Drugstore [now WHAT?], 
and fish through the opening. The mayor was respon-
sible for issuing permits “and his representative was sent 
to open the grate for the applicants.” The water current 
carried the bobber, hook, and bait into the denizens’ lair. 
Often, several men would fish through the Main Street 
hole at the same time.

On opening day of trout season in April, anglers 
would be lined up from behind the present Post Office 
down to High Street (beside White Hall). Visitors would 
ask: “Why not fish all the way to the river?” They didn’t 

know there were a number of stream-width screens 
strategically placed with meshes so fine that not even 
minnow (called minnies here) fingerlings could squeeze 
through. Locals could easily tell where the screens were 
by finding where the water-logged garbage was piled up. 
Of course the current mayor would publish the annual 
notice: “To all persons living along the Town Run: It 
is against the law to throw refuse in the Town Run. 
Violators will be prosecuted!”

Those who caught the big ones got press coverage 
and approval from the gaffers sitting on the famous 
“12 O’Clock Club” bench in front of the drugstore. 
There was a large scale on the sidewalk, just outside the 
drugstore door. For a penny, one could step up onto the 
platform and look where the long red pointer stopped 
on the clocklike face. One of the old men sitting on the 
bench—usually the one who hadn’t forgotten his reading 
specs—was selected as the check-in official. He would 
validate the length and weight of the catch and announce 
the results, thus establishing bragging rights. The length 
and weight of trout caught when no official was present 
were often incredible (and preposterous).

The unique phenomenon couldn’t be kept secret; 
a 1938 cartoon helped spread the news. Weekend 
visitors would linger to see if the mayor’s rep would 
come and take out the grate. While waiting they would 
observe Gibson’s window display of composition books, 
Whitman’s Chocolate Cigarettes, shotgun shells, Vigoro 
fertilizer, toiletries, a 6-pound sweet potato, and a 
stuffed loon.

Panic set in (1939) when the State Conservation 
Commission decided to close Town Run to fishing to 
allow the remaining trout to grow so it would not have 
to be restocked. The public outcry was so great that the 
order was rescinded.

We knew the end of an era was near when, in 
1946, the wooden bench was removed. “The bench was 
older than anyone could remember. It probably was the 
only one in the country to serve as headquarters of a 
club—‘The 12 O’Clock Club.’ The club had a president 
and secretary even though its only purpose was bench 
sitting.” Before long, fishing through the grate followed 
the bench into Shepherdstown’s history.

Spring Is in the Air
First published in the Shepherdstown Chronicle, March 26, 1999. Used by permission.

I think the Easter season always had a secular, as 
well as a religious, connotation around here. It 
meant, “Spring is here!” Children were getting tired 

of chapped ears, lips, and hands. Putting on arctics and 
drying Red Ryder gloves on the Post Office steam radia-
tor weren’t as much fun as they had been several months 
earlier. Most boys looked forward to wearing bib over-
alls or long pants and getting rid of the chafing caused 
by corduroy knickers. We also realized that in a couple 
of months we’d be wearing those sissified short pants.

Coming out of the Great Depression was some-
thing to celebrate. Easter and springtime were good 
times to do it. Before Easter I’d get new clothes called 
“good clothes.” Sixty years ago youngsters weren’t 
allowed to be faddish; they were dressed as little 
grownups. I remember being taken to The Rose Shop 
(in Martinsburg, near Patterson’s Drugstore) and getting 
a new suit and felt hat, just like my daddy’s. In the big 
cities, most stylish men work Mallory Hats: The Proper 
Topper. The Aircool Nokabout was popular, but it cost 
$5.00; a little too rich for local blood.

Schmidt Baking Company gave away kites that had 
to be assembled. I could put one together, but when 
I took mine to Jenkins’ Field (now Lowe Gardens), 
I never could get it to fly. Years later, someone told 
me that it probably needed a tail. Some other food 
company offered free paddleballs. Within a couple of 
days, one of my big brothers would see how hard he 
could hit the ball, the rubber band would snap and the 
ball always landed way up in a big old sugar maple tree 
on Prospect Avenue. No more toy, but my mother had 
another paddle.

Did you ever get a jelly bean nest in your Easter bas-
ket? I finally found out how the Easter Bunny made them. 
The centers of mushroom crackers (4 pounds for 15¢) 
were filled with white icing and jelly beans (2 pounds for 
15¢) were placed in the nest. The jolly old hare could also 
buy Paas egg dye for 9¢ a pack; large coconut cream egg, 
25¢; a 4-ounce fruit and nut egg, 25¢; chocolate covered 
marshmallow eggs, three for 10¢.

I don’t think grown men made much of a fashion 
statement in Shepherdstown, but oh my, the women 

surely did! I remember women wearing fox pelts around 
their necks; they were simply called “furs.” A leg or 
tail could be clamped into the fox’s mouth depending 
upon the look the wearer wanted. It seemed like all 
women wore their hair in buns so they could get their 
new Easter bonnets to stay in place. There was a narrow 
elastic band that was attached to each side of the hat, 
which was placed under the bun. Hatpins were also used 
to secure the chapeaus.

Little girls looked so sweet in their new bonnets. 
(That’s what grownups said; I really couldn’t see it.) 
I recall a big puff of wind that blew several ladies’ 
bonnets out onto dusty Washington Street, in front of 
the Presbyterian Church. The girls’ hats didn’t blow off 
because the elastic bands were under their chins.

I inquired, “Why don’t women wear their hats  
that way?”

“Hush up, Boy! That wouldn’t be stylish.”
These are some of the quirks that are part of the 

culture of our unique and quaint town. They may seem 
odd to some, but they’re ours.
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Home Is Where the Art Is
Wendy Sykes Mopsik

Viewed from the street, the Bachner residence in 
a wooded Shepherdstown neighborhood looks 
like any other thoughtfully designed, fittingly 

landscaped, well-built custom home. But as the visitor  
comes down the driveway and approaches the front 
door, all begins to change. A colony of large, menac-
ing ants crafted in metal wait near the welcome mat, 
signaling more surprises to come. Once inside the front 
door, the interior space opens to a world of light, color, 
and shapes. It then becomes apparent that this house is 
anything but the usual!

John and Patty Bachner know what makes them 
happy and have purposely and progressively filled their 
home to overflowing with art. They eat 
meals among French bronzes, converse 
in rooms hung with paintings from 
the Washington Color School, look 
through a wide expanse of windows 
at a yellow contemporary sculpture by 
John Ferguson in the backyard, and are 
surrounded by antique toys that line the 
living room shelves.

Admitting that he is an avid 
collector of “things,” John Bachner 
claims to have inherited the gene from 
his extended family, who were major 
players in the antique business. “I grew 
up around good furniture and valued 
heirlooms, so becoming knowledgeable 
about collecting was inevitable. And 
gradually I branched out to find my own style,” he says.

