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Guitarist, singer, and songwriter Don Oehser provides music at the February 8, 2019, reception for the Society for Creative Writing.

PH
OT

O
 B

Y 
K

AH
LI

L 
CO

VI
N

GT
O

N



Contents
Spring 2019

On the Web!
www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

SEE ARTWORKS IN COLOR!

Would you like to receive the Good News Paper free of charge directly to your mailbox?

Go to our website, www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org and select Contact. 
Give us your mailing information in the Your Message area, and click Send Message, or 
call us at 304-876-6466 and leave a message.

We’d love to send you good news!

Subscription Info

Essays, Art & Poetry

 3 Will. Stephen Altman

 6 Remembering Bob Proudman. Joe Baker

 11 ARTWORKS Recipe for a Low-Gallery Diet. Tom Conant

 14 POETRY Peggy Gordon

 18 EARTHBEAT The Original Green New Deal. Mark Madison

People, Places & Things 

 4 Shepherdstown Blacksmith Charles Glenn. Carol Marujo

 5 Lynne Lashley, Recycling Champ. Claire Stuart

 8 Introducing the Society for Creative Writing. Ed Zahniser

 10 Rehabilitation Services for West Virginians With Disabilities. NB Cupp

 15 One Heart One Mind Interpretive Center. Mike Austin 

 16 Team River Runner–Shepherd. Hannah Cohen

 19 Professor Broomall and the Civil War. Lee W. Doty

 20 Doing the Most Good: Our Local Salvation Army. Barbara Cupp

Faith, Hope & Charity 

 21 Religious Communities 

 22 Donors / Portrait of George Michael Bedinger

 23 Business and Services Directory

On the Web!
www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org

SEE ARTWORKS IN COLOR!

2

Issue 155
Vol. XXXVI, No. 1
Established May 1979

PUBLISHER
Shepherdstown Ministerial Association

EDITOR
Stephen Altman

EDITOR EMERITUS
Randall W. Tremba

CONTRIBUTORS
Mike Austin
Hannah Cohen
Barbara Cupp
Lee W. Doty
Agnes Freund
Pat Hamilton
Eleanor Johnson Hanold
Sharon Henderson
Mark Madison
Carol Marujo
Wendy Sykes Mopsik
Claire Stuart
Ed Zahniser

PRE-PRODUCTION EDITOR
Libby Howard

SENIOR DESIGNER
Melinda Schmitt

DIGITAL IMAGE EDITOR
Ellen Smith

PHOTOGRAPHERS
Kahlil Covington
Alvin Freund
Jessica Schmitt

ADMINISTRATIVE COORDINATOR
Kathy Reid

COPY EDITORS
Eleanor Johnson Hanold
Sharon Henderson
Claire Stuart
Rie Wilson

TREASURER
Alex Shaw

DESIGN & LAYOUT
HBP, Inc.  

Circulation: 13,000 copies printed
Bulk mail 11,200
Shepherdstown all patrons (3,450)
Kearneysville PO, RR 1–4 (3,000)
Shenandoah Jct (800)
Harpers Ferry PO, RR 1,3 (2,250)
Bakerton (80)
Martinsburg RR 3 (620)
Sharpsburg PO, RR 2 (1,060)
Direct mail by request (1,000)
Stacks: area restaurants, shops, and visitor centers
(1,000)

Address
GOOD NEWS PAPER
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Telephone (304) 876-6466

Copyright 2019
Shepherdstown Ministerial Association, Inc. 
All rights revert to the author on publication.  
The opinions expressed do not necessarily reflect 
the views of the publishers. 

LIKE US ON  
FACEBOOK!

Covers

Don Oehser helps introduce the Society for Creative Writing (story, pp. 8–9), while Jared Sheerer, co-founder of 
Gallery at 105, maps Shepherdstown’s places for the visual arts (story, pp. 11–13).



G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S P R I N G  2 0 1 9

3

Will
Stephen Altman

There’s the story of the cat who got hit 
by a car and went to heaven. At the 
pearly gates, St. Peter informed him that 

cats didn’t go to heaven. No cat had ever been 
allowed into heaven. But this little cat, holding 
his tail straight in the air, brushed up against 
St. Peter’s legs, meowed and whined and stared 
expectantly for so long that finally, worn out by 
the cat’s persistence, St. Peter opened the gates. 
The cat walked in.

Thirty seconds later, the cat wanted out.
If that made you laugh, then you’ve owned 

a cat.
Until this past December, I had two cats—

Will and Marguerite. They were 10 weeks old 
when I got them a few years ago. I’d intended 
to keep them indoors, where they would live the 
pampered life their ancestors could only dream 
about, dining on Fancy Feast, watching movies 
on cable.

But the blood of the ancient felines still 
runs in the veins of every housecat, and before 
they were a year old, Will and Marguerite 
decided their destiny lay in the tangled wilds of 
my backyard. They tried every means of escap-
ing the house short of tunneling, and eventually 
simply gnawed their way through the kitchen 
screen door. I sealed it up and they did it again. 
I had the choice of letting them out or spending 
my remaining years replacing screens. The cats 
got their way.

Marguerite came inside every night, but not old 
Will. After breakfast every morning, I’d let Marguerite 
out and she’d wait near the door for a minute or two 
until Will, as dashing as the Dread Pirate Roberts, 
would emerge from his hiding place somewhere in 
the shrubbery, rub noses with her, then whisk her off 
to a day of adventures. When she’d come inside for 
the evening, Will would wait outside the open kitchen 
door, warily trying to spot me, then make a run for her 
dinner bowl. Marguerite would let him scarf up some 
of her kibbles and then he’d hotfoot it out of there. 
Gone for the night, but he’d be back in the morning.

They were running mates, these two. If you 
caught sight of one of them outdoors—Will a 
tawny orange, narrow through the face and lanky; 
Marguerite, gray and white, round and fluffy—you 
knew the other was nearby. When I’d work in the 
garden, Will liked to show off for her, tipping over the 
delicate new plant I’d just bought, pawing through the 
mulch I’d just spread, that sort of thing. Then off he’d 
run, Marguerite on his tail.

It turned out that he had a secret life! A month 
or two after Will became an outdoor kind of feline, I 

stopped by to see my back neighbor, Joe, whose garage 
faces the alley behind my yard. Joe likes to raise the 
garage door so he can sit just inside on a lawn chair, 
feed peanuts to the squirrels and look out like a squire 
on all the back alley doings. We were chatting there 
when an orange cat strolled over.

“Look who’s here,” I said.
“Yep,” Joe said, “this fellow is quite a character. 

Gus, meet Steve.”
I looked down at Will. I said, “Gus, eh?”
“We named him,” Joe said. “He showed up here a 

month or two ago and adopted Cheryl and me, so we 
started putting out cans of food for him. He’s made 
himself at home. He even comes inside to watch TV. 
Has his own chair.”

Will looked up. Mr. Innocent. I felt a twinge of 
betrayal. From then on, when I happened to be around, 
Joe called him Will. But I had the feeling that when I 
wasn’t there to watch him, that cat was all Gus. He was 
really more Joe’s cat than mine.

The alley runs from Church Street down to King 
Street. There must be half a dozen cats who live along 
that alley or else stage the occasional raid on the locals’ 
turf. None has a collar. But clearly there’s some form 

of feline governance in place—territorial arrange-
ments, tacit understandings, secret alliances. Mere 
observation tells you so. For example, whenever 
I’d take a stroll down the alley, Will liked me to 
pick him up and take him along. As we walked, 
he’d look around, serene and lordly—like a rich 
old guy at the wheel of a Buick. But the moment 
we’d reach the far edge of Wayne and Brenda’s 
backyard, he’d explode from my arms and run 
the other way. Never a moment’s warning, but the 
same spot every time.

There are two worlds coexisting, of course— 
ours and that of our cats. We are clueless regard-
ing the latter.

I had qualms about owning outdoor cats, 
as I also like birds and small critters. But I’ll 
hand it to Will. If he was clearing the yard of 
wildlife, I got no indication. Birds still sang in 
my sugar maple. And Will never brought me any 
of those recently deceased “presents” some cats 
will proudly bring their owners. (Whether “Gus” 
brought any to Joe, I can’t say.)

Will was a cat, nothing more or less. The 
most ordinary housecat is a beautiful creature. 
Also graceful, mysterious, and fun to know. He 
was all that.

One Friday morning this past December, Will 
failed to appear at the kitchen door. It wasn’t till 
the following Wednesday, by which time maybe 
half the good folks in Shepherdstown were keep-

ing an eye out for him, that we learned he’d been hit by 
a car on Washington Street.

He never had any sense. He’d come home some-
times covered in road tar or stickers. It would likely 
have been useless to ask him to look both ways before 
crossing the street.

So many friends in Shepherdstown were full of 
sympathy at the loss of Will. The hardest part for me 
was that Wednesday night, telling Joe.

Nearly three months later, each morning when 
I come downstairs, Marguerite nags me to let her go 
outside. She ventures just beyond the kitchen door, sits 
on the brick stairs and looks out on the garden. She 
sits, motionless, for perhaps 10 minutes. Then I let her 
back in.

She spends most of her time indoors these days 
and she’s taken to cuddling more. But I’m no Will.

As for all that St. Peter and the pearly gates  
stuff, I’m dubious. But Will got to roam free and  
have fun, so—as we say in West Virginia—that was 
almost heaven.

Stephen Altman can be reached at shepherdstown.
gnp@gmail.com.
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“Made by a Person, Not a Machine”
Shepherdstown Blacksmith Charles Glenn

Carol Marujo

Charles Glenn’s passion is blacksmithing. 
His interest in the trade began when he 
was 13 years old, and he started his own 

business a little over a year ago.
He explains how he became involved in 

blacksmithing. “I met Dan Tokar when I wan-
dered past his shop. When I asked him what he 
was doing, he said, ‘Blacksmithing.’ I brought 
him a picture of a weapon from a video game, 
a ‘keyblade’ from Kingdom Hearts. He forged 
a keyblade and handle for me out of aluminum, 
a piece of plastic pipe, and steel. After that, I 
began to hang around his shop.”

In the time he spent at the shop, Glenn 
learned what he could and helped by sweeping 
floors and cleaning up. For safety reasons, 
however, he could not work in the forge until 
he was 18. That is when he began to seriously 
work with Dan. After years of training, he 
recently became a journeyman blacksmith and 
received keys to Dan’s shop.

Glenn also completed a course in welding at 
the James Rumsey Technical institute. He says 
that welding is like blacksmithing in some ways. 
When he uses the forge to make a large project, 
he may use welding to attach smaller parts.

Glenn smiles broadly as he says, “One of 
the first things I made in the shop was a gift 
for my parents, a floor decoration. It was very 
satisfying to create something on my own and to 
have it so appreciated.”

He explains that the forge is roughly 4 feet 
by 4 feet in area with a flat steel bed about 2 
feet off the floor that holds burning charcoal. 
At the back, a small opening in the chimney, 
also known as the stack, carries the smoke and 
heat out through a ventilation system. A hand-
operated crank brings in air from below. When 
the fire is going and heated with the airflow, it is 
time to put in the steel. It gets orange or red hot. 
When the metal is heated, special hammers and 
other tools are used to pound it and to form it 
into shapes. Glenn says, “You have to watch to 
be sure it does not get melted. You have to be very 
careful and wear gloves.”

