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Let Love Arise
Randall Tremba 

(Dedicated to my mother)

I called through your door, 
“The mystics are gathering in the street. 

Come out!”
“Leave me alone. I’m sick.”
“I don’t care if you’re dead! 

Jesus is here, 
and he wants to resurrect somebody!”

—Rumi 
13th-century Persian Sufi Muslim poet

*  *  *

W hen I was a child, I thought like a child.  
I thought the resurrection of Jesus  
proved there was life after death for those 

who believed in Jesus, and so when I died I would  
go to heaven and play on streets of gold, because at  
age seven I had “accepted Jesus as my personal  
Lord and Savior.” That’s how you got in. Or so I  
was told.

I was a child. I thought like a child, so “heaven 
and hell” made sense to me. After all, I learned 
“punishment and reward” from my father’s hand, so I 
figured the “Heavenly Father” operated the same way, 
with hell as punishment, heaven as reward.

One of my favorite songs back then went like 
this: This world is not my home, I’m just a-passin’ 
through; my treasures are laid up somewhere beyond 
the blue. The angels beckon me from heaven’s open 
door. And I can’t feel at home in this world anymore.

Millions of Christians have sung that ditty, or ones 
like it, for a hundred years or more. I guess that’s why 
the church of my childhood couldn’t care less about 
making this world more just, peaceable, beautiful, or 
holy. We were bound for heaven. Earth was a mere 
launching pad.

When I was a child, I thought like a child. My main 
worry about heaven was the dress code. From what I 
could see from pictures in my Sunday school class, the 
citizens of heaven wore stupid white gowns and played 
harps all day long for eternity, which sounded like a 
really long time to be doing something you hated.

I was a child. I thought like a child. I didn’t want 
to wear a white gown or play on a harp. I liked base-
ball and blue jeans.

So I took my worries to the best authority I knew on 
that subject: my mother. “I don’t want to go to heaven if 
I can’t wear blue jeans and play baseball,” I told her.

She assured me that if wearing blue jeans and 
playing baseball made me happy, there’d be plenty of 

both in heaven. The jeans would never wear out, and 
I’d never strike out, she told me. After that, I was all in 
with heaven.

That may have been the moment I became a pro-
gressive theologian. I realized there was more than one 
way of seeing things, including heaven and the Bible.

I am no longer a child. I see things differently.
I’m not sure about a heaven out there. But I am 

certain about heaven here on earth. I’ve experienced it 
more than once, and I’m guessing you have, too, when 
everything is just right in your world. 

I’m not sure about a heaven up there somewhere. 
Nor am I sure about a hell beneath us somewhere.

But I am certain about hell on earth. I’ve experi-
enced that, too, and I’m guessing so have you, when 
everything feels broken and miserable, as though 
you’ve fallen into a cavern of tormenting despair.

Far too many people are living in hell here and 
now for us to worry about hell somewhere else.  
When a suicide bomber or the most powerful military 
force in the world can rain down death and destruc-
tion anytime anywhere, hell is never far away. When 
the poor, the sick, and the hungry are left to die, hell  
has arrived.

I now see that heaven and hell are better adjectives 
than nouns. And I have a different favorite song. It’s 
no longer, “This World Is Not My Home.” My favorite 
song is “Imagine,” by John Lennon.

Imagine there’s no heaven 
It’s easy if you try 
No hell below us 
Above us only sky 

Imagine all the people living for today

I once thought that song silly and naive, but I now 
believe Lennon got it right. We must find a way to live 
fully in this moment, not for some pie-in-the-sky by 
and by. We must learn to be here now—fully in love 

with all people, all creatures great and small, and the 
whole blessed earth.

We must work to make this world whole, beautiful, 
free, just, peaceable, and good and leave the unknown 
future in the hands of the One who breathed it all into 
being. If you’ve got to worry about things, don’t worry 
about heaven or hell. Worry about social injustice, 
inequality, poverty, and war here and now.

Imagine no possessions 
I wonder if you can 

No need for greed or hunger 
A brotherhood of man 

Imagine all the people sharing all the world.

And in my book, that’s where the resurrection 
of Jesus comes into play. We need that resurrection 
story—and others—to awaken our imagination.

When I was a child, I thought like a child. Now I 
see things differently. I imagine a new world.

I’m not so sure the flesh and bones of Jesus skipped 
out of a tomb on Easter morning. Many people are sure 
about that; my mother was among them. But, as she 
taught me, there’s more than one way to see things.

Over 4.5 billion years, life has evolved on this 
planet from simple forms into more and more complex 
forms and into larger and larger communities of inter-
dependency. The wondrous web of life! And evolution 
ain’t done yet! A new creation is on the rise. And as the 
14th-century Sufi Muslim poet Hafiz put it: Nothing 
evolves us like love.

The evolution of human consciousness and pos-
sibilities can be seen in the life, death, and resurrection 
of Jesus. That gospel story vindicates not the violent 
way of empire but the way of Jesus, the way of love. 
It’s an uprising of love in the face of hate. All are 
welcome. None are turned away.

Let love arise.
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Genesis:
Good News Paper

Randall Tremba and Ed Zahniser

Christine Duewel and I moved to Shepherdstown 
in December 1977. Earlier that year, while renting 
in the county, we saw a listing for a house on East 

New Street. We looked at it, but the occupant had a con-
tract. “If anything happens,” we told her, “please call us.” 

In Shepherdstown, 
things always hap-
pen. We bought the 
house and quickly 
realized that many 
interesting folk 
we met attended 
Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian  
Church, pastored 
by Rev. Randall 
Tremba. Christine 
and I joined.

During 
Christmas 1978, 
I devised a 
newspaper logo—
Shepherdstown 

had no newspaper—but knew not to quit my day job! 
I showed the logo to Tremba: It might have religious 
overtones. In 1979, a town physician, Richard Yates, 
cajoled the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association about 
the need for community healing prayer. The SMA was 
unusually dynamic then. For public human needs beyond 
water, sewers, and trash collection, the town was a virtual 
theocracy. To make good things happen, pitch the SMA 
not town government.

Not all town churches could worship together, but 
no tenets forbade praying together. The SMA scheduled 
a community healing prayer service. How to advertise 
it? Tremba remembered my dormant logo. How about  
a newsletter?

The premier issue of what would become 
Shepherdstown’s Good News Paper was a black-and-
white, four-page, 11-by-17-inch format newsletter. 
Typewriter body copy was provided by Mary Ann Kave. 
I did the logo with pressure-transfer headline type. Our 
New Street neighbor Bruce Geyman drew St. Peter’s 
Lutheran Church—in 20 minutes by streetlight after 
10 p.m.—for page one artwork. Using hot wax and my 
T-square, I pasted up the pages on Christine’s and my 

oversized breadboard. The camera-ready copy was off to 
Ace Printing in nearby Martinsburg the next morning.

GOOD SHEPHERDS
GOOD TOWN
GOOD NEWS PAPER

A couple of formats and editors and real graphic 
designers later, Tremba got up the nerve to switch to a 
folded tabloid format—the present “magateen” format. 
It was to be printed on commercial, high-speed web 
printing presses by the Waynesboro Record Herald in 
Pennsylvania. Nan Doss, then working for Specialty 
Printing Company on South Princess Street, set the 
type. The driving force from the get-go, Tremba became 
executive editor and made it look easy.

By the mid-1980s we had a good grasp of the 
editorial approach. We wanted to tell our stories through 
the lives of those dreaming, creating, or living them. 
Think: a People Magazine with photographs of people 
who could be—and mostly are—your neighbors. Good 
gossip, in other words. The good news you got from 
neighbors across the fence, back before air conditioning 
and clothes dryers.

    —Ed Zahniser

Editor’s note: With this issue, I transfer the reins of 
the GNP to Stephen Altman as the next executive editor, 
with the full approval of its co-founder Ed Zahniser  
and the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association, its  
publisher. It wasn’t easy. It’s like entrusting your baby 
to somebody else.   —Randall Tremba

On a dark and stormy night (or was it a bright 
and peaceful morning?), someone pounded 
on my door (or was it a gentle rap?). In any 

case, I opened the door and there stood Ed Zahniser. I 
barely knew him. And I didn’t know that we were about 
to conceive a thing to become known as the GOOD 
SHEPHERDS GOOD TOWN GOOD NEWS PAPER.  
It was January 1979.

Ed proudly showed me a paste-up of those words 
over a blank page. Pretty good name for a local paper, 
he said. I agreed. Quite clever. And what would be in 
that paper, I asked. I have no idea, he replied. Just got a 
title. That’s all.

I, too, was recent to town. I arrived in 1975. I 
was the youngest of the clergy in town and just get-
ting acquainted with the Shepherdstown Ministerial 

Association. Long before I arrived, the SMA had been 
established as a fellowship for town clergy. To me they 
were not only elder mentors but legends: Quinn Bane, 
John Grissinger, Charles Cathcart, Paul Moser, Bronson 
Staley, Zacarias Cardosa, and Cyril Draina.

We had just begun discussions on publishing an 
interchurch newsletter as a way of connecting our 
respective congregations and symbolizing a newfound 
unity. Could I offer Ed’s title to the SMA for its inter-
church newsletter? Sure, said Ed.

In May 1979 the first issue was printed, and one 
thousand copies were distributed at all town churches on 
Sunday morning.

Back then some people in this town did not go to 
church. Not even once. Never. Imagine that! But one of 
those folks somehow got a copy of the paper anyway and 
offered this suggestion: Include some town news and you 
got yourself a town paper not a church paper. And lo and 
behold, that’s what we did in the very next issue.

Soon we were printing 13,000 copies and mailing to 
everybody within five miles of Shepherdstown whether 
they wanted it or not. Some did not and told me so. Don’t 
send that commie liberal rag to my house ever again!

I would call or write back to explain that it was 
bulk mailed, so postal delivery could not skip any par-
ticular mailbox. I’m sorry, I told them. Unless you move 
more than five miles away, you’re getting it. To which 
one patron replied: Well, actually, it does make a good 
lining for my cat’s litter box.

So there’s that part of “good” Ed and I never 
anticipated.

Our readership has expanded. Our format has 
evolved. Technology has changed. But the founding 
purpose proclaimed by the Shepherdstown Ministerial 
Association 38 years ago remains the same: We aim to 
publish the best little good news paper in the known 
world and give it away free with the hope and a prayer 
that it will help cultivate a community of love and  
goodwill among those who fall under its good spell.

With my best wishes I happily and confidently 
entrust this vision to Steve and the awesome team 
of writers, editors, proofreaders, photographers, and 
designers that graciously give their time and talent to 
produce this amazing free, but not cheap gift to our 
beloved community.

