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Dad(s)
Stephen Altman

T

A worker dismantles the author’s old sugar maple.

PHOTOS BY STEPHEN ALTMAN

his is my Father’s Day column, but
it’s going to take a few hundred words
to get to the point. Thanks for hanging
in there.
A year ago this past May, Shawn Walker,
my neighbor who owns Trees 101, came by to
advise me on my sugar maple. That maple—a
“big old noble tree” of the kind we residents
of Shepherdstown know so well—was what
drew me to the house I’m in. It filled the sky
over my back garden and ferns grew in its
shade. I had carried a drink or two out back
and stared up into the sky-forest of its limbs
and branches many times.
Previous owners had too. You could see
where they’d had damaged limbs removed,
or where they’d had cables strung from one
great limb to another to keep more limbs from
breaking off.
On this day, though, Shawn dug away
some dirt at the base of the tree to reveal
just how bad things had gotten. Root rot!
He probed the ground with long metal rods.
Some 40 percent of the big roots—the ones
that were supposed to be anchoring the damn
thing—had rotted away.
But, I asked, didn’t that leave 60 percent? I was bargaining. Ever patient, Shawn
explained that it could be that very day, or it
could be five years from now, but sooner or
later the maple was going to give way.
My house, and possibly the house next
door, was in jeopardy. But I could not pull the
trigger on that fine old tree.
One day soon afterward, my friends Ed
and Randy were hanging out in my kitchen,
which opens onto the garden. I was sputtering
over the bad news. Shawn had merely been the
messenger. It was an indifferent Providence,
Nature, Fate—whatever you want to call it—
that was the culprit here, and I was the victim,
undeserving of this…this assault, this loss.
Randy is a retired Presbyterian minister,
and of course I kid him a lot about how he’s
my moral compass. So I said, “Listen. Come
outside, lay your hands on my tree, and
cure it.”
I must have caught him at the right
moment, because he played along and the three
of us went out back and Randy laid the palms
of both his hands on my beautiful old maple.
He leaned into it, thinking hard for minute, and
then he turned his head in my direction and
said, “Steve, everything has a life span.”
Which did the trick, of course—freed me
up to find a contractor and have the tree taken

What remained of the maple on day four of a five-day process.

down. It took five days for the crew to do it. If
you’d been there to see a cross-section of the
great trunk, you’d have said, “Gee, that crazy
tree was gonna crush your house!” You would
likely have been right.
By fall I’d gotten myself a honey locust.
If I’m around long enough, I’ll get to see the
honey locust fill some portion of the sky left
empty by my old maple. Some decades from
now, people living in the house I now own will
stare up at their honey locust and call it a fine
old tree. I may have installed it to take the place
of the old tree, but in point of fact, nothing
could take its place. Instead, the new tree will
make a new place.
So the other day I was working in the
garden, planting irises. I have a sunny garden
where once I had a shady one. I had to move
the ferns.
Moving the plants around, I was thinking
that it would be nice to have Dad here. He died
12 years ago this month. I was thinking about
how much he’d have liked to see my children
grown and how much he’d really have liked
to meet little Julian, his great-grandson. Then,
inevitably, came that thought: Everything has a
life span.
My father was Murray M. Altman, son
of Samuel W. Altman, a furrier from Eastern
Europe who got off the boat at Ellis Island.
Dad was born in 1920. He became an accountant, then a printer. You would never have
called him big, like my tree, but by the end
of his life you might well have called him old
and noble. He led an honorable life. He raised
two sons, was faithful to my mother, saw five
grandchildren, and lived to be 87. No one my
father loved could doubt that he loved them.
His love is the point of my story. This
Father’s Day will be our 12th without him,
and yet his love remains. It’s like that space
over the garden that was filled by the maple
tree and is still there—I swear you can still
see it—even though the tree is gone. It’s an
empty space only if you’re willing to forget the
tree and unwilling to plant another. Like any
father’s son who’s gone on to be a dad, I can’t
take my father’s place, but I can keep trying,
in all good faith, to make a new place. Fathers
and sons, mothers and daughters, all the
begats that got us here and all the begettings
to come—the rule about everything having a
lifespan need not apply to love.
Stephen Altman can be reached at
shepherdstown.gnp@gmail.com.
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Writing in Public Places
Ed Zahniser

I

t was never an idea but simply a reaction. In college,
I studied in my room until I went stir crazy. I tried
the college library, but its seemingly false, hushed
“quiet” rattled me like psychological “noise.” I wanted
to treat studying as a full-time job—40 hours per week
beyond class time. One day I took my books and notebook uptown to the Purity Café. They sold a 10-cent
fountain Coke and let me stay and nurse it.
Writing in public places hooked me. Decades into
the practice—Christine Duewel and I had moved to
Shepherdstown in late 1977—I discovered playwright
David Mamet’s Writing in Restaurants. “Legitimacy,” I
thought. (Now on Amazon for 25 cents.)
For years I wrote in the back, southwest booth
of Betty’s Restaurant in the ancien régime of Betty
Osbourn herself and head server Elca Frye. Inflation
had set in—coffee was not the 10 cents of Purity Café
fountain drinks but 25 cents and bottomless.
In my booth behind Richard Brown’s, I wrote
all or most of five books of poetry and prose. During
Christine’s and my two sons’ public school years, I
learned writerly discipline. Elca opened the door at
6 a.m. Brown and I discreetly waited—we dasn’t rush
Elca by waiting on the steps! Yet I must be back home
at 7 a.m. to roust the kids for school. No time to lollygag; just write.
My Epson HX-20 portable computer had a 50-hour
battery life and “Ski-Writer” software. Files could be
“printed” to our home computer. This upped efficiency.
I wrote much of a large-format illustrated book on
North American trees that I had planned for Readers
Digest Trade Books Division. Evenings I assembled
sources to write up at Betty’s. The computer prompted
Elca to starting calling my booth “Ed’s office.”
Tom Swiftwater Hahn, in an east wall booth,
started another of his several C&O Canal books.
Might Elca come down on our booth offices? No. And
Betty seemed unflappable.

Some recognition for “Odds Without End,”
the author’s long-ago column in the original
Shepherdstown Chronicle

There’s an App for That
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Town Correspondent and Columnist

In our sons’ middle years, Christine wrote the
Shepherdstown column for The Spirit of Jefferson and
Farmers Advocate. When she enrolled in a master’s
program in counseling, I assumed her beat. My goal: fill
an entire newspaper page. I was paid per column inch.
When Mary Corcoran and John Lehman started the
original Shepherdstown Chronicle, I wrote a column,
“Odds Without End,” titled after David McCord’s book
of light verse, Odds Without Ends. I won third place
for Best Columnist in the 1997 WV Press Association
Better Newspaper contest.
In my columnist years, I wrote the book
Shepherdstown Historic Firsts, spoofing how the
local history genre mines firsts of many kinds, some
dubious. Shepherdstown, for example, boasts “West
Virginia’s First Published Book.” My book—buy it at
Four Seasons Books—pluralizes that. Most notable

My day job with the National Park Service involved
occasional air travel. In a Denver airport boarding area
lounge, I overheard one ticket agent tell another, “My
last cat died of cancer of the spine.” The line’s rhythm
intrigued me, along with its odd reportage. I worked it
up as three linked sonnets.
The original Observer monthly tabloid published
my lengthy essay “Which Way Is Down?” I wrote it in
Wolfe’s Diner, Dillsburg, Pennsylvania. I had driven to
Harrisburg’s airport to meet a flight that was canceled.
“This is no dream,” the essay noted, “but one of those
rare blocks of enforced free time the gods dump on us
far too rarely.”
The essay hinged on a dream about rock climbing.
“The real looming task is never to scale the cliff or rock
but to get back down it safely.” Along the way it characterized the very traditional gleaming metal dining car–
like diner. It also ruminated on the apparently enduring
necessity of restroom signage about not throwing paper
towels in the toilet.
With parenting of young children behind Christine
and me, my routine morning writing expanded. I wrote
at the Blair Road EZ Mart for three years. (On a work
trip, I later would discover another unrelated EZ Mart
in Fort Smith, Arkansas.) I next moved my informal
pop-up office to Bolivar’s Seven-Eleven, which offered
great writing prompts on its closed-circuit TV and in
USA Today headlines. Through all these moves, coffee
prices eventuated to $1.25, no refills, making my career
illustrate as well as document commodity inflation.

Ed Zahniser

things that first happened here: inventing gunpowder
and vulcanized rubber, Tennessee Ernie Ford’s song
“Sixteen Tons,” Wall Street Journal decked headlines,
and turbine steamboats.
The Reverend Randall Tremba dubbed my book
“The Blazing Saddles version of Shepherdstown’s history.” It even offers an exegesis of the original Betty’s
colonial-themed wallpaper, now a mere undercoat to
some future history.

