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NATIONAL CRISIS
Live Into Hope!

Randall Tremba

One month later and many of my friends are 
still reeling in shock, anger, dismay, and even 
depression in the wake of the election. And 

for some it’s getting worse, not better.
Nobody better tell them to “get over it.” I mean, 

even if the angel of the Lord appeared and said, “Fear 
not; be not afraid,” they’d still be afraid and think the 
appearance a hoax.

One day shortly after the election, while wander-
ing outside my echo chamber, I stumbled upon some 
other friends, friends who were pleased, relieved,  
and even delighted with the election. Those weren’t 
my feelings.

But since I know them to be good and honorable 
people, and since I don’t know everything, and since 
I often prejudge and stereotype people, and since I 
(sometimes) practice what I preach, I asked why they 
felt pleased, relieved, and delighted. What did you see 
in him that I didn’t?

I got an earful. And I’m pretty sure I got a glimpse 
of the world through their eyes.

That’s what happens when we plant ourselves at 
the gates of hope, telling people what we are seeing 
and asking them what they see.

And so I asked.
As it turns out, much to my surprise, some of 

my good friends and kinfolk—along with 62 million 
others—saw “hope and change” where I had seen only 
vulgarity, vitriol, and bigotry. They didn’t change my 
view, but they broadened my horizon.

In a broken world, no one sees clearly. That’s why 
love requires not only kindness, justice, and humility 
but a willingness to listen carefully and deeply to oth-
ers who see the world differently than we do, even if, 
in the end, we can’t endorse their views.

Nobody knows the future. We can only guess. And 
some guesses make more sense than others. But we 
can’t know. And yet we do know this: Right now, in 
this moment, our nation faces a crisis. And crisis spells 
both danger and opportunity.

And one opportunity is to listen to others and see 
the world as they see it. Empathy is a great virtue. It’s 
an aspect of compassion, which, by the way, isn’t the 
same thing as being nice.

One aspect of the Golden Rule is: Give others the 
same benefit of the doubt that you’d like for yourself.

So I did.
The promise of “hope and change” is powerful. 

It gets a grip on people despite evidence and reason. 
Hope and optimism are not the same things. Optimism 
is based on evidence, trends, statistics; hope comes 
from a different place. And it’s not exactly rational.

Yes, it could turn out to be false hope. And yet in 
the moment it’s gladly embraced, because most people 
at most times desperately want hope.

As I listened to these (annoyingly) happy friends, 
I remembered that eight years ago, 70 million 
Americans were inspired by Senator Barack Obama’s 
promise of “hope and change.” Many of those 70 
million overlooked his gross inexperience and voted 
against their own racial biases and partisan loyalties 
to elect America’s first black president. They craved 
“hope and change.”

Then as now, expectations soared to messianic 
heights. And not surprisingly, many people were 
disappointed.

In the wake of this election, we all have expecta-
tions in one direction or the other. I’m guessing many 
will be disappointed again—some gravely so. As the 
Buddha put it: “Only the one who has no expectations 
is never disappointed.”

Hope is not always cheerful. Hope does not ignore 
dark clouds. Yes, the sun comes up every day. But it’s 
foolish and dangerous to ignore storm clouds on the 
other horizon.

At times such as these, it’s good to take a deep 
breath and a long perspective. It’s a good time to let the 
natural world teach us a few lessons.

Turbulence and turmoil keep this planet alive. 
Without hurricanes, tsunamis, monsoons, earthquakes, 
and raging forest fires, this planet would be cold dead. 
Life on planet earth is turbulent. It just is.

If you’ve lived long enough and paid attention, 
you know that personal and political worlds also 
shake, rattle, and collapse. Worlds collapse all the 
time. We mustn’t take it personally, as though we 
alone suffer devastation.

Many poets and prophets have proclaimed: 
Destruction can be the prelude to a new creation; some-
times something more beautiful and wholesome arises.

Crisis spells danger and opportunity. This is no 
time for complacency.

This election opened our eyes to hordes of people 
living lives of quiet despair. One candidate saw them 
more clearly than the other.

But no matter our partisan loyalties, we must now 
devote ourselves again to abolishing bigotry, violence, 
misogyny, sexism, greed, racism, poverty, addiction, 
inequality, and elitism. We must live into hope.

Hope is hard. Life is hard. But something else  
is true: Grace abounds. And in hard times it helps to  
be gracious.

President-elect Donald Trump is a real winner! 
Obviously, he knows how to win. He likes a challenge, 
the bigger the better. He now faces the biggest chal-
lenge of his life.

And so I pray that the president-elect will be 
blessed with a heart and mind devoted to winning back 
the many he has wounded and terrified. It can be done. 
But despite his claims, he alone cannot fix it.

Whether he tries or not, whether he succeeds 
or not, we are all summoned to hard and holy work. 
Left, right, and center. We must now work together 
to mend divisions; tear down walls of hostility; build 
up the economy; protect women and girls, Muslims, 
immigrants, and LGBTQ people; and ensure that all 
Americans, not just some, can feel great about our 
country again.

No, I’m not a starry-eyed optimist. I see many 
reasons to be pessimistic. But I am hopeful, and I also 
happen to believe in the amazing power of love.

Now abideth faith, hope, and love. And the greatest 
of these is love. (One Corinthians 13:13)

THE GATES OF HOPE
Our mission is to plant ourselves at the gates of Hope—

Not the prudent gates of Optimism,
Which are somewhat narrower.

Not the stalwart, boring gates of Common Sense;
Nor the strident gates of Self-Righteousness,

Which creak on shrill and angry hinges
(People cannot hear us there; they cannot pass through)

Nor the cheerful, flimsy garden gate of
“Everything is gonna be all right.”

But a different, sometimes lonely place,
The place of truth-telling,

About your own soul first of all and its condition.
The place of resistance and defiance,

The piece of ground from which you see the world
Both as it is and as it could be

As it will be;
The place from which you glimpse not only struggle,

But the joy of the struggle.
And we stand there, beckoning and calling,

Telling people what we are seeing
Asking people what they see.

— Victoria Safford

* * *

Our mission is to plant ourselves at the gates of Hope—
Not the prudent gates of Optimism...

Nor the cheerful, flimsy garden gate of
“Everything is gonna be all right.”
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Lisa Dall’Olio and  
“For the Kids, By George” 

Children’s Museum
Isabella Snyder

I met Lisa Dall’Olio when I was in third grade at St. 
Joseph School in Martinsburg, West Virginia. My 
brother, William, her son, Taylor, and daughter, Olivia, 

and I are all friends. Born in Torrance, California and 
raised in New Jersey, Dall’Olio has lived in West Virginia 
for the last 22 years. While studying architecture at the 
University of Texas in Austin, she also enrolled in gradu-
ate classes in historic preservation and documentation. 
These interests date back to her childhood in 
New Jersey, where she saw historic buildings 
in her hometown destroyed by developments 
and infrastructure, an experience that marked 
her and influenced her future choices.

Following college, Dall’Olio worked 
as an architect in New York City. There she 
met her future husband, Matthew Grove. 
Eventually, they moved to his hometown of 
Martinsburg and started Grove & Dall’Olio 
Architects. In 2005 the couple purchased 
land to create “Broomgrass,” a residential community 
centered on an organic farm. They placed protective 
easements on 300 acres of farm and woodland, sold 16 
one-acre residential lots, and now live there with other 
families. It’s a beautiful place with a breathtaking view 
and lovely, well-designed homes that fit in that natural 
landscape.

When the City of Martinsburg asked Dall’Olio to 
help with a grant for the renovation of the old B&O 
Railroad Hotel attached to the Martinsburg Train Station, 
she came up with the idea of using parts of the building 
as a museum to “tell the rich history of the transportation 
developments that played a key role in the growth of 
West Virginia and in establishing our nation.” Thanks 
to the grant, the building was fully renovated and some 
space allocated to the Washington Heritage Trail for a 
welcome center. In 2011 Jim Castleman, acting director 
of the center, decided to feature the entire trail for chil-
dren and their families. The children’s museum’s stated 
aim is “to provide an interactive and engaging environ-
ment that immerses children and families in the history 
and culture of the Eastern Panhandle of West Virginia and 
its importance to the founding of our nation.”

Grove & Dall’Olio were hired to design the museum 
to be named for the country’s first president. It took them 
three years to complete the project, and the official dedi-
cation was in May 2013. Although the scope was limited 
to exhibits in the main waiting room of the train station, 

both architects pointed out underutilized portions of the 
building they could use, and the City of Martinsburg 
agreed to allow the expansion. While the budget was 
one-tenth of that typically allotted to children’s museums, 
close to 100 volunteers and companies supported the 
project through reduced pricing or donations.

John Hankey, an old friend of Dall’Olio’s who 
is a rail historian and Americanist, helped with the 

initial planning of the three journeys kids 
take during their visit. Dall’Olio recruited 
children to help with the exhibit planning and 
construction, and she created a kids’ caucus 
that met once a month to review progress. 
Retired filmmaker Eric Grove mounted two 
Go-Pro cameras on the hood of Dall’Olio’s 
car so they could drive along the Washington 
Heritage Trail to capture some spectacular 
scenes along the way. 
Eric also created a six-

minute film for the 3-D bike ride 
exhibit. Their budget was so small 
that they rented a wheelchair for the 
day, and Dall’Olio pushed it while 
Eric filmed. They went at bike speed. 
“Eric is about 6’2, so I had to get a 
good running start,” Dall’Olio laughs. 
“The first time we ran the cameras, 
I hit a lip in the sidewalk, launching 
Eric and his gear into the air.” Her 
family also helped. Taylor and Olivia 
narrated the introduction and parts 
of the bike movie, respectively. They 
hung displays with their father and  
cut out the magnets for the train 
cutout exhibit.