Through the years, Glenn has worked at other 
jobs: one at a food store and one at Beyond Comics in 
Shepherdstown (now closed). He currently works at 
a large warehouse to support himself and save money 
for his business. About two years ago, when he began 
to think about creating his own business, he visited 
blacksmiths in Harper’s Ferry and Berkeley County 
and sought their advice. He did a lot of thinking and 
research. “You need to be flexible and know how to talk 

with people,” Glenn explains. “You can’t expect it all 
to come to you. You have to put in the time and effort 
and then commit to showing your work. My family and 
friends were very supportive. Dan was too; he is very 
patient and kind.”

By January 2018, Glenn felt he had enough con-
fidence in his ability to start his own business. “The 
ability to make a living is the most important thing. I 
guess I wanted things to change and not be so stagnant. 
I wanted to turn my dream into a reality. I wanted to 

follow my passion. I decided to make it work; 
to challenge myself and my life a lot more—
not taking something simpler.”

Glenn believes it is possible to make any 
craft or realize any dream, but he says, “it 
takes a lot of effort, ingenuity, and research” 
and you have to have “a realistic concept and 
goal in mind.”

“It is hard to balance passion with 
practicality,” Glenn says. “So far, I’m having 
a really good time with it and making sure to 
put money back into my business. I am getting 
organized with my finances and my life. I just 
like to create things with my hands. It’s cool 
when I make something for someone and they 
really like it.”

Glenn is 27 now and uses Dan’s forge. 
He does not have his own yet but is saving for 
one. He makes decorative art and utilitarian 
objects to sell in stores: railings, a floor grate, 
candlesticks, hooks. He says he also works 
in jewelry, leather goods, and armor. He has 
shown his work at the Hagerstown Art Show 
and made a prop of the mask of the Melting 
Man character for Replica Innovative Films.

“I want to make sure to pass blacksmith-
ing on to the modern age—to grow this into 
something more,” says Glenn. He is learning 
bladesmithing, the craft of creating knives 
and swords like the Japanese Katana swords 
the Samurai used. Bladesmithing is a highly 
skilled, labor-intensive process of repeatedly 
folding and pounding hot metal to create 
swords worth thousands of dollars. He com-
pares the swords made by a skilled craftsman 
to the low-quality swords stamped out of 
cheap steel in Chinese factories: “Like any 
piece of art, it has heart and soul and meaning 
when made by a person, not a machine.”

Glenn’s creations can be seen on his 
Facebook, Twitter, and Instagram pages 
and by appointment at the forge at 498 
Princess Street, Frog Island Industrial Park, 
Shepherdstown. People can contact him under 

the name Glennforge and via the email address  
glennforging@gmail.com.

Carol Marujo is a retired psychologist and a travel 
writer. She enjoys meeting people with interesting life 
experiences and telling their stories. She has recently 
moved to Shepherdstown after living in Costa Rica for 
many years.

Charles Glenn in the building housing the forge

Charles Glenn and Dan Tokar point out the many tools a blacksmith needs: 
hammers, gauges, punches, hot and cold chisels, flatters, and set hammers.
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Lynne Lashley, Recycling Champ
Claire Stuart

The phone in the Berkeley County 
Recycling Center rang, and Lynne 
Lashley instructed the caller on 

how to dispose of leftover paint. If you 
call with a recycling question, the person 
answering the telephone will most likely 
be Lashley.

Lashley’s official title is program 
administrator and treasurer for the 
Berkeley County Solid Waste Authority, 
but that doesn’t begin to explain 
everything she does. From her one-
person office near the Grapevine Road 
Recycling Center, she is public contact 
person, liaison with state and county 
offices, payroll person, financial report 
preparer, and overseer of all program 
finances for Berkeley County Recycling 
and Litter Control Programs.

Lashley has always had a passion for 
recycling. She was living in Hedgesville 
when the Berkeley County landfill 
closed and was replaced by the LCS/
Waste Management landfill. It was a very 
controversial situation involving a lot of 
litigation, and the area had no landfill for 
a time. Lashley met some other environ-
mentalists interested in recycling.

“We would meet once a month with 
our pickup trucks,” she said. “We’d load 
all the aluminum in one truck, the paper 
in another, and so on, and take it wher-
ever we had to. I had my little pickup, 
and I took aluminum to Zuckerman’s in 
Winchester.”

She recalls that when fellow environ-
mentalist Clint Hogbin was on the board 
of directors of the Berkeley County Solid 
Waste Authority, he and some of the 
board members started a small recycling 
operation. (Hogbin is now chairman of 
BCSWA.) “An opening came up on the 
board,” she says, “and he called me and 
said, ‘We need help with starting a real 
recycling program.’ I was on the board 
for 15 years.”

About four years ago she resigned 
from the board and started working in the 
office. “I don’t think I’d been here for six 
months when the County Commission 
agreed to fund me for the litter control 
program,” she says. “I take calls from 
people with litter concerns, whether 
it’s something that’s been dumped on 
the side of the road or a problem in the 

neighborhood. I determine which depart-
ment they need to go to.”

She notes, “There’s a really great 
service in Berkeley County with the 
Department of Highways. Say there’s a 
large object on the side of the road, like 
a TV or a sofa or tires. You can go to our 
website and do a litter complaint on line. 
It comes into my office. I send it over to 
the DOH, and usually within two days 
they’ve picked it up. I think it’s the best-
kept secret in Berkeley County. It’s hard 
to get the message out.”

She continues, “Sometimes some-
body will call and say, ‘There’s this big 
dump going on.’ It seems like when 
somebody dumps something and it’s not 
picked up right away, other people see it 
and say, ‘Oh, this is where you dump,’ 
and then it just gets bigger and bigger.” 
Lashley warns that even when someone 
is hired to haul junk away, sometimes 
the hauler just stops along the road and 
dumps it. Occasionally, people’s names 
and addresses are found, and they can 
be fined.

Lashley reports that people seem to 
be increasingly interested in composting, 
so BCSWA started holding an annual 
composting class. “We’ve gotten grant 
money for it, so it is subsidized,” she 
says. “For people to have three days of 
classes with certified master composters 
[Melanie Files and Rick Lowman], lunch 
one day, snacks, and a field trip, $30 
per person is a real deal. They go to the 
instructors’ house, where they have dif-
ferent types of composters and explain 
each kind. After the class, they visit 
Cam Tabb’s farm, where he has major 
composting operations. He has it down 
to a science. We work in partnership 
with him. We accept food waste and he 
takes it.”

She adds, “I’ve been composting a 
long time. I took the class and I have the 
relevant Rodale Institute books, but I’m 
a lazy composter. I just dump it in my 
compost thing and let it do its thing and 
eventually it does!”

Lashley points out the construc-
tion in progress next to her office. It 
will house a company called Entsorga, 
which she describes as a resource 
recovery facility. It will greatly reduce 
the waste going into the landfill; 

mechanical-biological treatment methods 
will transform trash into engineered solid 
fuel that Argos Cement will use locally. It 
will be the first facility of its kind in the 
United States.

What would Lashley like people to 
know about Berkeley County Recycling?

“That it’s here!”
The county has a two large recycling 

centers, one in Martinsburg and one 
in Inwood, and a small satellite site in 
Hedgesville.

Lashley has received a Recycling 
Champion award from the Recycling 
Coalition of West Virginia and certifica-
tion in Managing Recycling Systems 
from the Solid Waste Association of 
North America.

Contact BCRC for instructions 
and complete list of recyclable 
items: 304-267-9370 
www.berkeleycountyrecycling.org

South Berkeley Recycling Center 
637 Pilgrim Street, Inwood 
Grapevine Road Recycling Center 
111 Landfill Drive, Martinsburg 
Both are open Tuesday through 
Saturday, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.

Hedgesville Recycling Center 
Eagle Plaza, Route 9, Hedgesville 
Saturday, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.

All accept paper, cardboard, glass, 
aluminum, and bimetal cans.

Grapevine and South Berkeley 
also accept appliances, batteries, 
used oil and antifreeze, plastic, 
metal, compact fluorescent lamps, 
electric wiring, food waste, yard 
waste, and more.

South Berkeley accepts  
electronics: computers, TVs, 
phones, copiers, keyboards, hard 
drives, remotes, etc. $15 fee for 
each TV or computer monitor.

Claire Stuart also writes for The 
Journal, The Observer, and Clarke 
Monthly. She recycles 26 letters over and 
over to form words.
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Lynne Lashley in her office
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Remembering Bob Proudman
Joe Baker

Editor’s note: Shepherdstown resident 
Bob Proudman died on October 18, 
2018, after a brief battle with cancer. He 
was 69. This reminiscence by a longtime 
friend portrays a man well-loved by 
many people in many places—not least of 
all in our little town.

Like a lot of folks, I always assumed 
that the smoking aftermath of a 
nuclear holocaust would lift to 

reveal only a couple living things: the 
cucarachas, and of course Proudman. As 
it happens, Bob retained his proclivity for 
surprise right down to the bitter end.

The great warrior monk of the 
Appalachians is no more, and we are all 
impoverished for it.

I got to know Bob in the early ’90s 
when I was the caretaker of the Scott 
Farm, the Appalachian Trail’s Middle 
Atlantic Crew Headquarters. We also 
bumped into each other in the course 
of various trail club activities, and we 
spent some quality time in the woods 
together, including an epic trip to Mount 
Rainier. We didn’t bump into each other 
often, but we were friends and enjoyed 
each other’s company.

Some of you don’t know who Bob 
Proudman was. Enlightening you will be 
no mean feat, but I’ll try.

Bob was an employee of the 
Appalachian Trail Conservancy. He 

arrived in Harpers Ferry in 1979 after 
seven years as the supervisor of trails 
for the Appalachian Mountain Club in 
the storied White Mountains of New 
Hampshire. (He started as an AMC crew 
member in 1965.) His skills at building 
and maintaining foot paths in ferociously 
difficult terrain were legendary, rivaled 
by his ability to run trail crews, work 
with volunteers, and manage projects. He 
literally wrote the book on the subject—
Appalachian Trail Design, Construction, 
and Maintenance—with Bill Birchard 
and Mike Dawson. If you’ve ever hiked 
on any part of the AT, you’ve benefited 
from Bob’s handiwork, expertise, and 
experience.

“Larger than life” is cliché, but there 
are clichés in the lexicon for a reason.

The first thing you noticed about 
Bob was a magnetic physicality. He was 
not overly tall or especially statuesque, 
but when he walked in a room, people 
turned and looked. He was solid, strong, 
and graceful in the way that moun-
taineers are. He came by it honestly. 
In Laura and Guy Waterman’s Yankee 
Rock and Ice: A History of Climbing 
in the Northeastern United States, first 
published in 1993, Bob’s name pops up 
in a variety of places. In the late ’60s 
and ’70s he put up a number of winter 
first-ascents in the Whites and on Mount 
Katahdin that seemed suicidal at the 

time (and still do to most of us). Much 
of this was done solo, in part because 
he was usually the only person nutty 
enough to try it, and with equipment that 
would be considered archaic today.

Dark, craggy, and blessed with a 
growling baritone, he was a mesmer-
izing conversationalist. He had a deep 
philosophical-spiritual bent (the only 
Presbyterian-Buddhist I ever bumped 
into) and was possibly the best-read 
person I ever knew, so he always had 
a lot of interesting things to say. In his 
dealings with family and friends, he was 
reflexively kind and solicitous of people’s 
feelings, but he could also be as blunt as a 
ball bat, something I sort of liked. He was 
a passionate and effective champion for 
wild places. Indeed, the Bigelow Range in 
Maine would likely be a very different and 
diminished place without his bull-headed 
and effective advocacy.