A house can fairly scream at one: “Do this. Do
that.” By contrast, the right public place just murmurs
soothingly. The app Coffitivity reproduces coffee shops’
ambient sounds and decibel level. But the app lacks one
important advantage of writing in public places—having
to get there. The journey, no matter how long or short,
enforces free time to think and to be open to serendipitous happenings and phenomena en route.
One bonus of writing every day, whether you feel
like writing or not, follows from this journey and its
potential serendipity. You may frequently find yourself
writing about something you would never have “thought
up” but which caught your attention. The sunrise, for
example, which so gloriously paints the eastern horizon,
only to erase its meister werk with higher-angled light
within the hour.
The street you live on is a public place.
Therefore, write!
Ed Zahniser, poet laureate of Shepherdstown, is a cofounder of the Good News Paper and member of the
editorial board. His books of prose and poetry are available at Four Seasons Books in Shepherdstown.
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This Little Light of Mine
Randall Tremba

PHOTO BY PAULA TREMBA

L

ately, I’ve been thinking about writing. About
missing it, actually. For 40 years before I retired,
I wrote a sermon nearly every week and an
essay every three months for this paper. That’s 2,000
sermons and more than 100 essays.
People listened to what I said. People read what
I wrote. I heard cheers and boos. I was relevant and
didn’t even know I was relevant until someone asked
me soon after my retirement how it felt to be irrelevant.
I wasn’t sure whether that was an insult or a joke.
But I took that question into my cave. I sat down,
sighed, and unwound. After 40 years of being in the
arena, I quickly got used to being in a cave. It was bliss.
And then one day, out of the blue, the devil
found me.
You know you used to be somebody. But now
you’re irrelevant. Looks like you’re hiding your light
under a bushel, and I like that because when you were
letting it shine you gave me fits with your relentless
chattering and scribbling about peace, love, and
understanding. Stupid people fell for that crap but I
wanted to throw up. Such garbage. I hope you rot in
this cave and never write a single word again.
The devil left in a huff. But he left a gift.
I started whistling. This little light of mine I’m
gonna let it shine. Hide it under a bushel? No! Never! I
had forgotten how much I loved that song.
Yes, of course, your light may be small—but it’s
yours. Who knows how or why that light gets in us? It
just does. One day, out of the blue, you see something
in yourself you’d not seen before.
One day at South High School in Youngstown, Ohio,
my 11th grade English teacher, a certain devilish Mr. Ted
Moore, said to the class: Take out a clean sheet of paper
and write a 300-word essay entitled “Time.” You have
30 minutes.
Thirty minutes! 1,800 seconds. Half an hour. 1/48th
of a day. I was good at math. I wasn’t good at creative
writing. I could write a book report. I could not make
things up out of thin air.
I scrawled “Time” on the top of my paper and
stared at it. I slowly underlined the title and added a
period after it and then darkened it a little more—a most
emphatic period that should have been a most emphatic
question mark.
Tick tock tick tock tick tock.
For the first time in my school career that feeling
of “I think I’m going to pee my pants any minute now”
seized me. I mean, really, who knows what time is?
Sure, we know what time it is. But what is time? Who
thinks about such things?
Nobody had an inkling what to write. We were
15-year-old kids for cryin’ out loud. Any second now
we’d all throw up our hands, claim stupidity, and plead
for mercy. Of course we would. Any second now.
Tick tock tick tock tick tock.

Randall Tremba

I looked around at my mates only to see every last
one of them leaning over their desks, writing fiercely.
Scratch scratch. Erase erase. Scratch scratch. What did
they know that I didn’t?
I looked at the clock. The large hand jerked forward. Time was passing. I could see that. I could feel it.
I couldn’t stop it.
Tick tock tick tock tick tock.
I stared at my blank paper. I tapped and twirled my
pencil. 10 minutes gone. Blank. 15 minutes gone. Blank.
20 minutes gone. Blank. 10 minutes left. I felt time
judging my whole reputation as a top-notch student.
Tick tock tick tock tick tock.
I gripped my pencil, licked sweat off my upper lip,
gritted my teeth, held my breath, and blindly drove my
pencil onto the paper, little knowing that would pretty
much be my experience of writing for the next 50 years.
The bell rang. I handed in my paper.
Two days later Mr. Moore returned our essays. He
trod up and down the rows slapping down a marked
and graded paper on each desk. Everyone got theirs
back except me. What?! Had he lost mine?
Mr. Moore returned to his desk.
You all did quite well, he said. But one essay stood out
above the rest. I’d like to read Randy’s.

I didn’t become a writer that day or the next. I
brushed it off as sheer luck to have muddled through.
I’m not sure anyone becomes anything in a day or
two or even in a year or two. We’re always becoming. It
takes time for all that’s good in us to arise. It takes time.
It takes opportunities.
Seeds constantly blow about in the wind. Some fall
on hard ground, some among thistles. But now and then
one falls on fertile ground, takes root, and blossoms.
So devil beware. I’m gripping my pencil. I’m
stepping out. I’m getting back in the arena. I will bring
prosperity to West Virginia, democracy back to America,
and peace to the world.
But first I need to take a nap.
Randall Tremba served as minister of the
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church and as founding
executive editor of the Good News Paper until his
retirement in June 2017. He is easing back into the
publishing arena with the release of his first book,
Let Love Arise: 40 Short Essays. He is also working
on another book based on his Shepherd University
Lifelong Learning course, “Reading Genesis Through
the Eyes of Darwin.” You can follow Randy on his blog,
thedevilsgift.com.
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Hali Taylor
Books and Pictures
Claire Stuart

PHOTO BY STEPHEN ALTMAN

W

hat’s Hali Taylor been doing
recently? When asked, she
didn’t have to think for even
a second before replying, “Fundraising!”
And that’s a lot of what Taylor,
director of the Shepherdstown Public
Library, has been doing for the years
since the decision was made to build a
new library. Taylor has been with the
library since 1990 and has served tirelessly as director since 2002. She reports
that the library has crossed the $3 million
fundraising mark for the new library
project, surpassing the original goal of
$2.95 million. Fundraising continues,
given the expected cost increases over
the 2016 estimate.
The new facility is to be built on
what is called a “brownfield” site—in
this case the site of the former municipal
dump. Trash and contaminated soil had
to be removed, a process that began in
2013 with a festive “Brown-Breaking”
celebration. Six years later, the longanticipated construction of the new
library—on land adjacent to the Clarion
Hotel, off Route 480—is expected to
begin this fall.
“We’ve hired an owner’s representative to shepherd us through the process—the hoops and permits, etc.,” said
Taylor. “The library is collaborating with
its neighbors, who are building a housing
development. We’ll share a stormwater
basin, and they will bring in water and
sewer before they build.”
The Shepherdstown Public Library
was established by the Shepherdstown
Women’s Club in 1922, in the building
known as the Market House. It was built
in the 1800s to house the farmers’ market
and has gone through several incarnations as firehouse, a school, jail, town
council offices, and a butcher shop.
“As sweet and wonderful as this
little library is, in the middle of the
street,” said Taylor, “it’s just not adequate
for a community of this size. We can’t
offer the kind of services that libraries
are asked to provide in this day and age.
The children’s space upstairs isn’t ADA
[Americans With Disabilities Act] accessible. Plus, we’ve had up to 200 kids registered in our summer programs, but we

Hali Taylor

have to go somewhere off-site. It will be
nice to have the programs in the library.”
In addition to addressing those issues,
the new library will have connectivity,
meeting space, a conference room, and a
media space for kids to experiment with
new technology.
Taylor is an enthusiastic cheerleader
for the role of libraries in society. “While
its activities have changed, the basic
premise is the same—access to information to live a better life, and that begins
in infancy.”
She emphasized that research has
shown that the most important factor
in later success and satisfaction in life
is being read to as a child. “When you

GOOD NEWS PAPER • SUMMER 2019

read to children, even if they can read,
they understand more than if they read
to themselves. You’re exposing them to
different concepts, understanding words
in context, improving vocabulary. We’re
very intent on early literacy and getting
parents in there, reading to kids at the
earliest stage possible. We have babies
in arms.”
Taylor went on to say that a library
is a “third space”—one that’s not home
and not work. She describes it as a safe
place where you can get to know your
community and meet your neighbors.
There is no pressure to do or be anything,
and you can be alone among people if
you choose.

“Democracies cease to exist without
a place for information for everybody,”
she said.
Originally from La Jolla, California,
Taylor came to Shepherdstown by a
circuitous route more than 40 years ago.
She met her husband, Toby Raphael,
while she was still in college and he
had just graduated. They spent a year in
Italy, where a visit to an archeological
dig inspired him to go to graduate school
to become an ethnographic conservator.
They spent two years in Washington,
DC, while he attended George
Washington University. He received
a Fulbright for a year’s internship in
Mexico City, then landed a position as
a conservator with the National Park
Service Harpers Ferry Center.
They moved to Shepherdstown in
1977. Wherever they lived, Taylor took
classes in an effort to finish her bachelor’s degree in education, which she
finally completed at Shepherd College
(now University). Along with pursuing
her studies, Taylor, who is fluent in
Spanish, taught in the summer career
awareness program for migrant children.
“We’d go on field trips and had all kinds
of enrichment activities, and they’d get
three meals a day.”
She went on to teach sixth grade at
North Jefferson Elementary and special
education in Berkeley County. She and
her husband lived in town for three
years, then bought an old burned-out
farmhouse in 1980 and refurbished it.
“I had one son in 1983 and one in
1986,” she said, “and I was able to stay
home with the kids. I ran a small chocolate business at home.”
Longtime residents probably remember Taylor’s unique candies. She molded
chocolate into realistic facsimiles of
wrenches, pliers, and other tools.
Taylor returned to work in 1990 as
children’s librarian at Shepherdstown
Public Library. She went on to earn a
master of library and information science
degree and then became the library’s
director.
Taylor has had a lifetime love of
photography. Her work has been shown
across the country and received numerous

