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Poetry Bug
Stephen Altman

Pride, I’ve heard it said, goeth before a fall.
Proof these days is in the news, as one public 

figure after another comes toppling down. These men, 
whether politicians or entertainers or athletes or what-
ever, appear to think their power and celebrity make 
them immune to gravity. But gravity—in the form of 
the law, the electorate, the folks bearing witness, all 
those ghosts coming out of all those closets and all 
those admirers you think will forgive you anything 
you ever did or ever do—gravity will get you in  
the end.

A little humility will usually pay off. It can keep 
you from some heartless act or reckless deed and save 
you, and maybe the rest of us, a lot of grief.

I was further reminded of this the other night, 
while rereading the work of one of the formative influ-
ences on my life, Archy the cockroach.

Archy the cockroach—I’m not kidding—was 
among the prominent names in American letters from 
about 1916 to the late 1920s. My second-grade teacher, 
Miss Veronica E. Kelley, introduced me to his work 
about 30 years after that. I was seven.

Archy lived under the desk of New York City 
newspaper columnist Don Marquis, who used to 
arrive in the newsroom each morning and find a poem 
by Archy in his typewriter. Archy called him “boss” 
and ate the apple parings from his wastepaper basket 
and the paste from the jar on his desk. He asked only 
that the boss leave a sheet of paper in the typewriter 
every night.

Writing is hard for a cockroach. Archy had to 
climb to the top of the typewriter and throw himself 
headfirst onto the keys, one letter at a time. He couldn’t 
work the shift key or risk bashing out his brains for 
the sake of punctuation marks, so all his verse was 
lowercase and unpunctuated. This was challenging 
work, but Archy was a born—no, actually, he was a 
reincarnated—writer. 

boss I am disappointed in 
some of your readers they 
are always asking how does 
archy work the shift so as to get a 
new line or how does archy do 
this or do that they 
are always interested in technical 
details when the main question is 
whether the stuff is 
literature or not

Generally I’ve found that people either have that 
writing thing or they don’t. I congratulate you if you’ve 
been spared the urge toward self-expression. Even 
those of us who have got it real bad don’t necessarily 
have anything special to express; it’s just that it’s our 
life, and we want to tell everybody about it. Archy had 
the urge, and he was willing to sacrifice his forehead 
for it. A role model, that cockroach.

He was, by the way, a big-city insect and drawn 
to colorful big-city characters, of whom the most 
enthralling was Mehitabel, an alley cat whose flesh 
was home to the reincarnated spirit of Cleopatra. 
Mehitabel would sing from among the garbage cans, 
“There’s a dance or two in the old dame yet.”

well boss 
mehitabel the cat 
has reappeared in her old 
haunts with a 
flock of kittens 
three of them this time

archy she said to me 
yesterday 
the life of a female 
artist is continually 
hampered what in hell 
have i done to deserve 
all these kittens

i look back on my life 
and it seems to me to be 
just one damned kitten 
after another

Mehitabel goes on to say that it would be a pity 
indeed if anything were to happen to those kittens 
(cough-cough). This kind of drollery was a perfect fit 
for me at age seven, and remains so.

Archy is a cockroach with a distinctly American 
attitude. Considering his condition—homely, power-
less, trod-upon—he’s usually a cheerful, live-and-let-
live little insect. But he refuses to let anybody else 
pretend to be superior. He has an honest appreciation 
for accomplishment, but little for vanity. Pride rubs 
Archy the wrong way.

a lightning bug got 
in here the other night a 
regular hick from 
the real country he was 
awful proud of himself you 
city insects may think 
you are some punkins 
but i don t see any 
of you flashing in the dark 
like we do in 
the country all right go 
to it says i mehitabel the 
cat and that green 
spider who lives in your locker 
and two or three cockroach 
friends of mine and a 
friendly rat all gathered 
around him and urged him on 
and he lightened and 
lightened and lightened you 
don t see anything like this 
in town often he says go to it 
we told him it s a 
real treat to us and 
we nicknamed him broadway 
which pleased him 

this is the life 
he said all i 
need is a harbor 
under me to be a 
statue of liberty and 
he got so vain of 
himself i had to take 
him down a peg you ve 
made lightning for two hours 
little bug i told him 
but i don t hear 
any claps of thunder 
yet there are some men 
like that when he wore 
himself out mehitabel 
the cat ate him

I call that ending a lovely moment in American 
literature. Our heroes have, more often than not,  
been humble—or at least played humble, which is 
usually an acceptable substitute. We Americans will 
indulge a certain cockiness, even a little villainy if  
it’s entertaining, but we will rise up and thwart it in 
the end.

Which makes me wonder, as we watch the mighty 
fall of late, if we’re not seeing the beginning of things 
getting better.

For a while now the bullies and braggarts, the 
look-at-me types, have been getting their way. But 
it can’t last. The Archy in us won’t stand for it. Any 
savvy cockroach knows we’re all made of the same 
stuff and headed for the same place, and also that 
no matter how large the big shots loom in their own 
minds, they’re only lightning bugs.

One hundred years after Archy got started, his 
verse is still sold in bookstores and online. A good 
introduction is The Lives and Times of Archy and 
Mehitabel, by Don Marquis (Doubleday, 2013).

Stephen Altman can be reached at  
shepherdstown.gnp@gmail.com.
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Keeping the “Grove”  
in Morgan’s Grove Park

Mike Austin

English is a powerful language. Some words have a kind of charisma to them; they 
strike deep chords. “Grove” is such a word. It is an indelible component of the 
name of our much-loved park on the outskirts of town. Many have struggled over 

the years to protect the historic park and to retain sufficient interest in it to provide for 
its care and maintenance. We have fought and won some battles with encroaching devel-
opers, invasive weeds, and increasing competition for invaluable volunteers.

In recent years, a new, pernicious threat has appeared in the form of—of all 
things—an insect, one of the unforeseen consequences of globalization. A significant 

portion of the stately and mature green ash trees, many of which had endured since 
the 19th century, were dying. The culprit was (and is) the emerald ash borer. This 
voracious little green beetle, after finding its way to our shores, feeds almost exclu-
sively on ash trees—the closest thing to its food sources back home in northeastern 
Asia. The insects lay their eggs in the crevices of tree bark. Upon hatching, the larvae 
bore deeper, enter the cambium layer, and feed on it, eventually destroying the tree. 
The infestation is spreading—you have probably heard the chain saws going through-
out the Eastern Panhandle as a result—and unless it is controlled, all ash trees in the 
area will be dead within 10 years.

Fortunately, the Shepherdstown Community Club, which owns and maintains the 
park, identified the problem early and took effective action. Board member Howard 
Wachtel worked urgently with local forester Shawn Walker to save the trees. The only 
immediate effective solution is to inoculate them with a powerful pesticide—powerful 
but expensive. Undeterred, Wachtel and Walker have orchestrated a treatment program 
at two-year intervals since 2014. Thus, Wachtel, by profession an economist, has dem-
onstrated impressive skills as a dedicated and determined fund raiser. He has helped 
the SCC to raise $25,000 for the effort and must find another $12,000 to continue pro-
tection in 2018. Another local forester, Hardy Mason, explained that while 24 eastern 
states have initiated a coordinated effort to introduce parasitic wasps to eliminate the 
beetles, these combined efforts will take 20 to 30 years to finally succeed. They are 
engaged in a very long struggle.

Is it worth the effort? The picture at the bottom left is of Wachtel and Walker 
standing by a majestic green ash that is still alive and kicking. It is five feet in diam-
eter, reportedly the third largest ash in West Virginia, and is joined by 74 other ash 
tree survivors in the park. By Walker’s estimation, Morgan’s Grove Park has by far 
the largest concentration of healthy ash trees in the state. Mason has managed to help 
the Claymont Society near Charles Town treat and save a smaller number of trees on 
their property and his own. But only a small number of civic organizations and private 
property owners have made the effort because of the prohibitive cost.

As Walker explained, part 
of the beauty of Morgan’s 
Grove is the rich mixture of 
mature trees, some of which 
may date back to Civil War 
days when Alexander Boteler 
farmed the land. (Ash trees can 
live from 200 to 300 years.) 
The site was called Fountain 
Rock after the spring, one 
of the key sources of water 
feeding Town Run, and was 
a showplace even then. With 
little prompting, Walker rattled 
off the names of 25 or 30 
different species of trees from 
memory. He knows the park 
that well.

But the saga of the ash 
trees is only part of the encour-
aging story. SCC President 
Mark Shields recounted that, 
in recent years, the club has 

planted 60 or 70 additional trees. He knows that full well because throughout the long, 
hot summer, he has been carrying water to them. The new trees will strengthen the 
grove and create a natural buffer zone along the stream. They include a wide variety 
of native trees, including redbuds and dogwoods.

Hardy Mason, who is helping save the ash trees, is also maintaining five 
“Restoration” chestnut trees (a special hybrid), two of which are planted at Morgan’s 
Grove. These trees will help to establish a new strain of chestnuts. In earlier times, 
chestnuts were one of the more important species in our area, valued as hardwood 
lumber and mast for feeding animals. They were almost totally lost to infestation from 
chestnut blight, an airborne fungus. Approximately 100 have survived out of the mil-
lions that previously thrived in our region.