    —Randall Tremba

The very first Good News Paper  
in 1979

PUBLIC RECEPTION to honor Randall Tremba’s service as pastor of the Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church (1975–2017) and as editor of the Good News Paper for 
38 years. Saturday, June 10, 10–11 a.m., Presbyterian Church Fellowship Hall, 100 W. Washington St., Shepherdstown, WV. (Please use King Street entrance.)
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Meet Our Next Executive Editor
Randall Tremba and Ed Zahniser

Editor’s note: Good News Paper 
co-founders Randall Tremba and Ed 
Zahniser put a few questions to the 
paper’s incoming executive editor, 
Stephen Altman.

GNP: What brought you to 
Shepherdstown?

ALTMAN: Good luck, mostly. I’d been 
retired a few years, starting fresh, living 
in a log cabin near Harpers Ferry. I’d 
spent most of my adult years in the D.C. 
suburbs, where my ex and I had raised 
three daughters. By the fall of 2014, 
I was living in the woods above the 
Shenandoah River, all by myself, talking 
mostly to squirrels. So I went out looking 
for people to meet and things to do and 
found myself in Shepherdstown.

GNP: What were your first impressions?

ALTMAN: This was the small town 
most people dream about.

GNP: What convinced you to settle here?

ALTMAN: The charm of the place, I 
guess. Charm is like music or love; you 
don’t want to analyze it too much. Of 
course, there’s the charm you feel when 
you first drive up German Street, and 
then there’s this whole collection of 
things that charm you into never wanting 
to leave. Things like the river and the 
towpath, and Town Run threading its way 
under and through and around things. 
And what it’s like here after a 38-inch 
snowfall, and how they know what wine 
you like at Grapes & Grains Gourmet and 
how you can’t walk into Four Seasons 
Books without running into someone. 
The Bloody Marys at Bistro 112, the live 
music at places like the Meck or on the 
Shepherd campus almost every night. 
It’s the multiple old graveyards, all the 
churches, the sense of rootedness, the 
fact that some of the soldiers buried in 
Elmwood Cemetery likely died in your 
house after the Battle of Antietam. It’s all 
the remarkable people who live here.

GNP: How is living in Shepherdstown 
different from living where you lived 
previously?

ALTMAN: For one thing, I spent enough 
of time in city traffic not to miss it much. 
And enough time with big city stress and 
living near people who might technically 
be my neighbors but whom I hardly ever 
knew. These days it’s entirely different. 
When I walk through Shepherdstown on 
an ordinary day and run into my neigh-
bors, I know them. They know me. I’m at 
home. That’s the biggest difference.

GNP: Did that influence your agreeing to 
be executive editor?

ALTMAN: Very much so. Hardly a 
day goes by when I don’t count my 
blessings. Don’t laugh—it’s true. And 
it occurred to me that the Good News 
Paper does the same thing—it counts 
Shepherdstown’s blessings. The people, 
the surroundings, the everyday events, 
the parades, the businesses, all the clubs 
and organizations that contribute to the 
health and character of the place. The 
paper celebrates these things. When 
I was invited to be a part of this, I 
couldn’t say no.

GNP: How has the GOOD NEWS 
PAPER been “good” for the community?

ALTMAN: When I mention the paper 
to people who live here, it’s obvious to 
me how much pride they take in it. How 
many small towns have a paper like this 
one—created and staffed by volunteers 
who have no other motive than to add 
to the richness of life here? This paper 
is like that flowering crabapple tree in 
front of the library—it’s iconic. You see 
it and you know you could only be in 
Shepherdstown.

GNP: You got involved with the paper as 
soon as you moved here, right?

ALTMAN: Even before, really. I was 
writing for it before I even found a place 
to live. Writing feature stories gave me 
a good excuse to introduce myself to 
strangers. I wrote about things like the 
kids who work at the Sweet Shop, people 
who raise chickens in their backyards, 
people who get tattoos, the young the-
atricals who put on Hamlet at the Folly. 
These days I’ve got all kinds of friends 
I might not have if I hadn’t had assign-
ments to write about them.

GNP: So we can assume you like  
to write.

ALTMAN: It’s an urge, that’s for sure. 
It’s how I made my living, or at the 
least it was always a part of why people 
employed me. I worked in several fed-
eral agencies over 34 years, did a lot of 
writing for them, working on magazines, 
running publications programs. And of 
course if you’ve got that writing bug, 
it nags you in your off-hours as well. 
Over time I’ve written fiction, published 
a Western novel called Bowhunter, 
blogged for a few years, taught short 
story writing to adults. These days, I 
write sonnets.

GNP: One last question. What does our 
motto, “Free but not cheap” mean to you?

ALTMAN: Here’s how I think about it. 
You don’t have to pay for the Good News 
Paper, so in that sense it’s free. But the 
more you read it, the more it makes you 
feel that you owe something in return, 
not so much for the paper itself but for 
everything Shepherdstown provides. 
We’re blessed here. The least we can do 
is try to deserve it. Be kind, be useful, 
give thanks. This probably goes double 
for new executive editors.

Left to right: Ed Zahniser, Stephen Altman, Randall Tremba
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Doc’s No Ph.D.
(But He Knows His Trains)

Claire Stuart

Y ou probably know Doc Thatcher from his 
years behind the counter at O’Hurley’s General 
Store—the garrulous, bearded fellow in a blue 

apron, sporting a jaunty hat. If you are a railroad 
enthusiast, you might know him from train shows. 
Thatcher, 78, has been playing with trains since he  
was about a year old and building model trains since 
age five.

No, Doc isn’t an M.D. or a Ph.D. His given name 
is Robert, but nobody outside his family used it. He 
earned his nickname as a young man, hanging out with 
his friends and talking so much that they called him 
Professor, which morphed into Doc.

Thatcher is an independent soul with a rambling 
résumé. When a new job looked interesting, he simply 
moved on, his gift of gab landing him on his feet.

Born in Orange, New Jersey, where his father was 
an accountant, he spent summers in Missouri on his 
mother’s family farm. His grandfather was an electrical 
engineer, working as a railroad signalman, then chief 
signal engineer, and farmed on the side.

After high school, Thatcher worked for a moving 
company, first in the warehouse, then driving, dropping 
and picking up in various places. He found himself in 
New York City, where he visited relatives.

He recalls, “I picked up 
the New York Times and saw 
a job opening in accounting. 
My father was an accountant, 
so I walked in! They asked 
me if I’d like to work on 
computers. I had no idea 
what a computer was!

“They asked me if I 
would like to see one. This 
was in 1959. It was as big as 
a room! They sent me to  
IBM school for six weeks, 
and I went to work for  
Home Insurance.”

In 1963 Thatcher was 
drafted and went to Fort Dix 
for basic training. He was 
sent to the Pentagon and put 
into the 7th Data Processing 
Unit, working “in the bowels 
of the Pentagon, third base-
ment level.” They wanted 
him to reenlist, but instead he 
went to work for a firm that 
rented out computer special-
ists to government agencies 
around D.C.

“When I got to D.C., I 
never wanted to leave,”  
he says. “I found it beauti-
ful and peaceful after New 
York City.”

After several years on 
the job, he noted, “There 
was warfare among the 
employees to promote 
themselves. I didn’t like it, 
so I quit.”

He took a job driving 
a taxi for Arlington Red 
Top Cab and loved it. 
“People loved to talk—
about sports, politics,  
their lives.”

His most notable 
rider was Judge John 
Sirica, of Watergate fame. 
“I took him to the airport. 
He talked about the 
Nixon mess.”

His stint with Red Top ended after 10 years, when, 
against their rules, he grew a beard. “I drove nights 

from 9 p.m. till 6 a.m. I really 
didn’t expect a supervisor to 
come out in the middle of the 
night to check for facial hair, 
but one did!”

He went on to work in a 
hobby shop. A friend of the 
owner worked in a large D.C. 
law firm and told him about 
a service manager’s position. 
The firm’s head was a model 
train enthusiast, so they hit 
it off, and Thatcher worked 
there 12 years.

Thatcher eventually 
opened a hobby shop in 
Springfield, Virginia. To 
complement his knowledge 
of trains, he hired experts 
in model ships, vehicles 
and planes. He says, “I told 
them, ‘This is your area of 
expertise. You buy and stock 
what you think will sell.’ I 
gave them the responsibility 
and they made the store suc-
cessful. I did not take credit. 
Customers came from all 

over, mostly chatting— 
a lot of fun.”

The Thatchers 
lived in Falls Church 
but wanted to get away 
from traffic. Doc’s wife, 
Gloria, was retiring. Every 
Saturday she would fol-
low railroad tracks and 
visit every station stop to 
check out the area.

“I thought my 
husband would like 
Shepherdstown,” she 
recalled.

When he saw German 
Street, he loved the 
architecture and could see 
himself making models 
of the buildings. They 
built their home in the 
Heatherfield subdivision 
in 2004. He commuted 

by train to his shop until the owner needed the space, 
and Thatcher had to move. He couldn’t find a suitable 
space, so he closed shop after 11 years and went to 
work at O’Hurley’s.

Thatcher loved working at O’Hurley’s but had to 
leave for health reasons. “I don’t like not working,”  
he said.

His basement is full of railroad books and train 
parts, and an impressive model with trains in a coal 
mining operation is in progress. He goes to train shows, 
selling books and magazines about trains.

“I wear a derby hat,” he reported. “People know me 
as the man with the hat. I believe a salesperson should 
be distinctive. When I make change, if it is over 50 
cents, I always give a 50-cent piece in change. For paper 
money, I always give a $2 bill. I get them at the bank. 
People remember me!”

Thatcher says he adores steam locomotives and 
looks forward to the day when Norfolk & Western 
brings #611 through Shepherdstown. He laughed, “With 
the power of prayer, they will!”

The Thatchers’ home has wide doors and halls and 
no steps from the street. “We plan to still be here if we 
are in walkers or wheelchairs!” he vowed. “My mother 
died at 102 and I plan on living to Mom’s age. But only 
God knows, and He ain’t telling me!”

Claire Stuart began her writing career with jingles on 
scientific subjects for fillers in a science supply com-
pany catalog. Yes, she got paid!
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Doc Thatcher with his train track and town

A wooden poster in Doc Thatcher’s home
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Christa Mastrangelo
Yogin and Poet

Isabella Snyder

Christa Mastrangelo has loved poetry her whole 
life. As a child, she expressed herself by writing 
journal entries and poetry. “I remember giving 

my mom the first poem I wrote when I was six—about 
city lights.” Her mother is a singer, and Mastrangelo 
fell in love with poetry “through song.” She remembers 
sitting on the floor as a child while her mom played 
“Leaving on a Jet Plane,” enraptured, crying, deeply 
touched by the lyrics.

Mastrangelo was born in Cumberland, Maryland. 
Her father’s profession as a park ranger took the family 
from Cumberland to Martinsburg and to Clear Spring, 
Maryland, where she attended high school. She studied 
at Towson University in Maryland, transferred to 
Shepherd for two years, then graduated from Towson 
in 1997 with a bachelor’s degree in English focused 
on writing. Four years later, she enrolled in a master 
of fine arts program in poetry at Antioch University in 
Los Angeles, studying with Richard Garcia, Terrance 
Hayes, and Natasha Tretheway. Her favorite poets 
include Anne Sexton, Czesław Miłosz, Mary Oliver, 
and Hafiz.