During her research, Dall’Olio 
relied on existing historical documen-
tation and on members of the local 
community like Dr. Raymond Smock of the Robert C. 
Byrd Center for Legislative Studies and Dr. Jason Allen, 
who currently teaches at Frostburg State. She chose Ethel 
Bovey—a former worker in the Interwoven Mills and 
author of several books about life in Martinsburg during 
the Depression and World War II—as the living character 
to feature in the museum’s corridor. Upon seeing her 
panel, Bovey sang a song she and her coworkers used to 
sing while working at the mills.

Dall’Olio wanted every exhibit in the museum 
to be hands-on and fun for kids while teaching them 
about local history. For the Lego exhibit featuring a 
scaled version of Martinsburg’s streetscape from the 
1950s, she researched images of buildings and scaled 
them up or down using software. Kids between the 
ages of 3 and 17 constructed the buildings, completing 
the project in five days. Taylor, Olivia, my brother, and 
I helped with this exhibit.

Once the museum project was finished, Dall’Olio 
volunteered to serve on the board. The initial operating 
budget for the museum was provided by city, state, 
and federal governments through the Department of 
Highways Transportation Enhancement Grant.

The yearly operating budget is $81,000. The City 
of Martinsburg provides $15,000, but the remaining 
$66,000 must be raised through sponsorships, member-

ships, ticket sales, gift shop sales, 
and the annual fundraiser, “Building 
Steam.” For this fall’s fundraiser, vol-
unteers converted the museum’s 90-foot 
pedestrian bridge into a 1950s-era din-
ing car and served a five-course meal of 
original B&O Railroad recipes.

The museum is open Wednesdays, 
11 to 4, and Saturdays, 10 to 5. Tickets 
for the general public are $6, $5 for 
groups larger than 10, and free for fami-
lies or schools entitled to the free-lunch 
program. Museum volunteers include 
retired teachers and students from the 
ROTC programs at local high schools.

Throughout the years, I’ve seen 
Dall’Olio design and build beautiful 
homes, raise her children, travel, 
serve gourmet dinners—all while 
running her architectural firm with her 
husband and volunteering for different 

organizations. Thanks to her, I recently attended my 
first barn dance at Broomgrass. She loves to do things 
for others and make people happy. Her enthusiasm and 
generosity are admirable. We are lucky to have her in 
our community.

Isabella Snyder is a junior at Saint Maria Goretti High 
School. She attended this year’s fundraiser at the chil-
dren’s museum and had a lovely time.

Lisa Dall’Olio
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Dall’Olio and volunteers work on a 
Lego model of Martinsburg.
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A celebration on the last day of the 
Lego project
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Randy
Randall W. Tremba 
Executive Editor
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Use the handy coupon on page 2 or sign them up at www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org.
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The Beautiful Bodice Project
Sue Kennedy

One of the most horrifying experi-
ences a woman can have is hearing 
her doctor say, “You have breast 

cancer.” The American Cancer Society 
estimates that in 2017, 300,000 women 
will hear just that. It is true that today’s 
research and development has produced 
more accurate diagnostics, better drugs, 
and more humane treatments for recovery 
than there used to be. But breast cancer is 
breast cancer, and curing the disease takes 
a toll on a woman far beyond the cure 
itself. For many women a mastectomy, the 
surgical removal of one or both breasts, 
is the only option. This surgery can take 
a very serious emotional toll and greatly 
affect the way a woman sees herself.

The Bodice Project was developed 
by artist Cynthia Fraula-Hahn to aid in 
the spiritual healing of people facing 
the challenges of breast cancer and 
to open the eyes and hearts of others. 
It’s an effort, through the sculptural 
creations of various artists, to address 
the issue of body image of breast 
cancer survivors. “The work 
consists of various media 
and started in 2013 when I 
began wrapping women (and 
one man) who had survived 
breast cancer,” Fraula-Hahn 
says. “I wrapped each torso 
with plaster-embedded gauze 
and then painted each one 
appropriate to the person.” 
That artistic concept turned 
into the Bodice Project. Its goal is  
to help a woman learn to love her  
post-mastectomy body and feel as  
womanly and “sexy” as before her 
breast cancer treatment.

Fraula-Hahn grew up in Winchester 
with her parents, Mary Gail and Bill 
Fraula, and her sister, Sherry. She was a 
vivacious, creative, delightful girl who 
made friends easily and still does. After 
graduating from James Wood High, she 
went off to the University of Maryland 
in College Park to study interior design 
and then to Virginia Commonwealth 
University to study art history and paint-
ing. She earned a bachelor’s degree and 
master of fine arts degree. She traveled 
for the next five years living, painting, 
and working in San Francisco, San 
Diego, and Christiansted, St. Croix. Her 

calling clearly was creating, teaching, 
and appreciating art in many forms.

In 1989 she returned to Winchester 
as her parents were both in poor health, 
and she wanted to be close to them. 
Fortunately, art is a universal language 
and an artist has freedom to create wher-
ever she chooses. First, she chose to work 
as an art history instructor at Shepherd 
University, then as executive director at 
the Kurtz Cultural Center in Winchester. 
She was settling in nicely when an old 
high school buddy, Joe Hahn, reappeared. 
Tall, dark, and handsome, Hahn was a 
recreational private pilot and vice presi-
dent of his family’s engineering firm. He 
turned out to be the love of her life. “On 
our first date Joe took me flying. I think 
I fell in love right then and there,” she 
says. Let’s just say he swept her off her 
feet, and in 1992, Cynthia Fraula and Joe 
Hahn were married. Life for this golden 
couple was very good for 17 years. Then 
tragedy struck. In 2008 Joe was the 
victim of a medical mistake that took his 

life. Fraula-Hahn said little 
about what happened except 
that it shouldn’t have. “My 
life stopped when Joe died.”

She admitted that her 
art suffered greatly: “My 
colors turned to charcoal.” 
She credits Lori Robertson 
for pulling her out of her 
depths of depression. “Lori’s 
from Winchester; that’s how 

we became friends,” Fraula-Hahn says. 
“After Joe died, she called me all the 
time just to talk and listen. I needed a 
change of pace, and Lori suggested I 
think about moving to Shepherdstown 
where she lived. I’d worked at Shepherd 
University as an instructor of art history 
in the early ’90s. I liked the town and the 
people but never thought of living there. 
Joe and I were happy where we were.”

But now she needed a change, so 
she took Lori’s advice and moved to 
Shepherdstown eight years ago. From the 
first, Fraula-Hahn, like many of us, found 
the people here the most welcoming 
she’d ever met.

“Wherever I went, the people 
seemed genuinely happy to see me,” she 
said. Her megawatt smile and friendly 
way undoubtedly had a lot to do with 

her welcome. Fraula-Hahn lived at 
BelleVue for a while and then relocated 
to a big, old home on Old Prospect 
Avenue. She found several outlets for 
her passion for the arts: director at 
Rear Window Gallery, grant panelist 
at Virginia Commission on the Arts, 
Shenandoah University Women in the 
Arts, exhibitions adviser at Shenandoah 
Arts Council, adjunct professor of art 
at Shepherd University, and a member 
of the National Museum of Women in 
the Arts, Telfair Museum. Her work 
was featured on PBS, and her lectures 
were heard on NPR. Fraula-Hahn is also 
active in Artistic Legacies: Workshop 
for Women in the Arts.

Fraula-Hahn said her inspiration for 
the Bodice Project came from Lou Ann 
Thompson. She and Thompson met in 
the sixth grade and have been friends 
ever since. When Thompson, who has 
muscular dystrophy, found a lump in her 
breast, her friend knew that there had to 
be something she could do, some way to 
help. That’s when the Bodice Project was 
born. “I was Lou Ann’s advocate and she 
was my inspiration,” she explains.

The Bodice Project has been on dis-
play at the Hagerstown Community Club, 
the Bridge Gallery, and other prominent 
venues throughout the area. In October, 
Breast Cancer Awareness Month, the 
exhibit opened to an enthusiastic audience 
at Popodicon on the campus of Shepherd 
University. Contributing artists were Joan 
Bontempo, Tina Marie, Neal Martineau, 
Greg McMabb, Rose Sanders Mendez, 
Kathryn Stella, Emily Vaughn, Annie 
Wisecarver, Sonja Evanisko, Bradley 
Sanders, and Cynthia Fraula-Hahn.

One artist so perfectly explained how 
the Bodice Project spoke to her: “I had 
this visual in my mind of this very thing, 
thinking how wonderful it would be to 
sensitize our sex-crazed society to the 
real body in all its varied forms, not just 
the perfect model body, but the reality 
of the old, the crinkly, the mutilated, the 
amputated, war-torn, life-torn imperfect 
ones, too.”

For information please visit  
www.thebodiceproject.org.

Sue Kennedy applauds the goal of the 
Bodice Project. 

Cynthia Fraula-Hahn
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Not So Ugly Sleeping Bags
Mary Bell

Most residents of Jefferson and Berkeley 
Counties have a warm, dry place to 
sleep on winter nights. In fact, that’s 

almost a given. But not for everyone. For people in 
the area who have no home, who have no bed, and 
who have no blanket, a winter night is cold, wet, 
and lonely.

And who cares? Many care in many ways, 
and among those caring people are the participants 
in the Ugly Sleeping Bag Project. About 10 years 
ago, Pastor Karen Valentine, of the Shepherdstown 
Lutheran Parish, thought about what someone who 
has no reliable place to sleep needs—a simple, 
clean, portable sleeping bag. Thus, the project  
was born.

About once a month, an ad hoc group of local 
people with sewing skills and determination gather 
in the parish hall of St. Agnes Catholic Church 
to make sleeping bags. Usually six to 12 people 
attend, among them Barbara Mueller and Lyn 
Dunlevy, parish community nurses at St. Agnes. 
Using whatever resources the group has gathered, 
they make simple and comfortable sleeping bags. 
The bags have straps made of men’s ties, fashioned 
so that the bags are easy to sling over the shoulders 
and carry hands-free—very useful for someone 
moving from shelter to shelter.