ALEXANDER DESIGN STUDIO
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View of the future—architect’s rendering of the new Shepherdstown Library

awards. She has been taking photos since
she was about 14, when her father gave
her a camera. The two of them turned a
bathroom into a darkroom, and he taught
her to develop film and print pictures.
“I did photography wherever we
went. My mother came to visit when we
first moved here, and it reminded her of
the little town in upstate New York where
she grew up. She said, ‘Hali, these towns
disappear, and you need to photograph it
while it is here.’”
Taylor took pictures around town
and received a grant from the Jefferson
Arts Council to photograph Jefferson
County. “I traveled every road in the
county,” she recalled. “I photographed
people, buildings, and animals, and
71 framed photos were donated to the
Jefferson County Museum. From that
project came the realization that my
favorite subjects were people.”
She cites Richard Avedon, the
20th-century American photographer
known for black-and-white portraits with
stark backgrounds, as inspiration for the
plain white backgrounds she uses for
her portraits.
“I don’t care about anything but the
face,” she declared. “I just love it.”
That eventually led to the creation
of her coffee table book of photos taken
over 25 years, published in conjunction
with Shepherdstown’s 250th anniversary.
Titled On the Wall, it is a collection

of nearly 100 striking black-and-white
portraits (four of which appear at right)
capturing the essence of Shepherdstown’s
diverse community. The title of the book
came from the fact that the portraits
graced the wall of Taylor’s home for
years and also from the book’s fold-out
pages, which feature Shepherdstown
youths sitting on the wall in front of
Shepherd University’s Reynolds Hall.
The “wall nuts” were a constant source
of contention for some local citizens who
feared the young people were up to no
good.
“Remember?” said Taylor. “There
was always all that hoopla about kicking
them off the wall. This was my statement
that these are our kids; they belong in the
center of the community.”
She continues to take pictures, and
for many years she has held a show of
her work in Shepherdstown every fall.
And, no, she said, she isn’t for hire to
photograph your wedding or your kid’s
graduation.
“I never wanted to be a professional
photographer,” she declared. “As soon
as somebody wants to pay me to do it, I
don’t want to. It’s my art. I get as much
satisfaction now as when I started.”
Claire Stuart has been writing for the
Good News Paper for more years (25?
30?) than she can remember.

PHOTOS BY HALI TAYLOR

Shepherdstown Public Library, in the old Market House building

Danny Fry

Ruth Brown

Sylvia Ellsworth

Jonathan and Seth Raphael
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Keeping Up With the Mason Family
Carol Marujo

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY AMY MASON

A

Daisy, Evie, Claire, and Xylon Mason playing a board game at home

horses and caring for animals and has three
horses now. Everyone learns differently.
One daughter taught herself to read at age
four. We also played a lot of board games,
which are fun and teach children important
thinking skills.”
Homeschooling requires time from
a parent. “My husband makes enough
money at a nine-to-five job that I can
homeschool our kids,” said Mason.
“Groups of parents sometimes support
each other by forming co-ops, where
each parent can teach a different specialty. Ironically, homeschooling is hardly
ever at home.”
A recent field trip destination for
Mason and other homeschoolers was
the nearby Peter Burr Farm, which is
maintained by Reliving History Inc.
The farmhouse is the oldest standing
wood frame structure in West Virginia,
built in 1750–55. Mason and her
children volunteer for Reliving History

PHOTO BY CAROL MARUJO

my Mason plunged into restoration work following the
1994 Northridge earthquake in
Los Angeles. Her uncle, an insurance
appraiser, was swamped with requests
to restore valuable art objects and collectibles that had been damaged in the
quake. He taught Mason to restore dolls,
china, and Limoges porcelain boxes, and
eventually turned that part of his business
over to her.
The actress Margaret O’Brian, who
co-starred with Judy Garland in Meet Me
in St. Louis, had a collection of threedimensional papier-mâché Christmas
ornaments of characters from The Wizard
of Oz, possibly given to her by Garland,
that had been damaged in the quake.
Mason restored them. “I was hooked,” she
said. Mason took classes and learned more
about the art of restoration.
After six years, Mason and her
husband moved back east so she could be
closer to her family. She had grown up on
a farm in Maryland and had taught second
grade in Maryland right after college.
While pregnant with their first child, she
began to explore homeschooling.
“As a teacher, I had seen how red
tape and testing take the fun out of the
learning environment and put pressure
on the kids,” she said. “Teachers are
unable to be creative.” Mason’s criticism
was aimed at the effects of testing policies, not at the teachers and principals
who are required to carry them out.
The Masons gave all their children
the option of public school, but they all
chose homeschooling. Parents and students create portfolios documenting trips,
activities, and projects and providing
samples of their work. The state of West
Virginia has certain requirements and
sends a teacher to review the portfolios.
“As long as you show advancement at the
end of the school year, you can advance
to the next grade level,” says Mason.
After two years of homeschooling
by a more classical method, Mason discovered an approach called unschooling,
where the adult is the consultant in a childled learning process. “One of my children
was in love with the outdoors and animals
but was struggling with math,” she said.
“When we dropped the workbooks, his
love of math exploded. Another child loves

Homeschoolers on the porch of the Burr
Farm house: (top row from left) Amy Mason,
Deborah Rochefort, Claire Mason; (bottom
row from left) Xylon, Evie, and Daisy Mason
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reenactments of colonial life. They wear
colonial clothing sewn by co-op member
Deborah Rochefort. Mason lectures about
colonial medicine. She demonstrates a
spit-poultice made by chewing the leaf of
the plantain, a common weed, to create
a poultice to place on a bee sting to take
out the sting and alleviate swelling.
Mason’s children demonstrate
18th-century children’s games including rolling a wooden hoop with a stick
and tossing and catching a small hoop
on sticks that resemble large knitting
needles. The latter game, called Graces,
was used in the 18th century to teach
“young ladies” graceful movement as
they run to stretch and bend to catch the
hoop. Rochefort demonstrates how to
transform newly sheared wool into thread
for weaving and making clothes. As she
demonstrates carding—the first step in
the process—several children, one at a
time call out, “Can I do it next? Can I do
it next?” with the enthusiasm that handson learning can generate.
Creativity runs strong in the Mason
family. Amy loves painting and sculpting, and playing the piano and clarinet.
Jim is a musician and composer. The
children play musical instruments, and
one daughter won a singing contest.
All the children are involved in community theater productions—lighting,
set-building, acting, singing, and dancing. “Oh, my God,” Mason exclaimed.
“Community theater; I don’t know what
I would do without it!”
The older Mason children are
defining and pursuing their future goals.
Claire, the oldest daughter, completed

Xylon Mason demonstrates an 18th-century
toy at the Burr Farmhouse.

high school graduation requirements a
year early and is now enjoying a gap
year. She researched future careers and
found the Pratt Institute in New York
best suited for her interests in graphic
arts. This art school with a highly
selective admissions process accepted
Claire for its fall class. Daisy wants
to be on Broadway. She loves musical
theater and writing fiction and hopes to
attend the musical theater program at
Shenandoah College. She won a statewide writing competition and recently
performed in a demanding role in the
community theater’s production of the
play Disaster! at the Charles Town Old
Opera House.
Mason says, “My youngest daughter, Evie, loves acting and dancing in
community theater productions and
is becoming a talented artist.” Mason
describes her youngest son, Xylon, as
“a man of the world, comfortable with
people of all ages and well rounded. He
loves hiking, animals, and video games.
Like his brother, he is interested in math,
construction, and engineering.”
Amy Mason, with all of the above,
still does restoration of treasured works
of art and collectibles. She loves restoring dolls and repairing broken glass. Her
Facebook page is called Like Magick
Restoration.
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.
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Kimo Williams

One-Man Center for the Arts
Lee W. Doty

Williams’s Philosophy

Williams developed a philosophy
for meeting challenges during his youth
that has shaped his life and art. Born in
Amityville, New York, Williams spent his
childhood moving around the country for
two reasons: His dad was in the Air Force
and, as someone with alcoholism, was
unable to maintain a workable home life.
Williams was shipped off with his sister to
relatives in Baltimore and North Carolina
at a time when signs saying “Whites
Only” were prevalent in the South.

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY KIMO WILLIAMS

A

nyone familiar with
Shepherdstown, a beacon for
those drawn to the creative arts,
won’t be surprised that a local concert of
Mozart and Mendelssohn also included
a mesmerizing piece, Into the Liquid,
composed by one of the town’s residents.
Nor will that person be surprised that the
resident composer is also a photographer
with a gallery, KimoPics, at 133 West
German Street. But that the same resident
has played guitar professionally, writes
plays and composes operas, is retired
from the Army as a captain and currently
heads up USVAP, an organization that
supports army veterans through the arts,
should make anyone take notice. Kimo
Williams is that Shepherdstown resident.
He moved to Shepherdstown with his
artist-partner and wife, Carol, after 25
years teaching music and music management at Columbia College in Chicago.
Williams is a one-man center for
the arts. How else to describe someone
whose music has been performed by
prestigious orchestras and ensembles,
including the Czech National Symphony
Orchestra and the Chicago Sinfonietta;
who directed the music for Goodman
Theatre’s production of August Wilson’s
Ma Rainey’s Black Bottom; and who
created, in partnership with Gary Sinise
of Lt. Dan fame in Forrest Gump, the Lt.
Dan Band, which performs at USO concerts? If that weren’t enough, he earned
a master’s in management; his photography, which is jury selected in art galleries
nationally, was included in Smithsonian
magazine; and with Carol, he launched a
record company and recording studio.

Kimo Williams

Williams making music

Williams believes his ability to stay
in the moment, rather than succumb to
resentment or fear, helped him: “I didn’t
think about what had come before or
what would happen next. I dealt with
what was before me.” He viewed obstacles as simply something to overcome.
When he decided to become an officer
in the Army, he was told it was rare for a
black man to receive a commission. He
identified the obstacles and found ways
through and around them.
In 1969, right before he enlisted
in the Army, Williams attended his
first music concert, the Jimi Hendrix
Experience. The concert changed his
life. He loved playing the guitar but was
so affected by Hendrix he decided to
dedicate his life to music and guitar. The
choice could not have been a better or
timelier one. He would soon be stationed
in Lai Khe, Vietnam, as a combat
engineer. Whenever he left the jungle
for R&R he would go to service clubs
and play guitar. A special service officer
heard him play and asked him to put
together a band of other talented soldiermusicians who would go on the road and
play for the troops.
Williams wasn’t caught up in the right
or wrong of the war. Instead, he stayed in
the moment, dealt with where he’d landed,
and found those soldier-musicians. The

skills he honed in organizing the band,
managing the gigs, and keeping his band
in line prepared him for starting a band
when he returned home.
In the creative arts, Williams didn’t
follow well-worn paths or strive to meet
society’s expectations through competition. After graduating from Berklee
College of Music in Boston, he chose to
work toward a master’s in management,
rather than the expected music composition degree, to strengthen his ability
to apply logic to chaos, a muscle he’d
been exercising all his life. Today, still
wary of competition’s impact, Williams
requires that funds raised by USVAP go
toward arts therapy as opposed to arts
competitions.