Mastrangelo recalls visiting her father’s office 
in the Ferry Hill House, across the Potomac from 
Shepherdstown, often during her childhood. Sadly, he 
died when she was 16. Her Ferry Hill memories and 
the two years she spent at Shepherd—“some of the 
best times of my college days,” she says—influenced 
her decision to move to Shepherdstown. In 2005 
Mastrangelo and her husband, Greg Joyce (whom she 
met in Rhode Island), opened Stone Soup Bistro with 
her friend, Liz Gallery.

“Shepherdstown was definitely the right spot for 
us,” she says. “My family is very tight. I have two won-
derful brothers, two incredible sisters-in-law, and five 
nephews and two nieces whom I adore.” She describes 
her mother as “an incredibly vibrant and strong force, 
with a rebellious spirit and infectious laugh.” About her 
husband, she says that he is funny and kind and that he 
has supported her “through a variety of life decisions—
even the questionable ones.” The couple is blessed with 
two healthy kids—Ava, 10, and Michael, 8.

Mastrangelo began practicing yoga in 1998. In 
2000 she found a strong teacher in Rhode Island and 
began practicing consistently. Yoga connected her to her 
body and spirit in a way that made her realize just how 
detached she had been from both.

Speaking of her time before yoga, Mastrangelo says, 
“[I spent my life] living in my head, overthinking, over-
processing, and really fighting against my body. I was 
thin but didn’t think I was, and so I spent a lot of time 
trying to control my food intake and over-exercising, in 
part because I didn’t like the way I looked. Almost right 
away, yoga broke something open in me that allowed me 

to reconnect to myself and made me want to do better by 
my body and spirit. My yoga practice has helped me to 
connect more deeply to God, to faith—something that I 
had railed against for such a long time.”

Mastrangelo has become known in Shepherdstown 
as a businesswoman and spiritual leader in the commu-
nity. She went from being a private stu-
dent of yoga to running her own business, 
Jala Yoga, almost by accident. She began 
teaching a class above her brother’s res-
taurant, Mellow Moods, in 2009. Within a 
year, teachers were approaching her, ask-
ing if they could offer additional classes. 
“Without intending to do so, I became a 
business owner.”

She now has over 30 teachers at 
Jala, offering over 60 classes a week 
and teacher training twice a year. She 
says she wants Jala to be a place “where 
people can come no matter their age, 
their skill level, their gender, size, or 
level of brokenness, and find a space 
where they’re able to connect to their 
own strength, feel nurtured, and experi-
ence a sense of balance that might infuse 
their daily life.” Concerned about the 
disconnection in the world, which she 
says “has led to what I see as a crisis of 
our time,” Mastrangelo wishes to create 
a space where the disconnection—from 
self, community, God—might be healed 
in some small way.

Mastrangelo believes poetry con-
nects us to that which is timeless, eter-
nal, universal. “At its best, poetry brings 
me into my body in a visceral way, 
stimulates my mind, and connects me to 
the spirit of that which is eternal in us. 
The practice of yoga does the same.”

One of her favorite yoga poses is 
triangle pose, trikonasana in Sanskrit. “It 
opens my chest cavity, my side muscles, 
stretches my hamstrings and hips, and 
lengthens my spine,” she says.

As for poetry, Rainer Maria Rilke’s sonnet “Let 
This Darkness Be a Bell Tower” allows her to contem-
plate her connection to God:

Quiet friend who has come so far,
feel how your breathing makes more space  
around you.
Let this darkness be a bell tower and you the bell.  
As you ring,
what batters you becomes your strength…

Mastrangelo’s paternal grandparents emigrated 
from Italy when they were young and raised their 
children and grandchildren to work hard for everything 
they believed in. Her grandfather, a bricklayer for the 
U.S. government, built the wall around the national 
Christmas tree and helped build the wall in front of 

the Kennedy Center. Her family on her mother’s side 
owned a plantation home in Haiti. Escaping a slave 
uprising in the town, thanks to one of their slaves 
who risked his life to save them, they made their way 
to Charleston, South Carolina. Mastrangelo’s rich 
background, poetry, and yoga contributed to who she 
has become.

Isabella Snyder attends St. Maria Goretti High School 
and will be senior class president this coming year. 
She’ll be traveling to Spain and Utah this summer.

Christa Mastrangelo 
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Sheriff Dougherty
Hard Name to Pronounce, Easy Name to Respect

Lee Doty

In a business, a significant increase in service or 
product demand over two years justifies a blowout 
celebration. However, the same increase in service 

demand at the Jefferson County Sheriff’s Department 
finds no one doing a happy dance. For Sheriff Peter H. 
Dougherty, his number one concern is how to stretch his 
staff, along with that of other first responder agencies, to 
meet the rising number of calls for help.

In 2013 Sheriff Dougherty replaced the outgo-
ing sheriff, who, under federal indictment, had just 
resigned. One only has to consult the department’s 
Facebook page to appreciate Dougherty’s qualifica-
tions for sheriff. He has extensive local, state, and  
federal experience, including service as Jefferson 
County magistrate, juvenile court referee, and mental 
hygiene commissioner.

Of all his accomplishments, he says, “I feel 
best about helping to provide homes and services 
for tens of thousands of homeless veterans.” Sheriff 
Dougherty served as national director of the Veterans 
Administration’s Homeless Veterans programs. When he 
left federal service, the Home Depot Foundation estab-
lished a $50,000 grant program for nonprofits creating 
new housing for homeless veterans.

The Sheriff’s Department serves an area of over 
200 square miles and a population exceeding 55,000—
with a staff of only 27. Notwithstanding a budget 
increase for two staff positions this year, Dougherty’s 
staff total is still far below the national standard, which 
is 40. But he’s optimistic. “This is the first time in 
eight years the department’s had a staff increase.”

Most department resources are consumed by regular 
law enforcement activities, such as responding to traffic 
accidents, thefts, burglaries, and domestic violence calls. 
Investigations of crimes, ranging from abuse and neglect 
to drug deals to murder, also fall under this category. 
In addition to law enforcement, the department handles 
security for the Jefferson County Courthouse buildings, 
service of process, and mental health and arrestee trans-
ports. Other duties include animal control and collection 
of county taxes.

The game changer causing the two-year surge in 
service demand is largely attributable to the opioid epi-
demic. “Most of our crime is property-related, and three 
quarters of our property crime is drug-related.” The 
sheriff doesn’t believe the epidemic, and more precisely 
the heroin epidemic, is tied directly to unemployment. 
“Jefferson County hasn’t suffered economically like 
other West Virginia counties. Besides, I’m seeing 
addicts in their eighties and teens. The problem is heroin 
is cheaper than before.”

A pernicious side of the drug business is that a begin-
ner’s bag of heroin may be given without charge initially, 
and then, once a person is “hooked,” the craving and 

costs go up. With increased use comes theft from family, 
friends, retail stores, homes, and businesses.

Sheriff Dougherty says one way heroin is made 
cheaper and stronger is by cutting it with a synthetic 
opioid analgesic, fentanyl, or its derivative, carfentanil, 
which mostly comes to the United States from China. 
“This derivative, not intended for human consump-
tion, can be up to 10,000 times stronger than heroin, 
and strong enough to take down a bull nose elephant. 
Five years ago, this county suffered only a handful of 
overdose deaths in a year. Last year, the county reported 
23. Just a few days ago, Narcan was administered to 11 
people in a 24-hour period, because of a batch of heroin 
laced with fentanyl.” Narcan arrests the effects of an 

opioid, such as respiratory depression. Dougherty says 
his deputies are trained to treat heroin, possibly laced 
with fentanyl, as a toxic substance.

Sheriff Dougherty relies on his dedicated staff 
and improved technology to meet service demand. A 
computerized response system provides him with a 
log of incoming calls, response times, and outcomes. 
The system allows his office to improve the quality 
of responses and recognize new trends, track areas 
being patrolled, and ensure that 911 calls are answered 
promptly. He tells of receiving a complaint that law 
enforcement didn’t respond quickly enough to one 
person’s call. He checked the computerized log, which 
showed law enforcement arrived 96 seconds after the 
call was made.

The department also extends its reach by partnering 
with other law enforcement agencies. That partnership 
worked well in a recent regional drug bust by the 
Eastern Panhandle Drug and Violent Crime Task Force, 
netting 48 arrests. According to Dougherty, drug dealers 
travel to Baltimore to get their heroin. What was at 
stake here was the establishment of a heroin distribution 
network inside the Eastern Panhandle.

Despite the frenzied pace of his working life, 
Dougherty has raised three children and now enjoys his 
four grandchildren. He lost his beloved first wife of 31 
years, Sandy, to cancer. Later, while attending his high 
school reunion, he reconnected with a classmate, Jan, 
and they will be celebrating their 10th anniversary later 
this year.

Sheriff Dougherty and his staff experience danger 
and heartbreak as part of their workday. “It’s tough,” 
he says, “especially seeing how the addiction cycle 
leads to the unraveling of our families, as addicts steal 
from their own to support their habits. But we find  
joy here, like when we locate missing children and 
return them to their families or check on shut-ins who 
need assistance.”

Sheriff Dougherty fights to keep Jefferson County 
an inviting place to live, work, and play and an uninvit-
ing place for criminals. And, by the way, Sheriff Pete’s 
last name is pronounced DOW-er-tee.

Lee Doty is a retired lawyer who writes murder myster-
ies. She finds that law enforcement is having to expand 
its role to cope with society’s ills, in ways we don’t 
always recognize and appreciate.
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Sheriff Pete Dougherty

Follow the Sheriff’s Department and the weekly 
service summaries on Facebook: Jefferson County 
Sheriffs Office-WV, or call 304-728-3295.
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Mike Austin and the Café Society 
Sue Kennedy

The concept for Café Society came out of a dis-
cussion between Mike Austin and Karen Rice, 
director of Shepherd University’s Continuing 

Education and Lifelong Learning program several years 
ago. “Karen and I were discussing efforts to improve 
interaction between the university and our community,” 
Austin says. “I expressed a frustration about the lack 
of any real dialogue between people my age and the 
younger generation.” And so began the now famous 
Tuesday morning (8:30 a.m., at Shepherd’s Student 
Center) place to be—“Café Society.” 

It’s not easy to describe Mike 
Austin in one page. One large book 
would be more like it. Austin is 
an incredible guy with a lifelong 
passion to make a difference. He 
attributes this to the early mentors in 
his life, and he’s done a great job of 
paying it forward. Born and raised 
in Yakima, Washington, Austin spent 
his school years as a farm worker, 
a truck driver, a forest lookout, an 
artist, and an A student. He gradu-
ated from Whitworth College in 
Spokane with a degree in journalism 
and political science, a reputation 
for award-winning artwork, and a 
serious interest in politics. 