That style is eclectic and tends to favor the 
whimsical in both subject and display. He has placed 
two classical lithographs by Francisco Goya, the most 
important Spanish romantic painter and printmaker 
of the 18th century, in proximity to an Andy Warhol 
lithograph of Grace Kelly. A tall, bronzelike polymer 
sculpture of a male figure by Alan Melanbacher 
stands across the foyer from “Mr. Curtis,” a wooden 
gentleman in topcoat and hat by Lester Van Winkle. A 
column in the Wall Street Journal, highlighting busi-
ness owners and their workspaces, featured Bachner 
and explained that he “is his own curator and likes it 
that way.”

Add to this singularly interesting man a similarly 
creative woman, and the result is a couple who have 
amassed so many marvelous collectibles that a whole 
upstairs room in the Fernbank house is dedicated to 
storage. Even within their spacious house in Great Falls, 
Virginia, they had begun to run out of walls to hang 
their treasures on. Both Patty and John are committed 
to trimming what they currently own before any new 
purchases are made. This means enjoying galleries and 
museums by looking and not buying.

With adult children grown and no longer living 
with them, the Bachners knew they were ready for 
a smaller home but one with definite specifications. 
Patty dreamed of a wooded lot 
with surrounding green space and 
a good kitchen. They both needed 
home offices, and John wanted 
ample room for his vast wine 
collection. Yes, another passion for 
the collector.

John Bachner had once been 
to Shepherdstown and suggested 
a weekend visit. They took in 

a Shepherd 
University football 
game where 
the home team 
won; walked 
and shopped 
on German Street; lunched at 
Shaharazade’s Restaurant and Tea 
Room; and dined at Domestic while lis-
tening to jazz. Not long 
after, the perfect house 
and community were 
found. Patty Bachner 
happily expanded, 
“Smart, welcoming, 
friendly people were 
an extra benefit that 

we hadn’t counted on.” Other members 
of the family living in Shepherdstown 
are Chase, an Entlebucher Swiss 
mountain dog who loves having guests; 
Huckleberry, a Boston terrier puppy; 
Gabrielle, a Timneh African grey parrot 
with an extensive vocabulary; and Boo 
Radley, a Siamese cat.

Work for both husband and wife is 
accomplished by telecommuting. John 
recently downsized his business, Bachner 
Communications Inc., a privately owned 
company providing business and organiza-
tional communications services in the Washington, D.C., 
area. He is doing communications consulting throughout 
the United States and abroad. His new brand of commut-
ing is going from his second floor office to the first floor 
for a snack or to discuss an idea with Patty.

The majority of Patty’s career has been spent 
working with nonprofit organizations in the D.C. metro 
area on issues related to health, education, and families. 
She is currently project director for Engineering Better 
Readers, a national reading-incentive program sponsored 
by the Engineers’ Leadership Foundation, geared to 

helping elementary school students gain literacy. “We 
are looking for community-minded organizations that 
want to invest a relatively small amount to achieve great 

change,” she explained. Currently, 
schools in Denver, Colorado; 
Newark, New Jersey; Houston, 
Texas; and Briceville, Tennessee are 
participating this unique program, 
partnering businesses and corpora-
tions with elementary schools serv-
ing low-income communities.

A prime example of the EBR 
model can be found at Briceville 
Elementary School, where funding 
for incentives was provided by 
Schnabel Engineering. As students 
read books and pass quizzes 
measuring their comprehension, 
they earn points, which gradually 

translate into tangible rewards. Prizes exchanged for 
points range from Xboxes and iPads to bicycles and 
scooters. The external incentives that initially motivate 

the children are replaced with student 
pride at achieving mastery in reading. 
“Recent testing at an EBR school in 
Denver showed a steady increase from 
80 percent to 99 percent mastery over 
two years in reading scores for each 
measured period. All of that for less than 
$10 per student for an entire year!” says 
Patty. Her enthusiasm about the program 
is contagious. She urges anyone with an 
interest in becoming a “champion” for 
a local school with a large number of 
free or reduced-lunch eligible students 
to contact her for more information at 
impattyb@gmail.com.

Home may be where the art is, but 
for Patty and John that sentiment extends 
to the community in which they live. 
Shortly before moving to Shepherdstown 
last September, the couple contacted 
Shepherd University about donating four 

monumental outdoor sculptures from their collection. 
These installations mark the first time the university has 
made public art part of the campus experience. Because 
of the Bachners’ generosity and foresight, art that 
inspires and intrigues can be part of everyone’s home, 
bringing enjoyment to all.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik grew up in Baltimore around 
family antiques and pastel portraits painted by her 
mother. Today she appreciates more contemporary fare.

The table lamp is an excellent 
example of the Bachners’ 
whimsical taste in collecting.

 John, Patty, Chase, and 
Huckleberry graciously pose for  
a family portrait.

The John Ferguson sculpture stands out 
against the trees in any season.
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ARTWORKS

Tom Nebel
‘Nothing You Can’t Do If You Put Your Mind to It’

Eleanor Johnson Hanold

The Merriam-Webster Dictionary defines manifest 
as “readily perceived by the senses and espe-
cially by the sense of sight.” It is clear from the 

moment one views Tom Nebel’s art that he is talented. 
“Since I can remember, I’ve had an inner confidence 
that insists on artistic expression,” Nebel shares. He 
laments nonetheless that he is never totally satisfied 
with a painting.

He was nine when his family relocated from the D.C. 
area to Annapolis, Maryland, “a nice waterfront commu-
nity,” and instantly Nebel was inspired by the Chesapeake 
Bay, which remains a focus of many of his paintings. 
That same year he met his wife, Arlene. They became 
high school sweethearts and recently celebrated their 50th 
anniversary. Arlene has been her husband’s most ardent 
fan, and her support means a great deal to him.

Nebel began painting murals in elementary school, 
the first being The Sinking of the Lusitania in fourth 
grade. In fifth grade, his teacher, who had been an art 
major in college, nurtured Nebel’s talent. She continued 
to challenge him even after he left the school, invit-
ing him to share his work with her students. During 
his junior and senior years in high school, Nebel was 
selected to be a student art instructor; and while he 
was still in high school, his paintings were honored 
and exhibited in international art competitions for two 
consecutive years.

Throughout his adult life, Nebel has continued to 
express himself artistically, primarily for various federal 
agencies. Starting with his years as a graphic designer 
and then as a manager for printing and distribution, 
his talent for design was recognized and encouraged. 
Eventually he was offered a job as a national publica-
tions officer. He set a goal of providing one-stop 
shopping from the administrative and approval processes 
to printing, artwork, layout and design, exhibits, photog-
raphy, distribution, and quality control of publications 
and national printing policies. He became chairman of 
the Department of the Interior’s Publishing Council and 
chairman of the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service National 
Design Committee, establishing national design stan-
dards for printed products. At retirement, he was serving 
as art director for the National Conservation Training 
Center, a wildlife agency here in Shepherdstown.