Forestry experts stress the importance of maintaining the unique mix—that is, 
the biodiversity—of the trees in Morgan’s Grove. Keeping many of the older mature 
trees is also a cost-effective way to help the younger trees establish a foothold. If you 
want to see an impressive survivor, look at the huge Chinquapin oak along the lower 
driveway. It looks like several of its giant toes have been cut off and it is reacting in 
pain, but it obviously has a firm grip and isn’t going anywhere. Take a walk in the 
park and look for yourself. You can readily see that because of these dedicated efforts, 
our “grove” will be there to enjoy for many years to come.

Mike Austin is a local supporter of Morgan’s Grove Park who is anxious to package 
up the little green bugs and send them back to China—C.O.D.!

Shawn Walker and Howard Wachtel with their prized green ash tree, the largest one saved
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The “old oak tree” with the chopped off toes where the 
road was cut through next to its base
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Dear Reader,

As always you hold the future of the Good News Paper in your hands. This is our one and only 
appeal for financial gifts. Your gifts ranging from $5 to $300 help keep this good thing going to 
20,000 readers.

Thanks to you, we are entering our 39th year with no debt but one: a debt of gratitude to you. And 
with your continuing help, we can keep on publishing the best little free (but not cheap) newspaper in 
the whole world!

Our first issue was published in May 1979 with a press run of 1,000 copies. We now print 13,000 
copies and mail nearly 12,000. Virtually all households within five miles of Shepherdstown get a 
copy. It is also sent by request to hundreds more from Maine to California and from Alaska to Florida.

The Good News Paper is free because dozens of people—writers, editors, typists, photographers, 
illustrators, proofreaders, and designers—donate their time and talent. See page 2 for a list of their 
names. John Snyder provides the composition and setup services of HBP to produce the final design 
for the press run at the Record Herald in Waynesboro, Pennsylvania. Finally, dedicated government 
employees happily distribute it through five different post offices and along 10 rural routes.

Each quarterly issue costs about $3,000 to print and mail—$12,000 a year. Our website costs another 
$600. The business-card ads inside the back cover bring in about $4,000. The several religious com-
munities of the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association contribute another $1,500. The rest comes 
from readers like you.

Please send your gift today. You may use the enclosed self-addressed envelope—if it hasn’t fallen out! 
If it’s missing, please put GNP, P.O. Box 1212, Shepherdstown, WV 25443 on an envelope, stamp it, 
stuff it, and mail it. Make checks payable to the Good News Paper, or simply GNP, and help keep a 
good thing going for another year.

Sincerely,

Stephen Altman 
Editor

P.S. Give a gift subscription to your friends or relatives. They’ll thank you for it. It’s absolutely free, of 
course. Use the handy coupon on page 2 or sign them up at www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org.
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After Stone Soup
Liz Gallery’s Journey

Pat Hamilton

Once there were three monks traveling in the 
countryside. Traditionally, Buddhist monks 
begged for food as they walked the lands 

teaching peace. On this particular day, the townspeople 
saw the monks coming and hid their food and shuttered 
their windows. The monks went about their business 
of making a fire over which sat a cast-iron pot with a 
magical stone in it. When the townspeople saw the big 
pot, they emerged from their homes, gathered fresh 
food and water, and came together to share the grass 
roots of life: community, abundance, and good food.

Liz Gallery opened Stone Soup Bistro in 2005.  
“I always knew my restaurant would be called Stone 
Soup; I’ve held onto this folktale since childhood,” 
she said. During her time at the restaurant on German 
Street, Gallery delighted patrons with something 
unique for Shepherdstown before “farm to table” 
became a thing. She cooked with fresh ingredients 
from local farmers, made stunning broths for soups, 
and approached each plate as a work of art. But this 
was only the beginning of her learning journey.

In 2011, after she closed Stone Soup, Gallery 
continued her adventure in food education by enrolling 
in the Ayurvedic Institute in Albuquerque, New Mexico. 
The institute teaches traditional Ayurvedic medicine and 
provides Indian therapies to help heal and maintain a 
quality life. Ayurveda is about healing body, mind, and 
spirit through diet and nutrition, lifestyle, meditation, 
yoga postures, and herbs.

“Ayurveda is the science of life, which includes five 
elements: fire, water, earth, air, and ether,” Gallery said. 
“We cannot live without these elements; they combine 
in the body as nourishment.”

Cooking in Shepherdstown, as well as periods 
of time working with raw vegan nutrition and herbs, 
training with other chefs, and practicing yoga prepared 
her for a life as an Ayurvedic physician and chef.

Gallery is now finishing an intense study of herbs 
from India at the institute. With the wide availability 
of herbs in New Mexico, she wondered about using 
herbs from 8,000 miles away. Her teacher told her that 
the lands where the herbs are grown in India make the 
herbs especially powerful. She is learning how to make 
ghee (clarified butter), jams, wines, and edibles from the 
herbs, which she plans to replicate using the fresh herbs 
found in the New Mexico landscape.

Gallery also conducts cooking classes. “I don’t 
teach Ayurvedic cooking per se,” she said, “but I incor-
porate the essentials into my classes.”

Those essentials include being present and mind-
ful as you chop and peel, thankful for the food to be 
cooked, and putting yourself into your work with care. 
This is a kitchen tantra (ritual), merging the life force of 
the cook with the food being prepared.

Ayurveda considers body type—or dosha—to guide 
diet. The three body types—Vata, Pitta, Kapha—help 
to understand which foods are healing and which might 
aggravate our systems. Food combinations are stressed 
as a way to maintain good health as well as heal a 
broken or diseased body. Proper food combinations are 
believed to contribute to good digestion, which is the 
ultimate goal of healthy eating, assuring that nutrients 
reach body-building cells.

Gallery notes that how you digest your food 
is every bit as important as what you eat. Teaching 
people how to eat in a healing way is her goal. All 
cooking can be Ayurvedic and is not limited to Indian 
cuisine. Herbs and spices from all regions of the world 
can make food tasty and digestible. Ayurvedic practice 
is not required to begin to develop a lifestyle that 
promotes emotional and physical health.

“I understand the challenge of healthy eating with 
so many competing priorities,” she admits. “We are 
digesting all the time; we digest our food, our emotions, 
what we take in with our eyes and ears. Our digestion is 
vitally important.”

Gallery recommends the kitchari diet to rid the 
body of toxins and get started with good digestion. 
Ayurveda believes that all healing begins with the 
digestive tract, and kitchari can give it a much-needed 
rest from constantly processing different foods, while 
providing essential nutrients. Kitchari, a blend of rice 
and split mung beans or red lentils, offers an array 
of amino acids, the building blocks of protein. The 
mixture of spices is believed to kindle the digestive 
fire, the Ayurvedic description for the body’s innate 
digestive power, which can be weakened by poor food 
combinations.

For restless Vata type, warm soup is grounding; for 
fiery Pitta, its spices are calming; and for chilly Kapha, 
it provides healing warmth. 

Some tips the cooking teacher, the herbalist, the 
student, and the daughter of West Virginia leaves for us:

•  Drink a warm glass of water each morning with lime 
or lemon to start digestion; ice water cools digestion, 
room temperature is better.

• Sip hot water throughout the day to hydrate.

•  Pick one time a week to bring fresh food into the 
kitchen and prepare as much as you can, thoughtfully 
and with joy.

•  If you do yoga or meditate, incorporate watching 
your breath and mindfulness into your work.

•  Wash your hands, set the table, and be comfortable 
when you sit to eat.

• You are not just what you eat, but what you digest.

When you prepare fresh food with kindness and 
love for yourself and others, a little bit of you is saving 
the world. “Humans have a deep relationship with 
nature,” says Gallery, “and we have to believe, no 
matter what we do to her, Mother Earth will not give 
up on us.”

A trusted, free resource for Ayurveda and herbs is 
https://www.banyanbotanicals.com.

Pat Hamilton is a marketing consultant on recess,  
preferring to write about food, faraway places, and  
why “every meal counts.”

Chef Liz Gallery
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In the kitchen with Liz Gallery
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Reaching One Person at a Time:
Mary Anne Hitt on the World Stage

Ed Zahniser

It was a typical downtown Shepherdstown demon-
stration. Aging hippies and a few millennial resisters 
and dissenters waved homemade signs at passing 

traffic and crowded out the few counter-protesters. Did 
these protesters know what they were protesting?

Yes. They were protesting West Virginia Attorney 
General Patrick Morrissey and his fat campaign con-
tributions from folks most West Virginia citizens don’t 
want calling our legislative and regulatory shots. Nor 
did the protesters overlook his lobbyist history with Big 
Pharma and opioids manufacturers.

Then Mary Anne Hitt came 
down German Street with her 
battery-driven bull-horn and her 
vast experience out in front of 
people who hope to solve big 
environmental problems, first in the 
southern Appalachians early in her 
career. Tick them off: mountain-top 
removal mining, loss of native 
forests, and air pollution.

The Shepherdstown protesters 
quickly coalesced as a disciplined, 
chanting, coherent questioning of 
the state’s attorney general and his 
constant self-serving publicity pres-
ence toward his expected 2018 U.S. 
Senate run in West Virginia.

In the early 2000s Hitt was 
already fully behind political 
activists, as executive director of 
Appalachian Voices. She helped 
build a national network of folk opposed to blowing up 
mountains and burying our streams and headwaters with 
the resulting rock rubble. Over 470 mountains had been 
blown to bits then.