He had an abiding love of moun-
tains. He had an abiding love of a bunch 
of stuff.

One day I was sitting across a picnic 
table from him, when out of the blue he 
exhaled a cloud of nasty cigar smoke 
and growled, “You know, I’m really a 
creature of excess; it’s kind of  
a problem…”

“Well no sh*t, Bob!”
He loved his kids and family and 

friends beyond measure.
He liked to drink and eat. He liked 

women. He liked brutal, epic hikes and 
climbs in abominable weather. He liked 
to laugh and make others laugh and had 
an affinity for the lowest of lowbrow 
humor. He liked a challenge. He liked to 
play music and sing. He liked to sleep. 
He liked tobacco. He liked the camarade-
rie of volunteers and trail crews. He liked 
sports. He liked writing and reading. He 
liked to stick up for people and causes. 
He liked to think and meditate. He liked 
rocks and sharp, well-maintained trail 
tools. He liked to be helpful. He liked 
mischief. And so on…

Often, moderation was not in him. At 
his memorial service at Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church in early December, 
I remarked to two friends that the real 
shame of his absence was his inability 
to attend the event. We all agreed it was 
likely he would have drunk too much, 
delivered a loud, masterful, and moving 
self-eulogy, made a spectacle of himself 
in various ways, and then would have 
had to be spirited away and stuffed in a 
car to keep him out of any real trouble.
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Bob explains trail design and slope, ca. 1987. 
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Bob Proudman totes son Ben along the trail, long ago.
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Bob’s angel was beautiful and 
soared above the crags on great white 
wings; his devil had horns, a tail, and a 
pitchfork. Neither devil nor angel was 
ever very far away.

So he was not Mother Theresa.
In his defense I offer the commentary 

of my departed and very dear aunt, who 
on being told her husband was a handful, 
responded, “Yeah, he’s not a saint, but 
you wouldn’t want to be married to a 
saint. Saints are hard to live with!”

I’ve been thinking about Bob a lot 
lately, and I return repeatedly to certain 
memories.

He and Bob Smith are running side 
by side at breakneck speed down the 
Scott Farm lawn after a sailing Frisbee in 
a game of ultimate. Mr. Smith, the crew 
chief of the Middle Atlantic trail crew, is 
as strong as an ox, as is Proudman. They 
are full-out, stride-for-stride, eyeing the 
floating disk, and beating the living sh*t 
out of each other with their forearms. 
They are also cackling like schoolboys. I 
don’t remember who came down with it.

I have just unloaded on Bob over 
the phone about a mean-spirited and 
obstinate trail volunteer who has been 
making a lot of other volunteers and 
ATC staff miserable. I called the guy 
an a**hole and I meant it. After a long 
pause on the other end of the line, I 
heard a soft, deep rumble of a reply: “I 

think he’s just unloved and unhappy. I 
feel sorry for him.”

Bob and I are sitting on a streamside 
boulder at Mount Rainier. He and two 
of my best friends have just spent the 
last four days successfully climbing 
the mountain via a particularly difficult 
route. Now back down and decompress-
ing from the climb, I’ve just shown Bob 
how to fly cast, and I hook and land a 
few small native rainbows from the steep 
little creek. I explain that these little fish 

are likely steelhead parr, that they may 
find their way to the open Pacific and 
then back again to this same small creek. 
The connection these little fish have to 
the enormity of the ocean fascinates him, 
and he asks question on question about 
them. The questions continue through 
dinner and a few beers back at the camp-
site, his mind racing to tidewater with the 
steelhead; then, in an instant and almost 
in midquestion, “Bivouac Bob” is sound 
asleep and snoring.

At Bob’s memorial service, there is a 
moment when roughly 20 or so men my 
age stand up and walk to the front of the 
church. One of them has a guitar. Their 
spokesman explains that they are all guys 
who worked on Bob’s trail crews in the 
White Mountains back in the 70’s. They 
look like weather-beaten old pirates. They 
never forgot their old mentor. They sing 
a heartfelt Tom Petty song for Bob, and I 
tear up. I’ve run crews of young folks my 
whole professional life, and I know how 
much this means.

The world seems depauperate and 
incomplete without him. The loss for his 
kids and his siblings and the rest of his 
family must be enormous and unfillable.

I am not a devout person; the 
hypothetical hereafter doesn’t resonate 
with me all that much. That said, maybe 
somewhere along the Franconia or 
Presidential ridgeline or in the wild scree 
of the Mahoosucs or the Bigelows, in the 
lee of a rock in a big gale, perhaps he 
has found a quiet place to think and to 
watch, his goofy gap-toothed grin visible 
beneath a wool watchcap.

I would like that a lot.

Joe Baker knew Bob Proudman for 25 
years. Baker was the first caretaker of 
the Middle Atlantic Crew Headquarters 
at Scott Farm. He’s an Appalachian 
Trail long-distance hiker and a found-
ing member of the Cumberland Valley 
Appalachian Trail Club. Baker lives in 
Boiling Springs, Pennsylvania.
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Bob in more recent times.
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Bob after a day’s work, ca. 1970s. 
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Introducing the  
Society for Creative Writing

Ed Zahniser

Another energetic voice joins the chorus of creative writing that is Shepherd 
University and Shepherdstown. On Friday night, February 8, Shepherd 
University President Dr. Mary J.C. Hendrix, announced the debut of the 

Society for Creative Writing to some 200 community, university, and regional guests 
in the Marinoff Theater on campus.

Ed Herendeen, founder and producing director of the Contemporary American 
Theater Festival (CATF), introduced President Hendrix. The president said that she 
and Shepherdstown resident Hope Maxwell Snyder first met about the idea for the 
Society for Creative Writing in Spring 2018. Snyder, a former Shepherd faculty mem-
ber, and is poet laureate of Shepherdstown, is now poet in residence at the university.

 The society’s initial sponsors are the Shepherd University Foundation’s 
Scarborough Society, the President’s Club, Shepherdstown’s Four Seasons Books, and 
Shepherdstown native John Snyder.

The society will also partner with the Shepherd Entrepreneurship and Research 
Corporation (SERC), a nonprofit entity at Shepherd University.

Hendrix told the gathering the society aims to make Shepherd University both 
a draw for and a center of creative writing activity and events for the Mid-Atlantic 
region and beyond. She is especially eager to expand opportunities for students to 
write and to learn from established writers in more writing genres.

“Good writing will always be important,” Hendrix said, and the Society for 
Creative Writing will “bring creativity and craft together at Shepherd University.” 
The goal is to bring national and international poets, fiction, and nonfiction writers 
to campus to encourage literary dialogue in the community and to expose students to 
professional writers.

This March 21, the Society for Creative Writing will present Temple Cone and 
his poetry at 7 p.m. in the Blue-Gray Room of Shepherd’s Student Center. Cone is the 
inaugural poet laureate for the City of Annapolis, Maryland, and professor of English at 
the U.S. Naval Academy. He is the author of six chapbooks and four books of poetry.

An event focused on nature writing is in the works, and the society plans to 
host a literary festival in October featuring several writers of fiction, nonfiction, and 
translation. The festival will offer workshops; Q&A sessions; a panel on translation; 
and student, community members, and Shepherd faculty readings.

Poets Michael Collier and Hope Maxwell Snyder read for the society’s inaugural 
evening. Collier is the former longtime Bread Loaf Conference director, and teaches 
in the University of Maryland Creative Writing Program. He is gifted both as poet 
and administrator. The New Yorker magazine deemed Bread Loaf the nation’s most 
prestigious writers conference, now expanded to Bread Loaf in Italy, where the multi-
lingual Snyder serves as assistant director.

The day before the reading, Collier met with Shepherd University creative writ-
ing classes. In the 400-level Poetry Writing Seminar, he critiqued the students’ prose 
poem assignment. Both instructive and supportive, Collier focused on each poem’s 
basic impulse and suggested additional directions the poet might explore to build  
on that impulse. The morning after the reading, he also conducted a workshop for  
11 poets, including Shepherd student Lilli Sutton, winner of Shepherd’s student com-
petition for a workshop slot.

Collier served as Poet Laureate of Maryland from 2001 to 2004. He is the author 
of six books of poems, most recently My Bishop and Other Poems (2018) from the 
University of Chicago Press. He co-edited with Charles Baxter and Edward Hirsch A 
William Maxwell Portrait. Maxwell (1908–2000), a fiction writer and mentor of other 
writers, was an editor with The New Yorker magazine for 40 years.

Snyder introduced Collier to the Marinoff Theater gathering. “I’m thrilled to 
have Michael Collier here tonight for several reasons,” she said. “He has written six 
collections of poetry and has won many awards for his poems…but this had nothing 
to do with my decision to invite him.

“Michael is one of the most influential people in the world of American lit-
erature. Actually, his influence is international. Under his leadership Bread Loaf in 
Vermont started programs in Sicily and in France. I had the good fortune of watching 
him develop the Sicily program from the very beginning. But, more than anything, 
Michael is a friend, a generous teacher who has mentored and inspired thousands of 
writers throughout his career, including me.”

Collier’s many awards for his poetry include Guggenheim Foundation and National 
Endowment for the Arts fellowships, the Alice Fay di Castagnola Award, a Pushcart 
Prize, the Thomas Watson Fellowship, and a “Discovery”/ The Nation Award.
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Lilli Sutton’s poem won her the student seat in the three-hour Saturday morning poetry 
workshop with Michael Collier held in the Shepherd University Scarborough Library.

Former Shepherdstown poet laureate and 
now Shepherd University Poet in Residence 
Hope Maxwell Snyder reads from her 
recent book of poems, Esperanza and Hope, 
published by Sheep Meadow Press.

Michael Collier, longtime director of the 
Bread Loaf Writers Conference, reads from 
his latest book, My Bishop and Other Poems.
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Collier read from his book My Bishop and Other Poems. His autobiographical 
long poem, “The Storm,” runs 16 pages and centers on the January 1982 incident 
when Air Florida Flight 90, a Boeing 737-222, crashed into the 14th Street Bridge 
over the Potomac River in a snowstorm—74 passengers and four of the five crew 
members died, as did four motorists. The plane struck seven vehicles before plunging 
into the river, not frozen over but “chockablock with ice floes.”

Collier and his wife were then renting a small apartment in D.C., not far from the 
crash site. “The Storm” also meditates on their landlord:

He had a scarlet birthmark covering his neck 
and tinting the lobe of his left ear. That’s what 
you got for $125 a month on Capitol Hill 
in 1981, a landlord afraid to enter his own building 
and a three-hundred-square-foot “garden” apartment.

their dicey neighborhood:

One of the many times I got up from my work to look out 
the small window, I saw a group of boys tramping slowly 
in a jagged file across the playground, each carrying a large

household item: a TV with cord dragging, a turntable atop 
an amplifier, speakers, an IBM typewriter. The last boy dragged 
a red plastic sled with a bulky, olive-green duffel bag as freight. 
“Looters in the snow,” I thought, like a Bruegel painting.

the death of Collier’s father, who worked at National Airport during World War II,  
and the suicide of a college friend—themes woven throughout the poem.

After reading, Collier introduced Snyder: “Introducing Hope Maxwell Snyder to a 
Shepherdstown audience is like introducing a longstanding mayor to her council mem-
bers and supporters. All of us have worked for her in some capacity, while the rest have 
been drawn in happily, most of the time, and pulled along by the current of her activities 
and adventures. For many of us, keeping up with Hope has been and is a part-time occu-
pation. She has more academic degrees than lives, and she’s already had a few of those, 
and she has more languages than children, and she has three of those…”

Snyder then read selections from her 2018 book Esperanza and Hope: Poems by 
Esperanza Snyder, published by Sheep Meadow Press. She concluded with her poem 
“Esperanza’s Country,” expressive of so much of her life journey.