While benefiting from training and education in 
digital design throughout his career, Nebel allowed his 
interest in the fine arts to slide. But in the last five years, 
he’s made painting his primary focus. With his love of 
Impressionism and admiration for the Chesapeake, “sail-
ing and liquid dynamics of water in particular” tend to 

inspire him most. An appreciation for nature motivates 
him to paint landscapes, flowers, and critters as well.

The internet has made the study of famous 
Impressionists easy, and Nebel is grateful. As a youth, 
art history held little interest for him. Now, he feels 
motivated to make up for lost time.

He states: “I especially admire the work of 
Theodore Robinson, who was one of the first American 
artists to take up Impressionism in the late 1880s.”

Robinson was known to have studied with a number 
of French Impressionists including Monet. Nebel also 
respects the work of German-born Manford Schatz, who 
has a reputation as “a painter of motion.” “Wildlife art 
is usually very realistic,” he says, “but Manford would 
emphasize the movement of animals by making their 
limbs blurry, indicating fluid motion.” Nebel is drawn 
to these artists because their paintings meet his criteria: 
“Art needs to pull you in and make you think; it should 
trigger an emotion, memory, or a pondering.”

Dabbling in a variety of media is rewarding to 
him, yet Nebel finds that he’s most comfortable with 
pastels because “with them it seems I can do no wrong.” 
Acrylics, in contrast, are challenging. With watercolors 
he tends to like only one of 15 pieces he paints, yet he 
says he has moments when he’s “amazed that sometimes 
a simple brush stroke will seem like a stroke of genius.” 
He also has done some work with pen and ink and mixed 
media. Having embraced the belief of popular PBS artist 
Bob Ross—“In art, there are no mistakes; there are just 
happy accidents”—he feels compelled to branch out.

As to artistic temperament, Nebel reflects on Van 
Gogh as “an exceptional artist with an intensity of feel-
ing. No doubt art may be in part an emotional release.” 
He marvels at how exceptional people, some without 
the use of limbs or sight, find ways of expressing them-
selves with art.

What inspires a painting? Nebel is an avid photog-
rapher, he says, and a photograph is often the genesis. At 
other times, a conversation with a friend will trigger an 
idea he feels moved to paint. Sometimes “being in the 
moment” is all it takes to pick up his brush.

How many paintings does he work on at a given 
time? Nebel says that his studio is small, so he needs to 
be focused; besides, he enjoys working quickly to finish 
a piece. He offers that his art often reflects his state of 
mind—when he feels stressed, “art is tight, restrictive, 
precise, hyper-detailed.” When he is calm, his painting 
“feels loose, more creative, abstract, and satisfying.”

As a youngster, Nebel took his talent for granted; 
now he is grateful for it. Emotionally, he recounts a 

saying of his father’s: “There is nothing you cannot do 
if you put your mind to it.” He stresses the significance 
of supportive people who encouraged him in his artis-
tic endeavors, from his wife, Arlene, and friend Bill to 
a mentor at work who emphasized the beauty  
of typography.

Nebel’s art has been featured at the Cumberland 
Valley Artists Exhibition in the Washington County 
Museum of Fine Arts in Hagerstown, Maryland; the 
Jean Heiler Art Gallery in Charles Town; Art at the 
Mill in Millwood, Virginia; and most recently as an  
artist participating in the “Best Local Art of 2015” 
exhibit at the Washington County Artists Council 
Gallery in Hagerstown.

Currently, Nebel serves as president of the Potomac 
River Artist Guild, which has a special focus in bringing 
out emerging artists. The group is limited to 20 members. 
It produces several shows a year, and the next one will 
be held between July 22 and 24 at the Shepherdstown 
Community Club. The public is welcome.

Eleanor Johnson Hanold, when viewing Tom Nebel’s 
paintings, agrees with the artist Theodore Robinson, 
who was known to have said about Monet’s art: “There 
is always a delightful sense of movement, vibration, 
and life.”
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Artist Tom Nebel
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TOM NEBEL

Kiowa - acrylic

Telluride - acrylic impasto

B-Fly - acrylic Fall Falls - oil pastel
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ARTWORKS

See artworks in color at  
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

PHOTOS OF THE ARTWORK PROVIDED BY THE ARTIST

Spring Field - acrylic impasto

Tranquility - pastel on velour

Cat Nap - pastel

Don’t Bug Me - pastel
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POETRY

Dive

box sky sea 
boundless 
joy no fear hope 
paintbrush’s stroke 
red green yellow 
dive 
clownfish 
coral 
bubbles 
sealed places  
mermaids peer 
dive 
dive 
dive 
emerge 
box sky sea 
and a portrait  
of you

Epistles

You’re always out of reach when I’m in pursuit…
 —Death Cab for Cutie 
 
Once you wrote,  
“You have very beautiful handwriting.  
It’s a lost art really,” 
and, so,  
the day a typed letter arrived from you,  
I cried 
tears of change; 
we’d grown older. 
For roughly torn sheets, black ballpoint scrawled 
and lightly sawdust scented, I longed: 
a subtle hint that you’d hastily penned the epistle 
shortly after work, probably still bearing earth and grease 
staining rough palms; perhaps whiskey’s flush 
consumed your sparsely-stubbled cheeks 
as you ink-bound your thoughts,  
tamed them to the page, 
and rushed careless cursive to the printed closing 
—Be safe, girl.

Forelsket 

(Danish: The Euphoria of New Love)
 
Leaves skittering long-ago-autumn ground, 
roots tugging friendship’s bottom, 
the flourish, the flush of same-feathered birds, 
Forgotten—society’s misplacement. 
 
The scent taken; the wind’s rush heard, 
tempered, streamlined into Nature’s third movement 
swirling Ayn Rand’s individualistic pleas, 
admonishing George Orwell’s forewarning words.

Four Dollars’ Worth of Change

ching-changs in my coin purse. 
It’s 2016. 
What can I possibly buy with sixteen quarters? 
Two gallons of gasoline? 
One head of cauliflower? 
Four Greek yogurts? 
A cheap pair of socks? 
Dear Lord!  
I ain’t got much; 
I’m just another punk 
who finished grad school and can’t find a job, 
but I got my feet in worn boots, 
and I got daydreams in my notebook, 
an option to enlist or the right to drift 
and plenty of anger to protest 
injustice 
inequality 
poverty 
racism 
fascism 
fundamentalism 
any -ism I damn well please! 
So, I’ll sit cross-legged on this sidewalk 
for a few hours more, mohawked and brooding, 
contemplating and counting 
my four dollars’ worth of change.

Little Boy Fishing

His red-haired innocence 
counters his brother’s menthols. 
 
To the lake’s rippling, the little boy leans forward, 
dangles his fair-skinned fingers into perceived abyss, 
blurts “You wouldn’t hurt me, now would you, Mikey?” 
 