Making Sweet Music Together

The biggest factor in Williams’s
evolution as a center for the arts was
his relationship with Carol. He recounts
that while at Berklee, he became quite
popular because of his music. One day
he sidled up to an attractive student and
said, “So what’s your name?” She was not
an obstacle to overcome. Cool and unimpressed, she answered, “Why do you want
to know?” From then on, he was hooked.
“Before I met her, I didn’t count on
other people,” Williams says. “But in
Carol I found someone who was a great

listener and never lied. I could be myself.”
Carol’s family initially viewed her dating
a black man as part of a rebellious phase,
he says. Forty-one years in a marriage
is a long rebellious phase. The communication and artistic collaboration in the
Williamses’ relationship have allowed him
to grow as an artist. “Beyond music and
photography,” he says, “they have helped
us grow as good citizens.”
The Williamses’ most successful
collaboration is Rebecca Williams, their
daughter, who graduated from Dartmouth
College and chose a field far from the creative arts: electrical engineering. Rebecca
works in Columbia, Maryland, and her
proximity is the reason the Williamses
chose Shepherdstown as their home.
Currently, Williams is completing
work on an opera about the court-martial
of Henry O. Flipper, the first black
graduate from West Point; finishing a
commission of a fanfare for the Maryland
Symphony to celebrate conductor
Elizabeth Shultz’s 20 years with the
orchestra; and working on a second commission by the New York–based string
quartet ETHEL.
Lee W. Doty, retired lawyer and murder
mystery writer, is a sucker for a good
love story. The Williamses’ story is one
of them.
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ON FOOD

Yellow Brick Bank, The Restaurant
Place, Product, and People
Pat Hamilton
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Connell died in February
2017. Connell’s son Keper, in a
phone interview from the bilge
of his commercial fishing boat
in New Hampshire, talked about
how his father was ahead of his
time. “I don’t know what’s worse,
being ahead of your time or being
late. My dad’s vision of food was
truly the former, and his visionary
concepts stood that test. ‘Food
will take you where you want to
go,’ he’d say.”
Kevin Connell understood
the value of local products and
allowing the food to speak for
itself, more the way Italians cook.
Keper recalled cleaning ramps and
remarking to his father, “What’s
so exciting about these things?”
Kevin explained that ramps are a
seasonal marker: Like pawpaws
and sour cherry soup, they are
honored local gifts.
The Yellow Brick Bank grew
and flourished because of the
people Connell nourished. Luksa
credits him with not only teaching
him about food and cultivating
local producers but how to help
people grow—a testament to over
a decade of success at the Press
Room, the restaurant that Luksa
started in Shepherdstown after
he left the Yellow Brick Bank.
The kitchen at the bank was newgraduate Wheeler’s first, a special opportunity for a
young chef, especially a female chef.
There is no saying whether Shepherdstown helped
make the Yellow Brick Bank or the Yellow Brick Bank
helped make Shepherdstown, but the restaurant will
be remembered for being larger than the sum of the
town, the staff who worked there, the visitors passing
through, and the food itself. Wheeler, Luksa, and
Connell are just three characters in a drama that had
no script.
The Yellow Brick Bank was an expression of
Shepherdstown, offering up atmosphere, music, and
conversation enabled by good food. It was fascinating,
durable, and a little bit magic. As Keper said, “My dad
created his own universe.”
PHOTOS PROVIDED BY PAT HAMILTON

B

y the third year of operation, 60 percent of restaurants fail. The Yellow Brick Bank lasted 30 years,
not only as a restaurant but as an institution. The
Yellow Brick Bank was iconic; it practically dripped lore
and fable and still does. Folks wonder if the magic of the
Yellow Brick Bank was its location in Shepherdstown or
if the magic came from someplace ethereal. Beyond tall
tales, eminent visitors, and multiple versions of itself,
surely something explains such endurance.
Like any business, restaurants are about place,
product, and people. The place, the Yellow Brick Bank,
has been widely written about—described as charming,
enchanting, and unique to its location in “beguiling
Shepherdstown” (New York magazine, 1987). It was a
converted Jefferson Security Bank building. The vault
was used for wine storage and the dining room was
outfitted in wicker. But cute and charming restaurants can
still be unremarkable, so the food needed to be very good,
too. But even the food never seemed the precise lure.
Two people first in the kitchen at the Yellow Brick
Bank were Liz Wheeler and Mike Luksa. Wheeler was
21 in 1976 and newly out of the Culinary Institute of
America. In a kitchen Mike Luksa later described as
having only a broiler, flat top grill, steam table, and
dishwasher, Wheeler cranked out some excellent fare—
homemade bread, her own soups, and entrees prepared
from local ingredients. As a trained chef, she brought
order and a formula to the new kitchen.
As for Luksa, he says about getting his first real
kitchen job, “I wouldn’t have hired me.” He bounced
around a few kitchens in Buffalo, New York, being
trained by certified chefs after graduating from a culinary arts academy.
“I was in Shepherdstown, doing odd painting jobs,
when my parents visited,” he said. “We went to the Yellow
Brick Bank for dinner, and my dad asked if they needed a
chef. Owner Kevin Connell said he sure did, and I started
the next day. And my education truly began.”
Wheeler moved on to Connecticut to work with
Martha Stewart, but Luksa stayed at the Yellow Brick
Bank and not only honed his cooking craft but also
shaped his future as a restaurateur. The early days were
a constant struggle to keep cash flow positive, source
great local products, and find quality seafood that could
be shipped to Shepherdstown. The town and the region
were supportive, but the Yellow Brick Bank had yet to
be discovered by urbanites. Only tourists interested in
rafting, fishing, history, or visiting Shepherd College
(now University) came to town. At a moment in those
first years, a transformation occurred in which the amalgam of town, food, and people made something larger
than a restaurant.
Both Luksa and Wheeler would tell you that
however enchanting the town, charming the building,

The Yellow Brick Bank gang, ca. late 1970s

and wonderful the food, the sorcery
of the Yellow Brick Bank was Kevin
Connell’s doing. He bought the bank
building in 1976 and imported his
experience as a political advance
man for Robert Kennedy’s campaign
and managing a Clyde’s restaurant in
DC and set to work creating something unique.
“Kevin was fearless,” says
Luksa. “Who else puts their wait
staff in lab coats and displays live
scallops in the shell in the middle
of the dining room? It was the Wild
West back then, and Kevin took
advantage of every opportunity.”
Connell was a free spirit and
Liz Wheeler
a visionary, pushing Luksa to turn
visions into food people would order. “We were buying local product and doing farm to table and nose to
tail before it was a thing,” Luksa says. “But that was
Kevin’s way.”
Much has been made of the Nancy Reagan and
George Will visit to the restaurant and of the Syria
talks in 2000 for bringing DC folks to Shepherdstown.
Even the 1979 Phyllis Richmond review of the Yellow
Brick Bank in the Washington Post—which was
good but not stellar—helped put the restaurant and
Shepherdstown on the map.
“Phyllis said the hollandaise sauce has too much
lemon. Kevin said he knew that, because that’s how he
likes it,” said Luksa.
This is also a guy who served live sea urchin and
monkfish and once bought mackerel headed for bait and
helped Luksa star it on the special menu that weekend.
He was not to be dissuaded.

Pat Hamilton enjoys writing about food and all that it
teaches you.
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Whooo Let the Birds Out?
John Bonner Did!
Claire Stuart
public.” The globe could rotate,
which was useful for discussions.
As National Geographic
moved into the digital age, another
major project for Bonner was a
world database with map cartography and bathometry (ocean bottom
details). The public could access
this data and make their own maps
on line.
When his career at the
Geographic came to an end,
Bonner was ready, not for retirement, but for a career change.
Because he had the degree, he
decided to give teaching a try.
He taught special education at
Washington High School in
Charles Town until a position
for an art teacher opened at
Shepherdstown Middle School,
where he taught for six years.
School administrators wanted
a mural in the cafeteria but didn’t
know exactly what kind. All they
knew was that they didn’t want
the typical farm-and-crops
scene that adorn so many school
lunchrooms. Bonner decided to
use the school mascot in some
sort of cartoon on the theme of
food—something that the students
would enjoy. He did the cafeteria mural and eventually a
smaller one in the gym.
Bonner has finally decided to really retire, but that
just means he won’t be teaching in public schools. He
still loves to teach but wants to make his own hours, so
he has opened an art studio in nearby Sharpsburg. He
hopes to give high school students who are seriously
considering art as a career a good background for college and provide adults a place to go to create art. He
is also a certified Bob Ross painting instructor and will
continue to provide workshops on wet-on-wet oil painting techniques.
PHOTOS BY CLAIRE STUART

