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James Rada
 

Though the official plans for a 
casino and resort at the current 

Eisenhower Inn site on Emmitsburg 
Road has not been submitted to the 
state yet, it has cleared a zoning ob-
stacle in Cumberland Township.
 The Cumberland Township 
Board of Supervisors voted 4-0 
on March 18 to adopt a zoning 
change that would allow casinos 
in mixed-use commercial zones.
 David LeVan who was unsuccess-
ful in getting a casino in Straban 
Township in 2006 is now seeking 
to get the only remaining Catego-
ry Three or casino resort license for 
a casino in Cumberland Township.
 The new casino would be locat-
ed along Emmitsburg Road at the 
Eisenhower Inn and All-Star Sports 
Complex. If LeVan and his part-
ner Joseph Lashinger, a former Penn 
National executive, could get a li-
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cense for 600 slot machines and 50 
tables games, they would purchase 
the inn and redevelop it as a resort. 
 Once the state legalized gambling, 
all municipalities were required to al-
low gaming as a legal land use. The 
vote was Cumberland Township’s 
way of complying with state law. 
Opponents to the casino project had 
wanted a conditional-use develop-
ment that allowed for more restric-
tions to be placed on casino develop-
ers. Adams County Planning Office 
had recommended a conditional use, 
but the Cumberland Township su-
pervisors felt the state regulation of 
gaming was restrictive enough.
 In the days leading up to the 
meeting, Mason Dixon Resort 
and Casino released the results of 
a poll, conducted by Terry Ma-
donna, which showed that nearly 
two-third of Adams County resi-
dents want a casino in the county.
 The survey of 604 Adams 

Casino plans move forward
County residents was conduct-
ed from Feb. 21 to March 5. The 
margin of error is plus or minus 4 
percent. The poll found:
•  66 percent indicated Mason-Dix-

on’s ability to create jobs and pre-
vent tax increases outweighed any 
perceived negatives 

•  89 percent believe it will cre-
ate jobs;

•  70 percent believe the project will 
not hurt other local businesses;

•  62 percent didn’t think it will 
harm the historic character of 
Gettysburg National Park; 

• 59 percent don’t believe Mason-
Dixon will increase crime.

 

“Our residents have spoken and 
they want to see change, they 
want to see job creation, they 
want to see economic develop-
ment, they want to see a stron-
ger tax base and they want to 
see a casino built here, in Adams 
County. This in an extremely 
strong and positive message that 
has been sent to Harrisburg and 
the PA Gaming Control Board,” 
spokesmen for Pro Casino Ad-
ams County said when the poll 
results were released.
  
The deadline to submit an appli-
cation for the license is April 7.
 

Frederick County Commission-
er Kai Hagen, a northern coun-

ty resident, kicked off his re-election 
campaign on March 24 at a rally at-
tended by more than 200 support-
ers.  Hagen says he originally ran for 
office in 2006 because the vision he 
shared for the county with his sup-
porters wasn’t being reflected in the 
decisions the board at the time.
 “I’ve remained true to the vision I 
presented when I was elected then, 
we have made some significant prog-
ress toward that end, and I want to 
build on that foundation, rather than 
see it dismantled by the next board,” 
Hagen says.
 Some of the issues that he wants to 
build on include responsible growth, 
adequate public infrastructure, the 
preservation of rural landscape and 
communities, forwarding-looking 
land use and efficient fiscal manage-
ment. He wants to be able to do this, 
particularly the last point, without 
raising taxes.
 “By the completion of the 
FY2011 budget, county gov-
ernment will be $50-60 million 
smaller than it was at the begin-
ning of the FY2009 budget, and 
yet we haven’t even considered 
raising taxes,” Hagen says. 
 He added that the county’s fiscal 
management policies have not only 
trimmed the size of county govern-
ment, but have allowed the county’s 
bond rating to be upgraded during 
a time when the many governments, 
including the federal government, 