The wind ripples the little boy’s emerald green t-shirt, 
quiet droplets release themselves from his fingers; 
he lifts his hand, shakes free the water. Beside him 
the fishing pole, whose bobber sinks below the surface, 
rests ignored while the boy lowers into quiet,  
his small shoulders slouched  
when he leans against a dead fallen log.

Mailing the Letter

Slowly  
bleeds the dawn 
into the letterbox’s  
mouth. It feeds puffed,  
fat clouds 
confessing smotherings 
and smolderings, 
unkempt night’s 
secretive seethings 
and untempered ploys 
weening unchecked 
into pastel oozes.

Our Tombstones Shall Bear  
“Esoteric” and “Eccentric”

Shamed, cloaked introvertedly: 
books, poetry, foreign languages 
riddle recondite tongues;
Battle lines charcoal drawn, 
markers metallicize zentangles,* 
tattooing desolation’s profile. 
 
Illimitable oils stretch forth 
canvas-bound landscapes, sketches 
pristinely drown in passion’s pit. 
 
Paradoxical outcasts, 
artistically vagrant, 
submerged, we’ll succumb, 
zealously sparring quills.

*  Zentangles are abstract drawings created using  
repetitive patterns.

Four Dollars’ Worth of Change
Nicole Yurcaba: Poems

Nicole Yurcaba is a Ukrainian-
American writer, internationally 
recognized poet, and English 
instructor at Bridgewater 
College. She has been pub-
lished in venues such as The 
Atlanta Review, The Bluestone 
Review, Philomathean, Midway, 
Still, The Tishman Review, 
VoxPoetica, and many oth-
ers. Yurcaba placed second 
in Australia’s Sans Frontieres 

Hemingway Contest and is a finalist for Salem College’s 
International Poetry Rita Dove Award. She is part of the 
expanding network of I-81 corridor poets.
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Cicadas and the Empire of Insects
Mark Madison

Nothing in the cry of cicadas  
suggests they are about to die. 
  —Matsuo Bashō

The year 1999 was an auspicious 
one. It was when the U.S. Fish 
and Wildlife hired its first his-

torian, and (not coincidentally) I moved 
to Shepherdstown, West Virginia. It was 
also the last year we had a huge regional 
cicada eruption, a natural event that 
occurs like clockwork every 17 years 
to remind us of the awe (and patience) 
of our insect neighbors. The story of 
the 17-year cicadas is steeped in myth 
and history. The mystery of these large 
singing hordes goes back to the Ancient 
Greeks where Socrates (as told by Plato) 
described the first appearance of the 
Muses, who introduced music to an 
ancient race of humans. They were so 
enamored of this discovery that they ran 
around incessantly singing, neglecting 
food and drink till they all fell over dead. 
From their ashes sprang the first cica-
das, similarly needing no sustenance but 
sound until their short lives expired.

By the end of this spring we will see 
the emergence of their descendants as 
Brood V of the 17-year cicadas emerge in 
West Virginia, Maryland, Pennsylvania, 
and Virginia. The largest eruptions lie 
just to the west of the Panhandle, but 
we will likely see at least our fair share 
of cicadas when the soil eight inches 
beneath the earth reaches 64 degrees 
Fahrenheit and rains soften the ground. 
When these conditions occur, the cicadas 
emerge in a synchronized eruption like 
a buggy marching band. Thus begins a 
short eventful life for the cicadas. In a 
mere 45 days or so they will find a mate, 
reproduce, and die. No wonder, as males 
sing out to females, their call is so loud 
and desperate. They are all literally racing 
against their truncated biological clocks.

After the cicada nymphs hatch from 
their eggs, they will burrow underground 
and live off the juices of tree roots for 17 
years, until they once again see sunlight 
and blue skies and for one brief moment 

hear the voices of their fellow cicadas 
singing from the “chorus trees.” No 
wonder the Greeks built a myth around 
this periodic miracle.

Of course we no longer live in 
a mythological world (Creationists 
notwithstanding), and we have some 
more scientific explanations for why 
this 17-year cycle has evolved. The most 
commonly accepted theory is predator 
satiation, whereby the superabundance of 
food in a brief window overwhelms the 
ability of birds and fish to eat them into 
extinction. In their most abundant habitat, 
up to 1.5 million cicadas can emerge in 
one acre. The cicadas are nature’s Golden 
Corral—a bottomless buffet not even the 
hungriest predators can exhaust.

The cicadas also hold mysteries as 
yet undiscovered. The two longest emer-
gent broods cycle either every 17 years 
or every 13 years—which scientists have 
recently noted are large prime numbers. 
Hypotheses have emerged (like cicadas 
from the soil) suggesting this is a method 
to prevent predators from synchronizing 
their breeding strategies or, alternately, a 

means for cicadas to prevent hybridiza-
tion within their own broods. As of now, 
no one knows the real answer for this 
mathematical puzzle; the cicadas still 
keep secrets from the scientists.

The other mystery of our under-
ground neighbors lies in their ability 
to tell time. From their underground 
bunkers, they come out like clockwork 
every 13 or 17 years depending on their 
brood. Secure and isolated beneath the 
soil, how do they measure time? It may 
be cycles of moisture and dryness in the 
ground, or perhaps the growth cycle of 
the insects and their hormones signal 
a restlessness to move upward into the 
spring air. The truth is, we don’t know. 
Those who think all the mysteries of the 
natural world have been solved need look 
only to their backyards full of the still 
enigmatic cicadas.

The one thing we do know is cicadas 
(unlike, say, mosquitos) are harmless 
to humans. The worst damage cicadas 
inflict is they may occasionally harm 

small trees by laying eggs on smaller 
branches. But such an attack is easily 
countered by using bird netting over 
small trees or ornamental plants. This 
minor damage to our ornamented back-
yards is far outweighed by the benefits of 
cicadas. They aerate the soil; feed birds, 
fish, snakes, lizards, and mammals rang-
ing in size from raccoons to bears, and 
their cicada corpses provide a nitrogen 
boost to the soil including the recently 
cicada-pruned trees. So cicadas are a 
periodic burst of food, nutrients, and 

pruning that makes our local ecosystem 
more robust and diverse.

Cicadas are a useful reminder that 
we all live in an empire of insects. If 
visitors were to come to our planet and 
observe it from a global perspective, 
they might well assume insects were the 
dominant life form on earth. Based on 
numbers, biomass, and impact on the 
environment, they are indeed the domi-
nant life form on earth—an evolutionary 
success story. There are 3,000 species of 
cicadas alone, with more than 900,000 
insect species on the planet. And these 
are only the insects we have named; 
there are between two and 30 million 
insect species on the planet, the vast 
majority of them as yet undiscovered 
and unnamed. Of all the earth’s species, 
80 percent are insects.