Once, in a cab in Paris, I let the driver think 
I was from Madrid. My ride was free. 
All those years trying to be Colombian, a waste. 
I am my own country.

Organizations like the Society for Creative Writing take a lot of time and hard 
work to help ensure success. The society’s work group includes Jess Stone, grant 
explorer; Sadie Shorr-Parks, English department faculty member and savvy spark-
plug; photography major Khalil Covington; English/creative writing major Gabrielle 
Hersey, intern; and the author of this story.

You and your organization can support the Society for Creative 
Writing with a range of charter memberships. Contact Meg Peterson 
at mpeterso@shepherd.edu or 304-876-5021. Membership is free for 
Shepherd University students.

Ed Zahniser is a co-founder of the Good News Paper and member of the edito-
rial board. His books of prose and poetry are available at Four Seasons Books in 
Shepherdstown.

Shepherd University President Mary J.C. 
Hendrix welcomes guests to the inaugural 
poetry readings and reception.

Writing instructor Sadie Shorr-Parks and 
student intern and creative writing major 
Gabrielle Hershey are important players in 
The Society for Creative Writing work group.

Michael Collier visited creative writing classes on Thursday. He works with Tamar-Marie 
Tipton on her poems while faculty member Sadie Schorr-Parks looks on.

Poets Hope Maxwell Snyder (left) and Michael Collier and Shepherd President Mary J.C. 
Hendrix anchored the Friday night inaugural readings and reception in the Marinoff Theater 
on campus.
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Rehabilitation Services for  
West Virginians With Disabilities

NB Cupp

Finding and maintaining employment can be  
challenging, especially for those with dis-
abilities. The West Virginia Division of 

Rehabilitation Services defines a disability as “a  
physical or mental condition that interferes with your 
ability to get or keep a job.” As Brenda Orndorff,  
DRS Martinsburg Branch manager, says, the DRS 
approach is to “emphasize that the sky is the limit” 
when it comes to career potential for those with dis-
abilities. Her office aims to bring clients to a sense  
of normality—where a client no longer identifies as 
“disabled.” DRS, she says, focuses on its clients’  
abilities rather than their disabilities.

Orndorff explains that DRS assists with all areas 
of employment, including job training. Her program 
has helped students in college through partnerships 
with Shepherd University and Blue Ridge Community 
and Technical College. DRS has provided tutorial 
services, assisted with tuition and other educational 
costs, and provided services to help with adjustment 
to college schedules and getting around campus. High 
school students with an Individual Education Plan or 
504 Plan (a federally-regulated special-needs learn-
ing environment modification plan) are eligible for 
services and receive pretransitional services in their 
junior and senior years. Transition counselors begin by 
assessing each client’s skills and employment goal and 
then render the services needed to prepare the client 
for success in his or her chosen field.

Orndorff tells the story of one client who knew 
she wanted to be a cook. She had a natural talent, 
and although she was deaf and blind, she knew that 
in the right environment, she could be a valuable 
kitchen team member. Orndorff’s staff was able to 
provide an interpreter and job coaching for the client 
and the employer, working with them to create the 
modifications to the workspace to allow the client to 
be successful.

“There are many incentives for an employer to 
hire a person with disabilities,” Orndorff says. “For one 
thing, statistics show that our clients are more apt to be 
good and faithful employees.”

In addition, there are financial incentives for 
employers as they may be eligible for the Federal  
Work Opportunity Tax Credit—a federal tax 
credit available to employers for hiring people from 
groups who have consistently faced significant barriers 
to employment. DRS can help pay for up to 60 days of 
on-the-job training. During this training period, DRS 
may subsidize up to 100 percent of the wages and offer 
$2 an hour for Workman’s Compensation Insurance. 
DRS can also help pay for work attire as well as 
special equipment. Orndorff says that DRS funds can 

help in other ways as well. For example, “We helped a 
client pay for modifications to his car to accommodate 
his wheelchair, so he could drive himself to work.”

Job opportunities are currently available in a local 
assisted living facility. These positions require a high 
school degree, and DRS can provide job training, garner 
peer support from other employees, and help place the 
right client into a wonderful career opportunity. Further, 
DRS can help with job coaching until a client acquires 
the skills needed for his or her position. The counselor 
works with the employer to ensure that he or she under-
stands the needs of the employee and can ascertain the 
job standards expected. As with all relationships, com-
munication is key. Together the counselor, employer, 
and employee create an agreement for a successful work 
experience.

Many DRS clients say they want to have meaning-
ful employment and to be assets to their employers. 
They wish to be out in the community, working and 
living independently. DRS has helped clients find proper 
rental housing and assisted with the first month’s rent 
and deposit. This support can help clients move near 

their work and get into their preferred lifestyle and 
career sooner.

Removing the barriers to employment for clients  
is a key aspect of DRS programs. One client already 
had her college degree but needed rehabilitation 
services after a serious ski accident. In addition to 
physical therapy, she needed modifications to her work 
environment. DRS was able to help her navigate those 
difficult days on her road to recovery and remain a 
wage earner.

DRS efforts to help clients find jobs have made a 
real difference. As the agency reports on its website, 
“During the most recent fiscal year [FY 2018], DRS 
provided vocational rehabilitation services to 9,913 
West Virginia citizens. DRS helped 1,211 clients obtain 
employment in this fiscal year.” Average earnings of 
vocational rehab clients rose by over 300 percent.

Working with people with addictions has been a 
new challenge for DRS. Those clients need assistance 
with work placement, getting to work on time, staying 
on task at work, making their outside appointments 
(legal, mental health counseling, etc.), and an array of 
wraparound services. Orndorff says that many of these 
clients, once they have received help and made the nec-
essary life changes, are dedicated to the jobs that helped 
see them through.

With record low unemployment rates, many jobs 
are available and employers are looking for good 
workers. The skilled trades (plumbers, electricians, 
house builders), forklift operators, and truck drivers  
are in high demand. These jobs pay good salaries,  
and qualified employees can create rewarding long-
term careers. Helping people with disabilities get the 
job training, job placement, and workplace support to 
become productive working citizens is the goal  
of DRS.

For more information, call the West Virginia 
Division of Rehabilitation Services, Martinsburg 
Branch, at 304-267-0005 or visit https://wvdrs.org. 
The office is at 489 Mid Atlantic Parkway, Suite 2.

Nathan Cupp and his mother, Barbara Cupp, make 
up the writing duo NBCupp. They live in the Eastern 
Panhandle (www.NBCUPP.com).

Brenda Orndorff
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Recipe for a Low-Gallery Diet
The New Shepherdstown Art Scene

Tom Conant

If you spot Dow Benedict on his daily power walk 
through Shepherdstown, flag him down, buy him 
a beer, and grill him on the origins of the local 

art scene “back in the day” of the ’80s and ’90s. 
Benedict is Dean of the College of Arts & Humanities 
at Shepherd University, but he started out as one of the 
area’s leading artists—known for his intricate drawings 
and paintings of area architecture and landscapes—and 
remains today more artist than academic, in both spirit 
and temperament.

“We were named to the ‘Best Small Art Towns in 
America’ list so many times that the authors decided 
that Shepherdstown would be permanently listed,” says 
Benedict. “Back then, there were scads of galleries 
along German Street and a number of building owners 
offering their sidewalks for what today we’d call  
pop-up shows.”

The largest exhibit space was the German Street 
Gallery, occupying the second floor over what is now 
Maria’s Taqueria and Grapes and Grains Gourmet. 
Benedict teamed up with artist friends Pam and Ren 
Parziale, Diana Suttenfield, Ron Jones, and Sharon 
and Phil Easter, with the mission, as Benedict tells it, 
to bring “big-city art to Shepherdstown.” “We really 
weren’t focused on exhibiting our own work, since we 
all had nearby studio or gallery space,” he says.

But that was then, and then came the bursting 
of the dot-com bubble in the late ’90s and other 
financial disruptions that affected the big-city art 
scene from D.C. to New York and yea, even unto little 
Shepherdstown. Traditional art viewing and art buying 
spaces began to disappear overnight—blame the stock 
market, blame the World Wide Web, blame German 
Street rental fees. For the next decade, the artists, gal-
lery owners, and patrons who carved and shaped the 
foundation of the town’s burgeoning art scene would 
be facing a low-gallery diet.

Fortunately, art, it seems, always has a way of 
prevailing. Debbie Dickinson & Meredith Wait and 
their shop on German Street are living, thriving proof 
that quality art—and a great eye for art—will find an 
audience. They teamed up in 1991 to form Dickinson 
& Wait Craft Gallery and quickly became known as 
the place to go in town for fine arts and crafts by some 
of the most prominent artisans in the country, with a 
special emphasis on West Virginians.

From 1992 to 1999 the painter Joe Mayer main-
tained a studio gallery on Princess Street, just two doors 
down from the newly opened Gallery at 105, where 
Mayer, returning to town after a 15-year hiatus, now 
displays his watercolor landscapes and abstract acrylics. 
Six other local artists have found a permanent home 
at the gallery, which opened last summer, just in time 
for the Contemporary American Theater Festival, 

which for the last 20 years has really led the resurgence 
of Shepherdstown’s reputation as a foremost arts 
destination.

Next door to the CATF compound on the  
Shepherd campus you’ll find the Phaze 2 Gallery, 
which calls itself “a cultural contact point between  
the Shepherdstown community and the outside world 
of contemporary art.” It’s an intimate space that  
offers emerging artists, art faculty, and students an 
opportunity to freely experiment in all forms of the 
visual arts.

Make your way across campus to the top of 
German Street to the Kimo Pics Gallery, where on 
weekends you may find owner and photographer 
Kimo Williams strumming a tune on his guitar or 
even—yes—composing a symphony. “As a composer,” 
Williams says, “I write symphonies to tell my stories. 
As a photographer, taking pictures is how I capture 
visual moments to absorb and experience them a little 
longer.” Williams is also a Vietnam vet and co-founder, 
with Forest Gump actor Gary Sinese, of the Lieutenant 
Dan Band.

Just a few doors down on German Street, the 
Ricco Gallery of Contemporary Art Jewelry is where 
owner/artist Riccardo Accurso crafts one-of-a-kind fine 
jewelry with metal. “I’ve been making jewelry since 
1970, but I really got my start as an artist at age five, 
finger painting in kindergarten,” he says. “Today, most 
of my creativity is channeled into making jewelry, right 
here at my bench in Shepherdstown.”

Cross German Street and check out the window 
display at Badgerhound Studio and Gallery and the 
mesmerizing oil paintings of owner-artist-teacher Michael 

Timothy Davis. “The space also serves as my personal 
studio,” Davis says, “so while my students are working, 
I’m painting too. It’s in keeping with the Atelier tradition 
where students learn by watching and then working.”

In the next block down, shoulder your way through 
the crowd outside Lost Dog Coffee and immerse 
yourself in a truly alternative art experience, brewed up 
by owner-proprietor Garth Janssen, who muses, “When 
spaceship LostDogCoffee landed here in 1995, we had 
no clue. We launched the shop on a life-altering whim, 
to showcase community through art, music, poetry, and 
of course excellent coffee.”