have had or are in danger of having 
their bond ratings reduced.
 One thing Hagen would like to 
change that has happened during his 
tenure on the board is the pursuit of 
a county waste-to-energy facility. He 
said it will be nothing more than a 
regional incinerator located less than 
three miles from downtown Freder-
ick, near residential communities and 
schools, along the state scenic Mono-
cacy River, and looming over the 
Monocacy National Battlefield Park.
  “Although four commissioners 
have supported and approved that 
project, the inescapable fact is that if 
three people are elected to the next 
board who are committed to revers-
ing course, we will have the oppor-
tunity to do that...before bonds are 
issued and construction can begin,” 
Hagen says.
 Hagen realizes that some of his 
critics have characterized him as 
“no growth,” but he says although 
we have reduced growth areas and 
worked to minimize sprawl, the new 
comprehensive plan is a responsi-
ble plan that accommodates enough 
growth (in the right places) to meet 
the state’s 20-year population projec-
tion for the county.”
 Hagen is the only county com-
missioner from the northern region 
of Frederick County. He feels that 
his position as a commissioner is a 
benefit to residents in the northern 
region of the county. His knowl-
edge of the issues that affect peo-
ple in this region influences his de-

cisions about all sorts of issues that 
affect local residents.
 “People up here appreciate what 
we have now, and I’m committed 
to making sure we preserve what we 
love about this area, while planning 
well for a compatible and appropri-
ate sort of growth and economic de-

velopment,” he says. “Anyone who 
thinks that rapid or massive residen-
tial growth in the north county is the 
path to prosperity should vote for 
someone else!”
 His new campaign web site at 
www.kaihagen.com should be up by 
the middle of April.

Hagen to seek re-election

More than 200 people, representing communities across the county were in 
attendance as Kai announced his intention to seek reelection.
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The commissioner liaison and 
first member of the new Em-

mitsburg Citizen’s Advisory Com-
mittee have been selected. The 
committee is a combination of 
the form water, streets and char-
ter review committees. The three 
committees were combined be-
cause they typically had poor at-
tendance and few issues to talk 
about into a single citizens’ advi-
sory committee
 The Emmitsburg Town Coun-
cil hopes that the formation of 
this larger committee will make 
it easier to achieve a quorum of 
members, thus allowing the group 
to discuss issues about the town. 
 During the March 1 town meet-
ing, the town council approved Don 
Briggs appointment to the Citizens 

Advisory Committee. Commis-
sioner Denise Etris was approved 
as the commissioners’ liaison to the 
new committee and Commission-
er Glenn Blanchard will take over 
Etris’ duties as the liaison to the 
Parks and Recreation Committee.
 The Citizens’ Advisory Commit-
tee will have up to ten members 
who meet at least four times a year.

Little League season opens soon
The annual parade through town 
to celebrate the opening day of the 
Emmitsburg Little League will take 
place at 2 p.m. on Sunday, April 11. 
The league is now in its 55th year.

Commissioners approve human 
resources service provider
The Town of Emmitsburg will 

now have its human resources ser-
vices taken care of HR Solutions, 
LLC. The company will provide 
service a la carte, such as quarterly 
training. The commissioners ap-
proved the choice 4-0 during the 
March 1 town meeting.

Changes at the town pool
Because of continuing problems 
with leaking pipes running to and 
from the baby pool at the Emmits-
burg Community Pool, the com-
missioners decided on March 15 
to replace the pool with a splash 
park for toddlers. The town has al-
ready spent between $10,000 and 
$15,000 trying to fix the problem 
with no success. The baby pool 
sometimes leaks as much as 5,000 
gallons a day, according to Town 

Around the Town

Willoughby on unsupervised 
walkie. Have you seen him?

“Someone has taken Willoughby, the statue of a dog that has 
greeted residents and visitor to Emmitsburg for years, on an un-
scheduled walkabout.  If you’ve seen Willoughby or have any in-
formation on his whereabout, please contact his owners or call the 
News-Journal at 301-471-3306. No questions asked - his owners 
would just like to have him back home safely.