If humans want to laud our cities 
and great civilizations, the social insects 
can counter with ant nests that hold 
630,000 citizens or termite mounds with 
three million inhabitants. One locust 
swarm can include a billion migrants. 
Despite our impressive population 
growth to 7.4 billion humans, there 
are 200 million insects for each of 
us. These insect hordes vastly out-
number us, and we remain here to a 
certain extent because of the largely 
benign nature of the 10 quintillion 
(10,000,000,000,000,000,000) six-
legged neighbors who tolerate  
our presence.

The famous British biologist J.B.S. 
Haldane (1892–1964) was once asked 
what conclusions one could draw about 
a Creator based on the study of nature. 
Haldane answered pithily: “God has an 
inordinate fondness for beetles.” One 
might add a fondness for cicadas and all 
other members of the numerous and awe-
inspiring class Insecta.

Mark Madison is the historian for the 
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service and a 
landlord for the thousands of cicadas in 
his backyard.

EARTHBEAT

Beginning of the End, a 1957 film with giant 
grasshoppers attacking humans

Illustration of a 17-year cicada by Robert 
Evans Snodgrass (1930)
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Bernardine Somers and  
Morgan Academy

Children of Promise
Sue Kennedy

A baby comes into the world full of promise. As is 
said, “All babies are beautiful.” They’re also nat-
urally curious little bundles of learning capacity 

and talent. Studies have shown that even the youngest 
can and do recognize faces and voices. They commu-
nicate specific messages with cries and smiles. Their 
eyes fixate on the faces of their source of nourishment, 
comfort, and fun. And it has been discovered that a 
newborn, when supported in a pool, can do a pretty nifty 
backstroke. Every day these little sponges awaken ready 
to learn and try, and all too soon “I can do it myself ” is 
their mantra. And so it goes.

Babies learn constantly, and they’re not babies for 
very long. Before you blink, registering them for school 
is on your to-do list. There are many excellent schools 
throughout this country—schools with enthusiastic, 
talented, and dedicated teachers whose top priority is 
the welfare, safety, and education of the whole child. 
Seldom do we hear of anyone who went into teaching 
to get rich. Women and men become educators to infuse 
the love of learning into the fledgling leaders of tomor-
row. You could say a good teacher gets rewarded in psy-
chic income. A dedicated teacher 
is priceless and unforgettable. We 
all have a memory of that one 
teacher in that one school who lit  
a spark that influenced who we 
grew up to be. You can’t put a 
price on that.

Shepherdstown’s Morgan 
Academy is such a school. And 
Morgan Academy’s founder 
and director, Bernardine Somers, is such a teacher. 
Somers is originally from Moundsville, in the Northern 
Panhandle of West Virginia. The Somers family moved 
to Kearneysville when Bernie was 11. Somers’s father, 
Harry, who owned a mechanic shop; her mother, 
Cathy, who was an accountant; and her grandmother 
Bernardine, who was in the car business taught her the 
business skills that have served her well.

After Jefferson High School, Somers went on to 
Shepherd University, where she majored in education, 
graduating in 1996. To this day she singles out Professor 
Phil Bufithis (writing) and Professor Momodou Darboe 
(sociology) as the “incredible teachers” from whom she 
“gained a tremendous amount of knowledge.”

Upon graduation Somers was hired at Country Day 
School (now Jefferson Academy), in Kearneysville, to 

teach physical education. Of this opportunity she says, 
“It was like a dream.” She taught there for 18 years and 
then felt it was time to build a dream of her own. In 
2004 she and colleague Patricia Neely left Country Day 
to found Morgan Academy. Neely retired in 2009.

Morgan Academy today is a small private school, 
offering grades K-8 and, begin-
ning this fall, preschool, with 
class size limited to 12. Its stu-
dents come from Jefferson and 
Berkeley counties and Maryland.

The original Morgan 
Academy was a one-room school 
located at St. James Lutheran 
Church in Uvilla. It then moved 
to a sprawling ranch house near 
Morgan’s Grove Park. This sum-
mer the academy will relocate 
again to a newly constructed 
facility with more than 4,500 
square feet of space. The new 
school sits on 12 acres on the 

outskirts of Shepherdstown proper 
on Route 230. “It will be four 
times larger with seven class-
rooms, a garden of vegetables and 
flowers, trails to town, and a great 
room,” Somers says.

The new school will accom-
modate the growing student body, 
which, with the new preschool, 
will number 50. The surrounding 

acres will be home to two miniature ponies, three pigs, 
two goats, and a donkey. Prim, an elegant angora rab-
bit, greets the students every morning. “I have always 
believed that animals are good for the soul,” Somers 
explains. “When children are in a learning environment 
with animals that they care for and love, the opportunity 
to stimulate learning is wonderful. Animals are fantastic 
resources for teachers to make learning fun in all 
subjects. Currently the kids are incubating chicken eggs, 
and we hope to have at least 12 chickens at the campus 
this fall.”

By her own admission, Somers runs a tight ship. 
She’s very hands-on. The students have a 20-minute 
recess every morning. Exercise in fresh air is a daily 
perk. Appropriate and frequent use of “please” and 
“thank you” plus good table manners are required.

The school has a staff of five full-time and four 
enrichment teachers. Courses include science, reading, 
math, writing, Spanish, history, art history, yoga, and 
music. The music class is taught by Andrea Diggs, on 
loan from Ellsworth Music. Brian Ellsworth, renowned 
musician and owner of Ellsworth Music, says, “Andrea 

is a great teacher and a talented 
musician. Her students are very 
fortunate. We’re happy to do 
this for such a terrific school.”

Morgan Academy is 
recognized by the West Virginia 
Department of Education, and 
the school turns in state test 
scores by grade as would any 
private school. Composite test 
scores for Morgan Academy 
average in the 80th percentile.

In addition to studying 
at the school, students go on 
field trips to Baltimore and 
Washington and environs. Field 

trips to the African Museum of Art, the Tidal Basin, the 
Museum of Natural History, and the Baltimore Museum 
of Science made last semester memorable.

Morgan Academy enjoys an excellent reputa-
tion throughout the Panhandle and in Maryland, and 
Shepherdstown is very proud of that. “Shepherdstown 
has been extremely supportive,” says Somers.

And Somers has been supportive of the town in 
return, contributing her time and talent to community 
events such as Street Fest and Identity Crisis and organi-
zations such as the town’s Tree Commission and Shepherd 
University’s Friends of Music. Clearly she loves what she 
does and is happy to pay back to the town that helps make 
the dream of Morgan Academy a reality.

When the school opens in the fall, 10 wide-eyed 
“children of promise” will take over the new Morgan 
Academy preschool and these little cuties will embark 
on an experience they’ll remember always.

Sue Kennedy has four children and 10 grandchildren. 
She was a carpool record holder and thinks it would 
have been great if a Morgan Academy preschool experi-
ence had been offered in Connecticut when her little 
darlings were eating paste.

A class gathers for a lesson.