Speaking in Shepherdstown in the mid-1980s, 
West Virginia writer Denise Giardina had opined that if 
mountain-top removal mining were happening in a Third-
World country, it would be an international incident.

If you can forgive Hitt her first four months of 
life in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, she is natively 
Appalachian. Her family moved then to Gatlinburg, 
Tennessee, in morning’s shadow of the Smoky 
Mountains. Hitt grew up watching Gatlinburg, western 
Gateway City to the Great Smoky Mountains National 
Park, sprawl relentlessly westward.

“I watched the go-kart tracks, outlet malls, and 
housing developments take over one farm after another. 
It was enough to turn anyone into an environmentalist— 
at least, that’s what it did for me,” she has said. 
Gatlinburg and Pigeon Forge, once separate towns,  
are today’s blurred honky-tonk blend.

Hitt now directs the Beyond Coal Campaign of the 
Sierra Club, one of the oldest, largest, and most activ-
ist U.S. conservation groups. She was Shepherdstown’s 
sole representative at the 2015 United Nations Paris 
Climate Change Conference that produced the Paris 
Climate Accords. As November 2017 loomed, Hitt was 
bound for Germany for the launch of a coalition of the 
Europe Beyond Coal Campaign as a sister to the U.S. 
campaign. On that trip, she would also attend the next 
post-Paris round of international climate talks.

Hitt’s activism blossomed early. Asked once, “Who 
is your environmental hero?” Hitt replied: “My mom 
and dad have been my biggest inspirations. My dad 
was the chief scientist of the Great Smoky Mountains 
National Park for 10 years, during the height of the air 
pollution and acid rain problems in the 1980s and 1990s. 
My mom has been a schoolteacher and is now a school 
principal, and I learned from her that when it comes to 
changing the world, there’s no shortcut for reaching one 
person at a time.”

Hitt wrote her University of Montana master’s the-
sis, “Women for the Wild,” about three women enviro 
heroes, two of whom received the Presidential Medal of 
Freedom. Her thesis meant to help reclaim “women’s 
place in the history of the conservation movement” and 
to “strengthen conservation…helping women feel more 
a part of its rich history, as well as its promising future.”

Marjory Stoneman Douglas (1890–1998) early 
inspired and tirelessly led the fight to save the Everglades 
in South Florida. “The Everglades is a test,” Douglas 
reportedly told officials, “If we pass it, we may get to 
keep the planet.”

Rosalie Edge (1877–1962) and two colleagues 
formed the Emergency Conservation Committee in 
1929, saving forests and getting the National Park 
System expanded. Edge created Pennsylvania’s Hawk 
Mountain Sanctuary to save migrating hawks. She also 
cajoled the National Audubon Society out of its finan-
cial ties to guns and ammo manufacturers.

Margaret E. “Mardy” Murie (1902–2003) and 
husband Olaus led the campaign to preserve today’s 
Arctic National Wildlife Refuge in Alaska. Called the 

“Grandmother of the Conservation 
Movement,” Murie was celebrated 
by President Jimmy Carter in 
signing the 20th century’s big-
gest conservation legislation, the 
Alaska National Interest Lands and 
Conservation Act.

The 2017 National Geographic 
Society film, From the Ashes, 
features Hitt’s Beyond Coal work, 
Shepherd University graduate 
Brandon Dennison’s Coalfield 
Development Corporation, and 
Dan Conant’s Solar Holler, based 
in Shepherdstown. Dennison and 
Conant create sustainable jobs, 
with training and education, for 
victims of West Virginia coal’s 
decline.

As The New York Times 
reported in September, “Dennison 
started Coalfield Development 

in 2010; it grew out of a volunteer effort to build low-
income green housing.” Conant pioneered an approach 
to crowd funding to make large solar projects attractive 
to both power companies and homeowners. Conant 
“concluded that rooftop solar development, with its 
individual, decentralized nature, could combine the 
door-to-door approach of political campaigning with a 
technology to fight climate change.”

Hitt’s Beyond Coal Campaign and Conant’s Solar 
Holler now share office space in Shepherdstown where, 
despite her many accomplishments, Mary Anne Hitt is 
most often known as “Hazel’s mom.” Which is fine: Like 
her own mom and her thesis’s amazing trio of women, 
Hitt readies the role-model torch for other women. “Only 
that day dawns,” Henry Thoreau wrote, “to which we are 
awake.” Mary Anne Hitt is wide awake every day.

Ed Zahniser serves on the Good News Paper editorial 
board. Shepherdstown Historic Firsts, Ed’s sendup of the 
local history genre, and three of his books of poetry are 
available at Four Seasons Books in Shepherdstown.

Mary Anne Hitt in Cologne, Germany, on a trip to 
launch the Europe Beyond Coal campaign and to 
speak at the UN Climate Summit in Bonn.
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Mary Anne and Than Hitt often perform together.
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Creative Fun at  
Miss Emily’s Art School

Claire Stuart

A pack of kids roared into the 
Badgerhound Studio, ready to 
attack paper with colored pen-

cils, chalk, and markers. Teacher Emily 
Vaughn, Miss Emily to her students, 
explained that she starts each session 
with a little time for a snack and free 
drawing to settle the kids down before 
the lesson starts in earnest.

A multimedia artist, Vaughn paints, 
sculpts, and even crochets. Mornings, she 
teaches art to home-schooled children. 
Afternoons, she has a series of classes 
for kids, from toddlers through teens. 
Children learn to draw, paint, cut and 
paste, sculpt, and build.

“Kids love Sharpie markers and 
googly eyes,” Vaughn says, “and some 
might only want to draw, but I make an 
effort to challenge them to try different 
mediums.”

This was a Wednesday afternoon, 
time for After School Art for kids age six 
and up. The children learn about the life, 
times, and work of a well-known artist 
and then create their own art in various 
mediums, inspired by the artist.

Today the lesson was about Mexican 
painter Frida Kahlo, famous for her self-
portraits as well as her pain-filled life. 
Students’ hands shot up with questions 
about Kahlo’s debilitating injuries and 
her marriage, as well as her art. Then 
they were all given mirrors and started 
working on their own self-portraits, some 
eager to include their special hats made 
by Miss Emily.

Originally from Baltimore, Vaughn 
graduated from the Maryland Institute 
College of Art, where she majored in 
general fine art and minored in art history. 
At that time, she says she had no plan to 
teach; her intention was to make her living 
as an artist. She has been creating art all 
her life and recalls that at about age five 
she had already decided that she wanted to 
go to MICA. She describes her parents as 
supportive and creative and involved with 
art in their spare time, although they did 
not make their living with art.

Vaughn was always fascinated with 
Japan, and she learned the language and 
spent time there as an exchange student 

when she was 
in high school. 
After college, she 
returned to Japan 
to spend a year 
teaching English in 
a small, rural vil-
lage in the Japanese 
Alps.

“In Japan, I 
found out that I 
really loved work-
ing with kids,” she 
reported.

She discovered 
something else dur-
ing her stint in Japan 
that would influence 
her art. The weather 
was on the cool 
side, and she taught 
herself to crochet by 
watching videos. It 
was something to do 
on cold evenings, 
with the bonus of finished products that 
she could wear.

Vaughn continued to work with 
children, serving for two years in 
the Community Art Corps, MICA’s 
Americorps program. There she worked 
on the development of an after-school art 
program in East Baltimore.

She arrived in Shepherdstown eight 
years ago to live with her partner, fellow 
artist Michael Davis, a classical realist 
painter. They have been in their studio 
space on German Street for two years.

“Before we opened the studio, 
I taught art for three years in Four 
Seasons Books, and Michael taught art 
and worked at home. Then this space 
opened,” she said.

Now they have enough room for 
both of them to do their own art. Plus, 
there is ample space for teaching and gal-
lery space in which to display and offer 
their work for sale.

Vaughn loves bright colors and 
paints in a vibrant palette. She dyes her 
own yarn in lively colors for crocheting 
hats in her original designs. Her hats 
boast interesting shapes and styles, some 

topped with a whimsical touch like a 
birdlike crest or even an octopus! She 
also creates sculptures that incorporate 
bones and shells with crocheted flowers 
that she calls her “Bone Blooms.”

Michael Davis’s working studio is 
in a room with a window that opens into 
the teaching space. It is closed off by a 
curtain, and Vaughn says that the kids 
enjoy it when they are allowed to pull 
the curtain and peek in on him at work.

Vaughn sees essential differences 
between her classes and those that are 
taught in schools. “My classes allow 
more time,” she explained, “and we don’t 
have grades. In school, you must try to 
engage kids who are not interested in art. 
In my classes, kids are here because they 
want to be.”

Vaughn regrets that creativity is not 
stressed in schools as much as she feels it 
should be. She sees the importance of art 
for children (and everyone) as an opportu-
nity to sit alone and think creatively. This 
is particularly healing in today’s world 
where we are flooded with information 
and rapid technology. “It gives a sense of 
autonomy,” she says.