Fallout continues from the pre-
sentation Carroll Valley Bor-

ough Commission President John 
Van Volkenburgh made to the pub-
lic safety committee questioning the 
cost the borough spends on the po-
lice department.
 A.J. Aldrich, a member of the 
public service committee, told the 
council during its Mar. 9 meeting 
that there “tended to appear there 
maybe underlying causes for that 
presentation.” He said that he had 
asked Mayor Ron Harris if com-
plaints had been filed against the 
police department and the mayor 
told him “yes.” When Aldrich asked 
who had filed the complaints and 
what they were about, Aldrich was 
told he would have to ask Van Volk-
enburgh.
 Van Volkenburg told him at the 
meeting that “a formal complaint 
has never been filed” by him or any 
member of his family.
 Addressing the apparent differ-
ences between whether Van Volken-
burgh or a family member made a 
complaint against the police depart-
ment, Harris said, “I’m not calling 
him a liar and I’m sure my colleague 
whom I respect is not calling me a 
liar.” He added that when someone 
says something to the mayor, even 
informally, that may represent a 
danger in the community, the may-
or is obligated to perform his duty.
 Neither Harris or Van Volken-
burgh has chosen to elaborate fur-

ther on the difference of opinions.

EMT classes to begin at Fairfield 
High School
 Fairfield High School will soon 
begin training future EMTs. Stu-
dents will need to commit to 90 
mornings of an 80-minute class. 
The class instructor will follow a 

federally approved curriculum to 
train the students.
 “It will be a tremendous thing for 
the fire department,” said Carroll 
Valley Borough Councilman Neal 
Abrams.
 The class would be expected to 
start when the next school year be-
gins in September.

Around the Borough Snow plow truck purchase
 The Carroll Valley Borough 
Council approved a new pick-up 
truck to push one of the borough’s 
snow plow. The pick-up gave up 
during all of the work it was put 
through during the blizzards.
 The new Ford F550 will come 
from Stuckey Ford cost just under 
the $63,000 that the council bud-
geted for in its current budget.

Manager Dave Haller.
 Splash parks typically have foun-
tains that spray water into the 
air, which children can then run 
through. It is expected to cost be-
tween $45,000 and $55,000 to build 
and could be open next summer. 
 This means there will be no water 
area for little children at the com-

munity pool this year, though town 
staff is considering creating a barrier 
at the shallow end of the adult pool 
to create an area for children.
 A set of new pool rules were also 
adopted for pool users and a man-
agement agreement to allow Serenity 
Pool Management, LLC to run the 
pool for the town was approved.

Council seeking to sell its hay
 The Carroll Valley Borough 
Council is hoping to create a 
small revenue stream through 
the selling of its hay. The bor-
ough owns property at the in-
tersection of Route 116 and 16. 
The council voted to solicit bids 
to sell the rights to harvest the 
hay on the property.

If you are a regular reader of the 
paper, by now you know I am 

quite fond of history.  One of the 
most enjoyable parts of putting 
together each issue is heading over 
to the Emmitsburg library and go-
ing through 100 year old copies of 
the old Emmitsburg Chronicle. 
 The stories within those pag-
es speak of a simpler pace of life:  
family get togethers, surprise birth-
day parties, musical performances, 
plays, &c, &c. You name it and 100 
years ago Emmitsburg had it.  
 In pursing those old pages, I often 
come across advertisements for barber 

From the Editor
shops offering men’s shaves and find 
myself reflecting on how lucky men 
were back then.   I doubt there are 
few men in Emmitsburg who would 
pass up an opportunity to sit down in 
a barber’s chair and have a hot towel 
placed on their face.  Once our faces 
are sufficiently warmed, who among 
us would hold up our hand to ob-
ject to hot lather being placed on our 
stubbly whiskers and the smoothness 
of a sharp razor?   Not I!  
 The only thing standing in the 
way is the lack of someone offering 
the service!  Sure, with the econo-
my the way it is, things are tight for 