A

feisty little cardinal in
a chef’s hat balances
on a unicycle juggling
items of food, while other birds
wisecrack and take selfies, and a
wise old owl drives a school bus.
Down the hallway, a bold birdie
bursts through a wall, challenging all opponents.
If you’ve had a look into
Shepherdstown Middle School’s
cafeteria or gym, you’ve no
doubt seen these clever murals
featuring the school’s mascot,
Bonner’s cafeteria artwork
John Bonner
the cardinal, and probably
wondered who created them.
They are the work of artist John
Bonner, retired art teacher and
former map artist for National
Geographic magazine.
If it seems like a long way
from National Geographic to
Shepherdstown Middle School,
it was! Born in Elkins, West
Virginia, Bonner earned an art
education degree from Shepherd
College (now University), planning to become an art teacher.
Unable to land a job teaching art
and with the pressure of student
loans closing in, he had to find
“Whooo let the birds out?” asks the owlish bus driver.
some other work.
Bonner worked in the Geographic’s cartography
He took a job in the mailroom at the National
division for 30 years. One of his biggest projects was
Geographic Society. Working for that organization
painting an 11-foot-diameter physical globe of the
proved to be a turning point in his life. “I saw stuff that
world. The globe weighed over a ton. It was unveiled
I wanted to do,” he recalled.
for the 100th anniversary of the society and was the
Determined to create artwork for National
centerpiece of its headquarters for several years.
Geographic on a freelance basis, he did a lot of practice
“It was a multimillion dollar project,” he said. “A
work at home and made phone calls to set up portfolio
large number of freelancers were looked at for the job,
viewings. He found that opportunities were scarce, with
but I was selected because I had the most experience,
competition from many other freelancers.
was expert with airbrush, and I was on staff. One other
But sometimes a person is in just the right place at
the right time. Bonner met a man at the Geographic who person worked with me—a draftsman who did line work
and outlines of the continents. It took me two years to
was the premier artist for the cartography department.
paint, all done with an airbrush. I used many different
Bonner asked him if he would show him a few of his
sources to create land masses and oceans.”
techniques to try at home.
Bonner explained that the globe was made of
“He would guide me through what I was doing at
several layers of epoxy and resin and molded into four
home. I didn’t know that he was planning to retire and
quarters. It was put together from the inside with an
was hoping to train someone,” Bonner said. “After a
access opening at the South Pole.
few months, I got a call asking me to bring my portHe described it as an interactive globe. “It sat in
folio, and they offered me a position to work with this
an amphitheater with many desks. It was open to the
artist. After six years of studying with him, he retired,
and I became their artist on staff.”

For information on Bonner’s art school, call
(240) 291-2831.
You can see pictures of the globe online by searching John Bonner, National Geographic Globe.
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The Firehouse Doors
A Glimpse Into Shepherdstown’s
Firefighting History
Sharon Henderson

P

rominently displayed on the back wall of the Shepherdstown Fire Department,
Company 3 firehouse, is a set of large, heavy, white double doors, over a hundred
years old. They hang high above a long row of firefighters’ gear and overlook a
fleet of red, carefully polished and maintained firefighting vehicles.
These impressive doors serve as a reminder of a community’s high regard for
fire protection and the courageous work of legions of community volunteers dating
back to 1793 when, according to Shepherdstown annals, the authority to purchase
the town’s first fire engine was given. The story of how the doors got there and why
they’re revered today reflects the community’s dedication to preserving the past and
securing the future of a valuable service.
To understand the significance of the doors, we need to know where they were
originally. For that part of the story we’re indebted to the work of Shepherdstown Fire
Department historian, Michael M. Athey, former public school science teacher, retired
associate professor of the State Fire Training Center at West Virginia University, and a
member of the SFD since 1957. In 2010 he published The Story of the Shepherdstown
Fire Department, 1796–2008, a book he dedicated to the past, present, and future
members of the department and to his father, Maxwell Athey, a longtime SFD member.
“The firehouse where the doors were originally located,” says Athey, “was built
in 1913 at the corner of New and King streets.”
The fire station, located on the first floor, had a garage for a steam-driven fire
truck and a small apartment next to the garage for a volunteer fireman and his family.
The tower held an alarm bell and later an electric siren. The building also housed a
large public hall on the second floor, greatly needed at the time, as well as a two-cell
jail and council chambers.
“The hall,” explains Athey, “was the largest open space in town and was
used for town meetings, dinners, movies, and basketball.” The third floor was
never finished.
In 1924 the first motorized engine, made by the Seagrave Corporation, was
purchased and delivered. The fire department had 10 days to decide whether they
wanted to keep it. A day after the engine arrived, fire department records reported the
following:
Alarm for fire was sounded Sunday morning, November 30 at 1:45 AM
for a fire at East Washington Street near Princess Street at property of R.G.
Miller tenant house and blacksmith shop. New motor truck which had just
been received on November 29 was placed at run and three streams of water
were used for a while. Truck was run continually for four hours and at 6 AM
apparatus was back in house made ready for the next call.
After watching the truck in operation, the membership decided to keep it. A new
era of fire protection had begun for Shepherdstown and the surrounding communities.
That first engine was replaced in 1943 by a bigger Seagrave engine. Here’s where
we return to the topic of the fire doors. The garage that housed the fire engine had a
special, stone-arched opening with two doors. The doors, which opened inward, created a problem for parking the larger engine because there wasn’t room to close the
doors once the engine was inside. The members decided to replace the doors.
“In those days,” explains Athey, “the members never threw things away, thinking
they might find a use for them someday.”
They found a local businessman who was willing to store the doors in the attic of
one of the buildings at his business in Shepherdstown. There they stayed for almost 70
years, unused and nearly forgotten.
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The 1913 firehouse was substantially remodeled around 1960. It had four garages
for the storage of new firefighting equipment and boasted instant communications
with the installation of two-way radios in the units. A ladies auxiliary was formed
and plans were made for an emergency ambulance service. The firehouse continued
to serve the community until 1989 when a new firehouse was built on Route 45, its
current location. The bell and siren from the old firehouse were moved to the new
location, and the building was sold and renovated by the new owner into apartments.
In June 2011, Bill Knode, the local businessman whose family had stored
the doors, held an auction to sell inventory from his Southern States store in
Shepherdstown. Among the items to be auctioned were the almost forgotten
firehouse doors. A local banker and fire department board member, Dennis Barron,
spotted the doors among the auction items and recommended that the fire department buy them back.
“We collected enough to buy the doors for $600,” said Barron.
Enter Jim Schmitt, local building contractor and volunteer firefighter, who, along
with other firefighters, loaded the heavy, cumbersome doors onto a borrowed livestock
trailer and transported them to a local farmer’s barn for storage until the department
could decide what to do with them.
“I knew I wanted to do something to save the history of the doors,” said Schmitt,
“and felt they belonged in the firehouse.”
He thought about it for a few months and decided to use the slow time in his
construction business to clean and restore the doors. His crew worked on the doors
through January and February of 2014. They carefully touched up the red paint on
the words FIRE DEPT, originally painted on the glass panel at the arch of the doors.
They were surprised to find, after scraping off decades of dirt and grime, an additional
two thick panes of clear glass in the lower part of the doors. They then stripped and
repainted the doors and hinges.
Once the doors were reassembled, Schmitt and his crew installed them on the
firehouse wall. He’d been thinking about how to use the doors to illustrate firefighters
throughout the 20th century. One of his crew, Nathan Altier, is an accomplished artist,
so Schmitt put him to work, creating on canvas the figures of four firefighters, each
outfitted to represent a different period in the history of firefighting. The completed
artwork was then slipped in behind the glass in the lower part of the doors.
With the addition of the artwork, Schmitt felt he had accomplished his goals
of preserving the history of an important era in firefighting in Shepherdstown and
paying tribute to all the firefighters who served the community from those early
days to the present. The doors have also become a source of inspiration for the current SFD firefighters.
“The doors are a real focal point,” says Assistant Fire Chief Brian Fluharty.
“They’re the first thing I see when I walk into the station, and I’m proud to be a part
of the long history they represent.”
Sharon Henderson urges us to support and thank our volunteer firefighters, who are
preserving a tradition that is becoming endangered in many areas of the country.

PHOTO BY MELINDA SCHMITT
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POETRY

Tom Donlon

“Mosaics” and Other Poems
Mt. Precipice, Nazareth

We Are Water

Not much has changed in 2,000 years
since you were here preaching a new message.
On this hot day in May, I picked up, from the ledge,
a hand-sized chunk of limestone.

I could mistake Tel Dan for Arizona with its cloudless,
hot skies, but it is lush with foliage amid the limestone—
olives and eucalyptus, which drink up the water.
No water, no life.

For miles, these chalky mountains, olive trees
and plains are the desert view. The Israeli guide says
this may be the site where the Jewish residents
tried to throw you off the cliff.

The ancients built walls around cities and dug wells inside
to protect water. Follow Hezekiah’s tunnel carved in cliffs
under the City of David to keep Sennacherib’s Assyrians
from the cisterns. Keep it hidden, flowing downhill
to the Pool of Siloam.

In Jerusalem, the lovely young Sabras in green
with machine guns strapped to their backs
know no other life. To them, it’s a matter of survival.
The Arab-Israeli restaurant servers show blank faces.
Aren’t these all children of Abraham?
We are still throwing rocks at each other. This chunk
of limestone could silence even the bravest dissenter.
I still hear the chariots and horses, the arrows.
I cling tightly to you, my Rock.

Mosaics
I wonder at the patience of artists to collect
and shape these tiny chips of colored limestone
into the forms of a face, a body, an interaction
of people. We’re viewing tile mosaics
on the stone walls in this Byzantine church
of St. George in Madaba, Jordan. On the floor,
is the 6th century floor map—a tile depiction
in tiny pieces—of the Middle East geography.
The face of a woman is assembled from hundreds
of colored chips. Up close, that’s all it is—bits of rock
pasted on a wall. But I backed up a few steps
and saw her face fill with emotion. How did the artist
do this with shards of rock, to make me want to kneel
and pray to comfort this woman in her longing
for a resolution, for a fulfillment of her hope?
In the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, in Jerusalem,
it’s the same. Up close, it’s a layout of pieces.
When I stood back and looked, there was Mary’s face,
distraught, as she held her son lying dead, just taken
from the cross. Who showed these artists how to speak
for the dead, the suffering, for a mother who grieves
the brutal loss of her son?