The group calls the sleeping bags “ugly” 
because these are not sleeping bags fresh from the 
L.L. Bean catalogue. The volunteers use whatever 
materials come their way to assemble the bags 
(which are not, by the way, ugly); as Mueller says, 
“We turn nothing away!” If the group receives a 
donation it cannot use to make sleeping bags, the 
volunteers figure out who can use the item and 
send it on.

To make a sleeping bag, the volunteers start 
with queen or king-size sheets. Then they use 
blankets, comforters, or quilts to assemble at 
least three layers of warm fabric. They sew them 
all together, leaving one side of the bag open 
about halfway up, and attach the two ties. Sounds 
simple, but it is hard work.

Since the project began, these dedicated volun-
teers have made about 400 sleeping bags. They made 38 
last year, and to date this year, they have made 23. They 
insist that they have a lot of fun making these bags and 
that they can teach other groups how to do it!

The Ugly Sleeping Bag Project relies on dona-
tions. It has received sheets, quilts, comforters, and 
blankets from the Air National Guard, the Hampton 
Inn, the Inn at Antietam in Sharpsburg, churches, and 
community members, and it can always use more. One 
person contributed a hand-made quilt that was too 
beautiful to use for sleeping bags, so the group auc-
tioned it off and used the money to buy a heavy-duty 
sewing machine.

Once the sleeping bags are completed, Margy 
Didden, who has volunteered with this project since its 
inception, and her husband, Greg, distribute them to 
the Jefferson County Community Ministries in Charles 
Town and Immanuel’s House in Martinsburg. Both of 
these entities work with people without housing and 
help them find a path toward having a home.

To individuals and families in need, JCCM offers 
access to a food pantry, a clothing closet, and assistance 
with finding or keeping housing. JCCM distributes liter-
ally tons of food and clothing annually. Clients register 
with JCCM, and each client works with a transition 
team to establish and work through a plan toward 

self-sufficiency. Also, JCCM operates a cold 
weather shelter that 11 area churches host on rota-
tion during the cold weather months. Individuals 
18 and over may participate in the shelter. If 
families with children need short-term housing, 
JCCM arranges for hotel space until the transition 
team can find housing.

John Cloyd, JCCM manager, and Bob 
Shefner, executive director of JCCM, could not 
be more enthusiastic about the ugly sleeping bags. 
“People love them,” Cloyd says. “At first, some 
clients thought we were just letting them use them 
at our shelter. They asked if they could keep them 
and, of course, we said yes.”

When asked what JCCM needs in the 
immediate future, both Cloyd and Shefner said 
they need volunteers for the cold weather shelter. 
But their clients have an equally important, 
intangible need. People without housing are often 
unseen—invisible to the community at large. 
Cloyd and Shefner long for the rest of us to 
acknowledge, see, and embrace people who do 
not have housing.

Pastor Karen Valentine, who launched the 
Ugly Sleeping Bag Project, is also a founder of 
Immanuel’s House, which she describes as “an 
ecumenical church in action.” Immanuel’s House 
holds a worship service with a meal on Monday 
evenings and is open on Wednesdays and Fridays 
to serve people in need. It distributes hygiene 
items, gives people a place to wash up, and assists 
however it can. Pastor Valentine describes the 
work of Immanuel’s House as “love in action.” 
“It doesn’t help much to say, ‘Go in peace,’ to 
someone who’s hungry,” she explains. “You’ve got 
to do something about it.”

Pastor Valentine loves that the sleeping bag 
project reuses and recycles materials and that 
the volunteers work with their hands to make 
something practical and useful for others. As 
she says, this project embodies the principle that 
“God loves us all, and we are asked to love God 
and each other.”

Mary Bell is a Shepherdstown resident blessed to have 
a warm bed on a cold night.

Contact Information

The Ugly Sleeping Bag Project,  
St. Agnes Catholic Church: 304-876-6436 
Leave a message for Barbara Mueller

Immanuel’s House: 304-596-1155

Jefferson County Community Ministries: 
304-820-8481

Volunteers working on a donated sleeping bag

Rie Wilson sews a sleeping bag.
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From the Hollywood Hills  
to the Shenandoah Valley
How Debbie Halverson Came to Town

Wendy Sykes Mopsik

The importance of one’s birthplace, and moving 
away from it, often goes unnoticed in the larger 
scheme of things. But Debbie Halverson’s move 

from her birthplace in Hollywood, California, at age six 
was significant because she forever retained the core val-
ues she learned there. The strong faith that she and her 
family felt and practiced, the love of song and music, and 
the sense of theater and drama as a stage for expressing 
ideas continue to guide her to this day.

Halverson’s father, Reverend Richard Christian 
Halverson, was a larger-than-life personality and an 
important factor in shaping her. “My dad originally 
moved to California to become involved in the enter-
tainment industry, but [he] soon met the Lord and that 
changed his desire from the motion picture stage to the 
pulpit,” recounts Halverson. Billy Graham, another influ-
ential religious figure at the time, was a contemporary of 
her father’s and a fellow graduate of Wheaton College 
in Illinois. Reverend Halverson always loved singing 
and used his strong voice for impromptu hymns before 
preaching and closing evening services as assistant pastor 
at First Presbyterian Church of Hollywood.

In 1958 the Halversons relocated to the Washington, 
DC, area where Halverson’s father had been named senior 
pastor of the Fourth Presbyterian Church in Bethesda, 
Maryland. Her mother, Doris Grace Halverson, provided 
the counterpoise and maintained the family routine for 
Halverson and her two older brothers. She also taught her 
daughter the art of bargain shopping, which netted some 
memorable antiques that Halverson still enjoys. Halverson 
affectionately refers to her mother as her “true north” as she 
guided the children in faith, relationships, and behavior.

Although Halverson says she was shy as a young 
person, she remembers taking part in skits with other girls 
and imagining a life as an actress. After high school, she 
pursued her studies at Montgomery College and then the 
University of Maryland, where she studied theater, music, 
and psychology.

Halverson felt the persistent tug of music that had 
been a part of her upbringing. Traditional church music 
and rock ’n’ roll fermented in her head. In 1971 she 
joined the Sons of Thunder, a “Jesus rock” band, as a 
roadie and sound engineer and traveled with them for  
a few years. “I was gifted with a good ear and the  
band discovered that quickly. I could hear vocal parts 
against the melody, as well as the instrumental balance. 
A technical guru of sorts who traveled with us taught me 
how to wire microphone cables to mixers and speakers 
and monitor cables to amplifiers,” she recalled. As a  
woman running sound for a band, Halverson occupied  
a unique niche.

After college, a friend in Nashville invited her to 
relocate with an offer to do backup vocals in the studio 
as a “session singer.” Halverson took the chance. She 
thrived and found herself singing backup with different 
artists in recording studios and in live performances. She 
also continued to embrace her love of theater and joined 
Poverty Playhouse, where theater sports and improv 
became her passion.

But life presents unexpected opportunities. In1983, 
when Halverson’s father, then chaplain of the United 
States Senate, had a heart attack, she left singing and 
acting behind and moved back to DC. Her father learned 
of a position with the Sergeant at Arms of the Senate and 
suggested that she interview for the job. Feeling the need 
to stay and help her father’s recovery, Halverson applied 
for and got the job, eagerly embracing the geographic and 
occupational change. Her first assignment was as one of 
several doorkeepers admitting visitors to the Senate gal-
leries. When a bomb exploded on the second floor of the 
Senate just months after she was hired, security protocols 
were reordered, and she found herself manager of a newly 
formed Senate Appointments Desk. From this checkpoint, 
she issued security passes to those who had appointments 
with Senate leaders in restricted areas of the Capitol.

A majority of her Senate career, until her retirement 
in 2014, however, was spent as assistant State Office 
liaison. Halverson helped negotiate leases in commercial 
and federal buildings for the 100 Senators who had offices 
in their home states and paid their rents from the Sergeant 
at Arms budget.

Urban living had definite advantages, like continuing 
acting classes at The Studio Theater, attending plays, and 
singing with a group called The Newports. But her brother 
Chris, his wife Maura, and their five children lived on a 
historic 37-acre farm in Shepherdstown, and she often 
sought solace in the less congested, rural environment of 
the Eastern Panhandle of West Virginia. After Halverson’s 
marriage ended, Chris asked if she would contribute rent 

and live with them while contemplating a change in her 
life. Halverson didn’t hesitate. “I fell in love with the 
land,” she says. The allure of the small town, the fresh 
air, the rhythm of farm routines, and the delightful oppor-
tunity to adopt two pregnant goats convinced Halverson 
to make the move, despite the daily commute it would 
demand. For the next 11 years, she left on the MARC 
train at 5:30 a.m. and returned at 6:30 p.m.

Kismet, it seems, made her temporary home perma-
nent. Her brother’s situation took an unfortunate turn, and 
he was poised to lose the farm. With help of an attorney, 
Halverson became its new owner.

The farmhouse was built in the 1760s, but it has had 
several renovations and modifications. In the oldest part 
of the house sits the original fireplace. A large side sun-
room provides the perfect setting for her three cats. She 
shares the acreage and main house with two nieces, Alicia 
and Christina; Christina’s husband, Johni Davis; and their 
three sons. Three dogs, one guinea hen, and 24 goats have 
plenty of space to roam and a barn for shelter. Halverson 
says, “It is really a family community, especially since 
my brother Chris comes regularly and has his own room.” 
Alicia, Christina, and Johni are currently researching vari-
ous tenets of permaculture philosophy they plan to apply 
to farming the land.