many, but somewhere, somehow we 
need to find ways to afford simple 
pleasures that can make these tough 
times more bearable.  Being able 
to get a shave, even if only once a 
month, fits the bill for me!  
 There is a vast disparity in the ser-
vices offered to women and men.  
Let s face it, women have a smorgas-
bord  of services to choose from, men 
on the other hand, can only get their  
hair cut. 
 If you think I’m right, and it’s high 
time for a man to once again get a shave 
in Emmitsburg, then head over to Ker-
ry Shorb’s “My Father’s Footsteps” bar-
ber shop on North Seton Ave and tell 
him so!  Have no doubt, if the demand 
is there, the service will follow!
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Kuhn said.
 The show has no pre-registration 
so Kuhn is uncertain of how many 
cars will show up. The entry fee of 
$10 will be paid as the cars show up. 
He wants the first show to do well 
because he is hoping to make this an 
annual event.
 “It’s something good for the 
town,” Kuhn said. “It will bring 
money into the town and it benefits 
a good cause.”
 Trophies will be awarded to the 
best car, truck and hot rod. There 
will also be a best of show and peo-
ple’s choice award.
 His Place, Inc. has been a family 
owned and operated automotive re-
pair and restoration business for 40 
years. Currently located at 20 Cream-
ery Way in Emmitsburg, His Place, 
Inc. offers full-service service and 
restoration of vehicles using the lat-
est high-tech equipment to make an 
accurate evaluation of your vehicle’s 
problem. The mechanics are Master 
ASE certified and NAPA NAIT die-
sel technicians.
 Kuhn is also looking for volun-
teers to help with the show. If you 
would like to help out or want more 
information about the show, contact 
Kuhn at 301-447-2800.

Mother Seton School will look 
like a fancy car lot on Satur-

day, May 15. The school is hosting 
the His Place Car Show sponsored 
by His Place, Inc.
 “I’ve always wanted to do one,” 
said Bill Kuhn, owner of His Place, 
Inc. “The problem was that with all 
the red tape involved every year it 
would come down to crunch time 
and I would be able to get things to-
gether.”
 This time, however, he decided 
to sponsor a car show with Mother 
Seton School and the Emmitsburg 
Osteopathic Primary Care Center as 
the beneficiaries. With Mother Seton 
School as one of the beneficiaries of 
the show, it made sense to hold the 
show on the school property. Find-
ing a large enough location for the 
size show that Kuhn wanted had al-
ways been a problem in the past.
 “Mother Seton School has the per-
fect location,” Kuhn said and they 
are set up for everything.”
 With the school’s assistance, there 
will be tents for food and bathroom 
facilities for visitors. Kuhn is also 
planning on having raffles, door priz-
es and live music.
 “It will be a great time and if it’s 
a nice day, we could have 500 cars,” 

A Carroll Valley Police pur-
suit of a drunk driver went 

off road, causing damage to fields 
and fences on Mar. 13.
 Patrolman Ryan Eiker saw a 
1996 GMC Sierra pickup driving 
on the wrong side of North Miller 
Street in Fairfield Borough on Mar. 
13 at 10:09 p.m. Eiker attempted 
to stop the vehicle, the driver, Her-
man Alvin Tucker, 51, of New Ox-
ford, PA, refused to do so.
 Tucker left the roadway at 
223 Fairfield Station Road, driv-
ing through fields and crashing 
through fences causing property 
damage, according to police.
 The police did not pursue 
Tucker off road. Instead, the po-
lice worked to contain the vehicle 
with the help of police units from 
Cumberland Township.
 Patrolman Matt Trostel of 
Cumberland Township spotted a 

small light coming from the cab 
of the truck hidden in a field and 
officers approached the running 
vehicle on foot. Tucker resisted 
arrest and had to be subdued. 
 Tucker was transported to Get-
tysburg Hospital where he refused 
a blood test, was treated and re-
leased. He has been charged with 
DUI, Driving under DUI Sus-
pension, Felony Fleeing and At-
tempting to Elude, and Resisting 
Arrest. He will also face addi-
tional charges for the damage he 
caused.
 “Tucker should never have been 
behind the wheel of a vehicle,” 
said Carroll Valley Police Chief 
Richard Hileman, “and thankful-
ly he was taken off the road be-
fore he could hurt anyone else.”  
 Tucker was convicted in a fatal 
DUI crash in 1988 that took the 
life of a Fairfield native.