Vaughn teaches Toddler Art for kids 
age two through five at Four Seasons. 
Their work is based on a story of the day. 
Thursday afternoon Fine Art Studio is for 
kids age eight and up. Friday afternoon 
is Teen Art Studio. All classes are offered 
by the lesson, on a drop-in basis, or 
with a punch card good for four lessons. 
Private lessons and art events are also 
available. Vaughn thinks of herself as a 
community artist, partnering with local 
organizations to use the arts for the bet-
terment of the community.

“I have the best job in Shepherdstown,”  
declared Vaughn. “I get to do art with kids!”

For more information, visit Vaughn’s 
website: http://missemilyart.com

Badgerhound Studio is located at  
110 W. German Street, 

Shepherdstown.

Claire Stuart loves the arts and artists. 
She spent years on the craft show circuit, 
working with natural materials, and she 
attempts to paint with watercolors.

Emily Vaughn with students Badgerhound Studio
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Journey to Vietnam
Lee Doty

In October 2016, Maryland Public 
Television sponsored an 11-day tour 
of Vietnam, starting in Ho Chi Minh 

City (formerly Saigon), and ending in 
Hanoi. Seven of the 28 tour group  
members were Vietnam War veterans. 
Three local residents, including this 
author, her husband, Ralph Doty, and 
Diana Eldridge, joined them. Our trip 
gave us perspective on the Ken Burns–
Linda Novick documentary, The Vietnam 
War, recently aired on PBS.

The participants’ reasons for touring 
Vietnam varied. Some, having served 
there in bad times, sought closure of 
unfinished business. All of us needed 
to see with our own eyes the source of 
confusion and sorrow that had plagued 
our youth. Ralph Doty, who served in the 
United States Navy stateside, said, “If I 
ever wanted to travel outside my comfort 
zone, this tour was my chance.”

We expected to see water buffalo 
wandering rice fields, bounded only 
by the horizon, and lone fishermen in 
wooden boats hurling nets across the 
Perfume River. We weren’t disappointed. 
But we weren’t expecting frenzied city 
life, eardrum-shattering jackhammers and 
drills, skyscraping office buildings, and 
a Samsung factory the size of Battlestar 
Galactica.

If there were traffic lights in 
Vietnam, we never saw them. Like the 
locals, we trusted that a traffic cop’s 
upheld palm and forward motion would 
halt swarming mopeds. Markets swelled 
with unfamiliar fruits, featherweight 
clothing that cost a few dollars, and bou-
quets of colorful incense sticks to honor 
the dead. Palm trees bordered swimming 
pools, and nearby shanties sprouted 
orchids for sale. New condos overlooked 
miles of virgin beach along the South 
China Sea. Whether from the city or 
village, young or old, everyone appeared 
hardworking, purposeful, and welcoming.

Dan Hueglin, traveling with his 
daughter Heather Marchese, MPT’s 
managing director of major and planned 
giving, was making his first trip back, 
after having served in the 3rd Battalion, 
4th Marines in 1966–67.

“I enlisted at age 17, looking for 
adventure,” Hueglin said. “When I 
landed in Danang, I thought I’d gone 

back in time a thousand years. It was 
that primitive.”

While under attack and recovering 
the body of a corpsman, Hueglin was 
shot. The bullets didn’t pierce his armor, 
but the ones that tore his arm finished 
him for the war.

Marchese shared her father’s view 
that Vietnam had catapulted into the 

21st century, especially compared to 
neighboring Cambodia, which they had 
just visited. Roads are paved. People 
have electricity. Even those who live 
over their shops in tightly wedged homes 
like stacked boxes, all seemed to have 
TVs, refrigerators, and iPhones. Had 
they not seen for themselves, Hueglin 
and Marchese would have found it 
hard to fathom the contrast between the 
unearthly devastation recalled by the 

television documen-
tary and today’s go-go 
optimism.

Alan Phillips, a 
West Point graduate, 
initially served as a 
parachute unit adviser 
in 1963, then returned 
in 1966–67 as a 
parachute unit leader. 
During our tour, he 
visited the Cu Chi 
tunnels, a 75-mile net-
work where Viet Cong 
hid during the Tet 
Offensive. Americans 
were warned we 
might find the point 
of view at this site disturbing. It was. An 
introductory film showed a teenage girl 
receiving an award for killing more than 
100 GIs. Elsewhere, American artillery 
and parachutes converted for Viet Cong 
use were on display, along with punji 
stick pits—holes covered by foliage 
to mask the lethal bamboo spikes they 
contained.

Dirt tunnels were not the only 
reminders of war. Phillips recalled our 
tour of the “Hanoi Hilton,” where John 
McCain and other Americans were held 
prisoner and tortured. As painful as that 
symbol is to Americans, it is also for the 
Vietnamese. They had been imprisoned, 
tortured, and executed there for years 
by the French. Ralph Doty commented, 
“That prison was a reminder—it’s not all 
about the U.S.”

Eldridge was surprised at how 
friendly the Vietnamese were toward us 
Americans, in light of our painful history. 
Some tour participants, like Phillips and 
Hueglin, deeply regretted America’s 
failure to keep its word and support the 
South when the North, in violation of the 
1973 Paris Accord, finally defeated it in 
1975. We wondered why the Vietnamese 
didn’t despise us.

Our tour guide provided one explana-
tion: The majority of today’s Vietnamese 
were not even born when the war ended. 
Also, we now have commercial ties. Yet 
age, trade, and tourism couldn’t explain 
the joyous cries of older residents whom 
Eldridge met in a Hanoi park early 
one morning. Dozens were practicing 

“laughing yoga,” modified t’ai chi 
coupled with backslapping, hugging, and 
guffawing. They’d ask where you were 
from and without hesitation draw you into 
their circle. The experience of shouting 
“ho-ho-ha-ha” and whirling like dervishes 
brought connection and healing.

Phillips said, “Vietnam is better off 
as a unified country and better off for our 
having shared with them our capitalist 
philosophy.”

Few realize that, despite having 
a communist government, Vietnam 
reformed its economy in 1986 to allow 
for private business ownership and 
foreign investment. Marchese noticed, 
aside from the occasional hammer and 
sickle plastered on billboards, there 
was little visual evidence of “Soviet 
communism.”

Everyone interviewed for this article 
was struck by the Burns-Novick film, 
but some who also lived it thought it was 
not necessarily the whole truth—that 
more context was needed to understand 
statements made and images shown 
during the film. Yet none of us could 
have imagined Vietnam today. The docu-
mentary’s depiction of war’s atrocities 
riveted our attention and demands our 
continued search for understanding. Still, 
we recognize and marvel at the rebirth of 
that ravaged land and the mind-bending 
start of a bond between our countries.

Lee Doty writes murder mysteries. 
Working on this article reassured her 
about the prospects for mankind. 
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Temple in Vietnam

Diana Eldridge, intrepid traveler

Ralph Doty in Vietnam
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Asbury United Methodist Church
Celebrating 150 Years

Barbara Burger

This year, Asbury United Methodist 
Church (UMC) celebrates 150 years 
since the church was officially organized 

in 1867. The years have brought many changes. 
Former slaves purchased the original church 
building, at the intersection of High and Church 
Streets, from Trinity Episcopal Church in the 
late 1800s. The structure still stands but is no 
longer a church. In 1990, under former Pastor 
Rev. Ernest D. Lyles, the Asbury congregation 
built a new church and relocated to its current 
position on Kearneysville Pike.

Asbury’s current pastor, Rev. Dr. Rudoph 
Brohpleh, says, “Our church’s 150th anniver-
sary is a reminder of the grace, grit, and good-
will that have been at the center of its ministry. 
Asbury has endured the Great Depression, 
segregation, and many other challenges. Yet 
through all of this, we have maintained our 
presence and position as a community orga-
nization of impact, serving families, fostering 
peace, and making progress.”

Members of the Asbury family are excited 
about our sesquicentennial celebration, which 
serves as an opportunity to reveal the unique 
journey our church of humble beginnings has traveled. 
The goals are to gather history and data and record the 
past, reflect on the present, and look toward the future.

The heart of the effort—and the emblem of our 
commitment to the community—is our newly created 
Youth Community Apprenticeship Program, which will 
train and give hands-on experience to young people and 
families through diverse community projects. YCAP 
recently received a $1,000 startup minigrant from 
Families Leading Change, a Charleston, West Virginia, 
organization that provides grant funding for projects led 
by schools, students, families, and community-based 
organizations in the state.

The 150th Anniversary Celebration of Asbury 
UMC will be YCAP’s first endeavor. We call it The 
Sankofa Project, from the African word meaning 
“looking back to move forward.” The Sankofa Project 
will have two phases. First, a YCAP team of young 
people, adults, mentors, and team leaders will publish a 
milestone Asbury history book. Then, they will create a 
commemorative engraved brick display in front of the 
church, right below the UMC flame. Both phases will 
be completed by the end of August 2018. The team will 
attend a variety of workshops to learn different ways 
and sources for conducting historical and genealogical 
research; taping, photographing, and interviewing tech-
niques; organizing materials for the history book; and 
creating the engraved brick display. In addition, team 
members will attend other workshops to focus on team 

building, financial literacy, information technology, and 
entrepreneurship.