Head back toward campus on Princess Street, and 
at the corner of High Street you’ll find the Blue Moon 
Café, where manager Mary Beth Kilmer promotes local 
artists with monthly shows that reflect the restaurant’s 
diversity and eclectic menu and atmosphere.

Pivot back up Princess Street (you’ll pass the 
aforementioned Gallery at 105) for a quick stroll to 
the Town Run Tap House. This expansive converted 
warehouse, with the largest art wall space in town, is a 
great place to eat, drink, play, and browse great local art 
in a family-friendly community pub.

No one should leave Shepherdstown without 
stopping in at the town’s oldest and largest full-time 
gallery space, The Bridge Gallery. Established as the 
AIIA Gallery in the mid-1990s, the space was reincar-
nated as The Bridge in 2008 by new owner Kathryn 
Burns. The legions of area artists who have shown at 
this stylish venue reads like a Who’s Who of excel-
lence in local art.

You’ll recall Dow Benedict mentioning that in the 
’80s and ’90s Shepherdstown was home to scads of 
galleries and shops that sold art. Today, it is again, with 
an ad hoc, no schlock, growing flock of friendly folks 
supporting the “SCADS” of outstanding visual artists in 
and around Shepherdstown. (For more on SCADS, go to 
www.SCADSart.com)

Tom Conant is co-founder of the Gallery at 105 and 
since 1997 has served as co-owner and creative direc-
tor at Studio 105 along with graphic designer Jared 
Scheerer. (Turn the page for Jared’s gallery map).

ARTWORK
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1  Phaze 2 Gallery
Phaze 2 Gallery provides a discursive arena for our students, 
exhibiting artists, community, and art faculty.
62 W Campus Dr  |  304-876-5159  |  shepherd.edu/art/phaze-2-gallery

3  Ricco Gallery
Riccardo Accurso is a studio jeweler with more than 40 years’ 
experience at the bench. His designs project originality and creativity.
125 W German St  |  304-870-4175  |  riccogallery.com

6  Dickinson & Wait Craft Gallery
Dickinson & Wait Craft Gallery has been a proud carrier of quality 
American-made merchandise since 1991.
121 E German St  |  304-876-0657

7  Blue Moon Café
Diverse & delicious menu, great beers on tap, a unique, eclectic 
atmosphere with local art.
200 E High St  |  304-876-1920  |  BlueMoonCafeShepherdstown.com

4  Badgerhound Studio and Gallery
Art exhibits and workshops, original art and prints for sale.
110 W German St  |  304-261-6028  |   BadgerhoundGallery.com

8  The Gallery at 105
Contemporary art that feeds the soul from the area’s  leading artists.
105 S Princess St  |  304-876-8080  |  www.galleryat105.com

9  Town Run Tap House
Eat, drink, play and see great local art in a family-friendly 
community pub.
202 E Washington St  |  304-76-0502  |  townruntaphouse.com

10  The Bridge Gallery
This stylish gallery offers works by the  
area’s leading artists and holds periodic special exhibits.
8566 Shep Pike  |  304-876-2300  |  BridgeGalleryandFraming.com

2  Kimo Pics Gallery
Amazing images by world-traveler, musician, and photographer 
Kimo Williams 
133 W German Str, Ste 100  |  (304) 582-1487  |  kimopics.com

5  Lost Dog Coffee, Tea, Fine Arts
Quirky indie coffee shop serving espresso, tea, smoothies & cookies  
in a comfy, art-filled space.
110 W German St  |  304-261-6028  |   BadgerhoundGallery.com

12
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10  The Bridge Gallery
This stylish gallery offers works by the  
area’s leading artists and holds periodic special exhibits.
8566 Shep Pike  |  304-876-2300  |  BridgeGalleryandFraming.com

2  Kimo Pics Gallery
Amazing images by world-traveler, musician, and photographer 
Kimo Williams 
133 W German Str, Ste 100  |  (304) 582-1487  |  kimopics.com

5  Lost Dog Coffee, Tea, Fine Arts
Quirky indie coffee shop serving espresso, tea, smoothies & cookies  
in a comfy, art-filled space.
110 W German St  |  304-261-6028  |   BadgerhoundGallery.com

13

ARTWORKS

See artworks in color at shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
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POETRY

Peggy Gordon
“Ritual in Futility” and Other Poems

Ritual in Futility
Each spring I renew my ritual
to rid the yard of dandelions. They
know I’ll come, so they avoid
me, crouch in the grass, let loose
guarantees I’ll have more weeds
in weeks to come. Today
one flower stands tall,
beckons the child in me. It bursts,
twirling in a gush of air. I
marvel at my own futility.

You Might Think This Poem Is About a Dog
Poetry is the wet
smell of a dog, its hot,
panting breath in your face
during a storm. Poetry
laps at the water bowl, gets
lost in the woods until you
come find it, shakes
muddy water out of its fur
all over your kitchen floor. Poetry
barks in the night at God-knows-what,
only poetry can see it, imagine it. Poetry
lies at your side, lets you feel its
warmth when you cry, or dream. Good
poetry stays with you long after you
tuck the curved body under the flower
bed with its blanket.

A Death on the Turnpike
A Black man, a man in black,
Johnny Cash in sneakers stands
in the truck stop parking lot
on the Pennsylvania Turnpike, polling
travelers to see who has jumper cables.

Snow rushes past my windshield
in horizontal stripes. I look
at the time, then turn
toward a rapping on my window.

I want to make it home before Dad dies,
he wants to make it home for Christmas.
No one has jumper cables, and I am,
in this moment, his only hope.

For reasons I can never know, my
old man hated Johnny Cash, yet
I am certain to this day my father
stood at my window to ask for help
crossing the mountain, and I obliged.

Heiress
Mother, when I look at you, I see a thing
that will not do:
a torn hem, a shoe too tight, chapped lips,
cold fat on a soup.

Your generation is on your back.
A fire that won’t start,
tight-lipped, no one knows what you want.
Your womb must be a paper sack.

Still, I wear the dress, I bear the shoe.
You made me, and I make do.

It Happens Like This:
you turn your head, he presses
the channel button, sends a signal
to the universe. In a distant galaxy,
three stars collide, hurl
electrified fragments across
space and time. One small rock
falls to Earth and tumbles at his feet.

He kicks it first, then
picks it up and holds it
to his eye.

When you look again, he wobbles
in the light. You reach for him, but his eye
has turned away. It’s too late.
The stars have him.

A Death Toll
Minutes collapse in seconds,
strange feet trample rugs,
everything cries or knocks. Food lies
abandoned on porches, coffee
runs out. Eye rejects eye,
teeth bite tongue, guilt and grief
cleave to conversation. Laughter
falls mute, whiskey goes missing,
beloved pets disappear. Bedspreads
burn, clothing turns black, flowers
decay. Stories dissolve into arguments,
heirlooms wreak havoc. Skin ruptures into
epitaph, marble shatters, shovels rend
grass and dirt. Dents fade from carpets,
earth settles, the knocking stops. Minutes
return to being minutes.

Opportunity
One winter a dog appears over the rise
where pines conceal the gravel road. She
enters the yard, and I follow her
quick movements, notice her thin, pale
coat as she sniffs her way around my shed.
I try to examine her, see the gray
lump on her face, the resigned look in her
eye. She turns swiftly toward the house,
I trail behind as uncertainty slows
me down. In two days, cold air will bring
heavy snow. Why did I not see her hunger?
When I return from the house, food in hand,
she is gone like a thief. She comes back every
winter now, with the frost. Her pace slower,
she moves through my memory to remind
me of what I had, what I lost.

Cracks in the Sidewalk
Men line barstools like gray parking meters,
round-backed and static in worn zipper
jackets. They count out coins, wages for bar
maids, who fill empty glasses, pocket the
change. Men keep sad wives who battle them
nightly, feed them cold meat, harp on the time.

Each morning sad wives arise from deep slumber,
feed gray parking meters, kiss them good-bye.
Love will come later in TV show dramas,
they’ll weep for the women, never know
why. Wives buy trinkets, hide them in boxes,
breed lonely children who break things and cry.

Kids go to school, count cracks in the sidewalk,
home is cold supper, mothers who weep. Each
night in their beds they think about leaving,
this town holds no meaning for someone who
dreams. Escape doesn’t come from trinkets, TV,
or gray parking meters that cannot be free.

Peggy Gordon will become 
poetry editor of the Good 
News Paper with our Summer 
2019 issue. The Kentucky 
native moved to West Virginia 
in 1987 after military service. 
She holds a bachelor’s degree 
from Shepherd University 
in English and two master’s 

degrees from the University of Virginia. She admin-
isters the Loudoun Juvenile Detention Center, where 
she taught English for 16 years and has held poetry 
festivals for the last four years. She contributed the 
December 2018 Shepherdstown Poem of the Month, 
posted at the Town Hall.
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One Heart One Mind  
Interpretive Center

“I hope you are in a good way.”
Mike Austin

When I first heard or read the words “I hope 
you are in a good way,” the phrase sounded 
rather innocuous—just another way to 

greet people or wish them well. The saying came from 
my early interaction with the One Heart One Mind 
Interpretive Center, hidden (well, sort of) on the grounds 
at Claymont Court, the historic Washington family 
estate near Charles Town.

The “way” is a specific route that one might take 
to find real meaning in life—to make commitments, 
not just choices. For One Heart One Mind, it is the 
“Red Way,” which preserves the rich Native American 
traditions widely shared by different indigenous peoples 
of the Americas—alive and kicking right here in our 
midst. Who would have thought? It touches the lives of 
an estimated 400 to 500 Native Americans living in and 
around the Eastern Panhandle.

I was attracted to the center because it has a quaint 
little museum in what was once a small dairy complex, 
complete with barn and silo, built years ago to try to 
make the estate economically viable. After occasion-
ally visiting the museum and attending an enchanting 
potluck dinner for veterans (it included a vibrant drum 
concert) the center hosted, I followed the group’s activi-
ties by email. That led to a delightful interview with 
Sara Husson, the center’s manager, and Mike McGee, 
director of continuing education.

I spent considerable time reviewing a document 
they gave me that explains the Red Way. It highlights 
the virtues a person will need to walk the way, a road 
marked by prayer, counsel, and consideration. The list 
is impressive—more powerful and broadly applicable 
in some ways than the Ten Commandments. The virtues 
include honesty, humility, truth, wisdom, compassion, 
respect, bravery, and again prayer. That effectively 
boxes the spiritual compass! More important, they 
weren’t just words or fluff.

The center, too, is impressive and multifaceted. 
Husson and McGee and a small number of dedicated 
volunteers manage a full schedule of traditional dances, 
shared meals, and other cultural festivities to preserve 
their Native American identity, sense of belonging, and 
purpose in life. While many people have come to think 
of this country’s “Indian” heritage in the past tense and 
of Native Americans, both on and off the reservations, 
as prone to dependency and unable to function well in 
society, the center sends a very different and strikingly 
positive message.

“We are a grass-roots organization working to 
help and support those individuals that our society 

has pushed aside—the forgotten nation,” Husson 
explained. “Oftentimes, society doesn’t like to look 
at those that are having a hard time, especially our 
veterans and those that are incarcerated. We work as 
advocates for veterans that are struggling by helping 
them to navigate the Veterans Administration system, 
get the benefits that they have available, get jobs and 
housing, among other things.” The group also holds 
dinners honoring veterans, coming together as a com-
munity to say “thank you” and to honor those who 
have sacrificed so much.