DUI driver attempts 
to evade police 

His Place car show 
coming to town

It looks so innocent at first 
glance. A ruler holds some 

taped down magnets and steel 
balls. Then an innocent-faced 
third grader adds one more steel 
ball to the end of the ruler and a 
steel ball on the other end of the 
ruler shoots off slamming into a 
piece of wood.
 Maya Hand, a third grader at 
Mother Seton School, built a 
simpler version of a magnetic rail 
gun for her science fair project. 
It won her the first place medal 
for fourth-grade students at the 
school.
 “It had such a simple set up, 
but we walked away with our 
mouths on the floor,” said Au-
drey Hillman, one of the judges 
of the science fair. 
 The science fair was held Mar. 
3 at Mother Seton School. Mid-
dle school students are required 
to participate, but for elementa-
ry students like Maya, it is a vol-
unteer project.
 Hand built the experiment to 
explore kinetic energy and mag-
netism. Her experiment was a 
magnetic accelerator that creates 
a chain reaction. When Hand re-
leased the first steel ball on the 
ruler, it was attracted to the first 
magnet and accelerated toward it. 
When it struck the magnet, the 
kinetic energy from the impact 
was transferred through the mag-
net and the spacer. This start-
ed another steel ball on the other 
side of the spacer rolling and this 
ball accelerated as it was pulled 
toward the second magnet, be-
ginning the process all over again 
until the final ball shoots off at a 
high rate of speed. The more stag-
es the accelerator has, the faster 
the final steel ball will shoot off.
 “I was interested in magne-
tism because we learned about in 
school,” Maya said. “So I looked 
up experiments on the computer 
and found this one and thought 
it would be cool.”
 Hillman said when she first 
saw the experiment, she thought 
it was one in which a parent had 
helped a lot, but when Maya 
came in for the interview portion 
of the science fair judging, Hill-
man learned differently.
 “She knew her project and ex-
plained it well,” Hillman said. 
“She knew more about it than I 
did. There was no way to chal-
lenge her.”
 Hillman convinced her hus-
band, Mike, to come look at the 
project. Mike Hillman has 35 
years of nuclear engineering ex-
perience and he didn’t fully un-
derstand the project. Nor did an-

other spectator, an engineer, who 
watched Maya demonstrate her 
project.
 “What we saw appeared to break 
the second law of thermodynamics, 
which basically says you can’t create 
energy out of nothing - or in sim-
pler term - you can’t create a per-
petual motion machine, but from 
what I saw, Maya had done exactly 
that!” Mike Hillman said.
 It took Mike a cou-
ple days and a couple engi-
neers to find one who could ex-
plain the experiment to him. 
 “It took over 100 years of en-
gineering and physics education 
to explain what this little 9 year 
old’s science project was about,” 
Mike Hillman said.
 Maya said that although the 

Building a love for science

project took her a couple weeks 
to put together, she didn’t consid-
er it work. 
 “I had a lot of fun,” Maya said. 
“I like knowing about magne-
tism.”
 Sonya Hand, Maya’s mother, 
said she was impressed with her 
daughter’s dedication to complet-
ing the project.
 “I’m pleased she did really well, 
but more importantly she learned 
a lot and had fun,” Hand said. 
“In many ways she knows more 
about magnetism than me.”
 The other science fair winners 
were: Connor Gorman (1st place, 
grade 7), Madeline Cliber (1st 
place, grade 6), Mackenzie Kirby 
(1st place, grade 5) and Caroline 
Mullineaux (1st place, grade 3).

Maya Hand’s winning science project had judges and Physicists 
scrambling for text books.
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Though Emmitsburg had more 
than two centuries of history 

in 1997, you couldn’t tell it if you 
looked on the Internet. Mike Hill-
man knows. He tried it.
 “I was directed to web sites 
whose relationship to Emmitsburg 
left me scratching my head,” Hill-
man said. “I was shown sites such 
as Paula’s Passion Pit of Pain & 
Pleasure in Baltimore, out-of-state 
real estate firms, used car compa-
nies, and one-size-fits-all ‘com-
mercial’ community portal sites 
that contained only links to the 
Hagerstown weather forecast.”
 The web sites that actually did 
pertain to Emmitsburg were out 
of date and poorly designed. The 
image of Emmitsburg as an old, 
dying town that was portrayed on 
the Internet disturbed Hillman.
 With his interest in local histo-
ry, Hillman saw this as a turning 
point of sorts for the town. 