We hope the Asbury history book—phase 1 of the 
Sankofa Project—will be a wonderful keepsake and 
collector’s item for former and current congregants, 
friends, historians, and generations of Asbury families 
to come, with a plethora of pictures, some contemporary 
and some from the distant past, and excerpts of inter-
views with members and pastors, past and present. To 
ensure that the book contains as many relevant facts as 
possible, the team is asking members of the community 
who may remember or know some Asbury history to 
contact the church at (304) 876-3112 or a team member 
at (304) 283-2124. Team members would love to speak 
to you directly. In addition, pictures of Asbury’s former 
pastors are needed for a collage. We ask anyone with 
pictures to contact the church.

The commemorative engraved brick display—phase 
2 of the Sankofa Project—will serve as a permanent 
remembrance of veterans and deceased family members 
and friends and will celebrate births, anniversaries, wed-
ding dates, friendships, and other special dates. Current 
and former Asbury members, friends, family members, 
neighbors, employers, banks, schools, veterans’ associa-
tions, local businesses, doctors, and other support groups 
will be celebrated and remembered. The initial goal is to 
start with 500 engraved bricks.

The brick display has yet to be named, but the per-
son who suggests the winning name will receive a $100 

gift card. We hope that members of the church 
family and the community will participate in 
our Name that Brick Display contest. You may 
enter as many names as you like. Please place 
your entries in the box in the Asbury UMC 
lobby, drop them off at the church office, submit 
them to Asbury’s 4pillarchurch.org website, or 
mail them to Asbury UMC, 4257 Kearneysville 
Pike, Shepherdstown, WV, 25443.

Asbury could use plenty of help with this year’s 
celebration. Other events, opportunities, and programs 
will be planned between now and the actual ceremony to 
mark the sesquicentennial. If you are interested in joining 
the YCAP as a youth, mentor, or advisor, please contact 
Mrs. Barbara Burger at (304) 283-2124. Other team  
leaders are Ms. Linda Beach, Mrs. Charlotte Frasch, 
Mrs. Peggy Grantham, and Mr. Charles Cranford.

The Sankofa Project was officially launched on 
November 19, 2017, in a huge celebration after the 
8 a.m. and 11 a.m. services at Asbury. The Sankofa 
Project will culminate in a dedication ceremony 
projected for September 2018 (day TBA) of the com-
memorative Asbury history book and the engraved 
brick display. YCAP will announce its next community 
project in fall 2018. Stay tuned!

Finally, if you would like to make a donation to 
the anniversary program, please call (304) 283-2124. 
What’s needed, among other things, are cameras, tape 
recorders, laptops, office supplies, and especially, 
talented and diverse volunteers, including trainers and 
mentors. Thanks in advance for your participation and 
generosity. Blessings to ALL!

Barbara Burger, an organizer of the church’s sesqui-
centennial celebration, joined Asbury UMC in 2002. She 
considers it an honor and a privilege to be part of such 
a historic event.

Former Asbury United Methodist Church on the 
corner of Church and High Streets
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Asbury UMC’s 150th anniversary Sankofa team. Seated, left to right:  
Charlotte Frasch and Peggy Grantham. Standing, left to right: Linda Beach, 
Charles Cranford, and the author.
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Shepherdstown  
Abstract Painters Society

“Ah, what joy! Ah, what terror!”
Ann Sharp

A little over three years ago, five 
friends, all abstract artists, formed 
the Shepherdstown Abstract 

Painters Society to challenge one another to 
be better abstract artists. Every few weeks, 
they meet and offer ideas for various indi-
vidual paintings. Suggestions might include 
anything from establishing focal points to 
juxtaposing opaque areas against translucent 
areas. Then at the next meeting, each artist’s 
work is critiqued by the group. Critiques 
last about 20 minutes for each artist. The 
artists may not agree with the feedback, 
but often they do because the critique helps 
them improve their paintings.

The founding members of SAPS are 
Don Black of Winchester, Virginia; Sue 
Hamilton of Reston, Virginia; and Pat 
Donohoe, Joan Keith, and Joe Mayer, all of 
Shepherdstown. Since the group’s forma-
tion, two more artists have joined: Ellen 
Burgoyne of Leesburg, Virginia, and Jeanne Burton 
Fryer of Pasadena, Maryland.

Fryer explains how the sessions are conducted: 
“Each meeting starts with the group sharing coffee and 
catching up. During the critique, the artists present the 
paintings they have worked on since the last meeting. 
Critiques are a valuable learning experience where 
everyone takes part in the discussion about the paint-
ings. It is meant to encourage, teach, and inspire.”

Most of the group’s members were, at one time, 
primarily landscape painters. They decided to move 
toward abstract painting where they felt they could be 
more creative and expressive. Most find abstract paint-
ing more difficult than representational painting.

“Abstract painting is like music without words 
and, like the classical music of the past, abstract paint-
ings are all about the music without the support of a 
story,” says Mayer.

“I find abstract painting to be scary as hell—like a 
free fall without a parachute or net,” Donohoe says. “It 
definitely gets my adrenalin going when I’m standing 
there with paint dripping down both the canvas and my 
hands and wondering, ‘Oh, hell, what do I do now?’”

Keith says, “I find abstract painting more difficult 
because one has to come up with an idea and think it 
through to completion instead of being able to look at 
a subject.”

Black agrees. “Abstract paintings are much more 
difficult,” he says. “Unlike representational painting, 

where some ‘thing’ is the focus and the impetus for 
creation, with abstract art one is always creating a 
brand-new world. It will have its own new directions 
and embellishments. What are they? That is for the artist 
to discover as the process advances. Ah, what joy! Ah, 
what terror!”

Many of the artists feel that there are common 
elements in both abstract and representational paintings. 
For Hamilton, these common elements are the “prin-
ciples and elements of design.”

Donohoe finds that these elements are “all the 
basics that Joe Mayer, our chief art guru and accom-
plished expert, keeps reminding us of—dominance, hue, 
contrast, line, shape, size, texture, etc.”

“The common denominator is composition—the 
relationships of the elements,” says Mayer. “The goal is 
to avoid boring or confusing the viewer while you pres-
ent a very personal statement.”

Black, a longtime symphony conductor and some-
time composer-arranger, says, “My usual approach to 
a painting is like jazz improvisation. Instead of a riff 
motive or the blues chord progression to propel me into 
a jazz chorus, I will start painting with a shape, or color, 
or some random lines that intrigue me. Or maybe fill the 
canvas with a texture or some mingled colors that set 
a mood. Then some new marks will come to mind that 
will enhance those first steps. At some point those prin-
ciples in both abstract and representational paintings— 
dominance and contrast, control of edges, color 

relationships, design of shapes and moving the 
eye through the painting—are brought into play, 
either intuitively or consciously, to guide the 
progress or turn the direction around if things 
aren’t working very well.”

Most SAPS members say they don’t think 
the group will grow, nor do they believe it 
should. “One of the things I like best about the 
SAPS,” Fryer says, “is that it is a small group. 
As longtime friends, we enjoy the time to visit 
and catch up with each other. As artists, we 
benefit from the experience and knowledge of 
the other artists in a small group setting at one 
of our homes where we have plenty of time for 
critique and discussion.”

Donohoe agrees. “The problem with 
‘growing’ and inviting new members is one of 
time and venue,” she says. “We barely have 
enough time to give ample attention to two or 
three paintings by each of the seven members 
in one morning as it is. I would suggest, as 

other art critique groups have done, that we ‘shepherd’ 
or help other groups get started rather than expanding 
this group.”

Mayer recalls how he started a similar group in 
Easton, Maryland. “With ‘open enrollment,’ the Easton 
group grew from six members to over one hundred in a 
year. The SAPS group is a little different. All seven of 
us have critique sessions where we take a serious look 
at each of our most recent work. Agreement is seldom 
the result, which makes things interesting as well as 
informative.”

Local art enthusiasts have frequent opportunities 
to see works by SAPS members. SAPS had a group 
show last May in Winchester, and individual members 
often participate in other shows. Some even have one-
person shows. Keith exhibits occasionally at the Bridge 
Gallery here in Shepherdstown, as do Donohoe, Black, 
Hamilton, and Mayer. Mayer also participates in the 
Over the Mountain Studio Tour each November.

Ann Sharp is a portrait and still life painter and is 
married to Joe Mayer. They live in Shepherdstown and 
have a studio there.

ARTWORK

Enchanted Forest, by Pat Donohoe
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ABSTRACT PAINTERS 

Don Black, Untitled

Ellen Burgoyne, Untitled Abstract         

Jeanne Burton Fryer, SundanceSue Hamilton, Complexity
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See artworks in color at  
shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

PHOTOS BY ANN SHARP

Joe Mayer, Perfect

Joan Keith, Autumn 

Pat Donohoe, In the Prime
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R. L. Sibley
“Writing Cabin in Winter” and Other Poems

Winter
Winter in the South
arrives with its back turned;
a chill later in the morning,
with no wind.

Weeds bloom.
The grass slows down.
Bulbs finger the air.
Rose stems turn purple,
their eyes darken.
Nights stay longer and
let go slower.

Then the first frost crackles
a warning like a deer rifle
far away and faintly.
The cold settles
in a crystalline mist,
lays its white cape on the fields.

Leaves get tired
of hanging on; they give in,
ring the trunks of trees
and wait, for the rain.

It comes for days.
A colder, quieter rain
you don’t play in.

And then, the stoves burn.

We fold in, wait,
and listen then, only
for the distant notes of Spring.