The group works with people still in prison and 
assists those who have recently been released. “So 
many are thrown back into the same environment with 
no support or help to make a different choice,” Husson 
observes. “We go into the prisons and work with both 
the inmates and the administration to help the men 
and women make themselves the best that they can be. 
Through our mentorship program, we help and guide 
them through reintegration into society.”

Husson believes that no one should have to go 
through that process alone. And “by coming together 
as a community,” she says, “and supporting those that 

are struggling, we make each other stronger and leave 
behind footprints for the next generation to follow.”

When I asked how others might help the work 
of the center, both Husson and McGee indicated they 
weren’t particularly looking for public visibility. Their 
dances and events are not intended to be tourist attrac-
tions or fundraisers but sincere participatory activities 
for Native Americans bent on preserving and using 
elements of their rich culture to improve the quality of 
life for themselves and their community. And, yes, the 
key word that sticks in my mind, after observing the 
group diligently working away with sleeves rolled up 
and smiles on their faces over the past few years, is the 
word “community.”

I now understand why when I read “I hope this 
finds you in a good way” in Husson’s emails, it made 
such a positive and lasting impression.

Shepherdstown resident Mike Austin has kept some of 
his bees at Claymont for many years, taking advantage 
of the rich mix of vintage trees and natural habitat.

Sara Husson and Mike McGee at the One Heart One Mind Interpretive Center
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Team River Runner–Shepherd 
On the Water, Helping Vets

Hannah Cohen

A bout nine years ago, Tracy Seffers, a kayaker 
and Shepherd University’s registrar, began 
searching for a way to further engage and sup-

port the university’s veteran students. Her search was 
answered with a phone call from Team River Runner 
one Thanksgiving morning. Seffers learned of an orga-
nization that would not only help veteran students but 
bring together Shepherdstown and its surrounding com-
munities. Eventually, in 2013, Seffers founded West 
Virginia’s first Team River Runner chapter here in 
Shepherdstown and has since served as its coordinator.

As a national organization, Team River Runner 
launched its first boats in 2004 at Walter Reed National 
Military Medical Center. A group of kayakers taught 
paddling skills to military service members. TRR now 
has over 60 chapters throughout the United States, 
including two in West Virginia.

TRR promotes inclusivity, community, and family. 
All veterans, regardless of age or disability, and their 
families are welcome to paddle with the local chapter. 
Communities support their chapters by providing the 
instructors, support team, equipment, and water access. 
Each TRR chapter’s purpose is to provide paddling 
instruction for veterans in a supportive environment. 
And that’s what Team River Runner–Shepherd does at 
each session.

A season’s core program consists of six weekly eve-
ning sessions. Kayak instructors guide 10 to 12 paddlers 
through the basic technical skills of flatwater kayaking. 
TRR-Shepherd’s 2018 season served 230 veterans.

In the Wednesday sessions, a group of veterans 
and their families meet at the Shepherd Wellness 
Center pool or one of Shepherdstown’s nearby rivers 
and creeks. American Canoe Association–certified 
instructors and paddling coaches provide instruction and 
individualized support for each paddler. Coaches closely 
watch their paddlers, challenging them, helping them 
to adapt to their equipment and the water, and support-
ing their acquisition of the technical knowledge and 
confidence to independently paddle up or downstream. 
Seffers can’t help but smile when she describes watch-
ing the transformation in the paddlers as they progress 
from week one through week six. Mike Dudash, one of 
the kayaking instructors, refers to these sessions as the 
“Wednesday night miracle.”

The participants have been through extraordinary 
circumstances. The lessons pull from the same experi-
ence veterans have in their military service, requiring 
physical strength, mental agility, and teamwork. 
Paddlers have to remain calm even if sinking, quite 
literally. How to wet-exit the kayak is the first lesson 
they learn. To wet-exit, kayakers roll the boat upside 

down and slide out of the craft while underwater. They 
face their fears and float out from challenge.

At the start of the program, paddlers confront 
physical and technical challenges side by side, with 
instructional support and individual coaching. TRR-
Shepherd instructors are certified kayak instructors, 
community paddlers who often work for local outfit-
ters. They volunteer their technical knowledge, and 
instructional skills at each TRR-Shepherd session. 
Sessions begin in Shepherd’s pool, which provides 
ideal space for technical instruction, before moving 
to nearby rivers and creeks. Seffers notes, “The river 
presents the next challenges.”

TRR-Shepherd is not a recovery program staffed 
with trained medical and mental health care providers. 
It is staffed with kayakers, recreational and avid, rang-
ing from college students to retirees. These folks take 
veterans out onto the water. There, Seffers says, veterans 
find what the water offers: peace. No one is required to 
talk about anything. “Just breathe,” Seffers says.

TRR-Shepherd initially offered sessions for vet-
erans in the Domiciliary Care Program. The program 
works with veterans recovering from combat, working 
to manage post-traumatic stress disorder, undergoing 

physical recovery, overcoming substance abuse, and 
often having faced homelessness. The program is now  
in its seventh season, and session participants come 
from the surrounding tristate region, connecting to  
TRR-Shepherd by way of a number of veterans’ affili-
ated groups.

As the program expanded, a second paddling 
segment was added. Veterans who complete the core 
flatwater program may return and participate in a 
whitewater kayaking program. Whitewater paddlers 
seek the demanding physical challenge, the technique, 
the adrenaline rush, and the community of other 
paddlers seeking those same things, Seffers explains. 
Some program graduates choose to become instructors 
themselves. Facilitated by TRR-Shepherd, veterans can 
obtain American Canoe Association certification. Some 
of these veterans return to instruct on Wednesday nights.

In the regular session, the participants in the group 
acquire paddling agility, displayed in their ability to 
quickly and efficiently stroke, break, and turn. Then 
they kick it up a notch. TRR organizes kayak football 
games and tournaments. Its website describes the game 
as a combination of paddling, football, and ultimate 
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A game of kayak football
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Frisbee. (You can see for yourself on Team River 
Runner–Shepherd’s Facebook page.)

The game’s quick pace and multitasking, Seffers 
says, require paddlers to rely on their instincts and 
technical training without overthinking. In this game, 
she’s watched veterans quickly turn and rebalance, using 
all parts of their body without second-guessing. At this 
point in the program, paddlers rely on their mind’s and 
body’s familiarity with the sport.

Bridgette Ruppenthal, a U.S. Air Force veteran, 
learned of TRR-Shepherd while studying at Shepherd 
University. She joined a game of kayak football in her 
first paddle session with the group. Reaching for the 
floating football, Ruppenthal dunked her boat multiple 
times, each time getting back in her boat for the next 
play. She decided to join the next Wednesday night 
session. She currently serves as TRR-Shepherd’s on-
the-job-training participant. In this role, she provides 
administrative, communications, and operational support 
to the chapter coordinator.

TRR-Shepherd began hosting an annual kayak 
football scholarship fundraiser. The event began as 
a memorial for two veterans. As the TRR-Shepherd 
community grieved, the tournament became a way for 

TRR-Shepherd to continue supporting recovering 
veterans.

Volunteers and donations keep TRR-Shepherd 
afloat. Because the community gives, the organization 
can offer its programs at no cost to veterans. Shepherd 
Wellness Center provides the pool and lifeguards. 
Shepherd University and local paddling outfitters 
donate kayaks and other necessary paddling equip-
ment. All kayak instructors, coaches, and program 
organizers volunteer their time and help with transpor-
tation to nearby waterways.

As Seffers explained the program’s financial 
situation, it became clear that the generosity of the 
university and of Shepherdstown and its surrounding 
communities have simply removed the group’s major 
concerns about financing. TRR-Shepherd organizers 
and volunteers can focus all their efforts on personaliz-
ing the program to each group of paddlers and expand-
ing what TRR-Shepherd offers. In addition to working 
with veterans, for example, TRR-Shepherd also 
partners with the Eastern Panhandle Indigo Children 
program, providing similar paddling instruction and 
support to children with autism.

But participation in water sports requires special 
equipment, such as appropriate swimwear, water shoes, 
earplugs, and nose clips. TRR-Shepherd welcomes 
donations to help cover the costs of these items for 
participating veterans. Volunteers who can assist with 
technical instruction, coaching, safety monitoring, and 
food are welcome. Seffers says she’s always looking to 
expand TRR-Shepherd’s outreach.

Veterans-related groups and anyone wanting addi-
tional information about donating to or collaborat-
ing with the chapter should contact Tracy Seffers at 
tseffers@shepherd.edu. The national organization’s 
website is www.teamriverrunner.org.

2019 Sessions
April 1–May 10
May 15–June 12
June 19–July 24

July 31–August 28
September 4–October 2

Hannah Cohen would classify herself as a “flatwater, 
gently paddle downstream on a warm, sunny day” type 
of kayaker.
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TRR-Shepherd hosts sessions on the Potomac and other nearby rivers and creeks.

Technical paddling instruction in the Shepherd University Wellness Center pool Individualized coaching is a core component of TRR’s sessions.
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EARTHBEAT

The Original Green New Deal
Mark Madison

The reason I called for a Green New 
Deal was first and foremost to convey 
that this undertaking required a massive, 
urgent response commensurate with the 
scale and time frame posed by accelerat-
ing disruptive climate.

— Thomas Friedman, New York Times,  
January 8, 2019

When columnist Thomas 
Friedman first proposed a 
“Green New Deal” in 2007, 

it was an idea ahead of its time, or at 
least the political times. President Barack 
Obama mentioned the term occasion-
ally to little effect, and it was relegated 
to the New York Times archives until 
the 2018 midterm elections. In 2018, 
emerging candidates, like newly elected 
Congresswoman Alexandra Ocasio-
Cortez, made it a signature part of their 
campaign and the idea caught wind. The 
House and Senate now have working 
groups on the Green New Deal, and it 
has ignited interest, particularly among 
younger voters.

Although exact details differ among 
Green New Deal proponents, all these 
proposals involve support of a massive 
government-led infrastructure effort 
to transition from fossil fuels to clean 
energy to help ameliorate climate change. 
The ultimate goal is less oil and coal—
and more clean energy—to save the 
planet. Green New Deal proponents and 
other voters and policymakers are finally 
moving beyond the debate about climate 
change and toward prospective remedies 
for climate change, a phenomenon that 
has been recognized by virtually all 
scientists as our greatest environmental 
threat of the 21st century.

As a historian, I cannot judge the 
merits of this proposal, but I can remind 
readers of the original Green New Deal 
that President Franklin Roosevelt imple-
mented from 1933–1941 and see whether 
there might be analogies.

Many aspects of FDR’s New Deal 
aimed to pull the country out of the Great 
Depression, but at least two of these 
efforts deserved a serious green label—the 
creation of the Civilian Conservation 
Corps and the Soil Conservation Service 
in 1933. The cloudy backdrop for FDR’s 
green initiatives were the chronic Dust 
Bowls that gave the decade the nickname 
“the Dirty Thirties.” These dust storms, 
the result of a localized climate change in 
the Great Plains, carried soil from Texas 
to the Atlantic and posed the greatest envi-
ronmental challenge of the 20th century.

The Civilian Conservation Corps 
was created to combat both the economic 
and ecological disasters of Depression 
and Dust Bowl. FDR was convinced 
that restoration of grasslands, national 
forest, national and state parks, and even 
private farms could be achieved through 
a massive influx of young conservation 
laborers working the land to make it 
green. With up to 25 percent of the coun-
try unemployed—with youth representing 
a disproportionate share—the CCC was 
also a critical career ladder. More than 3 
million young men age 18–25 worked on 
conservation projects for a period rang-
ing from six months to two years. The 
first CCC camp opened in the George 
Washington National Forest—near Luray, 
Virginia—on April 17, 1933. The CCC 
“tree army” planted nearly 3 billion trees 
and helped improve most of the nation’s 
state and federal parks and forests. It was 

a massive mobilization for conservation 
that gave us, among other things, Skyline 
Drive and many of our park trails, 
lodges, and facilities.