 “In the 1880’s, Emmitsburg was 
one of the largest cities in Western 
Maryland, the hub of a thriving 
farming community,” Hillman 
said. “However, like other small 
cities, the decision not to route a 
major east-west railroad through 
the town marked the beginning of 
what would become a long, slow, 
painful decline.”
 He compared that to allowing 
the poor image of the town to re-
main on the Internet. Though 
Emmitsburg was in commuting 
distance of both Baltimore and 
Washington, anyone checking out 
the town on the Internet would 
avoid it. Emmitsburg had the po-
tential to become a white-collar 
town, but only if the Internet im-
age was changed so that it would 
attract people to the town. 
 “One hundred years ago we 
moved too slowly and, as a result, 
lost the railroad. We could ill af-
ford to make the same mistake 
twice,” Hillman said.

Emmitsburg.net celebrates 10 years 
of news, views, history and more

 Hillman then began to bring to-
gether different elements of what 
would become Emmitsburg.net. 
It began with the Greater Emmits-
burg Area Historical Society began 
digitizing its historical articles and 
genealogical information. They 
then agreed to host an on-line edi-
tion of the Emmitsburg Regional 
Dispatch to provide current infor-
mation about the time on-line. At 
this point, both web sites had sep-
arate web addresses.
 Then Hillman helped create 
a web site for the Emmitsburg 
Council of Churches to make its 
information on things to do in 
Emmitsburg, businesses, churches 
and civic groups available on the 
Internet.
 “The council’s material formed 
a natural bridge between the his-
torical society’s and Dispatch’s 
web sites and opened the door for 
other groups,” Hillman said.
 Thus, Emmitsburg.net was born 
and other organizations quick-

ly joined. Today, Emmitsburg.net 
has 22 web sites with more than 
8,700 web pages and draws more 
than 9,000 visitors a day.
 “That’s visitors, not hits,” Hill-
man added.
 The purpose of Emmitsburg.net 
is to provide Internet users an easy 
to remember one-stop site to ac-
cess anything and everything they 
would ever want to know about 
Emmitsburg. To accomplish this, 
Emmitsburg.net seamlessly inte-
grates information contained in 
all of its individual web sites. Hill-
man’s basic concept is that the in-
dividual web sites will attract more 
attention if they work as an inte-
grated unit.
 This shows in the site statis-
tics. In April 2000, Emmits-
burg.net averaged 25 visitors a 
day. In the first two weeks of 
January 2010, Emmitsburg.net 
averaged 9,000 visitors a day. 
Of those 9,000 visitors, roughly 
a quarter came to read the gar-

dening articles, another quarter 
came to writings of our local 
priests and ministers, anoth-
er quarter log in to read entries 
in the history and humor sec-
tions, and the remainder were 
looking for information on the 
town government or businesses 
and services in local area. 
 “Unlike many portals, which 
are simply web pages with links 
to external sites, Emmitbsurg.
net set out to create a site that 
will allow visitors to experience 
Emmitsburg as if they were be-
ing escorted by five knowledge-
able town residents,” Hillman 
said. “This virtual tour is ac-
complished by intensively inter-
linking articles and web pages 
with hyper links, thereby allow-
ing users to follow any topic or 
path they choose.”
 
Emmitsburg.net continues to add 
content regularly to keep the web 
site fresh. 
 

Emmitsburg baseball kicks off April 11
Emmitsburg has had baseball 

leagues since 1879 and a Lit-
tle League since 1955. Baseball is 
a part of life in Emmitsburg. It’s 
a rite of spring, almost as if the 
young players marching through 
town on opening day bring the 
warmer temperatures with them.
 The 55th season of the Emmits-
burg Baseball and Softball League 
kicks off on April 11 with the an-
nual opening day parade. The pa-
rade will begin at DePaul Street 
and proceed down Seton Avenue 
to Potomac Street ending at Me-
morial Park. After opening cere-
monies and team introductions, 
the celebration will conclude with 
an exhibition game. 
 When the Lions Club-sponsored 
Little League came to Emmitsburg 
in 1955, there were 56 players on 

four teams. Nowadays, the Emmits-
burg Baseball and Softball League 
fields around 300 boys and girls 
ranging in age from 4 through 18 
playing in 23 teams. They play tee-
ball, minor league, major league, se-
nior league, and girls’ softball divi-
sion games learning teamwork, fair 
play and self-discipline.
 The Emmitsburg teams con-
tinue to play high-quality base-
balls. In 1985, the Emmitsburg 
All-Stars won the District 2 Little 
League Championship. The girls’ 
softball team celebrated winning 
the Maryland Junior League Dis-
trict 2 Championships in 1999. 
The major league boys won con-
secutive Mason-Dixon Pony 
League season/play-off champion-
ship titles. In the bronco division 
(youth 12 and under), the Dodg-