GOOD NEWS PAPER • SUMMER 2019

Some of our tour members were baptized in the River Jordan,
thin and decreasing. It’s the submerging that matters,
the spiritual rebirth in this precious place. Oh how we love
to cleanse ourselves in water.
On another day, sweating, I waded into the Sea of Galilee,
with my hand cupped and filled with water. It evaporated
quickly. I hold back the water of my tears as we travel
through this dry, war-torn land. Lord, our souls thirst for you.

The Western Wall
How many laborers with oxen and wooden rollers did it take
to build this wall? The Romans took down the Second Temple,
as the Babylonians had destroyed Solomon’s temple,
but centuries of war, strife and domination have failed
to obliterate these mammoth, stacked stones.
The guide explained the two-finger rule used by builders.
Each level of the wall was set back two fingers in thickness,
without mortar, so the wall bent slightly inward as it rose.
Cornerstones are interlocked. This site, in the Old City
of Jerusalem, is claimed by Jews and Muslims.
I stood at the Jewish section of the Wall wearing a yarmulke,
along with hundreds of other pilgrims, and said the Lord’s Prayer
in Spanish: “Padre Nuestro, que estas en el cielo, sanctificado sea
tu nombre….” Jewish people mourn the destruction of the temple.
I prayed for this Holy Land where machine-gun outfitted soldiers
abound. On the outer wall, I saw snipers.
Tom Donlon lives with his wife and children in
Shenandoah Junction, West Virginia. He earned a
master of fine arts in creative writing from American
University in Washington, DC, before moving to West
Virginia in 1986. He was awarded a chapbook,
Peregrine, in November 2016, from a book contest
sponsored by the Franciscan University in
Steubenville, Ohio. His poems have appeared in
ABZ, America, Blue Collar Review, Christianity and
Literature, Commonweal, Folio, Hospital Drive,
Kestrel, Poet Lore, Sow’s Ear Poetry Review and
other journals, newspapers, and anthologies. Recognition includes Pushcart Prize
nominations and a fellowship from the West Virginia Commission on the Arts.
PHOTO BY MEREDITH DONLON

The crevices are too old for me to imagine
how long this precipice has been here. Even today
the site could be a place to hurl off one’s enemy.
Tensions are high. Side by side, nations
within a nation claim the same land.
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Joseph Goss

Sleuth of a Storied Old House

PHOTO BY MARC BRIOD

Marc Briod

The old farmhouse today, facing the Blue Ridge

S

hepherdstown, we know, has had a long and fascinating history. Everywhere we look we see traces
of its illustrious past. A glance at the Potomac
River reminds us of the burgeoning commercial activity that once prevailed along the town wharf. Today,
despite frequent batterings by fast-flowing logs during
floods and high water, the original stone piers still stand
as a reminder of a bygone era. Those crumbling pillars
once supported a covered bridge built in 1850. But the
wooden structure was burned down only a decade later,
courtesy of the young Confederate Henry Kyd Douglas.
Since then, new bridges and ferries have come and
gone. The former tollhouse at the foot of Princess Street,
now a private residence, is all that remains.
Without a doubt, the town’s most notable epoch
was much earlier—the spirited period before, during,
and after the Revolutionary War. In 1910, Danske
Dandridge, celebrated author of Historic Shepherdstown,
published an account of those jubilant years. Even now,
we can see the vestiges of that era, evidenced by structures of distinctive design that are scattered throughout
the town and sur-rounding area. All were made exclusively of indigenous material—log, stone, frame, or
brick. Their pleasing aesthetic forms must have evoked
widespread feelings of pride and accomplishment as
each new building took its ordained place in the expanding life of the community.
Architectural historian John Allen Jr. published
an important volume, Uncommon Vernacular, about
the early houses of Jefferson County. It includes striking photos by Walter Smalling Jr. of 250 buildings
constructed between 1735 and 1835. The structures,
though diverse in appearance, reflect a shared optimistic
outlook for the country’s future. The inspiration for their
design came, in large part, from the unsullied beauty and
bounty of the land. Underwritten by the promise of life,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness, each assemblage

added tangible meaning to the aspirations of those
living and working in the area. Whether farmhouse,
townhouse, or another kind of dwelling, all became part
of one unfolding, communal order.
Now comes Joseph Goss, who has written a captivating book, Frontier Cabin Story: The Rediscovered
History of a West Virginia Log Farmhouse. As a brief
background, during the late 1960s, Goss served in the
Peace Corps as a hydrological engineer, designing and
installing gauging stations for irrigation systems in
Kandahar and Helmand Provinces, Afghanistan. More
recently, he helped restore aging water and sewer systems in the DC area.
In 2011, he and his wife, Lynne, came upon a “stunning old farmhouse” near Shepherdstown. Smitten by its
plain and mysterious beauty, they took the plunge and
bought the place. But its obscure past soon began eating
away at them. Who built it? When? What was its original design? How did it change? For what purpose? Who
were its successive owners, residents, or tenant farmers?
What were their stories?
A lot of excellent detective work went into Goss’s
research, regarding not only the log farmhouse but also
the people connected to it. Many were members of the
Morgan and Selby families. Several, including Colonel
John Francis Hamtramck and other colorful characters,
were linked to the majestic Wynkoop Tavern on German
Street in Shepherdstown.
Walter B. Selby is arguably the principal figure in
Goss’s epic account of the frontier cabin. It may have
been through Selby’s marriage to Eleanor Morgan that he
acquired both the cabin and the tavern. The latter’s sublime presence in town must have stood in sharp contrast
to the humble farmhouse (cabin) in the countryside, as
well as to Selby’s modest dry goods building nearby. A
history of all three places is essential for any full and fair
accounting of Selby’s ambitious and enterprising life.

Goss goes far beyond a simple inquiry into the history of his farmhouse, offering the book as a “prototype
for researchers of forgotten archaic homes anywhere”
and “a useful reference for disciples of local history.”
Though not formally trained in the traditional methodologies of historical research, he shows with skill and
conviction that the analytical procedures in engineering
practice translate well into this type of inquiry. He
shows, too, that persistence and attention to detail can
eventually result in surprising breakthroughs. He says
a windfall occurred when he happened on a page of
nearly illegible scribblings in a family file folder that
was locked in a vault at the Berkeley County Historical
Society. “Like the Rosetta Stone,” he said, those
research notes were key to his deciphering seemingly
unrelated documents: a will dated 1788 and a property
deed from 1811. Together, these items enabled him to
determine, with near certainty, who built and owned the
original log farmhouse and in what year.
Goss likes to keep his readers in suspense over
the intriguing question of the cabin’s age. We will only
say here that the dark “cave-like atmosphere,” as Goss
describes it, of the original log interior was surely very
different from the bright, exultant, revolutionary spirit
that was already flourishing outside its walls.
Long after that fortuitous beginning, several major
alterations to the house were completed, including
Goss’s own tasteful addition, done just five years ago.
Not far off, the Blue Ridge Mountains must be looking
down in silent approval.
Frontier Cabin Story: The Rediscovered History
of a West Virginia Log Farmhouse, by Joseph Goss, is
available at Four Seasons Books.
Marc Briod and his wife, Judith, live in Shepherdstown’s
Stone Row, the former brewhouse for Shutt’s Cream Beer
(which is, unfortunately, no longer available).
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Mayor Jim Auxer
“But you gotta wanna do it”
Ed Zahniser

P

problems of running a country.” Or a
small exurban town 70 miles from the
nation’s capital by canal towpath.
In 2013, Yale University Press
published Benjamin R. Barber’s book If
Mayors Ruled the World: Dysfunctional
Nations, Rising Cities. The difference
between city governments and other
levels of government, Barber asserts “is
that action takes place at the city level.”
At a World Mayors Council in 2010, for
example, he says that 207 cities signed
the Mexico City Pact to act to combat
climate change. Now, nine years later, the
suicidal overheating of our world is still
on most nations’ back burners.
To fiddle while Rome burns is one
thing. To fiddle while the planet overheats
is a whole other ball of imperiled wax.
“We’re a green town,” Mayor Auxer
says at the Town Council meeting. He
follows that with “Principles cost money.
We pride ourselves on trying to do

until just west of Shepherdstown at the
Berkeley County line.
The Fallows wanted to experience
towns where “people work together
on practical local possibilities.” They
argue that local communities make the
innovations and solve the issues “that
will eventually fund national renewal
when the climate in Washington is not
so toxic.”

Practical, Local, Possible

Practical local possibilities are what
Mayor Auxer is all about. As he said in
a recent Town Council meeting about
tackling a local issue, “But you gotta
wanna do it.” Former United Kingdom
Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher
brought it not just closer to home but
right down to the home itself. “Any
woman who understands the problems
of running a home,” Thatcher declared,
“will be nearer to understanding the

the right thing—and people know that
about Shepherdstown.” He then throws
in a practical pitch: “If you really love
Shepherdstown, bend over and pick up
some trash or cigarette butts.”
But look up into the trees too. Mayor
Auxer is roundly proud of what he refers
to as the town’s tree canopy. In fact,
Shepherdstown has been a “Tree City
USA” municipality for 12 years now.
Indeed, on a mid-April day this spring,
many of the town’s tree plantings were
being professionally fed and watered.
Sadly, many of us only realize what’s
at stake when a big old noble tree has
to come down because of senescence, a
hazard in a 250-year-old town.