Austin met his match at a party 
in the summer of 1958, when a 
friend introduced him to Bonnie 
Cline. This delightful bundle of 
brains and beauty was a student at 
St. Elizabeth’s School of Nursing, 
and their mutual attraction was 
immediate and real. Never one to 
waste precious opportunities, Mike, 
by Christmas, had asked Bonnie to marry him, and the 
ceremony took place on Valentine’s Day 1959. Next 
stop: Newport, Rhode Island, and a commission at the 
Navy Officers Candidate School—the first of the 21 
moves the Austins would make together. 

Austin is a retired U.S. Navy commander with 
more than 23 years of commissioned service. Those 
years were spent as commanding officer on several U.S. 
ships, including Peoria, Point Defiance, Turner Joy, and 
Esteem. He was ashore in Vietnam as the commander of 
Intermediate Support Base Qui Nhon. He served in the 
Politico-Military Affairs Division for the Chief of Naval 
Operation, the Defense Advisor in the U.S. Mission to 
NATO and in the Bureau of Politico-Military Affairs 
in the State Department. Mike had a role in the U.S. 
participation in every major crisis from 1961 to 2005, 
including the evacuation of Saigon.

Upon retirement from the Navy in 1985, Mike 
joined FEMA (Federal Emergency Management 

Agency) with high-level assignments in emergency 
planning, responding, and recovery. He was the civil 
emergency planning officer in the U.S. Mission to 
NATO and the service policy adviser for international 
affairs until his retirement in 2005. 

The Austins moved to Shepherdstown in 1990, and 
Mike commuted to D.C. With the exception of another 
three-year assignment in Brussels with NATO during 
the Kosovo crisis, Shepherdstown has been home ever 
since. The Austins were blessed with children Tiffany, 

Natasha, and Toby. Asked if she ever thought of not 
relocating every time her husband was reassigned, 
Bonnie Austin said, “Absolutely not. We were a family, 
and we were going to stay together.” The only move the 
rest of the family didn’t make was to Vietnam. 

In their new hometown, “the key was to con-
tribute,” said Mike. “Providing support was never 
enough. You had to engage, commit time and effort, 
volunteer to make it worthwhile.” That’s the motto that 
he and Bonnie have lived by. Mike’s involvement has 
included serving as chairman of the Shepherdstown 
Community Club (Bonnie served as hospitality chair) 
and as an officer in the veterans group Forty & Eight 
and membership in the Historic Shepherdstown 
Commission, the Jefferson County Cotillion Club, 
the Eastern Panhandle Beekeepers Association (this 
led to the establishment of Mike’s Duchess Apiary 
honey company), the Potomac-Mecklenburg Garden 
Club, and the Friday Painters. Bonnie had been deeply 

involved in Good Shepherd Interfaith Caregivers and 
in the town until she barely survived a life-threatening 
automobile accident a couple of years ago. It’s been 
slow going, but any woman who can be the support 
system of her family through 21 moves all over the 
world, under military conditions, is too strong to be 
sidelined for long. 

During the early stages of launching the Lifelong 
Learning Program, Austin was still president of the 
Community Club. “The club was considering hosting 

some of the initial classes in the 
War Memorial Building,” Mike said. 
“Attorney Art Wineburg was aware 
of the Café Society concept on 
other campuses. Art was an active 
member of my board and was deeply 
involved in community efforts such 
as the annual book sale fundraiser 
and stewardship of Morgan’s Grove 
Park. With his background as an 
intellectual property rights lawyer, 
wide international experience, 
and early involvement with Karen 
[Rice]’s efforts, he was a natural 
partner.” Austin and Wineburg have 
shared the Café Society facilitation 
role since the beginning. But they 
soon discovered a third facilitator, 
an inveterate researcher who kept 
coming up with superb background 
material on the discussion topic. 
Dr. James Bowen, a retired British 
veterinarian, added a whole new 
dimension to the conversation. The 
three men now take turns leading the 
meetings and bring in outside talent 
when it will enhance the quality of 

their discourse. Now in its third year, the Café Society 
has no difficulty finding good topics, and the atten-
dance keeps growing. 

The Café Society has had limited success in 
engaging students, however in part because their lives 
are controlled by class schedules and other variables. 
But psychology professor Dr. Heidi Dobish has 
been instrumental in promoting the opportunity for 
her students, and student attendance surges when a 
professor takes advantage of the discussions to pursue 
some aspect of his or her course. These prove to be 
the most rewarding discussions. One session on social 
media was particularly valuable, especially to the 
attending grandparents. Students are always welcome. 
Grandparents don’t know everything!

Sue Kennedy thinks a lively discussion at 8:30 a.m. is a 
really good way to start the day.

Bonnie and Mike Austin and their three children, early in Mike’s career in the Navy
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The Canvas Comes Alive
Hannah Cohen

A blank canvas waits for you: the 
white space anticipating your 
arrival, brushstroke, imagination, 

and patience of production. This canvas 
could be located in one of many places 
throughout the region. Perhaps it stands 
in a restaurant, perhaps a school, a store, 
or a home.

When you arrive, an instructor greets 
you, and for the next few hours, guides 
your mind to visualize color and texture. 
The white canvas is transformed. It 
comes alive with each stroke of paint. At 
the end, paint and brush reach their still-
ness, and your painting is transformed to 
active color and picture. You leave, tak-
ing your canvas home, no longer empty 
of imagination.

For those few hours on a weeknight 
or weekend, Tricia Simpson, owner of 
Urban Easel, leads paint-event attendees 
in the transformation of blank canvas 
to realized painting. To construct color 
from a white void, Simpson breaks each 
layer of the painting into a unique step.

She starts by unraveling the com-
pleted picture into lines, shades, colors, 
and fields of colors. With an instructor’s 
touch, she leads the group to bring color 
and shape to life on the once white 
canvas. From background to foreground 
and all the details developed in between, 
Simpson provides direction for the type 
of brush and brushstroke and the swirl of 
color mixing to make the shapes create 
the bigger picture.

Essentially an itinerant art teacher, 
Simpson constructs temporary art studios 
in many locations in the tristate area, 
depending on where painters need her 
to be. The original paint evenings she 
dreamed up, called “Paint & Sip,” started 
in Urban Easel’s Shepherdstown studio.

Urban Easel began offering painting 
instruction, both one on one and in a 
group setting, four years ago. As more 
groups requested paint events off site, 
Simpson realized that she traveled more 
than she hosted events in the studio, so 
a year after opening the Shepherdstown 
location, she moved her home base to 
Berkeley County. But the new studio 
remains more of a landing space.

Painting from as early as she can 
remember, Simpson attended art college 
for her formal education and currently 

teaches art, in addition to owning and 
operating Urban Easel. The name Urban 
Easel derives from our more dense popu-
lation in the Eastern Panhandle compared 
to the rest of the state and from the prop 
for the canvas. 

Urban Easel coordinates with 
nearby venues as well as private 
individuals to host painting events, in 
public or private spaces. At these events, 
attendees arrive at the location to find a 
constructed paint studio: a blank canvas, 
paints, and a teacher ready to lead them 
for the next few hours of developing 
color. Most events through Urban Easel 
are public. Interested parties can register 
through its website, at the location of 
the event, or at the door, if room is 
available. Certain events do require 
advance registration so that Simpson  
can prepare special materials.

A typical Paint & Sip event lasts 
about two hours. The “paint” part is 
obvious, but the “sip” aspect brings in 
a new level of fun. These events are 
hosted by local restaurants or pubs, 
allowing participants (of age) to enjoy 
the complement of beverage and brush. 
For the Paint & Sip events, Simpson 
selects the painting template in advance 
of the event, choosing one appropriate to 
the cause of the fundraiser or the season 
of the year. When registering, guests see 
the selected painting template for that 

specific event. Most canvases are about 
12 by 16 inches.

Urban Easel has partnered with a 
variety of organizations to offer paint-
for-a-cause events, which Simpson calls 
“Paint for a Purpose.” One such event is 
“Paint Your Pet,” for which Urban Easel 
partners with an animal shelter or rescue 
operation; a portion of the event fee is 
donated to the organization. For Paint 
Your Pet, registered attendees submit 
a photograph of their pet to Simpson. 
From these pictures, she sketches a rough 
outline of the animal on the canvas and 
blends unique colors to match each pet’s 
individual coat. Because these events 
require a lot of preparation, attendees 
must register early. Other Paint for a 
Purpose events include school and  
community fundraisers.

Urban Easel also offers events for 
private parties, which can be arranged 
by contacting Simpson to set a date. The 
host then collaborates with Simpson to 
select the painting attendees will work 
on. Her box of templates is packed, and 

new ideas continually materialize, adding 
to her catalog of possible paintings.

Simpson’s travel evolves as events 
are requested—at times she conducts 
multiple events per week. To accom-
modate private events, often located in 
the host’s house, Simpson constructs 
a rectangular table that fits well inside 
a home. Typically, private parties start 
at six attendees; public events range 
from six to 30 attendees. To ensure that 
attendees receive the fullest attention 
of the instructor, Simpson will employ 
a helper when more than 12 people are 
painting. Because the event is partly 
sponsored by the venue, hosts are 
encouraged to promote, market, and  
sell tickets.

Urban Easel hosted wineglass paint-
ing for Mother’s Day and continues to 
expand into different media. In addition 
to public and private paint groups, it also 
offers private paint lessons and commis-
sioned pet portraits.

Hannah Cohen believes in the artist  
in you.

Tricia Simpson, owner of Urban Easel
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Upcoming summer events are listed on Urban Easel’s website calendar. Late June 
events include making custom T-shirts at The Copper Still Pub in Martinsburg 
(June 21); Paint Your Pet at the Olney Winery (June 22); and a Paint & Sip at 
Kindred Spirits/ Eastern Panhandle Bicycle Company in Martinsburg (June 27). 
For more information, visit www.urban-easel.com.
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Jefferson Arts Council on the Rise
Ann Sharp

A s a recently arrived artist in 
Shepherdstown, I was look-
ing for an arts organization that 

would help me meet other artists and get 
involved in the community. Through the 
Over the Mountain Studio Tour, I met 
paper artist Liz Goins, and she asked if 
I would consider teaching drawing for 
the Jefferson County Arts Council. Goins 
told me that JAC was incorporated in 
1975 and has since been the primary 
arts organization in Jefferson County, 
providing arts programming and leader-
ship to enhance creative opportunities. 
It has sponsored gallery shows, student 
events, and community public arts proj-
ects and has promoted art in all forms. 
The mission statement of the Jefferson 
Arts Council is “Bringing the Arts to 
Everyone.” Indeed, it does.

The council’s goals are to maximize 
the effectiveness of the arts at local, 
county, and state levels; create new 
cultural alliances that enhance the qual-
ity of life in the county; and provide 
direct grants to artists, cultural projects, 
and educators. JAC is a United Way 
partner and works with professionals and 
volunteers throughout the community. Its 
office is at 108 N. George St., in Charles 
Town, where it shares a space with the 
Washington Street Artist Cooperative.