The Prison of Poets
The derelict poet limps bootless
on his walk this morning.
He finds his clear-edged silhouette
rippling the grass in front of him.
Their joined toes shuffle and rake leaves.
The shadow follows, as he turns away.
Desperately chained to his feet,
it drags confident in the mindless ruin
of the old man’s hopeless escape.
The wind combs his thinning hair.
All around him yellow leaves, vein-cupped,
twist from branches and snowflake down.
Then hushed echoes on the stairs
remember his feet and the slow return
to his cell. In that familiar stillness
he follows the vacant air that leans
toward his one window. There, he sits
and tries again to render words that will
uncloset wardrobes of magical fish.

Writing Cabin in Winter
Someone else built it for 
who knows what.
But you belong to it
now, and you’ve rubbed it
alive again.
Everything there bodes Spring:
the couch by the window swells,
the kitchen table mothers its chairs,
the twin beds tirelessly match quilts,
while the ceiling fan sleeps outside
ignoring the water
that slips and falls in the creek.
In the woods an ancient cast metal gas heater,
half buried in leaf litter, sprouts
like a bear trap
and waits for someone 
to miss notice.
The bark still curls 
on a deer scraped sapling
under the wrinkled oaks,
armored pines, and
twisted sweet gums.
The ivy crawls and climbs
for the light that struggles
to the ground
of your pen.

Space
They say two galaxies
with a few billion stars in each
can collide head on in space
and no two stars will meet.
There is such distance between stars
the galaxies will pass
right through each other.
Both will be changed though,
by poor ripples of gravity
like outstretched arms
that always strain but will,
inevitably, let go their reach.

Imagine two children
playing on beaches
on different continents.
Each shoots a bucketful of sand
into the sky until they meet.
What are the odds
any two grains could
crash into each other?

It always begins simply:
black and white,
yes or no.
Then we notice
the space between us. 

The Dogs of St. Petersburg
One hundred years ago
last spring, the masses,
the working classes, the Bolsheviks,
arrived in St. Petersburg, 
hungry for change, the mob
hoisting their crude weapons.
They found the city empty;
the churches, the citadels, the castles,
the houses large and small,
all the doors shut, the windows
clean.               No people.

In the streets ran hungry covens
of lost and matted dogs:
hunting hounds, the finest breeds,
Borzoi, Wolfhounds, mixed in with
tabletop Terriers, little curly-hair
Bolankas. Hunters and house pets
all, following some lost instinct
to stay and move at once.
No buildings burned, no soldiers,
no police to help or hinder.
Just the dogs.

When our cities fall will it be the same?
What will the new barbarians
bring with them when they come
with their savage hunger and their rage?
What must we abandon? 
What ideals, what buildings,
what playthings? What memories
will scurry in and out of our alleys?
It happens overnight, this leaving:
no time, no place, no margin for pets.
Everyone knew the hordes were coming.

There were no bells
in those golden domes.

Ray Sibley is a teacher, farrier, and knapper of  
traditional stone arrowheads who also breaks 
and trains horses. He holds a doctorate in per-
formance studies from Louisiana State University. 
Originally from northeastern Louisiana, he 
moved to Shepherdstown earlier this year. 
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Community Combined Ministries
It’s Simple: Feed Children

Mary Bell

It started with one child. One Friday afternoon, over 
10 years ago, a teacher at an elementary school in 
Martinsburg, West Virginia, found rolls stuffed into 

the pockets of a child’s coat. The child was reluctant to 
say why, but with some gentle coaxing, the truth came 
out. This child, who ate breakfast and lunch at school, 
had little or no food over the weekend. The other chil-
dren in the class were saving their rolls from lunch and 
giving them to her. All the children involved in this 
conspiracy of kindness kept it a secret. They knew there 
was something wrong here, and they thought they might 
somehow get in trouble. The principal and staff at the 
school made some inquiries, and they discovered that 
many of the children in their school did not know if they 
would have meals over the weekend. The school, the 
community, and Diana Wall, along with her husband, 
Danny, saw this as a call to action—to do whatever they 
could to see that children have food, even on the week-
ends. They created Community Combined Ministries.

Community Combined Ministries, the Walls’ faith-
based charity, packs and distributes food packages, 
called Kidz Power Pacs, to food-insecure or food-
deprived children in Jefferson and Berkeley Counties. 
Diana Wall defines “food-insecure” as “being without 
reliable access to a sufficient quantity of affordable 
nutritious food.” “Food-deprived” means going hungry. 
According to the most recent data from Feeding 
America, 16.3 percent of children in Jefferson County 
and 18.3 percent of children in Berkeley County are 
food-insecure. That’s about 7,000 children.

Typically, Kidz Power Pacs contain seven meals, 
enough to feed a child for a weekend, and are composed 
of kid-friendly food: nonperishable items children can 
open and manipulate themselves and that they like. 
Single portion ravioli, canned soup, instant oatmeal, gra-
nola bars, fruit cups, squeeze apple sauce, gelatin cups, 
and pudding cups are among the favorites. For longer 
school breaks, such as Thanksgiving and Christmas, the 
KPPs include enough meals to last the whole recess.

The CCM volunteers, coordinated by Diana Wall, 
the organization’s president, gather food and unload 
it, set up packing, pack the KPPs, and distribute 
them. They meet at Eagle Intermediate School in 
Martinsburg once a month on a scheduled Friday eve-
ning and Saturday morning for packing. Individuals, 
community groups, churches, and families that receive 
KPPs also help with packing. (Participating families 
self-identify. CCM does not know the names of any 
recipients.)

The 36 area schools that participate in CCM’s 
programs distribute KPPs to students. Each school has 
a point of contact, who calls CCM with the number of 
KPPs that school needs each week. CCM volunteers 
deliver the KPPs, and the school is in charge of 

distribution. Distribution is done with discretion and 
sensitivity so that the identity of the recipients is not 
generally known. At one school, a counselor puts the 
KPPs in each child’s locker when class is in session.

Another part of CCM’s ministry is making frozen 
food boxes with multiple complete meals available 
through King Foods, a national faith-based nonprofit 
that partners with churches, companies, and other 
organizations to provide families and individuals with 
affordable food. CCM lists the King Foods box menus 
on its website and Facebook page monthly, and anyone 
can order these boxes, which are offered at a signifi-
cantly reduced price from what one would typically pay 
for the same items in the supermarket. CCM notifies 
people when and where they can pick up their orders. 
King pays CCM $1 for every box ordered.

For the summer months, families have an oppor-
tunity to receive King Foods boxes through CCM free 
of charge. Hundreds of children are served each week. 
Summer is the only time CCM knows the names of 
recipients, and that is only for the purpose of distribut-
ing their boxes. Even then, only Wall knows the names, 
and she keeps them confidential.

Wall, a native of Berkeley County, considers her 
work in creating and operating CCM a true calling. She 
also attributes her dedication to this cause to her mother, 
Ginny Jones, and her aunt, Geneva Gaines. “My mother 
was a nurse,” said Wall, “and whenever she went to 
someone’s home to nurse them, she took food. My aunt 
did the same thing.”

The Walls first worked to alleviate childhood 
hunger in El Salvador, where they helped friends who 

ran a mission. This mission included a feeding program 
for children. “On feeding days, children would walk 
for miles through the jungle to get to the mission,” said 
Wall. “Usually, an older sibling came with a younger 
sibling. The older children stood behind the younger 
children while they ate, and if there was anything left 
on the plate, the older children would eat it. Often, there 
was nothing. On feeding days, the mission staff fasted. 
There was not enough for everyone to eat.” The Walls 
were very moved by this experience, and they seriously 
considered going to El Salvador full time to help. But 
when they returned home, they both realized that they 
did not have to look as far away as El Salvador to find 
childhood hunger.

Wall says, “People often ask me why we aren’t 
involved in finding the underlying causes of childhood 
hunger. Well, we’re a small nonprofit, and that’s not 
our mission. We just want to feed children.” She also 
firmly believes that hunger will always be a part of our 
world, yet she feels that’s no reason to give up the fight. 
She, her husband Danny, and CCM’s cadre of dedicated 
volunteers will continue to provide food for children.

Combined Community Ministries 
PO Box 2805 

Martinsburg, WV 25402
communitycombined.org 

communitycombinedwv@gmail.com
or follow CCM on Facebook

Mary Bell is a retired attorney who lives in 
Shepherdstown.

Small hands help unload supplies.
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Diana Wall (left) and volunteer Sally Clark 
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Two Decades of Conservation 
Through Education

The National Conservation Training Center Turns 20
Mark Madison

On October 18, 2017, one of 
Shepherdstown’s better hid-
den institutions turned 20—the 

National Conservation Training Center. 
NCTC was not supposed to be in 
Shepherdstown, nor was it supposed to be 
a training center. The original plan was 
for the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service 
to create a wildlife park (complete with 
many of the biomes of the United States 
and an aquarium) in the Harpers Ferry 
region. Over time, this Disneyesque 
vision morphed into a more pragmatic and 
critical training center for professional 
conservationists. A contaminated Harpers 
Ferry site was rejected in favor of the 
more pristine Hendrix farm off Shepherd 
Grade. Originally named the redun-
dant and opaque “National Education 
Training Center,” its name became more 
explanatory and clear when “conserva-
tion” replaced “education.” NCTC was 
dedicated October 18, 1997, and the rest 
is history. Since 1997 more than 250,000 
students have come to 10,000 events at 
NCTC and been introduced to the “oldest 
town in West Virginia.”