If Mayors Ruled the World

One day last winter, I was in the
Town Hall conference room to talk to
the mayor about the new Society for
Creative Writing [see the Good News

Auxer in the mid-1960’s, playing on the defensive line for Shepherd College
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ressed to admit that being president
of the United States was a tough
job, Lyndon B. Johnson retorted,
“It could be worse. I could be mayor.”
You get the feeling Shepherdstown
Mayor Jim Auxer thinks just the opposite.
Nor is he alone. From 2013 to 2016,
James and Deborah Fallows researched
their book Our Towns: A 100,000-Mile
Journey into the Heart of America. In
Riverside, California, they asked Mayor
Rusty Bailey if he aspired to run for
higher office. “Higher?” Bailey shot back.
“This is the highest office right here.”
The Fallows are “inside the
Beltway” Washington, DC, folk, but they
looked outside their turf for towns exhibiting hope and vitality. Mayor Auxer talks
like the couple might just have motored
up I-270 to Shepherdstown and stopped
right here. That, despite the fact that
the Greater Metropolitan Washington
Statistical Area’s boundary does not end

Mayor Auxer and Director of Public Works Frank Welch

PHOTO BY STEPHEN ALTMAN
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Mayor Auxer and Police Chief Mike King

Paper, Spring 2019]. The society is a
joint project of town folk and Shepherd
University and its Scarborough Society.
The society’s goal is to provide
Shepherd University students and
faculty and town folk more and varied
access to professional writers and
poets. This will up the literary mix in
the general cultural stew that gives
Shepherdstown the moniker “Cultural
Hub of the Universe” in some circles,
however small.

Where’s My Water
Warning Letter?

At that time, Mayor Auxer, who
doesn’t play the grand poobah but considers himself one of Shepherdstown’s
workers, had been reading If Mayors
Ruled the World. He took the book’s
thesis right to street level. “Our town
can do things fast,” he said. “Someone
calls to complain about a pothole, and we
send someone out to fix it. We can get a
pothole fixed within the hour.”
By contrast, getting things done
quickly can be a different matter when
the town must deal with the county or
the state. Imagine making a phone call
and almost instantly getting new lights
on the James Rumsey Bridge across the
Potomac River. It didn’t happen, and it
didn’t happen. Solution? The town had

The mayor with his team at Town Hall: (from left) Accounting Clerk Deborah Nickerson,
Billing Clerk Crystal Painter, Town Clerk Amy Boyd, and Zoning Officer Andy Beall

to do it—and did so recently. Enjoy the
illumination if you haven’t yet noticed.
Some things take longer and cost
more, but the town is up to those big
tasks too. The mayor brought it to my
attention that our household no longer
receives those formerly episodic,
obligatory letters about the levels of
certain chemicals in our tap water. Yeah,
where’s my formerly expectable water
warning letter?
The story goes like this: To get
from the town’s water treatment plant to
the water towers off Route 45 west of
town, the treated water used to have to
traverse the entire town water system,
which extends beyond corporate town
limits. In those long and circuitous, even
labyrinthine travels, the treated water
could pick up the trace of offending
substances.
Solution: The town built a new line
direct to the water tower from the treatment plant. No more mandatory letters
now. Mayor Auxer also likes to report
that he often goes down to the town
water treatment plant on North Princess
Street and drinks a glass of the freshly
treated water. It used to be that commoners were recruited to test the sovereign’s
libations. In Shepherdstown, the town’s
chief executive generously serves as
taster for all.

“People today get so inundated
with issues,” the mayor says. “In
Shepherdstown we concentrate on what
we can get done. As a mayor you quickly
learn what you can get done. Soon you
get pretty confident.”

Town Parks, Chickens, Open Door
Policy

Most people don’t realize that
Shepherdstown boasts five parks. That’s
pretty amazing when you consider that,
area-wise, the town is often referred to as
“five-blocks square.” Indeed, newcomers
often assume that Prospect and Fairmont
streets are part of town. Not so. The
chartered town’s south boundary is the
alley behind Shepherdstown Presbyterian
Church and one house lot south of the
post office. That’s just one-half block
south of Washington Street!
Then there’s the not insignificant
matter that the town can’t expand north,
because of the Potomac River, without
the unlikely permission of the State of
Maryland. And the river is too subject to
flooding for anchored-houseboat town
expansions.
Another Shepherdstown distinction that delights Mayor Auxer is
the chickens, which have their own
permitting ordinance. “I like having
chickens,” he says, because “you can’t

feel oversophisticated.” And this, believe
it or not, segues into the mayor’s “open
door policy.”
“My door is always open to anyone
who wants to talk,” he says. The Good
News Paper’s being able to interview
His Honor at some length for this 40th
anniversary issue is a case in point. And
it turns out that the open door policy
even applies to chickens.
What?
Yes. One morning, as the mayor was
in his car with the driver’s side door still
open, one of his neighbor’s chickens,
who had escaped its confines across the
street, took advantage of the mayor’s
open door policy and climbed into the car
with him.
“The chicken had some issues,”
Mayor Auxer maintains. “He was worried about being snatched up by one of
the hawks that occasionally flies over the
neighborhood. After our chat, I had to go
around to the other side of the car and
help him out.”
Ed Zahniser, poet laureate of
Shepherdstown, is a co-founder of the
Good News Paper and member of the
editorial board. His books of prose and
poetry are available at Four Seasons
Books in Shepherdstown.
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EARTHBEAT

It Was 40 Years Ago Today
An Almanac of the Environment From 1979
Mark Madison

PHOTOS FROM THE PRESIDENTIAL REPORT ON THREE MILE ISLAND

Things ain’t what they used to be and never were.
—Will Rogers (1879–1935)

T

he year 1979 saw many memorable events
including the Iran hostage crisis, the Steelers
winning the Super Bowl, and, of course, the
first issue of the Good News Paper. There were also a
number of important environmental milestones 40 years
ago, both nationally and locally. So sit back and enjoy
this recap of 1979 environmental milestones set to the
background music of The Knack’s “My Sharona,” the
number-one single of that year.
As the year began, January 1979 was the coldest
January since 1880, certainly a different kind of winter
than we’ve experienced in our globally warming present
day. On February 26, 1979, much of the U.S. witnessed
a solar eclipse. Four months later, President Jimmy
Carter installed 32 solar panels on the White House
roof to popularize the new renewable energy source.
(President Reagan had them removed.)
Still looking to the stars, on March 4, NASA’s
Voyager 1 took some of the first up-close photos of
Jupiter’s rings, which were awe inspiring. On July 11 of
that year, Skylab crashed back to earth, dumping space
debris in the Indian Ocean and Western Australia—a
useful reminder that what goes up must come down.
The most important environmental event of the
year occurred on March 28, 1979, when the Three Mile
Island nuclear plant in Dauphin County, Pennsylvania,
suffered a dangerous partial nuclear meltdown and
radiation leak. It was the worst accident in U.S. nuclear
energy history, and it largely halted the expansion of
new nuclear plants in the country. In a bizarre coincidence, the nuclear disaster thriller The China Syndrome
came out 12 days before the accident, dominating the
Oscars and the public imagination.
The year 1979 was not auspicious regarding
energy and the environment. In June, the Ixtoc oil
spill occurred in the Gulf of Mexico, one of the
largest oil spills in history, although overtaken in 2010
by the even more disastrous BP oil spill in the same
gulf. On July 16, the Church Rock Uranium Mill spill
dumped over 1,000 tons of radioactive waste into
the Puerco River, poisoning water used for irrigation
and livestock in Navajo County, Arizona, and further
sealing the doom of nuclear energy in the U.S. In
November, the oil tanker MT Independent collided
with another ship, polluting the Sea of Marmara near
Istanbul. (Carter’s solar panels were starting to seem
like a good idea.) The year ended with the United
States belatedly banning the manufacture of polychlorinated biphenyls (PCBs) and the gastric-brooding frog
being declared extinct.
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President Carter at Three Mile Island.

Such were the global environmental headlines
in1979, but what about the self-contained world that was
Shepherdstown? Well, on February 19, 1979, the heaviest snowfall in 15 years hit Shepherdstown, dumping 20
inches of snow. Students were tougher 40 years ago; the
local schools reopened the next day. Predictably, eight
days later the Potomac River flooded here, reaching a
major flood stage of 23.6 feet (minor flood stage was 15
feet) and “River” Road sadly became one.
Sticking with the aquatic, on April 28, 1979, the
multimillion-dollar National Fish Health Laboratory
opened in Leetown, a centerpiece for the National
Fisheries Center there. The lab housed the new Fisheries
Academy, an early effort to train federal conservationists
by the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service. Eighteen years
later, these training efforts would move nine miles north
to Shepherdstown with the opening of the National
Conservation Training Center—a direct offshoot of this
early conservation education experiment.
On October 10, 1979, a freak early snowstorm
dropped two inches on Jefferson County. In that
same month, for the first time the Jefferson County
Commission began to draw up a set of guidelines to
limit the types of toxic chemicals that could be dumped
in the landfill. This was the result of someone dropping
a drum of inflammable paint thinner at the landfill.
Although 10 Earth Days had been celebrated, recycling in Jefferson County was still in its infancy, with a
monthly recycling day (paper and aluminum only) held
at local post offices in an effort to clean up the very
littered local roadways. Jefferson County was the fastest
growing county in the state at the time, with a population of around 29,000, which nearly doubled to 56,338
by 2017. The rapid population growth of the era aroused
much concern about the loss of agricultural orchards
and fields to plant houses. The opening of the USDA’s

A cleanup crew at Three Mile Island.