The city of Charles Town was 
recently designated an “arts and history 
district” by winning a grant through the 
National Endowment for the Arts. In 
order to fulfill one of the grant’s require-
ments, JAC sponsored a public arts 
project to create a mural on the Collins 
building, at 103 W. Washington Street 
in Charles Town. JAC board member 
and Washington High School art teacher 
Sam Nelson, along with some of his 
students, created the mural, which is 
based on and inspired by The Earth and 
The Sky, an original work by renowned 
Jefferson County artist Patty Willis 
(1879–1953).

Among the notable activities of 
JAC are its ongoing gallery shows. Dow 
Benedict, art professor at Shepherd 
University and JAC board member, is 
responsible for finding artists interested 
in showing their work, either solo or in a 
group. Upcoming shows include a JAC 
member show (opening July 7); “The 

Awesome Art Girls,” featuring 
the work of a group of girls 
who have been working with 
some professional artists 
(September 8); and a show 
featuring new works by the 
Jefferson County Photography 
Club (November 3).

“We are blessed to have 
a number of ensembles in our 
county,” says board member 
Dominic Valentine, who heads 
the Young Artist Series, which 
supports the development of 
young musicians. “It is my 
hope that we can continue 
to raise awareness of all the 
excellent programs out there 
as well as create new and 
exciting opportunities.”

The Young Artist Series 
will be performing at Charles 
Town’s Streetfest, July 24, 
6:30 p.m., on the Charles 
Town Library stage.

Board members Liz 
Goins and Judy Chesley were 
responsible for the many 
activities of JAC’s Teaching 
Arts Creatively project. TAC 
offers grants to all teachers 
in Jefferson County public 
schools, awarding 14 grants 
last year. Two past grants 
supported Laura Miller in 
teaching printmaking and 
Tammy Kidwiler in produc-
ing a hip-hop musical that 
provided information on bullying. TAC 
grant requests can be submitted on the 
council’s website after June 15 or by con-
tacting Goins at liddygoins21@hotmail.
com.

“JAC has been and will continue to 
be a positive influence in the community,” 
says JAC President Greg McNabb. “Our 
TAC grants program provides our local 
public school teachers the opportunity to 
invite innovative art instructors into their 
classrooms to enhance their students’ per-
ceptions of the many ways art affects their 
lives. TAC has been solely funded by JAC 
without the usual state matching grants. 
We are striving to increase our presence in 
the county and to aid other newly formed 
arts-related groups.”

The council invites all artists and art 
lovers to join its members in celebrating 
the arts in our community. Benefits of 
membership include being able to show 
your work, take an art or photography 
class, play in a band, or just support 
your favorite artist. Our community will 
benefit by enriching our inner lives and 
the emotional world of all of us.

As Sir Peter Bazalgette, chair of 
Arts Council England, has said, “Life 
without the collective resources of our 
libraries, museums, theatres and galler-
ies, or without the personal expression of 
literature, music and art, would be static 
and sterile—no creative arguments about 
the past, no diverse and stimulating pres-
ent and no dreams of the future.”

Ann Sharp is a portrait and still life 
painter living in Shepherdstown. She  
has a studio in town and would love  
to have art lovers stop by. Call Ann at  
443-822-0204 for information on her art.

ARTWORK 

Charles Town mural sponsored by the Jefferson Arts Council

You can join the Jefferson Arts 
Council through its website,  
www.jeffersonartscouncil.org, or by  
emailing info@jeffersonartscouncil.org.



G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S U M M E R  2 0 1 7

12

ARTWORKS OF THE JEFFERSON ARTS COUNCIL

Head, by Dow Benedict

Organic Carrots, by Sycamore PotteryCeltic Shield, by Elizabeth Goins

A Quiet Moment, by Ann Sharp
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ARTWORKS

See artworks in color at  
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

Hilltop House birdhouse, by Dawn Hatzer

Basket on deer horns, by Anne Bowers 

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY THE ARTISTS

Jewelry box, by Greg McNabb

Augie and Lulu, by Ginnie Fite
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Encumbrances of Angels
With all eternity to ponder
the nature and cost of freedom,
even an angel might prefer
the rasp of sand between the toes
to the ethereal tug of cosmic tides,
choose the angularity of starfish
over the symmetry of stars,
desire—whatever the penalty—
the lash of wind-driven rain
on a back unburdened of wings.

My Tale
There’s a witch in these woods,
and the birds have swallowed my breadcrumbs.

One glass slipper
has rubbed a blister on my heel—
the other I’ve lost.

I fell asleep among brambles
and a toad kissed me.

My hair is long and tangled,
matted with straw half-spun into gold.

Something is wrong with this apple.

I am trapped
between once upon a time
and happily ever after.

Send help.

Tibetan Monks and Paper Horses
During blizzards in Tibet
the monks cut out paper horses
to release into the storm.
These cutouts ride the fierce winds
down steep mountainsides until—
I am told—
paper transmutes into real horses
with tossing heads and pricked ears,
their breath curling white in the cold,
their hooves stamping in the snow.
Lost travelers find these horses and are saved.

If I stumble while crossing white wastes
under a black, unclouded, mythic sky,
if I lift my hand to shield my eyes
from clamorous, twisting winds,
perhaps a tattered bit of paper
will cling to my outstretched fingers,
a hoof, maybe, or a hank of rough mane.

Trolls at Teatime and Other Poems
J.M.R. Harrison

Forest Encounter 
               for Peter Crysdale
Once, entranced by the reflection
of the crowded stars
in the bleak eye of a forest pond,
I stumbled.
The mirror broke.
I shattered and twirled in the void.
Black and red spirals snagged my limbs,
and water weeds tangled my hair.

Frightened, I struggled toward
a darkness more velvet and kind,
and landed, coughing stale water,
shivering, in a graceless sprawl
on the yielding moss.

Who are you,
who came in the night,
voiceless as the stars?
Who covered me with the brown cloak
and unknotted the weeds from my hair?
I wear your cloak like a promise,
and find comfort in this hint
of an encounter yet to come.

Speaking of Sloth
is slow work,
like a silver maple
growing rings, like water
carving canyons from stone.
Sloth, practiced more
than defended, is my public
vice—an overt laziness
or a paralysis evoked
by fear or too fierce
longing for perfection.
Yet, as darkness holds
seed before the springing
into glad light,
might my sloth
be mere prelude? 

Instructions To Assembly Bookcase
Please to read before commencing.

Meditate first on impermanence.
You and all striving some day
will attain to dust.

Set proper motivation.

Thank trees for wood.
Earth for metal screws.
Bless all peoples who effortfull
bring pieces to your gratification.

Then mindfull attach shelves
C, D, E, & F to sides A & B
with screws and provided Allen wrench.
Top (G) and bottom (H) likewise.

Discriminate with care books
and objects display on shelves.

Dedicate the merit of your work
to enlightenment of all sentient beings.

Meditate.

Shelter for the Moon 
              for Andréana Lefton
I was small, but not asleep.

I overheard Grandmother
instructing my mother:
Promptly at midnight
they will come—
with gleaming black boots
and synchronized steps—
they will come
asking for the moon.
Her shining self
you will have safely hidden
in your shadowed hair.
Remember: smile, curtsey,
and fetch them a teaspoon,
the battered tin one.
They will judge you witless
and search elsewhere.

Just so the moon was saved.

The next morning
Mother brushed her hair,
scattering the moon’s waterlily scent.
I touched one unruly strand.
She smiled,
before braiding the darkness,
preparing for the day.

Beloved,
I placed my love upon your doorstep
as if it were an infant,
and walked away,
pretending I had not left
a vital part of myself behind,
squalling.
“Are there no orphanages?”
you replied.

Next,
humbled but determined,
I made an offering of friendship,
arranged as neatly
as flowers in a May basket,
and hung it upon your doorknob.
You were allergic.

Lacking alternatives,
I wrote this poem.
I will not let you read it.
So there.

Trolls at Teatime
Five trolls came to tea
and stayed for dinner.
When I went to bed
I found them in my room,
snoring.
The windowpanes rattled.
I spent an uncomfortable night
on the sofa.

Within a week, I decided
I had to move,
but at my new place
I found one hanging pictures
and another unpacking silverware.
I just knew the rest
were lurking somewhere.

I went into the kitchen
and bluntly asked,
“What would it take
to get you to go home at last?”

“Don’t worry, dear,” she said,
her smile a jagged-toothed grimace,
one tombstone-heavy hand patting 
my arm,
“You may stay as long as you like.”

J.M.R. Harrison holds a master’s of fine arts degree from Spalding University’s 
low residency program and is guest poetry host on Enlighten Radio, Mondays 
7:30–9 a.m. (www.enlightenradio.org). She is a member of the Bookend Poets 
group in Shepherdstown. Some of these poems appeared previously in Loch Raven 
Review, Fluent Magazine, Antietam Review, Penwood Review, Mythic Circle, 
Sounds of Solace: Meditative Verse, Modern Grimoire, Louisville Review, and 
Wild Sweet Notes II Anthology. 
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From Assisi to Shepherdstown
Reading the Book of Nature

Mark Madison

If you have men who will exclude any of God’s creatures 
from the shelter of compassion and pity, you will have 
men who will deal likewise with their fellow men.
	 	 	 	 	 ―Francis	of	Assisi

They say columnists should “write what they 
know,” so I have never previously written about 
religion. But thanks to a recent crisis, involving 

losing my executive editor and pastor simultaneously, I 
am making an exception this one time. Randy Tremba 
will shortly retire from both the Good News Paper and 
the Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church, and that has 
caused me to think about the relationship between envi-
ronment and religion.

My own religious upbringing was idiosyncratic. My 
mother was a Baptist, my father a Christian Scientist, 
so they compromised and sent my brother and me to a 
United Methodist Church, apparently concluding that 
John Wesley was halfway between the writings of Roger 
Williams and Mary Baker Eddy. I went to an ostensibly 
Presbyterian college, Macalester, but Presbyterianism 
did not stick. When I moved to Shepherdstown, 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian counted among its con-
gregants a large number of our friends (one of whom 
described it memorably as “the cool church”), and my 
family and I joined. Our two youngest children were 
baptized at SPC, and our two oldest children (we only 
have three so do the math puzzle) were confirmed there. 
Shortly after we became members, Tremba suggested 

I become a Good News Paper columnist, and 13 years 
later, unlike Tremba, I have not had the wisdom to 
retire. Rather, I am waiting for a future editor, with less 
Christian charity, to drag me off the newspaper mast-
head like an overbooked United Airlines passenger.