NCTC has been variously described 
by students and employees as the home 
of the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service, 
the environmental version of the U.S. 
Army War College, a watering hole for 
conservationists, and the Hogwarts of 
Conservation. All of these are true in 
some sense.

First and foremost, NCTC is the 
home of the U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service and as such, contains many 
elements you might find in a personal 
homestead. Just as older farms might have 
a family cemetery, NCTC has the Fallen 
Comrades Memorial honoring the more 
than 75 people who died in service to 
wildlife conservation. These fallen heroes 
range from early wildlife wardens killed 
by poachers at the turn of the century to 
Rich Guadagno, who died on 9/11, trying 
to overpower the hijackers of United 
Flight 93. Finally, just like a family attic, 
NCTC holds the history of the agency, 
with more than 500,000 historic items 

preserved on site at the NCTC Museum 
and Archives.

The NCTC also bears more than 
a passing resemblance to our sister 
educational institution 75 miles north, 
the U.S. Army War College in Carlisle, 
Pennsylvania. Just as the War College 
trains its best and brightest to meet the 
challenges of leadership and mission, so 
too NCTC trains those already working 
in the conservation field to be better con-
servationists. The sessions at NCTC may 
last from a week to a couple of months 
and range from bird identification courses 
and wildlife law enforcement training to 
specialized academies for the national 
wildlife refuge system or the national fish 
hatchery system.

A watering hole in ecology is a gath-
ering place for a wide variety of wildlife. 
NCTC has grown into a watering hole for 
a wide array of conservationists. NCTC 
was designed around common eating, 
drinking, and socializing areas with the 
hope that diverse groups would interact 

and find shared ground on environmental 
issues. To this end, the NCTC has hosted 
two presidents (Clinton and Carter), many 
senators, an international conference on 
polar bears, and law enforcement leaders 
from many African nations—all in a 
friendly habitat to find common ground.

My favorite description of NCTC 
by a student was the “Hogwarts of 
Conservation,” a magical place where 
students upon arrival are divided into four 
dorm-like houses. NCTC does have four 
lodges with a shared common area (for 
practicing spells and such) named after our 
intellectual founders: Rachel Carson, Aldo 
Leopold, J.N. “Ding” Darling, and Olaus 
and Mardy Murie. And NCTC can be a 
magical place where, between classes, one 
can view the eagle’s nest, catch a bass, go 
birding on the five miles of hiking trails, or 
meet someone from another field, agency, 
or country to find common ground. 
Friendly volleyball games between classes 
or lodges often take the place of more 
dangerous quidditch.

In 1999 NCTC decided to hire the 
USFWS’s first historian and took a chance 
on a relatively young historian of science 
working 10,174 miles away in Melbourne, 
Australia. I flew across the globe with my 
family, expecting to work at NCTC for 
three to five years. Eighteen years later 
I am still here. In those two decades, I 
have witnessed myriad changes. When 
I started at NCTC, all the classrooms 
were equipped with the latest technology 
of slide projectors, overhead projectors, 
and VCRs. Since then many things have 
changed (including a new century), but 
what has remained consistent is NCTC’s 
dual mission.

First, NCTC remains committed to 
providing exemplary training and profes-
sional development to support USFWS 
employees and conservation partners 
in protecting and restoring our nation’s 
wildlife resources.

A secondary mission of NCTC is to 
serve as the physical and virtual home of 
the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service, where 
the history and heritage of the service are 
preserved and shared. The center of cam-
pus is the Conservation Museum, telling 
150 years of the American Conservation 
Movement. The hallways and classroom 
walls are covered with portraits and biog-
raphies of 100 conservation heroes from A 
to Z—writer Edward Abbey to Wilderness 
Act author Howard Zahniser. Only the 
bathrooms are free of history—and we 
are working on that. The idea is to instill 
an esprit de corps among those laboring 
in the conservation field. With forefathers 
and foremothers like Theodore Roosevelt, 
John Muir, and Rachel Carson, our 
students and 200 employees are reminded 
daily that we truly have a heritage worth 
preserving, sharing, and expanding.

Mark Madison is the historian for the 
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service, and he 
hopes to keep working at NCTC until at 
least its 30th anniversary. 
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Archiving the Good News Paper
Preserving Local History, One Byte at a Time

Wendy Sykes Mopsik

The Editorial Statement from 
Volume 1, Number 5, of the 1979 
issue of the Good News Paper 

cited the purpose of the paper by say-
ing, “It is not enough to boast of our 
quaint little town. It is not enough to be 
an example of historic preservation. We 
must be a living community…and keep 
our community vital.” The free but not 
cheap, now quarterly publication, has 
showcased the Shepherdstown commu-
nity for 38 years and consistently  
proven that it represents a very much 
alive community.

Recently, the notion of saving the 
stories of those who live, work, and 
play here has become an imperative. 
Newsprint yellows, fires and floods cause 
irreparable damage to paper, and historic 
collections can no longer be simply 
stored away for posterity. Fortunately,  
the age of electronic storage has come  
to town and the hero of the day is 
Stephen Baluch!

As an avid amateur genealogist, 
Baluch is keenly aware of the need to 
preserve local lore. “Reading a local 
newspaper is key to understanding the 
customs, traditions, and culture of a 
specific time and place,” he explained. 
“When a newspaper stops being printed, 
access to those stories is gone forever.” 
Baluch is particularly mindful of the 
importance of the small-town newspaper 
whose perspective is largely focused on 
individual lives. “A detailed obituary 
alone is golden to a genealogist. Where 
else can one learn so much about the 
life and times of a community and its 
residents?” Information gained from 
small towns across the country provide 
invaluable data to genealogy researchers.

Since Steve Baluch considers los-
ing local papers as calamitous, he felt 
obligated to take action. Before this 
summer’s visit to the Washington, D.C., 
area, Baluch made an offer to Randy 
Tremba, the recently retired editor of the 
Good News Paper. Baluch generously 
proposed volunteering his time and 
expertise to scan all previous issues of 
the paper, preserving them for future 
reference. Although issues dating back 
to January 2005, when new technology 

became available, had been scanned 
and uploaded to the Archives section 
of the Good News Paper website, 
most of the paper’s back issues could 
only be found in the Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church office, in files at the 
Historic Shepherdstown Museum, and 
at the Scarborough Library at Shepherd 
University. Baluch shared, “The older 
issues of the Good News Paper were 
ready to disintegrate and very fragile, so 
my scanning was particularly timely.”

Stephen and his wife Michelle, had 
a longtime relationship with the town 
beginning with his 1998 retirement. She 
was the Shepherdstown Public Library’s 
children’s librarian, and he worked part 
time as a highway engineer in Virginia. 
After Michelle died in February 2010, 
Baluch slowly began to realize that a 
longstanding dream of living in Florida 
needed to become a reality. In 2013, after 
years of biking Jefferson County roads, 
walking the C&O canal, teaching and 
conversing in one of the five languages 
he had studied, and volunteering with 
the genealogy searches of others, Baluch 
packed up and moved. He and Michelle 
had scouted out a place near Sanibel, 
Florida, where bicycling and kayaking 
were year-round pursuits.

Another activity that consumed his 
time after retirement was researching 
his family’s roots. He spent many hours 
scouring the free public Mormon Temple 
website, FamilySearch.org. Baluch 
located articles online and requested that 
microfilm copies of the material be sent to 

a local library or directly to the Mormon 
Temple Library in D.C. for his use. The 
Library of Congress’s Genealogy Room 
was another valuable resource, and the 
Genealogy Library in his West Coast 
Florida community offered a more conve-
nient place for research.

Baluch’s love of languages and 
foreign travel was an asset as he set off 
to see where his ancestors had originated. 
His personal genealogy work led him 
to Slovakia and the Czech Republic, 
where he was able to document in words 
and photos many of these villages and 
towns. This experience, captured for the 
Shepherdstown community in a 2013 
Good News Paper article, clearly played 
a part in Baluch’s commitment to preserv-
ing the publication’s collection. Gaining 
knowledge about his own background and 
sharing it in his small, local newspaper, 
reinforced the importance he felt for sav-
ing these historical details for the future.

For readers of the Good News Paper, 
Baluch has created PDF files that are 
text searchable. By scanning the table 
of contents from each issue into a single 
file, he has made it possible to find any 
article, feature, or photograph. Baluch 
apologized that he may have missed an 
issue or two while tracking down and 
scanning the 38 years of writing.

You will be able to access Jim 
Surkamp’s story in the Summer 1983 
issue about taking 18-month-old Justin 
(son of Ed Zahniser and Chris Duewel) 
on a walk around town, or find the 
meaning behind Dorothy McGhee’s story 

titled “Teddy’s in the Toilet.” An article 
from the Summer 1985 edition reports on 
the U.S. Senate Democratic Conference 
held here; although the Good News 
Paper is dedicated to local news, writer 
Quinith Jansen explains, “I couldn’t 
resist when a national story appeared on 
Shepherdstown’s doorstep.” A department 
called The Bulletin Board highlighted a 
hayride in Kearneysville, answered ques-
tions about home canning, and featured 
a notice about organic gardening classes. 
An essay by local clergyman Reverend 
Charles Cathcart titled “Some Things 
Never Change” rounded out the Fall 
1987 paper.