PH
O

TO
S

 B
Y 

B
ER

N
AR

D
IN

E 
S

O
M

ER
S

A math class



G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S U M M E R  2 0 1 6

17

Remembering Madrid
Isabella Snyder

On page 31 in A Country Editor Abroad, pub-
lished in Shepherdstown in 1931, my great-
great-grandfather, Harry Lambright Snyder, 

writes: “Everyone who knows me knows that I am 
entirely loyal to our lovely Valley of Shenandoah, for 
I never fail to enjoy its beauty and feel cheated unless 
from time to time it is my good fortune to drive from 
one end of it to the other. Yet yesterday I made a jour-
ney that I shall never have eliminated from my mind’s 
eye. It was a drive of ninety miles from Cadiz to Seville 
through the richest and most fertile section of ‘Sunny 
Spain,’ the province of Andalusia.”

Seventy-seven years later, I visited Spain for the 
first time, and just like my great-great-grandfather, 
I traveled to Andalusia. My family and I stayed in 
Granada, which means pomegranate in English. I was 
six years old at the time, and I could never have imag-
ined that in the future Spain would become so special to 
us and that we would end up spending part of our sum-
mers there for years to come. From that trip, I remember 
our visit to the Alhambra, a 
magnificent Moorish palace 
built in the ninth century 
and reconstructed during 
the 13th century. I have 
always loved water, and 
the fountains and the water 
ponds caught my attention.

My first visit to 
Madrid occurred in 2012 
during my seventh-grade 
year, when my mother and 
I traveled to visit my sister 
Stephany, who was enrolled 
in a master’s program at IE 
Business School. We stayed 
in a hotel in the neighborhood Las Letras, 
which celebrates Spanish writers and 
their work. The walls in our room were 
decorated with literary quotes, and we 
could practically see the homes of famous 
writers like Lope de Vega and Cervantes 
from our hotel window.

As soon as we checked in, my mother 
took me to Plaza del Sol. Located in the 
center of Madrid, it is a crowded square 
where artists, musicians, actors, and 
clowns gather to entertain locals as well 
as tourists. The area is also filled with 
beggars and pickpockets. Coming from 
Shepherdstown, I was overwhelmed, just 
as I am overwhelmed when we travel to 
New York and go to Times Square.

During our stay in Madrid, we toured 
the botanical gardens, visited the Prado 

Museum, and walked to Plaza Mayor 
and the market. What most surprised 
me about Madrid were the Turkish 
baths. Housed in a building that from 
the outside resembled those around it, 
once you entered, you found yourself 
in a different world. We changed and 
went to an area that had three different 
pools filled with water at different tem-
peratures, including hot and ice-cold. 
We had bought the full package, which 
included a massage. After a certain 
time, they called us into a room where 
we were each greeted by a masseuse 
and shown to our massage table. This 
was my first and last massage. The 
woman was attacking my back, while 
telling me to relax.

In Madrid, I also saw my first flamenco show  
at El Corral de La Moreria. I’ll never forget the  

dancers in elaborate dresses playing  
castanets and moving to guitar music 
while cantaores (singers) encouraged 
them to keep on dancing.

The summer before my ninth-grade 
year, we traveled to Madrid for my sister’s 
graduation and rented an apartment in 
Plaza Santa Ana. My sister had mentioned 
that there was a fencing salle (fencing 
hall or club) close to the apartment; and 
since my dad had fenced in college, we 
decided that the whole family would take 
fencing lessons. When we met Gianmarco 
Cherubino at the salle, little did we know 

that we would be seeing 
him every summer for the 
next several years and that 
we would become good 
friends. Gianmarco is a 
fencing master and has been 
Spanish National Champion 
in foil five times, so we 
were fortunate when he 
agreed to give us lessons. 
By the end of our trip my 
brother William had fallen 
in love with the sport and 
had decided to continue 
fencing once we returned to 
the States. Currently, he’s a 
freshman at Johns Hopkins 
and an épée fencer on their 
varsity team. Thanks to 
Gianmarco, William has 
had the opportunity to train 

with the Spanish National Fencing Team; last summer 
he fenced in Spanish tournaments.

Some of my favorite places in Madrid and its 
surrounding areas are Serrano Street, with its elegant 
shops and cafés, and Espasa Calpe, a large bookstore 
located in Gran Via close to Plaza del Sol, where 
you can find books in Spanish, English, and other 
languages. I also like Jeronimos Church. Built in the 
16th century and located behind the Prado Museum 
close to our apartment, it is the popular place for royal 
weddings and funerals. Most days we walked in El 
Retiro Park, built by the Count Duke of Olivares in 
1630 and comprising 350 acres. In Madrid we’ve had 
the chance to see the Spanish National Ballet perform 
at Teatro de la Zarzuela and to have dinner at El Botin, 
Hemingway’s favorite restaurant.

Throughout the years, Madrid has become our 
second home. I like it better than Paris because it feels 
more like a town to me than a city. I could walk around 
our neighborhood in Jeronimos by myself and be 
perfectly safe. The city has a strong sense of community. 
Under our apartment building, there is a bar where we 
see the locals, among them a famous Spanish designer, 
always dressed in white, who sits for hours with his 
assistants watching people.

The year we attended my sister’s graduation in 
Madrid, we didn’t know we would fall in love with the 
city or that traveling there every summer would become 
a family tradition. Just like my great-great-grandfather, 
I took a journey “that I shall never have eliminated from 
my mind’s eye.”

Isabella Snyder is a rising junior at Saint Maria 
Goretti High School. This spring she was named an 
Independent Preparatory School League All Star in 
tennis. During the summer she plans to travel to Berlin 
and Madrid.

Isabella Snyder

William Snyder and Gianmarco Cherubino

Stephany Snyder, Gianmarco Cherubino, William Snyder, Isabella Snyder 
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Nativism Is Nothing New  
in America

Stephen Willingham

As the current Republican presidential front-runner 
continues to declare that his administration 
would deport an estimated 11 million illegal 

immigrants, he additionally asserts that he will somehow 
miraculously command Mexico to fund the construc-
tion of a wall along the U.S.-Mexico border. As if these 
declarations weren’t enough, the candidate elicits cheers 
from his supporters by threatening to ban 
Muslims from entering the country. At times 
such as these, it is well to remember that 
the front-runner, and his strident rhetoric 
demonizing immigrants, is nothing new to 
the annals of American electoral politics.

In the 1850s the arrival of waves of 
Irish and German Catholic immigrants 
began to concern American nativists, mainly 
descendants of Anglo-Saxon Protestants, 
whose leaders predicted that these new 
arrivals could form a substantial voting 
block that at least had the potential for being 
controlled by a foreign dictator, the pope. 
Afraid of eventually being overwhelmed, 
nativists started to band together. Their 
organization reflected the split between 
“Jackson” Democrats, who advocated for 
the expansion of slavery into the Western 
territories, and “Clay” Whigs, who essentially opposed it.