Two religious figures have strongly influenced my 
attitude toward the environment: St. Francis of Assisi 
and the “just very good” (we don’t have saints at 
SPC) Randy Tremba. As for St. Francis, my Protestant 
potpourri never taught me much about the lives of 
saints, but my environmental history did. St. Francis 
(1181–1226) was born into wealth but chose poverty. 
But perhaps the most amazing aspect of St. Francis’s 
teachings was his high regard for all of God’s creation, 
most notably wild animals. He was said to have aban-
doned human companions to “preach to my sisters the 
birds.” My favorite Francis story involves the Wolf of 
Gubbio. The residents of the small city of Gubbio had 
been terrified of a wolf said to be devouring humans 
and livestock alike. To end this terror, Francis and 
some companions sought out the beast. As his compan-
ions gradually thought better of reasoning with a man-
eating wolf and fled, Francis found the wolf, blessed it, 
and sympathized with it. Realizing his “brother wolf” 
was clearly starving, Francis took the wolf back to the 
town and made a pact. If the town would feed the wolf 
regularly the wolf would no longer terrorize them and, 
in fact, it eventually became a beloved part of their 
community. It is a charming ecological parable about 

sharing our environment with our fellow creatures. 
Eight centuries old, this story still inspires me. St. 
Francis is now the patron saint of ecology, his feast 
day (October 4) is a day for the blessing of animals, 
and our most humble current pope is Pope Francis I in 
honor of this humble friend of birds and wolves.

Tremba has been my second spiritual inspiration 
for his efforts to incorporate ecology into theology. 
Like church father St. Augustine, Tremba has always 
looked to two books of God for inspiration, the scripture 
and the “book of nature.” Tremba has taken the “book 
of nature” as seriously as holy scripture and tried to 
incorporate it into church services and congregants’ 
lives. Every Sunday morning, the youngest children at 
SPC say a blessing for plants and animals. I think St. 
Francis would approve. Tremba has incorporated many 
canonical environmental texts into his sermons and the 
SPC has sponsored educational events focusing on the 
environment. The church itself has “gone solar,” adding 
large solar panels to its roof to put into practice what 
Tremba preaches.

Perhaps most important, Tremba has been a living, 
preaching example that science and religion should not 
be dichotomized but rather joined—like the wolf and the 
medieval Italian townsfolk. Tremba has led the children 
of the church in singing Happy Birthday on the 200th 
anniversary of Darwin’s birth and referred to Darwin 
and other leading scientists in sermons, returning to 
an era when the church saved science (the same era as 
Saints Augustine and Francis), promoted science, and 
produced the West’s best scientists. Tremba reminded 
us how science can broaden our love of God’s second 
book, “nature,” through the endless intricacies of evolu-
tion and ecology. St. Francis left us one of the oldest 
religious orders, the Franciscans, so perhaps it is time 
for a new religious-ecological order—the “Trembans.” 
Although I am losing Tremba as my column and 
spiritual editor, I am glad for the last decade and a 
half and for what he has taught me through his words 
and actions. As I began with my first earth mentor, St. 
Francis, let me close with my second mentor, Randy 
Tremba.

In our “dominion” as guardians of the planet, we are 
accountable to the Lord, the maker of heaven and earth 
who, as it turns out, is not separate, above, or outside of 
us but rather One with the whole wondrous web of life. 
The revelation is from within.
  —Randall Tremba  

“Guardians of the Planet” (2016)

Mark Madison is a diligent and punctual columnist, 
but an erratic congregant at SPC.

EARTHBEAT

Left to right: Mark Madison, St. Francis, Randall Tremba

PH
OT

O
 B

Y 
JE

SS
IC

A 
SC

H
M

IT
T



G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S U M M E R  2 0 1 7

16

It Tastes Like Chicken
And How That Ought to Mean Something Very Delicious

Pat Hamilton

Have you asked someone to 
describe a food you may not 
have tasted, like a rabbit, or a 

squirrel, or even frog legs? Invariably the 
person will say, “Oh, I can’t really say 
for sure, I guess it tastes like chicken.” 
What that frequently means is a white, 
neutral-tasting, unassuming protein—a 
meat you slather with lots of barbecue 
or lemon sauce, fry or form into nuggets 
and strips. This does a great disservice to 
the most-consumed protein on earth: the 
humble, historic chicken.

Add up all the world’s cats, dogs, 
pigs, and cows, and there would still be 
more chickens. The red jungle fowl, the 
common bird we know today, had its ori-
gins in the South Asian jungle in the 15th 
century BCE. Adaptable and multifunc-
tional, the jungle fowl became the protein 
of choice for locals. When it was dis-
covered by Europeans and other visitors, 
they found that the bird traveled well 
in ships, providing meat and eggs for 
long voyages as well as making valuable 
trading items. As humans moved about 
the world, so did the chicken. Follow the 
chicken and follow human migration. 
Sadly, our modern, 21st-century chicken 
has taken a troubling turn in its travels.

If you are a meat eater, chicken is 
about as healthy as you can get—if it’s 
really chicken. If you are a meat eater 

who cares about the welfare 
of animals produced for 
consumption, you may have 
given up on chicken some 
time ago. What’s more, if 
you are a meat eater who 
wants what you eat to taste 
good and be free of chemi-
cals, well, chicken then 
becomes a challenge. But 
there is good news.

In the 1950s the United 
States began its love fest 
with cheap food, and the 
chicken evolved as one of 
the most vulnerable actors 
in this food drama. In that 
decade, the automation of 
chicken feeding, raising, and 
processing began in earnest, 
offering Americans for the 
first time a very inexpensive alternative 
to pork and beef. Chickens went from 
honored centerpieces at holiday tables to 
everyday food. But what cheap chickens 
have given Americans is a bland-tasting 
food, processed for the table in ways that 
give many of us great pause, and which 
contain, at every turn, ingredients that 
can be harmful to humans.

The good news is that, as consumers, 
we can start to reverse this trend at home 
with our own informed choices. Those 

choices are right here on West Virginia, 
Maryland, Virginia, and Pennsylvania 
farms, but market forces are beginning to 
wear down the local farmers who want to 
provide healthy chickens. Here’s why.

You Can’t Compete with a Cheap 
Chicken. Take the grocery store rotisserie 
chicken. For about $6 or $7, you can pick 
one up already cooked. The price to raise 
a pasture-raised bird, given no drugs, and 
humanely processed for market, is about 
$14—and not cooked. As a consumer, you 
surely ask yourself, “Well, this ready-to-
eat chicken is certainly the better choice!” 
Even the uncooked chicken is usually 
pretty inexpensive.

A grocery store rotisserie chicken 
has, based on the food label at a local 
store, 10 different ingredients, chief 
among them sodium. Such a bird cannot 
be raised in an environment without 
some drugs or processed humanely. What 
about those grocery chicken products not 
pre-cooked? Many chicken parts are irra-
diated, soaked in bleach, sit on antibacte-
rial pads and/or have CO2 injected into 
the packaging to manage freshness and 
salmonella—a reminder of why many of 
us stopped eating chicken some time ago.

There Is Another Choice. If 
industrial farmed chicken is not your 
preference, better choices are available. 
Should you buy organic (which just 

means no antibiotics and organic feed) 
or free range (wanders where it wants, 
but not necessarily outside, and might be 
crowded inside) or pastured? A pastured 
bird is just that—it is moved around in 
fresh grass like other animals, eating 
bugs and other tasty morsels. Some area 
farmers are raising pastured or free range 
chickens encouraged to go outside, and 
while they may not be strictly organic, 
neither method of raising birds lends 
itself to food additives.

Help Local Chicken Farmers 
Recover. A local farmer once raised very 
tasty chickens. The cost to raise and 
process his birds humanely caused him 
to quit the bird business. He is not the 
only farmer who has given up on birds 
because, after all, how can you compete 
with cheap food, even if you know yours 
is the healthier, fresher tasting choice?

Help support our farmers and get 
healthy chicken—healthy food—back 
in our homes; our sustainable purchases 
at the local farmers markets support 
an alternative food system that gives 
consumers a choice beyond big agri-
culture. Spending your food dollars at 
the markets boosts the local economy, 
it’s good for the earth, and it’s good for 
you. When more of us participate, the 
price comes down for everyone. When 
we spend the extra money to keep this 
alternative, sustainable system alive, we 
give ourselves the gift of nutritious food 
that pays dividends for years to come.

Go to your local farmers markets 
starting now! Chickens have been raised 
and are nearly the right size for purchase. 
If the farmer at your market does not 
have chicken, ask. Other farmers they 
know who are not able to participate in 
markets may have chickens to sell. Some 
former chicken farmers may want to try 
again if there is demand.

Bring back nutritious, humanely 
raised, delicious chicken, because every 
meal counts.

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

Pastured chickens, Evensong Farm
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Pastured chickens in mobile fence, Evensong Farm
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Good News Paper Writers  
Appear in Appalachian Anthology

Ed Zahniser

The new Anthology of Appalachian 
Writers, Charles Frazier Volume IX  
includes short stories by Good 

News Paper articles editor Claire 
Stuart and contributing writer Steve 
Willingham. Released in mid-April, the 
anthology honors 2016 Appalachian 
Heritage Writer-in-Residence Charles 
Frazier, who made final short-fiction 
selections. Shepherdstown’s Four 
Seasons Books on West German Street 
and Shepherd University Bookstore  
on North King 
Street stock the 
anthology.

Stuart’s story 
“Crowning Glory” 
involves Deborah 
and Raymond Lee 
Wallace and six-
month-old daugh-
ter Darla moving 
back to West 
Virginia from 
California “in that 
old ’55 Buick with 
bald tires.” The 
California move 
hadn’t proved the 
economic boon 
they’d hoped for. 
But their new  
situation in West 
Virginia soon brings hardship, too.

They move in, of necessity, with 
recently called-of-God, self-appointed 
preacher “Brother Thurmond,” his 
wife Dreama Ayers, and three kids. 
Thurmond “didn’t go to church school 
or anything. Just quit his job…and 
became a preacher. Got mixed up with 
these church people who called them-
selves The Redeemed.”

Narrated by Deborah, the story 
opens with an unshakable hook: “I 
might still be married to Raymond Lee 
Wallace if Sister Dreama hadn’t let her 
hair down.”

“It’s about hair,” Stuart says of her 
story—hence the title and first sentence. 
“Today’s concern is with Muslim wom-
en’s hair being covered. But covering 
women’s hair has long been the case in 
Christianity, too.” As her crowning glory, 
a woman’s hair has been (un)seen as 
seductive for men, who, evidently, need 
not show self-control as kids, regardless 
of gender, must.

Asked whether her story is a wholly 
imaginative creation or has basis in fact, 

Stuart replied, “I know 
all these people.”

Stuart wrote her 
first story at age eight, 
about cats. Now she 
is best known in the 
tristate area for nonfic-
tion about insects. 
Stuart writes the 
“Bug Lady” column 
in the The Journal, a 
Martinsburg newspaper. 
Holding a master’s 
degree in entomology 
from West Virginia 
University, she says,  
“I specialized in  
alfalfa weevils.”