These treasures are part of the town’s 
history and, thanks to Baluch, will be 
available in 2018 through the Good News 
Paper website: shepherdstowngoodnews-
paper.org. A future issue will announce 
when the scanned archives have been 
uploaded. Baluch’s next project is to 
travel across the country visiting towns 
where immigrant populations have settled 
and established local newspapers. He 
plans to scan articles and obituaries, pre-
serving them for future generations who 
seek links to the past, as he did.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik currently resides 
in Frederick, Maryland, where she is 
GNP Senior Correspondent for Places 
Not That Far Away. She thanks Callie 
Long, Americorps volunteer at Historic 
Shepherdstown, for providing archival 
assistance.

Steve Baluch, former resident of 
Shepherdstown, generously donated his time 
to scan back issues of the paper.
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Scanning is tedious work, but Baluch has appreciated having access to scanned archives for his 
own genealogical research and was happy for an opportunity to “pay it forward.”
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Barbara Stenger and Her 
Splendiferous Christmas Tree

Eleanor Johnson Hanold

The Christmas tree is emblematic of the holiday 
and the most endearing of Christian traditions. 
The tree is said to represent the promise of eter-

nal life; the lights placed on the tree to represent the 
light the birth of Christ brought to a world fraught with 
darkness and hopelessness; and the evergreen—strong 
and resilient—to represent peace and hope. Every year 
from childhood on, people gather around their Christmas 
trees and sing carols, providing a kind of family album, 
complete with soundtrack.

The splendor of the Christmas tree and the joy of 
music are significant threads running through Barbara 
Stenger’s life. Music came first. With a sunny disposi-
tion and sweet voice, she sang scales with her mother 
from the time she was a toddler. What an impression 
she made on Jay Stenger when he first saw her as she 
arrived late for the first rehearsal of a local choir in 
Cleveland, Ohio! He knew then, he told his beloved, 
that he wanted to marry her. Six months later he did. 
But four weeks after the wedding, Jay suffered a brain 
hemorrhage and was “at death’s door.” He credited his 
recovery to his wife’s bringing music to him while he 
lay in the hospital.

In their early years together, both Stengers sang 
with the renowned Robert Shaw Chorale. Stenger recalls 
her husband accompanying the group on the piano for 
rehearsals and recording sessions during his graduate 
school days at the State University of New York at 
Fredonia. Upon Jay’s graduation, the Stengers moved 
to Shepherdstown with their five-week-old son. Soon, 
another son was born. Jay Stenger was busy with choral 
leadership at Shepherd, and Barbara stayed home with 
the boys.

The inspiration for her extraordinary tree occurred 
during those years when her sons were young. When the 
family attended a Christmas festival, Stenger saw for the 
first time ornaments being hand blown, and she loved 
their delicate, exquisite beauty. She bought two on the 
spot—all she could afford. Her ordinary Christmas tree 
no longer satisfied her. Now she wanted a tree befitting 
her new hand-blown glass ornaments.

Her ever-evolving tree became a constant in her 
life and remains, even after many years, a work in 
progress. An early inspiration occurred while filling 
cracks in the walls of her charming old farmhouse. 
Contemplating how best to use her leftover spackle, 
she recalls thinking: “I love birds. Swans are so beauti-
ful; they take my breath away! I think I’ll try making 
swans for the Christmas tree!” Along with other 
materials she already had in the house—paper towels, 
aluminum foil for the base, and paint—she succeeded 
in crafting several small swan ornaments. They 
turned out so well that she crafted a large majestic 

swan that, to this day, sits on the sideboard in her liv-
ing room. It reminds her of the ballerina who dies in 
Swan Lake.

An artificial tree bought at Goodwill was used 
solely for its garland, which served as an added 
source of reflection for her glass ornaments. The skirt, 
complementing the base of the tree, required a long 
search for an affordable antique wedding dress. “After 
many years,” she says, “I spotted a yard sale that looked 
promising and, lo and behold, there sat a spectacular 
$10 wedding gown!” Once she got it home though, she 
discovered the dress reeked of cigarette smoke. She 
feared washing it but knew she had to risk it. The gown 
laundered beautifully! Combining the bottom of the 
dress with the long train, Stenger fashioned a stunning 
tree skirt.

Electric candles might be a nice addition to the 
tree, she thought, and as if by magic, she found seven 

boxes at another yard sale. Her original angel treetop 
never seemed quite right to her, so she was gratified 
recently to find an authentic star in a Martinsburg 
store. Not one to waste, Stenger now places the former 
treetop angel on the windowsill in front of the tree “to 
greet passersby.”

Stenger says she can’t take all of the credit for her 
finds. With a heavy schedule that kept him extremely 
busy at the university, Jay over the years asked his wife 
to teach some of his vocal students. When one of them, 
now dear friend Judy Pharr, learned of Stenger’s evolv-
ing Christmas tree, she invited Stenger to the family’s 
beach-home community, suggesting some inexpensive 
ornaments might be found in the shops there. Since 
then, Pharr often accompanies Stenger on “Christmas 
decoration hunts.”

Every year on the day before Thanksgiving, 
Stenger begins work on the tree assembly. Using 40 

Barbara Stenger’s inspirational swan
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strings of white and blue lights, each with 50 lights 
per string, she places the blue lights on the inside, 
the white on the outside and works from the bottom 
up, section by section. Mirrored ornaments are hung 
throughout the inside of the tree to give a sense of 
dimension and to reflect light on particularly pretty 
pieces, with ornaments placed all the way into the 
trunk. The result is spectacular—a thick-branched tree 
highlighting hand-blown ornaments, garland, swans 
and other birds, and amazing lighting. Stenger has 
created a visual masterpiece to showcase the sounds of 
music that emanate from her cozy farmhouse.

Usually the tree stays up until late February. This 
past holiday season it remained until April so that a 
friend who was ill might see it. When asked why she 
doesn’t just leave the tree up year round, she instantly 
responds, “The cats need a break,” and then flashes her 
radiant smile. Where does she store all her Christmas 
treasures when it’s time for her to take down the tree? 
“In closets, under beds, in the basement, in every pos-
sible nook and cranny,” she says and then shows me. It’s 
true. Christmas is everywhere.

On a sad note, Stenger’s beloved husband Jay 
died two years ago. She was with him when he died 

and says she finds comfort in knowing he no longer 
suffers. Along with the satisfaction derived from her 
love of music and teaching voice lessons, Stenger’s 
splendiferous Christmas tree remains a source of joy, 
peace, and hope.

Eleanor Johnson Hanold, when viewing Barbara 
Stenger’s lovely Christmas tree, is reminded of a line 
from the poem “Endymion” by John Keats: “A thing of 
beauty is a joy forever.”

A spectacular tree
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Barbara Stenger with her cat
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FROM THE ARCHIVES

Clifford Branson, 
1933–2017,  

passed away on 
November 7th  

of this year.
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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

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

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
Hardy Mason
George & Patricia McKee
Jean Neely
Brian Palank DDS
Mary Ann Rogers
Lisa & Paul Welch
Mark & Kimberly Wilson
Roy Winkel

Patrons
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Frances Brolle
Nancy Hoofe & James Campbell
Bonnie Casely
Pat Hamilton & Lynn Coddington
Sandra D’Onofrio
William & Sarah Drennen
Carlos Mejia & Steven Engert
James & Mary Holland
Stanley & Judith Jones
Judith Miller Jones
Brian King
Bob McMillan
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

Katie Begole
Mary Bell
Linda & Dow 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
Eleanor & George Hanold
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Barbara Heinz
Sharon Henderson
Lily Hill
Catherine Irwin
Virginia Janes
Laura & Roland Johnson
Sandra & Clifford Kaiser
James Keel DMV
Joan Keith
Susan Kennedy
Ronald Kepple
Lillian Kinser
Kathy & Richard Klein
John & Melinda Landolt
Beth Leasure-Hudson
James Leathers
James & Lanette Lynes
Rev. James & Nancy Macdonell

Chris Mark
Daniel Mason
George Mason
Sandra & James Mauck Jr.
Althea Miller
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Helen Moore
Carl & Judy Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Sandra Moreland
Ella Mose
Rhea & Russell Moyer Jr.
Timothy & Esther Murphy
Suellen Myers
Betty Myers
Barbara & Richard Nickell
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
Thomas White

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
John & Susana Garten
Amanda & Jeffrey Groff
H. Anne Harris
David Klinger
Phyllis & Laurin Letart
Frances Lynch
Barbara Madigan
Rebecca Murphy
Shirley Lahman Myers
William & Linda O’Brien
Pearl Corless & Matthew Perkins
Burt & Cari Simon
Lynn Truslow
Emily Vaughn
Stephen Williams
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 
printed on checks.
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BLUE MOON CAFE

Once In a Blue Moon Isn’t Enough

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

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors

129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

101

TREE QUESTIONS?
Contact a certi  ed arborist.

304-876-3104
www.trees101.net

Educati on | Consulti ng | Tree Care

107 South Princess Street • Shepherdstown • 25443

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

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

Join Us for a
Taste of Britain

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Proprietor
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