For this green labor the CCC enroll-
ees were paid $30 a month, of which $25 
was sent home to support their families. 
More important, the CCC created a new 
conservation constituency as 3 million 
young Americans engaged in conserva-
tion work in the field and learned 
critical environmental lessons. This well-
regarded social and conservation experi-
ment ended when the Japanese attacked 
Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, and 
these young people were urgently needed 
in the ensuing war effort. The CCC 
had not been perfect—the camps were 
segregated by race, and women were 
excluded, but they were a start.

Another green New Deal agency 
was also started in 1933, the Soil Erosion 
Service, renamed in 1935 the more posi-
tive sounding Soil Conservation Service. 
The SCS was another grand environ-
mental experiment meant to halt the dust 
storms and restore our nation’s farms to 
productivity. Trained soil experts taught 
willing farmers (organized into newly 
created Soil Conservation Districts) how 
to combine conservation and agriculture. 
Efforts to combat soil erosion ranged 
from contour farming, to cover crops, 
to pulling inappropriate acreage out of 
tillage and restoring it to a more natural 
state. The SCS and CCC (part of the 
alphabet soup agencies of the New Deal) 
intersected in the more than 800 CCC 
camps managed by the SCS. These soil 

soldiers, as they were called, combated 
soil erosion and restored the degraded 
environment devasted by the Dust Bowl 
through planting trees, contouring fields, 
restoring natural areas, and otherwise 
saving the soil. Unlike the CCC, the SCS 
still exists, though renamed the Natural 
Resources Conservation Service in 1994.

So what lessons can be drawn from 
the original, largely successful, green New 
Deal of 1933 to 1941? First, it was impor-
tant to address the most pressing environ-
mental problem of the day to enlist public 
support. In the 1930s, this was the Dust 
Bowl darkening the nation’s skies; today 
it is climate change warming our planet. 
In addition, the original green New Deal 
was created as part of a broader economic 
revitalization; CCC monies supported 
out-of-work families, SCS funds and labor 
buoyed hard-hit farmers. The environment 
was integrally tied to the economy.

The new Green New Deal that 
Friedman and others have proposed shares 
some of these elements, with its emphasis 
on new jobs through infrastructure 
modernization and new clean energy tech-
nology opportunities. The original green 
New Deal was a new way of conserving 
our environment on a national scale fully 
engaging our youth. One can only hope 
a modern Green New Deal, while doing 
a better job of recognizing and accom-
modating America’s diversity, will harness 
the same idealism and shared purpose.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history at Shepherd University. 
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“Roosevelt’s Tree Army,” as the Civilian Conservation Corps was sometimes known, planted 
nearly 3 billion trees.

The “original Green New Deal” was implemented by 
President Franklin Roosevelt from 1933–1941.
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Professor Broomall and the Civil War
Lee W. Doty

Charlottesville, Kaepernick’s knee, 
Silent Sam’s fall, and blackface 
photos are shorthand reminders 

that racial conflicts continue to shadow 
this country. To understand the con-
flicts, it helps to learn about what hap-
pened during the Civil War era. James J. 
Broomall, director of the George Tyler 
Moore Center for the Study of the Civil 
War and assistant professor of history 
at Shepherd University, has made it his 
life’s work to explore this 
period and how it changed 
Americans.

The Civil War fasci-
nates people all over the 
world. Broomall offers two 
reasons. “Despite having 
been a savage war with 
750,000 dead,” he says, 
“few civilians perished on 
either side of the conflict.” 
Compare that with the 
civilian body count of the 
Napoleonic Wars: one 
million. “Another reason,” 
he says, “is how quickly 
the two sides to the conflict 
reunited,” though, he sug-
gests, speed came at a  
high cost.

Broomall’s interest in 
the Civil War dates back 
to childhood. Growing 
up in Western Maryland, 
he was well positioned to 
visit the Gettysburg and 
Antietam battlefields. 
Owing to his father’s and 
grandfather’s great interest 
in the Civil War, he was 
able to pull Bruce Catton’s 
Civil War trilogy, Douglas 
S. Freeman’s biography 
of Confederate General 
Robert E. Lee, and Shelby Foote’s The 
Civil War from his father’s bookshelf. 
And Broomall was at an impressionable 
age when Ken Burns’s classic PBS 
documentary The Civil War appeared, 
along with stirring films like Glory and 
Gettysburg.

Broomall arrived at Shepherdstown 
University in 2015 with his wife, Tish, 
and their son Simon. The family now 
has three children. He was drawn by the 

area’s rich concentration of historical 
sites, notably Antietam. “Its terrain 
is rocky. You can get a real sense of 
the battle as it was fought.” He says 
that many view Gettysburg as the 
turning point of the Civil War, but it 
was Lee’s failure to achieve a decisive 
victory at Antietam that allowed 
President Abraham Lincoln to issue 
the Emancipation Proclamation. (This 
could explain why the battlefield annu-

ally hosts about 340,000 visitors from 
around the world.)

For Broomall, even more com-
pelling than any battlefield’s rocky 
terrain is the psychological impact of 
this tumultuous period on the people 
who lived it. “War is a transformative 
event,” he explains. “In the case of 
the Civil War, 3.5 million people were 
emancipated. Reconstruction could have 
remade the world. After all, Republicans 

had pushed through the 13th, 14th, and 
15th Amendments. But much of the 
South had a radical reaction to these 
changes, and the North, itself seeded 
with ambivalence about the plight of 
liberated slaves, let the opportunity go. 
Yes, reunification was rapid, but it came 
at the cost of race relations.”

Broomall did his undergraduate 
work at the University of Delaware, 
obtained his master’s degree in history 

and museum studies at 
UNC-Greensboro, and earned 
his doctorate in history at 
the University of Florida. 
No doubt his interest in the 
human face of war grew 
while earning his master’s, 
when he had access to UNC-
Chapel Hill’s remarkable 
archival resources, including 
letters of soldiers writing 
home from the war. “Reading 
history is one thing,” he says, 
“but the letters speak to you.”

Today Broomall divides 
his scholarly time between 
teaching undergraduates in 
Shepherd University’s history 
department and sharing the 
historical marvels of this 
region with the community 
and beyond. He is proud 
of the history department’s 
new “Civil War Semester,” 
which is open to Shepherd 
University students and col-
lege students in surrounding 
states. He is also looking 
forward to filling a new 
internship that will be based 
at Antietam and available to 
a Shepherd University under-
graduate history major.

The 18th-century red 
brick building that houses the Civil War 
center was donated to Shepherd College 
in 1995 by Mary Tyler Moore in honor 
of one of its early owners, her great-
great-great grandfather. One step into the 
gracious entranceway at the corner of 
West German and South Church Streets 
and visitors are transported back to the 
time when the private home received 
Confederate soldiers wounded  
at Antietam.

The Civil War center is in its 22nd 
year of sponsoring the multiday Civil 
War and American Society series, which 
includes lectures by Civil War experts, 
followed by field trips to Civil War sites 
across the region. Broomall has dialed 
up a notch the dining segment of the 
program, with visits to area restaurants 
for refueling after the energetic pursuit 
of knowledge. The series will be held on 
October 11–13 this year.

In partnership with the National 
Park Service, the center has established 
a Civil War soldier database that uses, 
among other sources, information drawn 
from service records maintained by the 
National Archives, thereby making  
historical information accessible to  
students and historians. The Civil War 
center also houses the 3,000-volume 
Civil War library of Shepherd University. 
In addition to partnering with the 
National Park Service, the center works 
on projects with the National Museum 
of Civil War Medicine in Frederick, 
Maryland, and the McCormick Civil War 
Institute at Shenandoah University in 
Winchester, Virginia.

Under Broomall’s leadership, the 
center has expanded its public outreach, 
sponsoring frequent lectures at Shepherd’s 
Robert C. Byrd Center for Congressional 
History and Education and at Town Run 
Tap House and Community Pub, for an 
interested and informed community. That 
level of interest has been borne out by 
packed audiences with questions—and 
some answers—for the speakers.

Broomall is co-editor of an essay 
collection, Rethinking American 
Emancipation, Legacy of Slavery 
and the Quest for Black Freedom 
(Cambridge University Press, 
2016). His new book, Private 
Confederacies: The Emotional 
Worlds of Southern Men as Citizens 
and Soldiers (UNC-Chapel Hill) 
will be available March 11, 2019, 
and presented at the National 
Civil War Museum in Harrisburg, 
Pennsylvania, on March 30, 2019.

Lee W. Doty, a retired lawyer, writes 
murder mysteries. She claims—mysteri-
ously—to be burying a body at Antietam.

Dr. James Broomall
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Doing the Most Good 
Our Local Salvation Army

Barbara Cupp

One of the most recognized sounds of the holi-
day season is that of the Salvation Army bell 
ringers. They stand at the entrances to malls, on 

big city street corners, and even at our Shepherdstown 
Food Lion. These dedicated volunteers tirelessly man 
their red kettles, garnering donations to support the good 
works of the Salvation Army Corps. Since its found-
ing in London in 1865, the Salvation Army has been 
devoted to meeting human needs—without discrimi-
nation—in the name of Jesus. Its clients include the 
elderly; military veterans; people experiencing home-
lessness, hunger, domestic abuse, and unemployment; 
and those struggling with addiction.

The Eastern Panhandle Corps is in Martinsburg, 
West Virginia, and serves Jefferson, Berkeley, and 
Morgan counties. Corps officer Major Tom Guilliams 
has been with the organization for over 40 years. “I 
enjoy helping others,” says Guilliams. He feels blessed 
to have witnessed so many moments of human kindness: 
“My favorite moment came as a cadet when I was in 
college in Fredericksburg, Virginia. We set up two Angel 
Trees, one for local children and one for local seniors.” 
Angel Trees are Christmas trees decorated with paper 
angels that list clients’ needs and Christmas wishes, 
such as clothes and toys. People take an angel, purchase 
the needed items, and bring them back to the corps. 
The corps then distributes the gifts to the clients, whose 
names remain confidential. “This girl came in with 
over a thousand dollars’ worth of things for seniors,” 
Guilliams remembers. “She had taken a dozen or so 
angels and bought every one of the items wanted.” He 
was so touched that this young girl had set up fundrais-
ers and earned the money herself in order to do this 
wonderful thing.

Locally, you’ll find other organizations stepping in 
to help the corps. Four-H groups volunteer to ring bells 
and gather donations at holiday time. And Shepherd 
University students are actively involved, donating their 
time for community volunteer hours. The music depart-
ment has been especially helpful, providing students to 
help tutor the Salvation Army’s Beginner Band, assist 
with instrument maintenance, and more. SU music stu-
dents have participated as guest vocalists for Salvation 
Army events. Several SU fraternity and sorority organi-
zations have rung bells over the holidays, volunteered at 
food pantries, and delivered food.

Among the good works the Eastern Panhandle 
Corps does is to help stock food pantries in the three 
counties it serves. The corps operates the largest food 
pantry in Martinsburg. In collaboration with doctors 
from WVU Medicine at Martinsburg Hospital, the corps 
is beginning a new program to organize the food pantry 
offerings to help clients assemble healthy meals. This 
new initiative will involve students from Spring Mills 

High School, who will help create and write a cookbook 
for food pantry clients.