Between hauling hay, grain, and water for the 
goats, working part time at O’Hurley’s General Store, 
practicing with a newly formed quartet of local singers, 
and volunteering at the Shepherdstown Visitors Center, 
Halverson has had few moments to decide whether kismet 
or something else landed her here. She does know that “to 
make respectful and thoughtful use of the land that God 
has given us” is a good enough reason, regardless of what 
force was responsible.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik continues to be renewed by 
the energy and spirit of others who live and work in 
Shepherdstown.

Debbie Halverson and her dad
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Debbie Halverson feeding her goats on the farm
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Preserving the Testimony  
of the Rocks

Lee Doty

Last September, history was made when the 
International Criminal Court convicted a man 
for the war crime of destroying centuries-old 

religious shrines in Timbuktu. Richard “Dickie” Brown, 
a long-time Shepherdstown resident, reflected on the 
criminality of the deed and the wanton destruction of a 
people’s heritage by soldiers at war. A spry, unassuming 
77-year-old, sporting shorts, white socks, leather suspend-
ers, and a closely trimmed white beard, Mr. Brown seems 
an unlikely person to wage war, but he’s been battling 
cultural annihilation all his adult life, in his own way.

During his years with the National 
Park Service as chief of maintenance 
and cultural resources at Antietam 
Battlefield, he has overseen the 
restoration and preservation of iconic 
structures of the Civil War, such as  
the Mumma Farm and Cemetery, 
Dunker Church, and McClellan’s 
Headquarters at Pry Farm, to name 
only a few. He has helped bring to 
life for us, a century and a half later, a 
pivotal Civil War battle. Some might 
argue whether Antietam was the turn-
ing point of the Civil War, but no one denies it was, 
and still is, the single most deadly day of battle in all 
of American history.

Seated on a stool in his workshop—picture the 
contents of an old hardware store in a cozy hunting 
lodge—Brown said we need our historic landmarks to 
show our grandchildren who we were and what hap-
pened. He went on to describe his preservation work 
closer to home, now that he’s retired and caregiver for 
his wife of 56 years.

Shepherdstown’s Elmwood Cemetery may get less 
foot traffic than Civil War battlefields do, but accord-
ing to Brown, it reveals our past too. The cemetery’s 
history is like a child’s puzzle—one piece of land was 
added to another and then another. The oldest part dates 
back to the American Revolution, when burial land was 
conveyed to the Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church. In 
the early half of the 19th century, more land was added 
by the Methodist Church.

Soon after the Civil War ended, the Southern 
Soldiers’ Memorial Association provided a permanent 
resting place for 114 Confederate soldiers killed 
or fatally wounded at Antietam. It was needed, as 
Confederate soldiers were not permitted burial in the 
cemetery near the battlefield site. In 1869 a 10-acre gift 
was made by town businessmen for use by the public, 
and Elmwood Cemetery was officially chartered.

Brown’s work at Elmwood began 20 years ago. He 
was already familiar with it, as his wife’s family members 

are buried there, and he can practically see it from home. 
The cemetery affords a quiet walk along a hillside dotted 
with large, shady trees. It has many interesting things to 
look at, from elaborate hand-carved monuments designat-
ing the very influential citizens of yesteryear, to the plain, 
three-foot-high granite stones of today.

One of those interesting things, the Vault,  
attracted Brown’s attention. Built sometime between 
1870 and 1890, its brick face, an outline of opposing 
staircases, was barely standing, a gut-wrenching sight 
for a preservationist. Brown’s years of training, first 

as a restoration apprentice, then later 
on his own, and finally working with 
the National Park Service at Antietam, 
Monocacy Battlefield, and Harper’s 
Ferry, convinced him that anyone  
would have a hard time restoring the 
Vault. But with the right skills, dedica-
tion, and research, it would be possible 
to figure out where the fallen bricks 
should go.

When asked whether his special 
training in the cleaning of bronze, 
marble, and granite structures helped 

him restore the Vault, he laughed and said he probably 
drew more on skills from his first stretch with the Navy 
Seabees back in 1942. Their 
motto is “We build, we fight,” 
but happily it was the building 
skills that Brown needed at 
Elmwood. (Decades later, Brown 
served in Guam loading ships 
headed for the Gulf War.)

His first step was to 
approach Elmwood’s board of 
directors, who gave him permis-
sion to restore the Vault at no 
charge for his labor or materials. 
Next, another intrepid local, Jake Osborn, joined him, 
and for three years the men worked side by side on 
Friday afternoons, taking time off from their day jobs 
to work on the restoration.

Someone of less sturdy stuff might have been 
discouraged by the stone wing walls, which had all but 
tumbled to the ground, since in those days cement was 
not used to hold stone together. The men disassembled 
the remaining loose stones and numbered and took 
photos of each one so they could be put back in the 
right order.

The top of the Vault, a brick chimneylike structure, 
had fallen right off. To restore it, Brown needed a 
model. He advertised for old photos of the Vault with 
no luck, but he hit pay dirt at the Shepherdstown 

Public Library, where he found a photo of a similar 
structure. From there the men were able to restore  
the chimney.

The Vault was finally completed, but mystery still 
lingers about its past use. It is believed it was originally 
used to store embalmed bodies when bad weather 
prevented immediate burial. Later, dynamite and main-
tenance equipment were probably stored there.

In keeping with the adage “No good deed goes 
unpunished,” soon after completing the Vault, Brown 
was elected to the board of directors and then made 
president of the Elmwood Cemetery, a position he 
still holds. He promptly took on the restoration of the 
impressive, black iron gate entrance, which had been 
made for the cemetery in 1870 and was nonfunctional 
for quite some time. That project involved sandblasting 
and powder coating the entire front fence.

As one walks through the gate, a sign advises that 
the board is responsible for protecting and preserving 
the cemetery. This is quite an undertaking in light of 
a grave’s tendency to settle over time, which caused 
the nearby gravestone to sink, fall over, and break. 
Donations, rather than general accounts, allow the board 
to keep its commitment.

Danske Dandridge, a Shepherdstown poet and his-
torian from the Civil War era, referred to the Elmwood 

gravestones as “testimony of the 
rocks.” Some of the testimony is 
heroic, as told by the gravestones 
of veterans of the American 
Revolution, the War of 1812, 
the Civil War, and World War 
I and II. The gravestones of 
Shepherdstown’s luminaries give 
testimony as to the town’s growth 
and evolution. Some testimony 
is poignant. As the father of six 
children, grandfather of 15, and 

great-grandfather of two, Brown grew solemn as he 
described the small graves of children who died of 
epidemics during the early 19th century.

The Mumma Family Cemetery at Antietam predates 
the famous 1862 battle. It makes one think what a ter-
rible surprise it was for those resting there, having their 
eternal peace shattered by the battle cry of 100,000 sol-
diers above. A stroll through Elmwood Cemetery invites 
far fewer disturbing reflections, but the “testimony of 
the rocks” provides a no less potent reminder of who we 
were and what happened.

Lee Doty is a retired lawyer who teaches creative 
writing in the Shepherd University Lifelong  
Learning Program.

Richard H. Brown
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Vault at Elmwood Cemetery
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Cooking With Carol
Hannah Cohen

Enfolding us for our long nap, 
winter is upon us. The chill 
slowly builds into the morn-

ings, the whiteness of frost creeps along 
the dewline, and the daylight slips from 
the tail ends of the rise and fall of sun-
light. While the temperature drops, the 
leaves fall and the harvest gathers; our 
kitchens, too, simmer with the season’s 
subtleties. Tucking into our kitchens, we 
can allot more time to cooking, with the 
close of dusk pushing us inside earlier 
in the evenings and perhaps for another 
reason as well: to stay warm! As Carol 
Sanders, a cooking enthusiast and home 
cook extraordinaire, explains, the labors 
of cooking and baking are warming 
activities. The heat from the oven warms 
the house; the heat from the soup or 
stew warms us inside out.

Though I have known of Sanders 
for many years, I had never been to 
her house. When an editor at the Good 
News Paper mentioned her incredible 
cookbook collection, I ventured into her 
kitchen one fall day to see her library, 
which is quite expansive. Her kitchen, 
once a sunroom, is lovely, as the sun 
throws its glimmer onto her wooden 
tables and ovens. Her cookbooks are 
stored in ceiling-to-floor wall shelving 
and in smaller shelves tucked in corners 
of her hallway. They are organized by 
subject matter: traditional cookbooks in 
one section, then Indian, Asian, vegetar-
ian, desserts, and books devoted to one 
item in particular. Once she cooks from 
a recipe in a particular cookbook, she 
cannot part with the book, even though 
she rarely has to refer to it again, since 
inspiration from the recipe remains in 
her memory.

Sanders thinks of her cookbooks as 
a library of stored years of knowledge 
from chefs past and current. Cookbooks 
help her compare recipes and find infor-
mation on the methodology of preparing 
food and planning meals. She reads 
her cookbooks the way other people 
read novels. Acquiring the cookbook 
collection has taken her years, and new 
additions regularly make their way into 
the shelves.

When I left, Sanders lent me a 
cookbook by an author who has inspired 
many others to cook: The Moosewood 
Cookbook, by Mollie Katzen (1974). 
I was too young for the 1970s wave 
of natural foods cooks, so I’d never 
heard of it. Looking through it at 
home, I thought the handwritten text 
and pictures were an appealing change 
from traditional print. To my surprise, I 
learned that my mother has an original 
edition of the book.

Sanders’s collection has grown with 
her willingness to explore different vari-
eties of foods, spices, and ingredients. 
When she was an independent young 

adult, Sanders hardly knew how to fry 
an egg, but over the years she taught 
herself to cook. When I asked Sanders 
why she thinks people are reluctant to 
cook, her response was, “The mess!” 
Plus, although finding recipes and shop-
ping for ingredients is fun, getting all 
the shopping bags home and seeing all 
the ingredients needing to be assembled 
into the meal can also be daunting. 
Sometimes the dish fails to produce the 
expected outcome. That experience, too, 
discourages people from cooking. But 
for all the fear of starting, failing, and 
cleaning, nothing can replace a home-
cooked meal, Sanders believes.