Appalachian Fruit Research Station on August 25, 1979,
in Kearneysville, after 17 years of work and $4 million,
seemed to many a hopeful sign.
There were many things Shepherdstown lacked
in 1979. Although Shepherdstown finally had a local
paper (you are reading it), the EARTHBEAT column
was still a couple of decades in the future. Shepherd
University’s Institute for Environmental and Physical
Sciences likewise would take several more decades to
emerge. One hopes that 40 years hence there will still be
newspapers, universities, and historians to chronicle our
environmental history.
Mark Madison (mmadison@shepherd.edu) teaches
environmental history, environmental ethics, and environmental film at Shepherd University and has been
writing EARTHBEAT for approximately half of the
Good News Paper’s history.
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Five Years of Solar Power at
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church
Hannah Cohen

PHOTO BY HANNAH COHEN

T

his August will mark five years since 60 solar
panels began generating power on the roof
of Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church’s
Fellowship Hall, an annex of the church’s sanctuary.
The project has helped the environment and reduced
SPC’s energy bills. An innovative crowd-sourcing plan,
involving about 100 Shepherdstown homes and businesses, made the project possible.
Ever since SPC renovated its annex in 2001,
members of the congregation had been talking about
installing solar energy, and the conversations continued
over the next several years. Congregation member and
solar advocate Than Hitt served on the exploratory committee. Around the time the committee began exploring
solar options, Dan Conant founded Solar Holler, a solar
consulting, advocacy, and installation company on
German Street in Shepherdstown. Solar Holler served
as consultant to SPC and helped develop the solar panel
project’s financing model.
That model relied on the participation of
Shepherdstown community members. Participants
allowed Mosaic Power, an energy efficiency company
in Frederick, Maryland, to install a device, called a
controller, on their water heaters. The controller shuts
off the water heater for a short time during periods of
peak energy use. Since the hot water already in the
tank remains hot, turning the power off briefly prevents
energy waste. This benefits the consumers but also helps
Mosaic contribute to more efficient management of the
energy grid, which is how it makes money.
As a result, for each device Mosaic Power installs
as part of the SPC solar program, the company credits
the participating home or business $100 annually, an
amount that is then passed along to Shepherdstown
Solar Fund LLC, the legal entity Hitt helped create to
operate the solar panel project.
As Hitt points out, homeowners who opted for
Mosaic Power controllers have made a twofold contribution. Their devices have reduced energy demand
(and therefore the overall need for coal-fired energy
production) and also helped make possible the use of
solar power at SPC.
Shepherdstown Solar Fund has also earned revenue
from the sale of something called solar renewable
energy certificates, or SRECs. Each day, the energy that
is produced but not used by SPC is pushed out onto the
electrical grid as redistributed energy. For this energy,
solar users like SPC receive SRECs, for which there
is a market. For five years, the income on the church’s
SRECs has gone to Shepherdstown Solar Fund. Now
that Shepherdstown Solar Fund is shutting down, the
income will begin going directly to SPC.

Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church’s solar panels are located on the roof of the Fellowship Hall.

Shepherdstown Solar Fund borrowed the money
to finance the project. By the fifth anniversary this
August, the loan will be close to being paid, perhaps
even fully paid.
The Fall 2014 Good News Paper covered the
ribbon-cutting celebration and quoted from Hitt’s
remarks on the occasion: “We knew about the environmental benefits of solar power, and we knew its
long-term economic benefits, but we had no idea that
this project could also build community and strengthen
our resolve to work together for a clean energy future in
Appalachia. And now we know it can.”
Today, SPC’s solar panels produce, on the average,
100 KW hours of electricity each day, reducing SPC’s
annual energy bill by a third. Hitt reports that the panels
have worked without a hitch. They are expected to function for 30 years. Hitt credits Mountain View Solar of
Berkeley Spring, WV, for a fantastic installation.
Hitt believes that SPC going solar spurred broader
interest in solar locally. He likes to think, he says,
that solar energy ripples throughout a community. For
example, shortly after SPC installed its solar panels,
Bolivar-Harpers Ferry Public Library in Harpers Ferry,
West Virginia, did too. Private homeowners, as well
as community groups and private businesses in the
Shepherdstown area and around the state, have been
increasingly integrating solar energy.
In the five years since the panels were installed,
Hitt has watched solar energy usage spread to the

extent that he has begun tracking solar in and around
Shepherdstown. (Keep your eyes peeled for the direct
link to his map from the GNP Facebook page!)
Hitt says that solar power has attracted a community of people who want to do good work. He adds
that the project “generated excitement as to what can be
done as a community, not as individuals.”
As the Shepherdstown solar project was starting, a network of solar energy support was forming
throughout West Virginia. Following the panels’
installation, Hitt received hundreds of contacts from
people and organizations asking about solar projects.
Most of those he forwarded to Conant at Solar Holler.
As Shepherdstown Solar LLC shuts down, Hitt will
continue to be a solar advocate and volunteer cartographer of Shepherdstown’s solar expansion. As he puts
it, he’ll continue to “spread the good news” on solar
energy. So will the example of SPC’s solar panels for,
it’s hoped, another 30 years to come.
A celebration to commemorate the solar array’s fifth
year is in the works for late summer. Anyone interested in
attending is encouraged to check @solarshepherdstown
on Facebook for updates.
Hannah Cohen knows the power of the sun, especially
when she neglects to put on SPF-50 sunscreen in the
summer.
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Religious 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

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

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

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

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

St. John’s Baptist

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

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.

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. 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. 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.
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HISTORIC SHEPHERDSTOWN MUSEUM AND ARCHIVE

Another 40th Anniversary
for Shepherdstown

John Farrior, later Shepherdstown’s mayor, was one of scores of volunteers
who spent many hours restoring the Entler.

The year 1979 saw not only the founding of the Good News Paper but also the beginning of the restoration of the Entler Hotel complex. Daniel Entler’s Hotel was once one of
Shepherdstown’s best hostelries and a center for community activities, but it didn’t thrive
after the Civil War. In 1921, it was sold to Shepherd College (now University) to be its first
men’s dorm. Later, Shepherd used it to house World War II cadets, then faculty, and finally
used it for storage. By the 1970s it was derelict. Shepherd proposed to tear it down, but the
community demanded that it be saved. In response, West Virginia’s governor and legislature
eventually decided to sell it to the Corporation of Shepherdstown for $1. The corporation then
leased it to the Historic Shepherdstown Commission for 30 years to be restored and then used
for civic purposes.
The community came together to transform the decrepit old building. A multitude of
volunteers did much of the work. Community members also contributed money, and the
Corporation of Shepherdstown provided additional funds and held fundraisers. Town officials
and volunteers successfully wrote grants for federal and state funds. By 1983, the Historic
Shepherdstown Museum was operating at the old hotel and filled with amazing objects donated
by Shepherdstown citizens. Numerous town meetings, public events, art shows, weddings, and
parties have since taken place at the Entler. Restoration continued with major work in the 1990s
and early 2000s. It remains a never-ending labor of love.

Vicki Smith is on the Historic Shepherdstown Board and a member of the Museum Committee.
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George Marshall
Tom & Lolly Martin
Patricia & George McKee
Stan & Wendy Mopsik
Cheryl & John Pullen
Peter & Vicki Smith
Raymond & Phylis Smock
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
Marie Tyler-McGraw
& Howard Wachtel
Jack Young

Partners

Marianne & Duane Alexander
Stephen & Rebecca Ayraud
Martin & Elise Baach
Sheila Bach
Lawrence Bailey
Dennis Barron
Tara Bell
Anne Belota
Dow Benedict
Edwinna Bernat
Tom Banks
Dorothy Boeddinghaus
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
Donald & Marit Davis
Martha & Denis Doss
Mark Eddy
Edward Edelen Jr.
Lynn Wiseman
& Marilyn England
Joan & Erdem Ergin
Eleanor Finn

GOOD NEWS PAPER • SUMMER 2019

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
Cynthia & 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

Ralp & Laura Petrie
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
Sara Smith
Elizabeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Paula & Randy Tremba
Scott Tsukuda
Mary Via
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
Odetta Brown

Suzanne Bucci
Roxanna Burns
Andy & Sandra Cavalier
Dennis Crosby
William Drennen Jr.
Bruce & Anita Fleshman
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
Sue & Mike Yost

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.
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Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors
129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
304.876.8777

runch
Sunday B
Open for

40th Anniversary
Celebration!

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft
121 E. German Street

Saturday, June 22
5:00–7:00 p.m.

P.O. Box 1273
Shepherdstown
WV 25443
304-876-0657

Town Run Tap House
& Community Pub
Shepherdstown, WV

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

Including
Book Launch & Signing
LET LOVE ARISE:
40 Short Essays
by Randall Tremba
Music by
Eldred Hill, Bob Keel,
Jade Tremba, Mary Anne
& Than Hitt

Proprietor

Free Snacks Cash Bar
Meet & Greet
Current & former
GOOD NEWS PAPER
writers, poets & artists
Special Remarks
at 5:30 p.m.
by GOOD NEWS PAPER
co-founders
Randall Tremba
& Ed Zahniser

TREE QUESTIONS?
Contact a certied arborist.

101

304-876-3104
www.trees101.net

Schmitt Construction Company

James A. Schmitt
(304) 876-2462

Education | Consulting | Tree Care

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

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

Join Us for a
Taste of Britain
Try our

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

304 876 9277

Devonshire Arms
C a f e

&

P u b

107 South Princess Street • Shepherdstown • 25443
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Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

On the Web!

Patron
P.O. Boxholder
Rural Route Boxholder

PAID

Non-profit Organization
U.S. Postage
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Permit No. 33

FREE
but not cheap

Betty Osbourn
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PHOTO BY HALI TAYLOR

www.shepherdstowngoodnewspaper.org
SEE ARTWORKS IN COLOR!
LIKE US ON
FACEBOOK!

John Farrior, later Shepherdstown’s mayor, was one of scores of volunteers who spent many hours restoring
the Entler.

HISTORIC SHEPHERDSTOWN MUSEUM AND ARCHIVE