The corps also operates a mobile food truck that 
brings meals to neighborhoods that have many people in 
need. This program involves volunteers and congrega-
tion members cooking healthy meals and bringing them 
to the residents. The corps’ Facebook page (https://www.
facebook.com/martinsburgsalvationarmy) announces the 
time and date of the next food truck delivery. Guilliams 
says this program is being augmented, and the food 
truck will soon host live cooking demonstrations with 

the assistance of a professional chef and input from the 
WVU Medicine staff. With the corps bringing these 
demonstrations directly into neighborhoods, more 
people can receive training in healthy cooking.

Nationally, the Salvation Army shelters nearly 10 
million homeless people a year. According to the corps’ 
website, it hosts nearly 30,000 people a night in emer-
gency shelters, at group homes and transitional centers, 
and through family service programs.

Guilliams tells of a local Shepherdstown family 
his corps group was able to help get back on its feet. 
The corps’ assistance program pinpointed the specific 
needs of the family—providing personal finance classes, 
helping with acquiring transportation, and identifying 
counseling services—and the family was able to make a 
full recovery from its hard times.

“The corps has some leeway in the services we can 
provide,” Guilliams says. This flexibility allows the 
corps to work with the family, identify its needs, and 
provide a tailored program of education, counseling, 
and financial assistance to create long-term change. The 
corps’ intensive case management enables its clients 
to get out on their own in a short amount of time. 
Individual self-sufficiency programs can include basic 
life skills training, career counseling, GED classes, 
credit repair, financial counseling, and mental health and 
legal services. “What a blessing it is to help those who 
are marginalized,” Guilliams says.

Partnering with other agencies, the Salvation Army 
is a referral resource for state and federal assistance pro-
grams and services. The corps can help its clients find 
resources for housing and utility bill assistance, food 
programs and more, and help them navigate agency 
rules and procedures.

“Our greatest goal is to put ourselves out of busi-
ness,” Guilliams says, “to help everyone we can get 
back on their feet.”

To learn more about the Eastern Panhandle Corps, 
its services and volunteer opportunities, and how to 
make a donation, visit 111 Ellis St., Martinsburg, 
WV 25404, or call 304-267-4612.

The Eastern Panhandle Salvation Army Corps is in 
great need of donations to fund this year’s programs 
and for a pianist and a vocalist for the music pro-
gram. If you’re interested, please contact the office.

You can also follow the Martinsburg corps’ 
Facebook page to find information on when and 
where the truck will visit (https://www.facebook.
com/martinsburgsalvationarmy/).

Barbara Cupp loves life in the Eastern Panhandle and 
is half of the writing duo NB Cupp (NBCupp.com).

Major Tom Guilliams (right) and friends ring in the holidays 
near the Martinsburg Salvation Army Corps food truck.
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A student musician entertains passersby at the kettle.

The Salvation Army was among the first responders to the 
devastating southern West Virginia floods in summer 2016.
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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: 8:30 a.m. & 11:00 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 Jr.
Mary Sue Catlett
Denis & Nancy Doss
Eugene & Lorraine Kelly
Kate & James Lehrer
Jan Nixon
Brian Palank
Mary Ann Rogers
Paul & Lisa Welch

Patrons
Mike Austin
Phil & Charlotte Baker-Shenk
Yvonne Fisher & Gene Bayer
Frances Brolle
Lyle & Sandra Butts
Faye Davenport
Lily Hill
Vicki & Stanley Hodziewich Jr.
Drs. James & Mary Holland
Judith Miller Jones
James Keel DVM
Karen & Doug Kinnett
Melinda & John Landolt
Wiloughby Lemen
Nancy & James Macdonell
Tom & Lolly Martin
Patricia & George McKee
Cheryl & John Pullen
Jane Rissler
Peter & Vicki Smith
Raymond & Phyllis Smock
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
Marie Tyler-McGraw & 

Howard Wachtel
Jack Young

Partners
Marianne & Duane Alexander
Stephen & Rebecca Ayraud
Martin & Elise Baach
Lawrence Bailey
Dennis Barron
Tara Bell
Anne Belota
Dow Benedict
Tom Banks
Richard & Marian Bolton
Dodi & Frank Bradley
Marc & Judith Briod
Barbara & Clifton Brooks Jr.
Janet & Warren Brotherton
Beth Burkhardt
John & Helen Burns
Zelma Buskell
Linda Gilbert & James Cantor
Linda Carter
Ann Christy
Lola & Dennis Clarke
Elizabeth Coffey
Sue Collins
Pearl Corliss
Clarke &  

Joann Hindman Crabbe
Anna Daniels
Donald & Marit Davis
Martha & Denis Doss
Mark Eddy
Edward Edelen Jr.
Joan & Erdem Ergin
Eleanor Finn
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Linda & Richard Fuss
Debora & Michael Gresalfi

William & Jeanine Hammond
Eleanor & George Hanold
Dr. Heidi Hanrahan
Claison & Patricia Henkes
William & Betse Hinkley
Linda Jones
Sandy Kaiser
Joan Keith
Cynthi & Robert Keller
Ronald Kepple
Nancy & Elliot Kirschbaum
Bonnie & Walter Knott
James Leathers
David & Nada Lind
Heidi Arnao & Mark Madison
Chris Mark
George Marshall
Danielle Mason
Sandra & James Mauck Jr.
Althea Miller
David & Nanette Miller
Robert & Cynthia Morrow
Ella Mose
Wendy Moseley
Rhea & Russell Moyer
Betty Myers
Suellen Myers
William & Deborah Nichols
Christine Novy
Janet Olcott
Margot Ours
Lisa Parkinson
Pam & Ren Parziale
Suzanne Patrick
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Becky Phipps
Rebecca D & Arthur Prather

Donna & Charles Printz Jr.
Henry B. & Shirley Reinhart
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Jane Rissler
Martha & Robert Rizzo
Stephen & Bridget Roth
Michelle Wheeler &  

James Siegel
Lenore & Thomas Sloate
Pamela Sloate
Renny & Grant Smith
Sara Smith
Susan Swanda
Paula & Randy Tremba
Scott Tsukuda
Margaret & Richard Wade
Elizabeth Walter
James & Sandra Watkins
Cindy & Roger Webster
Judy Weese
Joyce & Richard Welsh
Claire Williamson
Johnna Armstrong &  

Paul Woods
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Suzanne Offutt &  

Michael Zagarella

Friends
Nicola Bastian
Jane & Lawrence Blash
Suzanne Bucci
Roxanna Burns
Andy & Sandra Cavalier
Dennis Crosby
William Drennen Jr.
John & Susana Garten

Rosemary Geist
Susan Gemeny
David Klinger
Frances Lynch
Paul & Irene Marsico
Elwonda & Philip Mercer
Cameron & Donna Northouse
Bill Palmisano
Douglas & Rebecca Pifer
Peggy Pinkney
Kay Pritchard 
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Sarah Helm &  

Christopher Showe
Alice Sowada
Mary Via
Sue & Mike Yost

22

DONORS

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.

Note: Donors’ names appear as 
printed on checks.

Portrait of George Michael Bedinger

George Michael Bedinger, pictured here, was a member of one of Shepherdstown’s early German 
families. George Michael, known as Michael, joined his brother Henry in volunteering for the 
Shepherdstown company that made the “Beeline March” to the Boston area in response to 

George Washington’s request for support after Lexington and Concord. After his one-year enlistment, 
Michael returned to Shepherdstown to run the family farm for his widowed mother and family. Henry 
reenlisted. Their young brother Daniel, having been forbidden to go, ran away and joined Henry’s 
company anyway. The British captured both Henry and Daniel at Ft. Washington in New York. As an 
officer, Henry was treated relatively well, but Daniel, a private, was held in deplorable conditions. At 
a point where he was near death, Daniel was released. George Michael rescued him and managed to 

transport him, for part of the way, tied on a chair he carried on his back.  
Those who participated in the Beeline March had pledged to meet back at their starting point near 

today’s Morgan’s Grove Park on the 50th anniversary of the march. When that day came in 1825, only 
Michael, who had lived for years in Kentucky, and Henry were able to attend. A poignant reunion for the 

two brothers!  
This portrait of Michael, by Charles Balthazar Julien Fevret de Saint-Memin, is identical to one on display in 

the Historic Shepherdstown Museum. This copy could be more readily reproduced than the one on hand.

Vicki Smith, who researched and prepared this description, is on the Historic Shepherdstown Board and is a member of the  
Museum Committee.
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Schmitt Construction Company
James A. Schmitt P.O. Box 428
(304) 876-2462 Shepherdstown, WV 25443

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

PICTURE YOUR  
BUSINESS CARD AD HERE

Call 304-876-6466

PICTURE YOUR  
BUSINESS CARD AD HERE

Call 304-876-6466

PICTURE YOUR  
BUSINESS CARD AD HERE

Call 304-876-6466

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

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

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

PICTURE YOUR  
BUSINESS CARD AD HERE

Call 304-876-6466

PICTURE YOUR  
BUSINESS CARD AD HERE

Call 304-876-6466

PICTURE YOUR  
BUSINESS CARD AD HERE

Call 304-876-6466
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1 Phaze 2 G
allery

Phaze 2 Gallery provides a discursive arena for our students, 
exhibiting artists, com

m
unity, and art faculty.

62 W
 Cam

pus Dr  |  304-876-5159  |  shepherd.edu/art/phaze-2-gallery

3 Ricco G
allery

Riccardo Accurso is a studio jeweler with m
ore than 40 years’ 

experience at the bench. His designs project originality and creativity.
125 W

 Germ
an St  |  304-870-4175  |  riccogallery.com

6 D
ickinson &

 W
ait Craft G

allery
Dickinson & W

ait Craft Gallery has been a proud carrier of quality 
Am

erican-m
ade m

erchandise since 1991.
121 E Germ

an St  |  304-876-0657

7 Blue M
oon Café

Diverse & delicious m
enu, great beers on tap, a unique, eclectic 

atm
osphere with local art.

200 E High St  |  304-876-1920  |  BlueM
oonCafeShepherdstown.com

4 Badgerhound Studio and G
allery

Art exhibits and workshops, original art and prints for sale.
110 W

 Germ
an St  |  304-261-6028  |   BadgerhoundGallery.com

8 The G
allery at 105

Contem
porary art that feeds the soul from

 the area’s  leading artists.
105 S Princess St  |  304-876-8080  |  www.galleryat105.com

9 Tow
n Run Tap H

ouse
Eat, drink, play and see great local art in a fam

ily-friendly 
com

m
unity pub.

202 E W
ashington St  |  304-76-0502  |  townruntaphouse.com

10 The Bridge G
allery

This stylish gallery offers works by the  
area’s leading artists and holds periodic special exhibits.
8566 Shep Pike  |  304-876-2300  |  BridgeGalleryandFram

ing.com

2 Kim
o Pics G

allery
Am

azing im
ages by world-traveler, m

usician, and photographer 
Kim

o W
illiam

s 
133 W

 Germ
an Str, Ste 100  |  (304) 582-1487  |  kim

opics.com

5 Lost D
og Coff

ee, Tea, Fine A
rts

Quirky indie coffee shop serving espresso, tea, sm
oothies & cookies  

in a com
fy, art-filled space.

110 W
 Germ

an St  |  304-261-6028  |   BadgerhoundGallery.com