Kitchen tools have created ease in 
the kitchen for many years. Sanders has 
an antique eggbeater, which was revolu-
tionary when it was invented. She tells 
me about a few modern kitchen tools she 
uses that make cooking easier, including 
an immersion blender. The blender is a 
long handheld appliance with a small 
enclosed blade at the end, which can be 
used to blend ingredients right in the 
cooking pot, instead of having to transfer 
them to a blender and back. Sanders 
also adores her small food chopper. 
Larger volumes can be processed in her 
Cuisinart, and its various blades can chop 
and dice quickly and efficiently.

Sanders is familiar with a wide 
array of spices. She started experiment-
ing with them when she cooked and 

ate vegetarian style, and meat products 
could not bring flavor to the meal. 
Creativity through spice combination 
and savory substitutes was required.  
(I figure it was this period that brought 
many of the cookbooks into her col-
lection.) When considering whether to 
include a spice in her dish, she adds it 
to a small bowl of the preparing ingredi-
ents to taste before adding to the entire 
pot. She has saved quite a few meals 
this way! She explains that attentively 
salting a dish will bring up the flavor; 
she recommends starting with just a 
pinch and using kosher salt. Her spice 
list for winter includes thyme, smoked 
paprika, chili powder, curry, garam 
masala, oregano, ginger, and garlic, to 
name a few.

From my copy of the Moosewood 
Cookbook, I selected a recipe that fea-
tures a food I have yet to find enticing, 
with the hope that Katzen’s creativity 
might shift my perspective. Indeed, her 
recipe for mushroom strudel, with its 
layers of buttered filo dough enwrapping 
chopped mushrooms with three different 
types of cheese, scallions, and parsley 
and topped with poppy seeds, changed 
my mind about mushrooms. With grati-
tude to Sanders, it will not be the last 
recipe from the Moosewood Cookbook 
that will make its way onto my table  
this winter.

Shelved cookbooks

PH
OT

O
S 

BY
 H

AN
N

AH
 C

O
H

EN

Cheese Tortilla Quiche
Adapted by Carol Sanders from Savory Southwest, by Judy Hille Walker

6 small flour tortillas
3/4 lb. cheese (combinations are fun!)
1 4 oz. can chopped green chilies (or substitute pepper jack cheese)
6 eggs
1 cup sour cream
1/4 teaspoon salt
1/8 teaspoon cumin

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Place tortillas on bottom of lightly greased pan. 
Sprinkle the tortillas with half the cheese, then the chilies. Beat eggs, sour 
cream, salt, and cumin and pour over all. Top with remaining cheese. Bake 
about 30 minutes, or until puffy. Transfer the quiche to a cooling rack; let sit a 
few minutes before serving.

Mushroom strudel
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Uniquely Rozzy
The Artist Is Her Art

Eleanor Johnson Hanold

R ozzy Garner has a playful per-
sona, evidenced in her whimsical 
art. Our interview begins with 

Garner declaring that she hasn’t much 
to say. Her creations, she says, relax her 
and she never makes a 
mistake. “A perfection-
ist?” I speculate. “No!” 
she states emphatically. 
How would she describe 
herself then? “Well, 
not much to say!” she 
replies. “I was born  
in Baltimore, and I  
have a twin sister.”  
“So that’s it?” I ask.  
Her answer: “Yes!”

Perhaps in response 
to my raised eyebrows, 
Garner shares that crafts 
have been a means of 
expression for her since childhood. She 
was born into an artistic family. Her older 
sister, Carol, draws and paints; her twin 
sister, Ginny, is a gifted seamstress; her 
mom was a creative caterer; and her pater-
nal grandmother was a painter. Someone 
always seemed available to teach her the 
basics. She learned to embroider, crochet, 
and knit, but she found needlepoint espe-
cially enjoyable. “I even sold needlepoint 
pillows,” she says.

The idea to make pillows, I learn, 
started with stitching a cover for a chair 
that a neighbor gave her when she was 
eight. The neighbor admired that Garner 
curtsied, very well at that, and rewarded 

her with a chair—one 
that needed a new seat.

I am learning that 
Garner is a storyteller as 
well as a person of con-
trasts. She was taught 
social graces from an 
early age to prepare her 
for making her debut, 
she says. “Are debu-
tantes usually impish?” 
I ask. She smiles and 
confides that her mother 
was a down-to-earth 
person from out west, 
but her dad hailed from 

an old established Baltimore family.
Garner has been married 41 years to 

Joel, whom she met in Washington, DC, 
at a local tennis court, playing with some 
mutual friends. I ask whether she was 
on the winning team. She doesn’t miss a 
beat: “Yes, I won!” And I learn that the 
Garners have always had lots of pets—
now down to two dogs and four cats.

After sharing that she spent 22 years 
working at National Geographic in DC, 

she states, “Camels do swim!” At NGS, 
she eventually became the Ann Landers 
of the younger set, answering questions 
that children submitted. Eventually, she 
went to work at the World Bank, and 
over the 13 years she worked there, she 
earned a reputation for being both easy-
going and candid.

Three years after she started at 
the World Bank, the Garners moved to 
Shepherdstown. She commuted to DC for 
10 years and passed the time on the train 
embroidering—a hat with a cow for her 
twin sister, an Appaloosa pony for her 
older sister, a hat with a pig for a niece. 
When she left the World Bank, where 
retiring employees have the benefit of 
taking a course of their choosing, she 
enrolled in a two-week class in Jacobian 
embroidery with the Royal School of 
Needlework in Iowa. She savors the 
memory of “the amazing Hotel Partay,” 
where students resided.

Impish though she may be, Garner 
doesn’t shy away from rigor. The course 
at the Royal School was intense. Each 
student had to create an original design, 
using several stitches and three colors. 
The bird she completed appeared in 
the Shepherdstown Chronicle. Another 
embroidered piece, “Beading around the 
Bush,” received recognition from Country 
Bumpkin, the publishers of Inspirations 
Magazine in Adelaide, Australia. Soon 
after retirement, she also visited the 
Children’s Museum in St. Louis, Missouri, 
and met Marion Nichols, known as the 
“Snowflake Lady.” Nichols taught Garner 
how to make cut-out animals from wall-
paper, which served as patterns eventually 
for her jewelry.

When a friend encouraged her to 
visit Craftworks in Charles Town, Garner 
was introduced to polymer clay. Her cre-
ative spirit was ignited! And ever since 
she learned how to use polymer, Garner’s 
primary artistic focus has been her whim-
sical jewelry. Polymer clay is likely the 
most versatile jewelry-making material in 
the world, Garner says, and can resemble 

other material, including metal, gems, 
rocks, wood, plastic, resin, enamel and 
glass, paper, old hardware, and bone. And 
polymer can be combined with other jew-
elry supplies including wire, metal, resin, 
fibers, wood…just about anything.

When she sits down to make a piece 
of jewelry, Garner derives considerable 
pleasure from discovering what the result 
will be. Animals are often the subject. 
The process is labor intensive, yet the 
time it takes to complete a piece varies. 
She might spend as many as 20 hours on 
a single item. As for creating patterns, 
at times she likes to use things in the 
house. A cookie cutter is one example. 
Once, after a favorite plate was broken, 
she copied the pattern and made an 
Appaloosa pony necklace. Or a pattern 
might result from the way she puts the 
clay together before rolling it into a tube 
and cutting it. Garner feels she has a 
good eye for color and that “colors come 
out naturally.” She emphasizes again that 
she never makes mistakes with polymer 
clay, that indeed a true artist never makes 
mistakes. She loves her jewelry and gets 
excited about some pieces, especially 
the ones she’ll never sell. “I’m never 
disappointed. Each piece is always a nice 
surprise,” she declares.

Having established a niche for 
one-of-a-kind whimsical animal polymer 
clay jewelry, Garner hopes to learn more 
techniques and to make other items with 
polymer—among them beads, knobs and 
drawer pulls for her kitchen cabinets, 
and a variety of light switch covers. 
Magazines and youtube.com are sources 
she finds invaluable. Polymer artists she 
admires include Marie Segal, Nan Roche, 
Christy Freisen, and Pandora.

Eleanor Johnson Hanold has never met 
an imp she didn’t appreciate and is a 
great fan of whimsy.
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Rozzy Garner

Five Basic Processes Involved in Working with Polymer Clay
1.  Conditioning: Polymer clay is conditioned with heat to soften it. Light poly-

mer clay colors should be conditioned first and then darker ones.
2.  Color Making: Polymer comes in many colors and can be blended into a 

variety of additional ones. 
3.  Forming and Shaping: Polymer can be carved, ruffled, woven, molded, 

layered, textured, stamped, or coiled. One of the most creative polymer-clay 
techniques is caning, which involves creating designs in snakes or logs 
derived from rolling clay of different colors and arranging them in a par-
ticular way. Cane slices show off designs, like flowers, stars, bull’s-eyes, or 
random colorful patterns—even animals and faces.

4.  Curing: To harden and preserve polymer clay jewelry creations, clay is 
cured in a clay-dedicated small toaster oven. 

5.  Finishing: After polymer clay jewelry pieces are cured and cooled, they need 
to be finished like any other jewelry creation.  
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ROZZY GARNER

Panther necklace

Needlepoint chair

Elephant necklace

Double rhino necklace
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ARTWORKS

See artworks in color at  
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

Cow necklace

Horse necklace

Lion necklace

Dog bowl

PHOTOS BY ELLEN SMITH
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POETRY

XXXIV Appeal to a Kantian
I’ve heard it said that those the least inclined
To help their fellow man in toil and grief
Yet strive to fight the nature of their mind
And give to comrades aid and sweet relief
Are those who most deserve esteem and praise,
And in their acts alone is moral worth,
Superior they than he whose inborn ways
Inspire him to selfless deeds and mirth.
If this is so, then what of me, my dear?
Perhaps I would desire to hold you tight,
But I do not, and never will–that’s clear–
So can’t I say that what I do is right?
If I deny myself desired beauty,
Don’t my deeds accord with moral duty?