Stuart came to 
science writing by way 
of radio and TV station 

secretarial work in the late 1960s. As 
secretary, she admits, she wrote “sarcas-
tic stuff about the station,” implying she 
kept it to herself. But when the station’s 
continuity writer quit, Stuart asked for 
a shot at the job and got it. She wrote 
announcements, messages, and advertis-
ing jingles that ran between regular 
programs.

A creative writing class at Salem 
(WV) College launched Stuart into sci-
ence fiction. Fellow students ridiculed 
her entering an entomology story in 
the MonCon Science Fiction Contest at 
WVU. But Stuart showed them: She won 
the contest two years running.

Steve Willingham’s story “Lucy 
Krohl’s Ride” is based on a Civil War 
incident about his great-great-grand-
mother. Her young husband had gone 
to war. She rode across the mountain in 
pursuit of Confederate soldiers who took 
all her livestock except a horse she had 
tied up in the woods.

“For a time she sat with the children, 
comforting them, hugging, soothing, wip-
ing away tears, including her own. The 
biggest day she had ever faced waited for 
her. With the cows all gone, there would 
be no milk for the little ones.…She had 
no options left. She had pulled herself 
together and gone out and caught the 
horse. Now Lucy had 
to find somebody 
who could give her 
at least one of the 
cows back.”

An older cousin 
related the incident 
to Willingham, 
whose families 
go way back in 
what was then still 
western Virginia, 
soon to become 
West Virginia. The 
story came from his 
mother’s side of the 
family. “They were 
Berkeley Springs 
Unionists. The Rebs 
were on my dad’s 
side of the family,” 
Willingham said.

A high school English teacher’s story 
assignment set Willingham writing. “He 
encouraged me to keep writing. I submit-
ted my story for a state competition.” 
The story won at the school level. “It was 
announced over the school loudspeaker.”

“I was also a reader,” Willingham 
said, “so it was natural to make up 
stories myself. My father worked in the 
manufacturing plant of a book publisher, 
so there were always books around the 

house. My mother was a reader, too, and 
read aloud to us when we were kids.”

Inspired, Willingham is now a  
senior English teacher and yearbook 
adviser at Washington High School in 
Jefferson County.

Both Stuart and Willingham are 
poets. Willingham was first inspired by 
Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass and the 
Beat poets in late adolescence. “Also, 
when I had a young family, I had less 
time, and poetry took less time to write. 
I was also attracted to it as slices-of-life 
writing,” he said.

Through the Handley Regional 
Library in Winchester, Willingham heard 

about a poetry con-
test. “I had written 
a slice of life about 
a kid and his friend 
who were in my 
apple picking crew. 
The kid was on the 
wild side. A couple 
of years later he was 
killed in a motor-
cycle accident. So 
I wrote about him 
looking for purpose 
in life, which for 
him was high speed 
and danger. I revised 
that poem and sent 
it in, and it won its 
category.”

The local 
weekly newspaper 

reported on his win. A daily paper 
picked the story up and sent a reporter 
to his house. “I thought I had arrived!” 
Willingham recalled.

Ed Zahniser retired from the 
Publications Group of the National Park 
Service in 2013. In 2014 he received 
the U.S. Department of the Interior 
Distinguished Service Medal, the depart-
ment’s highest civilian honor.

Claire Stuart
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Remembering Craig Winkel
Craig Winkel: Art Student and Friend

“He was not done yet.”
Eleanor Johnson Hanold

We honor the life and art of Dr. Craig Winkel, a year 
after his death, by visiting with two friends who knew 
him well—Michael Timothy Davis and Mike Austin.

Michael Timothy Davis is an artist and a teacher 
of artists. A native West Virginian, he is a 
graduate of Shepherd University where he 

earned his bachelor of arts in painting. He continued his 
studies at the Schuler School of Fine Art in Baltimore, 
Maryland, learning the skills and techniques associated 
with classical realist painting. For the past 13 years, he 
has been a full-time painter and art teacher, most recently 
at the Badgerbound Studio and Gallery on German Street. 
For a too-short year and a half, he savored the presence 
of a most excellent student, a man he came to consider a 
cherished friend: Dr. Craig Winkel.

The inclination to be a classical painter is inside 
a person waiting for the right time to surface, Davis 
believes. When the emergence occurs, he says, it is a 
spiritual experience and an art studio becomes like a 
church in which one gains inspiration. From his first 
class, Winkel was fully engaged. He was inspired.

And from the beginning, Winkel distinguished 
himself in learning the techniques of the old masters, 
Davis says. He possessed the essential quality to 
become an exceptional artist—he was driven. He came 
to class ready to learn and to work. He never lamented 
assignments, viewing sometimes tedious exercises as a 

means to an end. He grasped the purpose of what Davis 
was trying to teach and instinctively made connections 
between technique and expression.

Being an accomplished oil painter, something that 
he had aspired to since his youth, was within reach and 
Winkel was focused and enthused. As art lessons pro-
gressed, Davis witnessed Winkel more and more recon-
nect with the kid within himself: “It was like watching 
a man step back in time.” That process of reconnection, 
coupled with an adequate amount of time now that he 
was retired, led Winkel to make amazing progress in 
his disciplined pursuit of the development of his talent. 
“It was extremely shocking,” Davis says, “but Craig 
seemed to be getting younger every time he came to art 
class. He seemed timeless.”

Davis remembers Winkel as friendly and so earnest 
in his work during classes that the energy was felt by his 
fellow students: “His quiet yet intense presence seemed 
almost disruptive. He consistently set an example of 
how hard work helps an artist progress. He was a poster 
child for the studio and student shows, and fellow stu-
dents seemed proud to be in class with him.”

Davis and Winkel’s beloved wife, Roy, both shared 
that Winkel had a tremor in his hand, yet Winkel was 
able to manage the tremor when he painted. “He would 

go with it and create amazingly beautiful, precise work. 
It was inspiring,” Davis says, then recounts the “aha 
moment” when Winkel realized he could be an accom-
plished classical artist: “He was painting a bun from 
a still life by Pieter Claesz. The bun was beautiful! It 
jumped off the canvas! What a moment!” You become a 
master, Davis reflects, “when you apply what you know 
to what you do.”

Having Winkel in class, Davis says, often left him 
feeling as if he were sharing secrets with a little kid: 
“He was always excited. He was the first person to 
arrive for class, sat in the same place right by the door, 
and welcomed fellow students as they arrived. New stu-
dents often assumed he was the teacher. He was a great 
guy, pure and simple. And he’s still here in the studio, 
only quieter.”

When asked what this commemorative essay about 
Winkel should be entitled, Davis instantly responds, 
“Let’s get to work!” Davis clearly feels a sense of deep 
loss as he goes on to express how much he misses the 
friendship he shared with Winkel: “I can still hear his 
voice. He had a reassuring way about him. He was defi-
nitely a pillar. He felt like family, he was a catalyst, and 
he would have been a brilliant painter. What can I say? 
He was cut too soon. He was not done yet.”

An unfinished painting of Winkel’s remained at the 
studio until recently. It was almost done when Winkel 
died. The painting is a replica of Rembrandt’s portrait 
of his wife, Saskia van Uylenburgh. Davis believes 
that Winkel chose to paint Saskia because he knew of 
Rembrandt’s immense love for his wife, and Winkel 
profoundly loved his wife, Roy. The unfinished painting 
of Saskia was given to Roy, or “Sugar,” as her husband 
often referred to her, after this interview.

Michael Timothy Davis with Craig Winkel’s unfinished 
painting of Rembrandt’s portrait of his wife, Saskia van 
Uylenburgh
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Still life painting by Craig Winkel

Bald eagle painting by Craig Winkel

Continued on page 19
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Craig Winkel: Fellow Veteran, Artist, and Friend  
“The Renaissance Man”

Mike Austin met Craig Winkel at a meeting of 
the Friday Painters, where artists “just show 
up” on Friday mornings at the Presbyterian 

Church Fellowship Hall. With little structure, ample 
opportunity exists, Austin says, for spontaneous conversa-
tions. More interaction with Winkel occurred at meetings 
of the former local Forty & Eight chapter, an organization 
of veterans who served in Vietnam, although veterans 
from other wars and conflicts would have been welcome. 
The goal of the Forty & Eight is to proactively keep alive 
the bond of friendship shared by men and women who 
served their nation while in uniform. Winkel had been 
an Army medical doctor; Austin served in the Navy. In 
addition, the Winkels were fellow members of Trinity 
Episcopal Church, and “Roy and Craig graciously hosted 
lovely dinner parties” that Austin remembers nostalgically.

Austin says he had much reason to admire Craig 
Winkel: “Craig was a man with lots of credentials. His 
résumé was phenomenal. He was a military doctor, 
a respected physician and administrator, an excellent 
writer, a talented artist. And then his marriage—Roy and 
Craig were complementary—just an exceptional couple. 
He did everything well, he was a renaissance man.”

A recollection that garnered an especially heartfelt 
expression of respect from Austin is when Winkel 
spoke to the Café Society, a discussion group Austin 
co-facilitates with Art Wineburg at Shepherd University 
(see article, pg. 9). Since Winkel was a well-known 
obstetrician/gynecologist, Austin had asked him to speak 
on the topic of abortion. It was a subject that had been in 
the news a lot and students were quite interested in what 
Winkel had to say. “He was incredibly thoughtful and 
responsive,” Austin says. “It was never just what he did; 

it was how he did it. He 
had a casual style. He put 
people at ease.”

As for Winkel the art-
ist, Austin—an artist him-
self—was impressed that 
once Winkel got through 
the rigorous first year 
of his work with Davis, 
studying the techniques of 
the old masters, he chose 
to paint a Rembrandt—no 
small feat, as an attempt to 
copy a Rembrandt requires 
precision. Winkel, he says, 
excelled in capturing an 
idea or impression and, at 
the same time, possessed 
the discipline necessary to 
learn and apply ever more 
challenging techniques. 
His background in plein air art no doubt helped too, 
Austin suggests, because it requires an artist to observe 
intently: “One can never run out of things to see, to pull 
out the details and linkages, see some more, push some 
things away, and include others.” Winkel’s composition 
and use of color to highlight and bring the painting 
alive, along with those precise details, Austin feels, were 
great artistic attributes. “He was at all times looking to 
tease more out of his work, and he painted because he 
loved it.”

The entire artist community was elevated by 
Winkel, Austin believes, in part because of his keen 
ability to perceive and graphically depict what he saw. 
He didn’t do simplistic things, and he didn’t dabble. He 
would get totally absorbed. His history of surgical inter-
vention had apparently impressed on him the necessity 
of responding quickly once he saw something of signifi-
cance. In a major way, this worked well in his plein air 
painting, but contrasted with the need for patience when 
learning and applying the techniques of classical art.