Internally, the Whigs were further divided over the 
question of slavery. These factions became known as 
“Cotton Whigs,” Southerners who would later bolt the 
party and join the Democrats, and “Conscience Whigs,” 
who opposed slavery and its expansion into the territo-
ries. The latter would eventually form the nucleus of the 
new Republican Party.

But as the Whigs disintegrated along national and 
regional lines, the faction expressing more “nativist” 
sentiments eventually formed its own party in the early 
1850s, the Native American Party, or as it eventually 
became known, the American Party. As they sought 
middle-of-the-road acceptance and because of their 
anti-immigrant, anti-Catholic stance, many early nativist 
organizers thought it best to remain tight-lipped when 
responding to questions from the media. As a result, 
nativists would soon earn the nickname, by which they 
are mostly remembered today, Know-Nothings.

Into this vortex stepped one of Shepherdstown’s 
most prominent citizens, a card-carrying Whig named 
Alexander Robinson Boteler. The American Party by 
1854 controlled the largest block of seats in the House 
of Representatives. Out of 234 members composing the 
34th Congress, 100 hung their hats on the American 
Party peg. The remaining seats were divided among 
Democrats and other regionally based parties, composed 
at least partly of old Whig mainstays.

The “Americans” never commanded a majority suf-
ficient to seize the speakership. In 1856 this prize would 
ultimately fall to Nathaniel P. Banks, a former Northern 
Democrat from Massachusetts, who successfully ran 
for Congress as a Know-Nothing in 1854. By 1856 
Banks considered himself a Republican. Ironically, this 
would be the same Nathaniel P. Banks who, as military 

governor of occupied Virginia, would 
briefly arrest Boteler in the summer of 
1861. The two men had previously served 
together as members of the 36th Congress 
after Boteler’s election in March 1859. By 
early March 1861, however, Boteler had 
resigned his seat and followed his native 
state into the Confederacy.

According to Dr. Jerry Thomas, a 
Shepherd University history professor 
emeritus, Boteler was indeed an early 
Know-Nothing, having served briefly as a 
national secretary and spokesman. Thomas 
asserts that Boteler’s nativist leanings are a 
bit perplexing considering that his maternal 
grandfather and namesake, Alexander 
Robinson, was Irish. “Boteler maybe 
thought the Irish immigrant free labor in 
the North represented something of a threat 

to the Southern labor system,” he speculated.
Boteler’s anti-Catholic stance is equally obscure and 

a bit hard to fathom, Thomas continued. Perhaps as a 
staunch Episcopalian and a committed temperance advo-
cate, Boteler took a dim view of newly disembarked 
Irish who were stereotypically characterized as being 
fond of drinking.

In Battle Cry of Freedom, James M. McPherson 
addresses the root of much anti-immigrant sentiment: 
“Immigration during the first years of the 1850s reached 
a level five times greater than a decade earlier. Most of 
the new arrivals were poor Catholic peasants or laborers 
from Ireland and Germany who crowded into tenements 
of large cities. Crime and welfare costs soared.”

In 1854 the nativists captured the mayor’s office 
in Philadelphia, Washington, D.C., and San Francisco. 
(Of course, the far western Know-Nothings were mainly 
focused on the Chinese.) The years 1855 and 1856 
witnessed the mayoral offices in Chicago and Baltimore 
also dropping into the nativist column.

But by the late 1850s nativism had begun to fade, 
replaced by the growing conflict over expanding slavery. 
Boteler reflected this changing trend in his own political 
thinking. Historian Thomas observes that Boteler drifted 
away from nativism as “Northern Know-Nothings or 
‘Americans’ began to be friendly to abolition.” Thomas 
reports that Boteler remarked in a convention speech 
that he “now stood at the graveside of the party.” For 

Boteler, according to Thomas, “the defense of slavery 
and the Southern way of life trumped nativism.”

Boteler was elected to the U.S. House of 
Representatives in 1859. Thomas indicated that Boteler 
by this time most certainly considered himself an 
American Party member. His one term in Congress 
would only accelerate his political transformation 
as he banded with other like-minded members in a 
last-ditch effort to save the Union. Thomas says that 
at this point in his career, Boteler became a dedicated 
member of the Constitutional Union Party, serving as 
its national secretary. Constitutional Unionists pushed 
the notion that through some miracle the Union could 
be preserved by a strict constructionist reading of 
the Constitution, thus allowing slavery to continue. 
Needless to say, the CUP attracted few adherents as the 
sectional politics of 1860 increasingly polarized to the 
flashpoint of civil war.

Thomas added: “Boteler reflected a typical slave 
owner’s paternalistic notion that everyone was happy 
under slavery. I think not unlike others like him, he just 
couldn’t wrap his mind around the notion that the Old 
South could persist in any other way.”

Until the first shots were fired at Fort Sumter, Boteler 
had steadfastly worked to preserve the Union. During the 
Civil War, he served a term in the Confederate Congress 
and was a civilian military aide to Confederate generals 
“Stonewall” Jackson, J.E.B. Stuart, and Robert E. Lee, 
whom he accompanied to the surrender at Appomattox. 
He eventually reconciled with the Union and considered 
himself a Republican, later serving the administrations of 
Rutherford B. Hayes and Chester A. Arthur.

As the 19th century wound to a close, the United 
States continued to experience upheavals of nativism, 
most notably in the 1890s and later in the 1920s. 
The Immigration Act of 1924 limited the number of 
immigrants based on the 1890 census. Only 2 percent 
of the total number of applying nationalities were to 
be granted visas—Asians were totally excluded. This 
act would remain in effect until revised by Congress 
in 1952. The resulting McCarran-Walter Act left the 
previous national quotas in place but lifted the Asian 
exclusion. The National Origins Quota would continue 
to favor immigrants from Northern and Western 
Europe. McCarran-Walter would remain the law of 
the land until amended in 1965, giving preferences to 
those immigrants with special skills and those who 
had close relatives who were already U.S. citizens. The 
Immigration Act of 1965 finally eliminated quotas, and 
“national origin” was abolished.

Stephen Willingham continues to cultivate the vine-
yards of Washington High School in Charles Town.
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Alexander Robinson 
Boteler was an early 
national secretary and 
spokesman for the 
American Nativist Party,  
known mainly today as 
the Know-Nothings.
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Pastor Gayle Bach-Watson’s  
Many Lives

Psychology, Theology, Genealogy,  
Equine Massage, and Masterworks Chorale

Ed Zahniser

On Sunday, May 1, 2016, at 
3 p.m., Christ Reformed 
United Church of Christ in 

Shepherdstown installed its new pastor, the 
Reverend Gayle Bach-Watson. The instal-
lation service also celebrated the church’s 
long history and its continuing mission in 
Shepherdstown and the surrounding com-
munity. The church is located at 304 East 
German Street in Shepherdstown.