XXXVII
Love, you are sweet the way the stars are sweet–
Hospitably extending your soft light
Through space’s black eternities. The night
Is so much fairer for you. People sleep
Or not, but all content for your life greets
Each stumbling soul who, lost, would turn her sight
From Earth to know in you which way is right
And take some comfort in your distant heat.
Never mind the learned astronomer
Who knows the stars as dead, too far away
To ever see for what they are. Your will
Resounds throughout the ages, you endure
Despite the worst of time’s attempts. This day
Brings you to eyes who love you still.

XXXVIII Cadenza
Your presence gives a gentle heat beside
My leg. The brush of your short hair reminds
Of summer grasses where horizons find
Unending sweeps of field and skies stretched wide.
No blue as your eyes’ blue! I’m mesmerized
Each time you turn to me and redefine
The beauty that the world contains. My mind
Can hardly hold its songs of praise inside …
Oh, it is sometimes nice to try to say
The things I’ve thought and felt while you are near,
But all the words I know cannot but fail
To fight the perils of translation. They
Somehow are changed in journey to the ear
Or show upon the page infirm and stale.

XXXIX
If I were to describe her, tell to one
Who knew her not the features of her soul,
One might expect some more of what I’ve done,
More po’ems and flow’ry thoughts I’ve writ so bold–
She is the sun! my guiding star, a home
To those who find themselves in need of rest–
Yet those sweet words cannot express alone
The colors that I’d need to paint her best.
For she is real, and not so simply drawn
As all the metaphors I’d her assign.
She lives beyond the page and will go on
To move in ways mere words cannot define.
I know my prose is lacking, diction too,
But all the same–I swear–my sight is true.

XLIII
How fun it is to choose our different paths!
In schools and jobs, but in our thoughts as well.
We stand now at the start and read our maps,
And wonder what the starry skies foretell.
Your right hand clasped in mine I tell you I
Am thinking that this green road calls to me,
But you are looking down a rocky lie
Where only one can walk at once, we see.
“But look!” I point, “It seems that down the way
Our paths shall cross again!” and so we part.
Oh, curse those faulty maps! I rue the day
I ever let them cheat my trusting heart!
I thought I saw you once, since then, from where
I stood behind a hedge, but you weren’t there.

XLVII
How can I come to know what you would will?
If I dare ask, I fear you’d run way
And leave me aching, leave me needing still
To learn what you will neither show nor say.
Do you fear words might bind you to my side?
Or action set a precedent obscene?
If so, I’m at a loss to override
Your thoughts that think me dangerous and mean.
I am a lamb, no wolf beneath my skin
Would eat you up and validate your fears.
But if you won’t believe me, enter in
And find the truth yourself–take up your shears.
Go make of it a blanket, that soft part
You take from me, and may it warm your heart.

LIV
The things I write aren’t always very good.
I count too much on metaphor and rhyme
instead of being honest like I should;
you’ve bared your soul to me, I’d show you mine.
I think of you too often, count the ways
that I could try to please, could fail to gall
(and all this, though I know you’d sooner praise
a heart not held so utterly in thrall!).
But I am all I am. The parts I’d change
Deserve, as much as any, life’s unknown,
and it’s a truth both beautiful and strange
that love without a reason is its own.
Do I seek your forgiveness, or inform?
Not either, quite. This is just something warm.

LVI
And where are you, indeed? You find the space
Between my faith and fear, between my ribs
Where hot blood cools beneath the inhaled kiss
Of air that comes from out a cleaner place.
And what are you, indeed? You have the face
Of my lost self which went somewhere amiss
But now, returns with greater loveliness
In every deed of yours, in every grace.
And why, and how–indeed! that I might learn
Some cause of you who answer finally
The question neither thoughts nor sense discern
But lies the same, long-asked, inside of me
Beyond the fields where Psyche’s fires burn
In wilderness of man’s divinity.

LXII
Today I went to where we were before
And saw us sitting, gaily side by side.
I thought to say what sorrows were in store
But stopped myself and hushed my wounded pride.
For we were speaking soft and lovely things
Beneath the sunshine shadows of the trees
And did not need to know what future stings
Would turn our gentle joys to tragedies.
I left us and continued on my way
Uncertain where I went, but knowing sure
That though the golden dawn can never stay
All that has ever been must still endure.
Time has a funny way of keeping safe
The very moments that it would replace.

Relationships as Muses
Sonnets by Antrim Ross

Antrim Ross graduated from Denison University in May 2016 and now pursues a graduate degree in development 
studies at Cambridge University, England. A Jefferson High School graduate, she joined The Bookend Poets group 
at age 13 and has read at the First Sundays readings at Shaharazade’s Exotic Tea Room in Shepherdstown. Sonnet 
XXXVII originally appeared in Exile magazine.
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Fooling Fish With Feathers
A Personal History of Fly Fishing

Mark Madison

Rivers and the inhabitants of the watery element are 
made for wise men to contemplate, and for fools to pass 
by without consideration.

—Izaak Walton, 1653

With apologies to John Denver, my “almost 
heaven” is an isolated fly fishing stream 
with only myself and the fish for company. 

I am an avid, although inexpert, fly fisherman which 
means I spend much more time fishing than catching. 
There is no place I would rather be on a warm summer 
day than a beautiful stream or river, ripe with pos-
sibility of a nearsighted fish attacking my poorly cast 
and much abused fly. Like the Viking funerals of old, 
I foresee the best possible death floating peacefully 
down the Potomac, rod firmly clutched in hand, troll-
ing my lucky fly (a stimulator) to catch my last fish on 
the way to Valhalla.

There are many mysteries to fly fishing, including 
why we even call it “fishing” rather than, say, “hunting 
fish.” The history of fly fishing 
goes back to Ancient Rome 
where Marcus Valerius Martialis 
(AD 38–102) first described the 
practice in rhyming prose (in 
Latin): “Who has not seen the 
scarus rise, decoyed and killed 
by fraudful flies….” The great 
popularizer of fly fishing was the 
Englishman Izaak Walton, whose 
book The Compleat Angler 
(1653) was a success in part 
because of his indifference to 
spelling and his gift for the pithy 
quote: “Doubt not but angling 
will prove to be so pleasant that 
it will prove to be, like virtue, 
a reward to itself.” Fly fishing 
in the United States had many 
unique characters including the 
first fly fishers for bass. Less 
purist than their English anglers, 
Americans developed spinner fly 
lures and popper flies to attract the ubiquitous bass, 
a tradition I proudly maintain 150 years later on the 
Potomac.

Interestingly, the peak of fly fishing in the United 
States was probably the 1920s, when it reached mass 
popularity as epitomized by Ernest Hemingway’s 
novel The Sun Also Rises (1926) and President Herbert 
Hoover’s fly fishing Rapidan Camp, in what is now 
Shenandoah National Park. The 1992 Brad Pitt film, A 

River Runs Through It, helped spark 
a revival of fly fishing in America. 
Set in the 1920s heyday of fly fish-
ing, it was based on a 1976 novel by 
Norman Maclean, the heir to Walton 
for best fishing quotes: “If our father 
had had his way, nobody who did not 
know how to fish would be allowed 
to disgrace a fish by catching him.” 

In spite of fly fishing’s long 
history and distinguished pedigree, I 
am no Walton or Hemingway, either 
in prose or cast. I hail from flat 
country full of lakes in the Upper 
Midwest. I grew up spin casting for 
muskie and bass on lakes. This type 
of fishing has the advantages of eas-

ily cast lures and predictable habitat, neither of which 
is a hallmark of fly fishing rivers. The three challenges 
to fly fishing (all formidable) are the cast, the fly, and 
the river.

The fly fishing cast is in many ways the practice 
of faith versus physics. Lacking any weight to the lure, 
you are, in fact, casting the line, which is as difficult as 
it sounds. If you want to practice at home, minus the 
$500 Sage fly fishing rod, tie a piece of yarn to a stick 

and try to cast it as far as you can in front of you. This 
is the equivalent of fly casting, an exercise in patience, 
humility, and profanity. The lines themselves come in 
a perplexing nomenclature of floating, sinking, leader, 
tippet, 6-weight, 4x, etc., so as to suggest we are still 
using the Latin names of things and might best go back 
to the yarn.

The flies are no easier. You can tie your own  
flies if you have a workbench, tools, ostrich feathers, 
skunk tail, 25 sizes of hooks, and the patience of Job. 
Or you can take a credit card to Cabela’s and send 
your child to a less expensive college. Then you have 
to choose between dry and wet flies and the bazillion 
types of fly varieties. These flies are meant to mimic 
natural prey in the water, and they have helpful names 
like Wooly Bugger, Parachute Adams, Royal Wulff, 
Stimulator, Copper John, and Lefty’s Deceiver, so as  
to aid the novice angler in matching prey to fly. Or,  
you can just pick the prettiest fly from the box and  
see if that works—surely fish have aesthetic sensibili-
ties also.

Finally, there is the river. There is a reason that 
it is a river (the Styx) that led ancient Greeks to the 
underworld of Hades. Rivers are devilishly hard to 
master for the simple reason they refuse to stand still. 
The well-behaved Wisconsin lake remains largely 
static, so the experienced angler gradually learns the 
places fish breed, feed, and hide in the weeds. Not so 
the rustling river. With every rain the situation changes 
completely, the river current is a fickle master, and the 
river bottom is periodically graced with newly fallen 
limbs, tires, or the latest version of Natural Light beer 
cans, all of which are best avoided. When fishing the 
river, one faces a paradox. One can cast from shore 
and almost certainly catch as many branches as brook 
trout. Or one can brave the river and face uncertain 
footing, rushing waters, and possibly hypothermia. I 
usually choose the water, having a higher tolerance for 
cold than for lost flies—“frugal and frozen” would be 
my motto.