Offering that a medical illustrator is a standalone 
profession in itself, Austin marvels that Winkel pos-
sessed considerable skill as both artist and physician. 
His ability as a surgeon to use art as a form of psycho-
logical intervention in explaining to patients and their 
families about what he proposed to do and why, and 
making it as graphic as he could, was immensely helpful 
to them. “Art and medicine merging together to make a 
difference in medical intervention is a special gift few 
possess,” Austin says, “but that’s what Craig did. He 
approached life with integrity and excellence.” Austin 
provides this formula to explain Winkel’s exceptionality: 
“Creativity + Human Activity = Driving Force.” Winkel, 
he says, was an embodiment of these different aspects.

As the interview winds down, another memory 
appears to jump to Austin’s mind. It involves Winkel 

organizing a book club, a dynamic one at that. At first, 
although he had helped Winkel get the group going, 
Austin didn’t join. He was too busy, he thought; but 
because spending time with Winkel was always stimu-
lating and special, he decided eventually to participate. 
Austin was not disappointed that he did. Winkel’s expe-
rience in academia, in the military, and as a physician 
offered unique perspectives.

Often, Austin says, Winkel would coach book club 
members when they or their family members were fac-
ing medical challenges, but he never oversold himself, 
frequently saying, “I’m not an expert in this field.” 
Especially admirable, Austin feels, was that Winkel 
responded to each person as a unique individual. He 
clearly understood that for many people, affordability of 
medical care was a major factor in how they viewed their 
options. “It was a great help that he was able to factor 
that into the advice he gave, and it proved a great source 
of comfort to many that he helped over the years.”

Commemorating the life of Craig Winkel, a year now 
since his death, these final insights from Austin seem to 
strike a special chord: “Craig considered everything in a 
very comprehensive way. He was not showy or artificial, 
and no mediocre aspect to his life existed. In his interac-
tions, and in everything he did, Craig learned to see and 
not to be distracted. He was a full man. He did it all. We 
all looked up to him. We all miss him.”

As Eleanor Johnson Hanold reflects on the life and 
art of Dr. Craig Winkel, the words of George Eliot 
come to mind: “O may I join the choir invisible of 
those immortal dead who live again in minds made 
better by their presence; live in pulses stirred to gener-
osity, in deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn for miser-
able aims that end with self, in thoughts sublime that 
pierce the night like stars...”

Austin holding one of Winkel’s pictures, Cows, which he 
purchased a number of years ago 
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Plein air—i.e., out-of-doors—painting by Craig Winkel 
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Job Corps
Where Careers Begin

Mary Bell

Late on a recent spring afternoon, students at 
Jefferson High School were gathering their back-
packs, saying goodbye for the day to friends, 

and heading home. At nearby Shepherd University, day 
classes were wrapping up and students were returning 
to their dorms, meeting friends, or leaving campus. At 
another campus just a few miles away, other students 
were learning the intricate nuances of Microsoft Office, 
building a handicapped access ramp or peering intently, 
small screwdrivers in hand, into the guts of a disassem-
bled computer. These students attend the Harpers Ferry 
Job Corps Civilian Conservation Center, where educa-
tion is all about careers.

Job Corps is a free education and training program 
that helps young people prepare for a career, earn a high 
school diploma or a TASC (the new GED), and find and 
keep a good job. Young people, ages 16 to 24, who meet 
income limitation requirements, may apply to participate 
in Job Corps. Once accepted, a student typically com-
pletes the program in 15 to 18 months.

Job Corps teaches students career skills. The 
Harpers Ferry center, which serves up to 150 partici-
pants, trains students in bricklaying, carpentry, cement 
masonry, computer technology, and office administra-
tion. Other centers in the region offer culinary arts, 
medical and dental technology, security and protective 
services, heating and air conditioning maintenance, 
and other career training. Career skills associated with 
unions are taught by local union representatives. The 
day of study and training begins at 6:30 a.m. and ends 
at 4 p.m.

Job Corps is a residential program. Students live in 
dorms (four to a room) overseen by resident assistants. 
The dorm complex has a cafeteria, lounges, and laundry 
facilities. All students share responsibilities for keeping 
the dorms and common areas neat and clean. Students 
have access to the center’s library and computer labs 
during off-hours.

According to Lou Anne Kramer, admissions coun-
selor at the Harpers Ferry campus, students who come 
to Job Corps are those for whom the traditional educa-
tion path has not worked. Job Corps is different, she 
explains, in that counselors help students set individual 
goals and they work at their own pace. “Job Corps dif-
fers from traditional education in that all students aren’t 
working on the same thing at the same time. A dozen 
students may be in a reading class, but they’re not all 
reading the same chapter the same week.”

In screening potential students for Job Corps, 
Kramer says, “I look for a spark—something about the 
program that engages them. In some cases, that may be 
driver’s education. Many of the students who come to us 
haven’t completed the education component for driver’s 

education; we have our own driver’s education car, so 
students have everything they need to get a driver’s 
license here.”

Kramer describes Job Corps as a chance: “Not a 
second chance, not a last chance, but a chance a student 
deserves to learn a career.”

Some students interested in Job Corps are ineligible 
at ages 16 and 17 because of their household income. 
Once a student turns 18, family income is no longer 
considered and they become eligible.

Job Corps is free. Once admitted into the program, 
students receive uniforms (collared pullovers and 
khaki pants for some, hard hats, steel-toed boots, and 
reflective pants and vests for others), dorm assignments, 
meals, and $25 allowances every two weeks for toilet-
ries and extras. There is an on-campus medical clinic 
that provides basic medical care.

In addition to career skills, Job Corps students 
work on employability skills (how to interact with 
supervisors and co-workers, job interview skills) and 
basic academics. They take classes in reading and math, 
with evaluations to track progress every 30 or 60 days, 
as needed. Shepherd University students tutor at the 
center regularly, and instructors provide extra attention 
to students.

Job Corps has a strict conduct policy. The atmo-
sphere on campus is one of mutual respect, friendliness, 
and civility. Drugs and alcohol are not permitted.

“Our campus reflects the real world” says Kramer. 
“If I interview someone for admission who says they 
don’t want to be around people of another race or they 
don’t like gays and lesbians, they’re out!”

Job Corps is part of the Department of Labor with 
125 Job Corps centers nationwide. Most are managed and 
operated by private companies; some are managed by 
federal agencies. The Harpers Ferry location is a Civilian 
Conservation Center run by the U.S. Forest Service.

Job Corps is a fully funded federal program initi-
ated by President Lyndon Johnson in 1964 as part of his 
“Great Society” program to eliminate poverty and racial 
injustice. While some parts of his program have not 
been workable, others, such as Head Start, VISTA, and 
Job Corps, have been very successful. Not coinciden-
tally, all these programs were administered by the Office 
of Economic Opportunity, headed by Sargent Shriver. 
Shriver modeled Job Corps on the Civilian Conservation 
Corps of the 1930s. Since its inception, Job Corps has 
graduated over 1.9 million students and has a career 
placement rate of over 80 percent.

A young person, a spark, a chance—Job Corps.

Mary Bell lives in Shepherdstown and enjoys discover-
ing what’s around the corner in Jefferson County.

Students building a handicapped ramp
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Lou Anne Kramer with information technology students

For information and referrals, contact
Lou Anne Kramer
Outreach and Admissions Services
Job Corps Civilian Conservation Center
146 Buffalo Drive
Harpers Ferry, WV 25425
304-724-3422
kramer.louanne@jobcorps.org
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

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

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

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

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

www.4pillarchurch.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets

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

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

All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends  
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Monthly Meeting
for Worship and First Day School

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

Audrey Egle Drive
Contact Clerk, Neal Peterson, (304) 584-3126, 

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

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

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

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

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

www.StAgnesShepherdstown.org

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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Byliners
John Allen
Mary Sue Catlett
Denis & Nan Doss
Cindi & Billy Ray Dunn
Kathryn Haddad
Hardy Mason
George & Patricia McKee
Jean Neely
Brian Palank DDS
Mary Ann Rogers
Lisa & Paul Welch
Mark & Kimberly Wilson
Roy Winkel

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

Partners
Rebecca & Stephen Ayraud
Elise & Martin Baach
Sheila Bach
Barbara & George Baker
Tom Banks
Dennis Barron
M. S. Bedinger
Katie Begole

Mary Bell
Dow & Linda Benedict
Roland & Barbara Bergman
Edwinna Bernat
Carl & Betty Beyeler
Richard & Marian Bolton
Patricia Donohoe & Dr. David Borchard
Karen Ashby & Larry Bowers
Frank & Theresa Bradley
Judith & Marc Briod
Patricia & Charles Brown
Sandy Brown
John & Helen Burns
Karen & James Cain
Ann Christy
Andrea Sue Collins
Richard Conard
Frances & Philip Cox
John & Margaret Demer
Ned Edelen Jr.
Pat & Jack Egle
Jean Elliott
Lynne Wiseman & Marilyn England
Joan & Erdem Ergin
Kristin Alexander & Jeffrey Feldman
Eleanor Finn
Susan & Richard Fletcher
Rosemary Geist
William & Jeanine Hammond
Eleanor & George Hanold
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Barbara Heinz
Sharon Henderson
Lily Hill
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
Catherine Irwin
Virginia Janes
Laura & Roland Johnson
Sandra & Clifford Kaiser
James Keel DVM
Joan Keith
Sue Kennedy
Ronald Kepple
Susan Clemmens Kern
Lillian Kinser
Kathy & Richard Klein
John & Melinda Landolt
Beth Leasure-Hudson
James Leathers
James & Lanette Lynes
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell

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

Virginia Lee Winston
Esther Wood
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Johnna Armstrong & Paul Woods
Lynn & Chesley Yellott
Martha & Jack Young

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

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

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

DONORS
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Note: Donors names appear as 
written on checks.

Join us July 18, 19, 20
to explore the curriculum  

Galactic Starveyors:  
Discovering the God of the Universe  

using Colossians 1:15–16.
We will search the visible and  

discover the invisible.

Program includes music, drama, arts, games, science, and crafts. 
Lunch will be served, but children may also bring their own lunches.

Children entering Kindergarten and later grades will begin at 9 a.m.  
at St. Agnes Chapel and conclude at 3 p.m. at Trinity Episcopal.  
Three- and four-year-olds (potty trained) will gather from 9 to 11:30 a.m. 
daily at Trinity Episcopal Church.

FREE to participants!
A love offering and food or personal hygiene items will be collected  
for Jefferson County Community Ministries and its services to people  
without homes.

For more information or to register or volunteer, contact  
New Street United Methodist Church: nsumc@frontiernet.net, 
304-876-2362.

Community Bible School is taking on a new look for 2017!
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BLUE MOON CAFE

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

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

23

Schmitt Construction Company

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors

129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

101

TREE QUESTIONS?
Contact a certi  ed arborist.

304-876-3104
www.trees101.net

Educati on | Consulti ng | Tree Care

107 South Princess Street • Shepherdstown • 25443

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

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

Join Us for a
Taste of Britain

SPACE AVAILABLE

Call 304-876-6466

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Proprietor

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

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

Martin Luther King, Jr.
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