The Service of Installation included 
special music by organist and music 
director Mary Ann Morgan. The Reverend 
Kenneth D. Fuller, pastor of Christ 
Reformed United Church of Christ 
in Cavetown, Maryland, delivered the 
message for the service. Fuller served as 
a mentor and spiritual advisor to Bach-
Watson during her years at the Wesley 
Theological Seminary at the American 
University in Washington, D.C. Ordained 
by the United Church of Christ in 2000, 
she has previously served several Maryland 
churches in Frederick and Carroll counties.

Bach-Watson, who introduces herself 
as “Pastor Gayle,” was born in Dayton, 
Ohio, but raised in Maine, Massachusetts, 
and upstate New York. She moved to 
Maryland in 1977.

She was educated at the University 
of Maine at Orono and at George Mason 
University in Fairfax, Virginia. She 
received a bachelor’s degree in clinical 
psychology at George Mason in 1981. She 
attended Wesley Theological Seminary 
in Washington, D.C., from 1995 to 1999, 
graduating magna cum laude. She hopes 
to continue pursuing her education toward 
a doctorate in organizational leadership.

“I have two daughters, Alexandra, a 
student, who lives with me, and Jessica, 
an IT specialist who lives in Williamsport, 
Maryland. I live in Knoxville, Maryland, 
where I am renovating a 116-year-old farm 
house.” Pastor Gayle adds that—as many 
who undertake the task soon discover, and 

perhaps even with a healthy measure of 
understatement—“It’s taking longer than I 
had expected, but it is a labor of love.”

“Christ Reformed is a place with its 
doors and hearts wide open; and more 
than just welcoming, it is a place where 
you can experience the extravagant wel-
come of God,” Pastor Gayle says. “A very 
large part of my ministry is greeting each 
person as a unique individual, cherished 
and treasured by God. We are all God’s 
children—created in God’s image.”

Shepherdstown’s Christ Reformed 
United Church of Christ was founded in 
1747. Historically, the congregation was 
first served by ordained ministers of the 
German Reformed Church. In the early 
1700s, thousands of German-speaking 
people had emigrated to North America. 
The church’s stone tower was built as 
part of a structure shared in the very 
early years by more than one denomina-
tion. It was soon incorporated into the 
present building.

The church welcomes all to worship. 
Bible study is held Sunday mornings 
from 9 to 10 a.m., and worship begins 
at 11. Holy Communion is celebrated 
every Sunday and is open to all, regard-
less of membership. “The host at the 
Communion table is Jesus Christ him-
self,” Pastor Gayle says. “He welcomes 

all with open arms. If you are hurting, if 
you need a safe space, if you need heal-
ing, come. He is here waiting for you.”

“I chose to pursue ordination in the 
United Church of Christ,” Pastor Gayle 
explains, “because of its open-door 
invitation to all worshipers. I believe 
intensely and adamantly in the United 
Church of Christ’s open and affirming 
stance that all persons, regardless of 
gender or sexual orientation, are loved by 
God and are welcome in God’s church.”

One of Pastor Gayle’s favorite quotes 
is from The Pensées of French scientist, 
mathematician, and philosopher Blaise 
Pascal (1623–1662), who pioneered game 
and probability theory and existentialism. 
“What else does this craving, and this 
helplessness, proclaim,” Pascal wrote, 
“but that there was once in man a true 
happiness, of which all that now remains 
is the empty print and trace? This he tries 
in vain to fill with everything around 
him,” Pascal continues, “seeking in things 
that are not there the help he cannot find 
in those that are, though none can help, 
since this infinite abyss can be filled only 
with an infinite and immutable object; in 
other words by God himself.”

Pastor Gayle believes that every per-
son is a child of God and that all people 
are inherently good.

All work and no play (except perhaps 
renovating that old house!) would make 
Pastor Gayle a dull girl, so she makes 
time for play, creative play.

“I am a medieval reenactor with the 
Society for Creative Anachronism,” she 
explains. “On many Saturdays I can be 
found in medieval garb, serving water to 
the fighters, helping prepare feast in the 
kitchen, retaining for their royal majes-
ties, or performing in a bardic, a musical, 
or poetic performance. I also fight in 
full armor and participate in competitive 
archery. My persona or character is a 
British noblewoman from 1215. The 
Society for Creative Anachronism covers 
the period from 600 CE to 1600 CE—so 
from the period of the Vikings to Queen 
Elizabeth I of England.”

Pastor Gayle also devotes some time 
to her genealogy. “I have traced several of 
my ancestral lines to 1500 BCE. Having 
a long ancestral line does not make us 
any better as a person, but I find that the 
connections make history come alive in a 
very special way.”

At this new-to-her but very old 
Shepherdstown church, Pastor Gayle 
will no doubt avail herself of the rich 
“genealogy in place” that is its graveyard. 
Gravestones there, some of them incised 
with German text, date back to before the 
American Revolution and include soldiers 
who fought in that war for independence.

Pastor Gayle also finds time to 
sing with the Shepherd University 
Masterworks Chorale, and she volunteers 
at a horse rescue organization as an 
equine massage therapist. She is also an 
avid and intense reader.

Ed Zahniser is poetry editor of the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER. His new book of 
poems, At the End of the Self-help Rope, 
is available at Four Seasons Books in 
Shepherdstown.

In Christ Reformed 
Church, Shepherdstown
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Gayle Bach-Watson enjoys participating 
in medieval reenactments.

Pastor Gayle  
Bach-Watson
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

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

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

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

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

www.4pillarchurch.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets

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

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

All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends  
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Monthly Meeting
for Worship and First Day School

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

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

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

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

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

Children/Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
(located in grey house adjacent church)
www.Shepherdstownlutheranparish.org

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DONORS
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COMMUNITY BIBLE SCHOOL!
SURF SHACK — Catch the Wave of God’s Amazing Love! 

Wave words for the week are
God Creates • God Helps • God Loves • God Calms • God Sends

July 18 through 22 • 9 a.m. till 12 noon
For children age 3 through Grade 8. Young ones must be potty trained.

Shepherdstown is such a wonderful welcoming community. For over 20 years, 
many churches have combined resources to prepare a summer Community Bible 
School. It is a fun-filled week where people from all the denominations in town—
and those without a church family—come together to greet one another with the 
good news: “God of peace be with you and yours.” Our staff has been trained in 
Safe Sanctuary and many are certified teachers, but we also need the help of lots 
of volunteers: parents, grandparents, teenagers. All are welcome.

Contact New Street United Methodist Church to volunteer or to  
register children: (304) 876-2362 • nsumc@frontiernet.net

Registration forms also at www.newstreetumc.com

Surf

 Shack
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BLUE MOON CAFE

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

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

23

Schmitt Construction Company

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors

129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

 Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

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

101

TREE QUESTIONS?
Contact a certi  ed arborist.

304-876-3104
www.trees101.net

Educati on | Consulti ng | Tree Care

107 South Princess Street • Shepherdstown • 25443

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

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

Join Us for a
Taste of Britain

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Proprietor
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