All of these obstacles make the rare capturing of 
fish all the sweeter. When the hungry bass deigns to 
take my fly, I have overcome physics, the fickle food 
habits of fish, and the angry river to briefly enjoy a 
fish, only to release it back to the river after a good-
luck kiss. These rewards are fleeting, for every fish 
caught on a fly is too valuable to be hoarded by any 
one angler.

Mark Madison has spent three decades researching 
this article. He has concluded that fishing is more fun 
than writing about fishing.
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Izaak Walton fly fishing
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A Homegrown Hamlet
Stephen Altman

Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, is up a tree. It’s an 
oak tree, and he reclines on a wide bough. The 
prince is six-feet-nine. He’s in his mid-20s, 

lean and bearded and in black-rimmed glasses. He wears 
jeans and chucks and a black Nirvana T-shirt. It’s dark. 
The wind whisks by.

“To be, or not to be,” he begins. “That is the 
question.”

It sure is. Actors playing Hamlet have been asking 
it for some 400 years, ever since Dick Burbage played 
him at the Globe Theatre, with the playwright—a 
30-something named Will Shakespeare—most likely 
watching anxiously off-stage.

This time, meaning this past October, the prince is 
played by Ben Johnson, one of the founding members of 
Whiskey-Shine & Pantomime Productions (WSP) here 
in Shepherdstown. Like most young actors, Johnson 
supports himself with other work. Mainly, he’s a river 
guide. But for these four performances, he is the “noble 
youth,” who has returned from school in Wittenberg 
after learning that the king, his father, is dead, only to 
find out that that’s not the half of it. His father’s brother, 
Claudius, has usurped the throne that is rightfully 
Hamlet’s inheritance and has married Hamlet’s mother, 
Gertrude. All within a month.

The ghost of Hamlet’s father returns and fills him 
in on what really happened. Then he sets in motion a 
radical, cascading series of events in which love and 

deception, faith and self-loathing, madness and death are 
all thrown into the blender. As Johnson says dryly when 
asked about it, “Lots of people die.”

Whatever they do, living or dying or just wondering 
whether to be or not to be, they do it in the extraordi-
nary language of Shakespeare.

Hamlet is the longest of Shakespeare’s plays. 
Unabridged, it runs about four hours. The first thing 
that Johnson and Kyra Soleil, the WSP production’s 
director, had to do was cut it, something Soleil says 
they accomplished in just two days of round-the-clock 
activity. The result runs just over two hours. If you 
know the play, you may, while watching the WSP 
production, wonder, for example, whatever happened 
to Fortinbras, the rival king of Norway who’s  
invading Denmark. Well, he wound up on the  
cutting room floor.

But this is still Hamlet, arguably not just the most 
famous but the most challenging play in English. And it’s 
been mounted by a group of 15 or so local millennials. 
They’ve been together no more than a couple of years, 
unaffiliated with any other theatrical group or institution, 
answering to no one, following their own aesthetic, and 
essentially flying by the seat of their pants.

And—a small miracle—they’ve pulled it off. It’s 
engrossing from start to finish. We root for Hamlet, 
admire him, get exasperated with him, and mourn 
him in the end. Characters like Claudius and Gertrude 

“O, my prophetic soul!” Hamlet, prince of Denmark, confronts 
his father’s ghost.
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Ben Johnson, star of Hamlet Kirstie Wooten as Gertrude, Ben Johnson as Hamlet, and Tai Sommers as the mistakenly murdered Polonius
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convince us not to despise them, and the prince’s 
doomed love, Ophelia, evokes our pity.

All of this was contingent on a company of dedi-
cated young performers and crew but also on lots of 
economy and ingenuity.

One particular moment, for example: In the dead 
of night on the parapets of Elsinore castle, Hamlet 
pursues the awesome specter of his father, the king. 
He speaks at last and confirms Hamlet’s deepest fears: 
he was murdered, poisoned by his brother. “O, my 
prophetic soul!” cries the prince, struck nearly mad 
and vowing revenge.

In the WSP production, they meet in the dark, on 
the ground. The ghost offers Hamlet a cigarette, and 
over a single lantern that lights their faces they huddle 
together and talk. The two are equals now, all business, 
resolving that Hamlet will right the wrong that’s been 
done. The ghost recedes into the darkness.

But wait. As Johnson points out, “A cigarette is 
poison. Hamlet’s father has poisoned his son, kind of 
the way he himself was poisoned by Claudius. Hamlet’s 
now doomed.”

But of course. This play has survived so long 
because its possibilities are infinite.

That moment in the darkness is in step with the 
whole production, an intimate staging surrounded by 
the vast dark of night. At the Timber Frame Folly, 
people sit in the woods on split-log benches or bring 
their own folding chairs. There’s a fire pit off to the 
side with half-lit figures gathered round. Through  
the rattling autumn leaves overhead you can see  
swift-moving clouds, a black sky, and stars. You’re 
here for a play about a young man struggling to come 
to terms with the dark, unknowable cosmos. This is  
the place for it.

Kyra Soleil and Ben Johnson are the main forces 
behind Whiskey-Shine & Pantomime Productions, but 
there’s a larger constellation of people who contrib-
ute. They call the company “An Appalachian Artist 
Collective,” and while they do theater—this was their 
third production—they reach into the other arts as well. 
“In August, we did a collaborative art show at Town 
Run Brewery,” Soleil says. “We’ve been involved in 
films, music events, performance art, and spoken word. 
And we’ve got lots more coming.”

Soleil is one of those young creatives who gives off 
bursts of energy and intent. She identifies herself as “a 
barista, raft guide, amateur extraordinaire, and militant 
dramaturg.” She wrote the play WSP produced last year, 
called I Will Put Out the Sun: Scenes from the Beat 
Hotel, set in Paris in 1957.

Shepherdstown isn’t Paris, but it’s known as fertile 
ground for people in the arts. Hannah Smyle, who plays 
Ophelia, recalls, “Before I ever got involved with WSP, 
I heard there was this group doing an original produc-
tion on the Beat Poets. People got excited and you just 
knew—Wow!—that everybody would go. That’s what 
it’s like here.”

To spend time talking with members of WSP 
as they grow and, as one member said, “learn who 
we are,” is to feel that lovely sense of possibility, of 
hopefulness, that creative people get when they are in 
the company of others who get it, and who help them 
make things.

You get the sense, in other words, that you’re here 
at the beginning of something.

Stephen Altman really wishes he’d played Hamlet. Or 
at least the ghost.

Hannah Smyle as Ophelia, Jon Ford as Laertes, Tai Sommers as Polonius, and Koty Crawford as ClaudiusHannah Smyle, who plays Ophelia

Kyra Soleil, director
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Morgan Academy
New Building, Same Goals

Claire Stuart

Parents might dream of their children becoming 
brain surgeons or software innovators, professional  
athletes or concert musicians, but all parents want 

their children to become good people. That simple 
but universal hope is at the heart of the philosophy of 
Morgan Academy, the forward-looking private school 
founded in 2003 by Bernardine Somers 
and Patty Neely, both former teachers 
at Country Day School.

Says Somers, “Our goal is to help 
mold good individuals that leave us 
and continue to do good things.”

Neely retired in 2008, but Somers 
has carried on, and the little school has 
grown, with a brand-new building com-
pleted in September. The bright, cheery 
schoolhouse is located on 14 acres sur-
rounded by woods off Shepherdstown 
Pike on the outskirts of town. It is far 
enough from the main road for children 
to safely romp and play and learn from 
the nature around them.

Morgan Academy teaches grades 
kindergarten through eight and 
preschool, with small classes for one-
on-one interaction between students 
and teachers. Teachers recognize that each child is an 
individual and that children learn at different rates and 
in different ways. Students are grouped into “learning 
pods” that consist of no more than 12 students, and 
they are placed by academic, social, and emotional 
maturity rather than by age or grade. They work at 
their own pace, avoiding competition and peer pres-
sure. As in a one-room schoolhouse, older students are 
role models and mentors to younger students.

Subjects include reading and grammar, math, sci-
ence, history, and Spanish. There are even yoga classes. 
The arts are deemed essential for children’s develop-
ment, so there are art and music classes for all, includ-
ing orchestra and choir. An annual year-end play allows 
every student to have a starring role before graduating.

Somers explains that various subjects, including 
art, are integrated with each other in “learning loops.” 
Students see the subject matter several times in different 
ways and recall it more easily when they encounter it 
again. For example, they studied Monarch butterflies 
in science and symmetry in math, then created a mural 
of Monarchs and their food plants, with symmetrical 
designs on the butterfly wings. While the history class 
learned about Native Americans, science class sprouted 
bean seeds and discussed the essential “three sisters” 
(corn, beans, and squash) grown by Native Americans.

A math teacher herself, Somers stresses hands-on 
exercises to show how math works. She pointed out 

how math and art connect, with charts for showing dis-
tance with perspective and for drawing the human face 
in proper proportion. “Learning math keeps the brain 
sharp,” she says.

Reading is taught using phonics. Children read 
chapter books, but they also read novels and nonfic-

tion. Reading and writing are 
particularly stressed in the seventh 
and eighth grades with books that tie 
in with history, science, and social 
science. A favorite is The Evolution 
of Calpurnia Tate, an award-winning 
historical novel about a 12-year-old 
girl in the 1900s more interested in 
natural science than in learning to 
become a housewife.

Many schools have stopped 
teaching cursive writing, deeming 
it unnecessary in these days of 
computer communication. Morgan 
Academy does teach cursive, and 
Somers believes that it is an impor-
tant skill that engages the brain in 
unique ways.

She added, “I enjoy getting a 
personal letter written in cursive, 

especially if it is in nice handwriting.”
The importance of play and 

outdoor time in the develop-
ment of children is recognized, 
and a physical education 
teacher has been hired. In good 
weather, some classes are held 
outdoors. There is a half-hour 
recess and snack time in the 
morning and an hour at lunch-
time with 30 minutes for eating 
and 30 for play.

“Kids need to be outside. 
It’s important for their brains to 
reset,” said Somers.

Environmental stewardship is emphasized. There is 
a nature trail, and a large food garden is being prepared. 
Crops will be grown using 100 percent organic methods, 
and heirloom varieties will be planted when possible. 
The garden will run the entire length of the building 
and will be fenced to exclude wildlife. They will raise 
the most popular home garden crops, plus some that the 
children asked for, including berries, sweet potatoes, 
carrots, beets, and celery.

A beautiful chicken coop was built in the same style 
and colors as the school building and, at this writing, the 
arrival of chickens was imminent.

“We’ll teach children the care of living things and 
about sustainability and buying locally,” said Somers. 
“We’ll get eggs, and we’ll have a rooster, so there will 
be chicks to raise.”

The school does not have a cafeteria, so the stu-
dents bring packed lunches, and food can be warmed. 
Lunch groups eat together in “families” just like real 
families, but the children are periodically rotated into 
new lunch families to get to know others and avoid 
forming exclusive cliques.

Good nutrition is a priority and a low-sugar policy 
is enforced. Parents are requested not to put candy bars 
and other refined sugar snacks or foods with artificial 
dyes in children’s lunches.

“There’s more learning potential if the kids are not 
consuming refined sugar,” said Somers.

Good citizenship depends on knowledge. A morning 
circle is held every day before classes begin, and all 
students meet as a group to discuss what is going on in 
the world. In one week, topics ranged from the rocket 
launch in Virginia taking supplies to the International 
Space Station to, of course, the U.S. election. Voting 
was discussed and the students filled out voter registra-
tion forms.

The staff kept the subject of elections strictly non-
partisan, and they do not share their own opinions. The 
unpleasant tenor of the recent election was obvious to 

students, so the word “tolerance” 
was introduced. Children were 
taught that it is OK to disagree 
and that other people’s opinions 
should be accepted and not 
judged as right or wrong.

Responsibility is stressed, 
and all students do chores. At 
each day’s end, they sweep, 
clean tables, and straighten 
up the classrooms. Duties are 
rotated so that students get expe-
rience with various chores.

About half of the current students have attended 
Morgan Academy from their first year, and 15 new 
students were welcomed this year. Students consis-
tently do well in regional science and social studies 
fairs, and in the 12 years since the school’s founding, 
all of its graduating students have gone on to college.

Said science teacher Sara Peña, now in her third 
year at Morgan Academy, “We produce really good 
students who become really good human beings for a 
better world.”

Claire Stuart enjoys writing about people and has not 
lost hope for a better world. She can be reached at  
buglady@wv.net.

The chicken coop

Morgan Academy’s new building
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Science, art, and math make a mural at Morgan 
Academy. 
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Community Thanksgiving Program

Showcases Schools, Services, Volunteers

The Shepherdstown Ministerial Association–
sponsored Community Thanksgiving Service 
took place at the Shepherdstown Presbyterian 

Meeting House on November 21 at 4:30 p.m. The ser-
vice was designed for the community to learn about and 
show its appreciation for the organizations and services 
that make our community a great place to live. More 
than 200 people gathered for the event.

The service included musical performances 
by the Shepherdstown Elementary School Chorus, 
Shepherdstown Middle School Band, and town residents 
Than and Mary Anne Hitt. Organist Dianne Holliman 
and pianist Kari Edge accompanied selections sung by 
the gathered community.

Making brief presentations were the mayor, fire 
chief, Shepherd University, elementary school assistant 

principal, Shepherdstown Day Care Center, Good 
Shepherd Interfaith Volunteer Caregivers, Caring 
Cupboard, and Jefferson County Community Ministries. 
An offering of canned goods, cash, and checks benefits 
the work of Jefferson County Community Ministries, 
described in the next page.
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Directed by Amanda Licea, the Shepherdstown Elementary School Chorus performed a Cherokee song “Wendeah” and “Go In Peace.” Two particularly attentive members of the 29-voice chorus 
also provided percussion accents to the presentations.

Continued on page 20
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Continued from page 19

The Shepherdstown Middle School Band, directed by Chad Conant, opened and closed the Community Thanksgiving 
service with a prelude and postlude. Chockfull of brass with percussion and electric guitars, the band sounded 
their thanks with a Count Basie standard, “Topsy,” Herbie Hancock’s “Cantaloupe Island,” and Seymour Simon 
and Gerald Marks’s “All of Me.” Their joyful noise of thanksgiving set launched the service on an upbeat note that 
couldn’t be beat.

Trinity Blue (pictured) and Zoe Smith presented a reading of Psalm 
104 with professional aplomb. The duo opened with clear and distinct 
alternating voices that came together for a dramatic and well-timed 
unison conclusion.

Shepherdstown Mayor Arthur “Jim” Auxer 
gave thanks that “we still hold meetings like 
this in Shepherdstown.” He said earlier in the 
week someone reported a cold pet, who was 
then gotten back home to warmth. The mayor 
gave thanks for our community’s concern for 
all creatures great and small. “We feel those 
concerns,” he said, and also gave thanks for 
the town’s employees, the director of public 
works, the trash collectors, and how they care 
about the people in the community.

Shepherdstown Volunteer Fire Department 
Chief Ross Morgan thanked the community 
for its moral and financial support to the 
department. He described how emergency 
medical services historically got an 
ambulance to the person and got the person 
to the emergency room. With changes in 
technology, Chief Morgan explained, the 
EMS now brings the emergency room 
to a person’s front door. He conveyed 
the department’s gratitude for the many 
volunteers who serve as fire fighters, 
emergency responders, and auxiliaries.

Shepherdstown Elementary School Acting 
Principal Cary Gill expressed thanks for 
teachers and how important they are for 
our children. He cited some students’  
own thanks for teachers “letting us do 
crafts,” “being funny,” and “how they 
make mistakes, because we make them, 
too.” Gill extolled how teachers teach 
compassion and encouraged the community 
to express thanks for our teachers’ service.

Paula Marrone-Reese of the Good Shepherd 
Interfaith Volunteer Caregivers reported that 
need for the group’s service continues to 
increase. She said GSIVC is grateful to be 
able to provide help, which is only possible 
because of people’s support. Volunteers 
give community residents needed rides to 
medical appointments. She also recounted 
how members of the group helped head off 
a woman’s intended suicide by talking with 
her at length and then referring her to a 
counselor. They saved the woman’s life.
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

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

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

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

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

www.4pillarchurch.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets

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

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

All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends  
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Monthly Meeting
for Worship and First Day School

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

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

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

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

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

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

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

www.StAgnesShepherdstown.org

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

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

Patrons
Elise & Martin Baach
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Yvonne Fisher & Gene Bayer
Nancy Hooff & James Campbell
Dr. William & Patricia Carrigan
Bonnie Casely
Carlos Mejia & Steven Engert
Lester Fant
Effie Kallas & David Hammer
Debra Hammer
Mary & James Holland
Jack Huyett
Stanley & Judith Jones
Wanda Keebler
Jack Kendall
Kathy & Richard Klein
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
M. S. Bedinger
Bruce & Katie Begole
Mary Bell
Dow Benedict
Edwinna Bernat 
Carl Beyeler
Patricia Donohoe & Dr. David Borchard
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Dodi & Frank Bradley
Judith & Marc Briod
Frances Brolle
Beth Burkhardt
Karen & James Cain
Linda Gilbert & James Cantor
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
William & Jeanine Hammond
Eleanor & George Hanold
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Sharon Henderson
Patricia & Claison Henkes
Lily Hill
Betse & William Hinkley
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
James Horton
Stephanie & Perry Jamieson
James Keel
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Susan Kennedy
Ronald Kepple
Susan Clemmens Kern
John & Melinda Landolt
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Rebecca & Burt Lidgerding
John & Judith Lilga
Mary Ellen Lloyd
Em Lowe
Dorthea & Richard Malsbary
Chris Mark

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

Friends
Margaret & Gayle Becker
Margaret & Gayle Becker
Odetta Brown 
Patricia & Charles Brown
Barry Bryan
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
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
Lori Simmons
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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TAKE THE RUSH  
OUT OF CHRISTMAS

ê Visit Shepherdstown
ê Meander serene sidewalks
ê Steep in quiet merriment
ê Discover quaint gifts
ê Return home sane

http://shepherdstown.info/events/
christmas-in-shepherdstown/
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BLUE MOON CAFE

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

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

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors

129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

 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
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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



Shepherdstow
n M

inisterial Association
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstow

n, W
V 25443

N
on-profit Organization

U.S. Postage
PAID
Shepherdstow

n, W
V 25443

Perm
it N

o. 33

Patron
P.O. Boxholder

Rural Route Boxholder

FR
E

E
but not cheap

W
IN

TE
R

 2016

O
n the W

eb!
w

w
w

.shepherdstow
ngoodnew

spaper.org
S

E
E
 A

R
TW

O
R

K
S

 IN
 C

O
LO

R
!

LIK
E
 U

S
 O

N
  

FA
C

E
B

O
O

K
!Fisherm

an in  
W

inter H
arbor, M

aine
PH

OTO
 BY PAN

G
 TUBH

IRUN
, 

PAN
GTO

G
RAPH

Y 