ers won in 2005 and the Red Sox 
won in 2006 and 2007. The Gi-
ants won the 2007 Mason-Dixon 
Pony League title for the mustang 
division (youth 10 and under). 
 The community support for the 
baseball league can be seen in the 
number of businesses willing to 
sponsor teams. The current spon-
sors include American Legion Post 
121, Briggs Associates, Carleo’s Ital-
ian Pizza, Carriage House Inn, Cole-
man Cadillac, Emmitsburg Canteen 
Club, Emmitsburg Caterer, Em-
mitsburg Glass Company, Friend 
of the Family, Harrington and Sons, 
Knights of Columbus, Middletown 
Sportsland, Ott House, Quality Tire 
Service, Reaver’s Woodworking, 
Tim’s Garage, Trout’s Supreme Sea-
food, VFW Post 6658, W.S. Drywall 
Service and Warrior Roofing.
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HISTORY

March 1

Position of Haley’s Comet
At present Haley’s Comet is west 
of the sun and must be looked for 
in the Southeast nearly 3 hours 
before sunrise.  It rises only half 
an hour earlier than the sun on 
April 1, but is drawing so rapid-
ly out from the sun that by April 
30 it will rise nearly 3 hours be-
fore sunrise.  At this time it will 
doubtless be a bright and striking 
little object, easy be visible to the 
naked eye.  Throughout all this 
month and during the first weeks 
of May the Comet is  very rapidly 
approaching us; it will not, how-
ever, attain its greatest brightness 
until it reenters the evening sun 
on May 19.

No doubt quite a few Emmits-
burgians recall the appearance of 
Haley’s comment 1835.  Mr. Na-
thaniel Rowe well remembers see-
ing it at that time. He was then 
a boy of 14 years of age.  He de-
scribes it as being very brilliant and 
large, traveling very rapidly and is 
having a tale of great length.  The 
illuminated the heavens to consid-
erable extent on a dark night.

Mr. Rowe also solved the much 
talked of “Shower of Meteors” vis-
ible in 1833.  The meteors a peer to 
fall like rain, in such numbers that 
they let up the sky very brilliantly.  
These falling meteors were visible 
from three o’clock in the morning 
tour short time before sunrise.

March 8

Death of George Gelwicks
On Sunday Mr. George Gelwicks 
died at the home of his daughter 
Mrs. Scott McNair, after sever-
al days illness caused by drinking 
corrosive sublimate by mistake.  
He was 65 years of age.

Mr. Gelwicks was helping his son-
in-law move when the fatal mis-
take was made.  This was on Mon-
day.  His suffering was severe and 
on Sunday at about noon he died.

He was a veteran of the Civil War 
having served in Cole’s Calva-
ry and a member of Arthur Post 
43 G.A.R.  The funeral services 
were held at his store’s home and 
at the Lutheran Church.  Mr. Gel-
wicks is survived by a widow, two 
daughters, Mrs. Scott McNair and 
Mrs. Herbert Ashbaugh, and one 
son, Harry Gelwicks.

Professor Palmer’s 
Serious Accident
Last week Emmitsburg high 
school professor Lloyd Palmer 
met with a very serious accident.  
He was driving in his orchard near 
Lewistown when a sudden move-
ment of the horse threw him from 
the stick wagon.  He fell on his 
head and for some time was un-
conscious.  His condition was ex-
tremely serious for some time but 
we are glad to say that he is now 
out of danger.

Liquor Licenses Raised
The bill passed by the Legislature 
concerning the sale of intoxicating 
liquors within the corporate lim-
its of Emmitsburg provides that 
any person who may wish to sell 
spirituous or fermented liquors 
or lager beer within the corpo-
rate limits shall pay to the clerk of 
the circuit court for license, after 
complying with the existing laws, 
the sum of $25 for the first year, 
$50 the second year and $75 the 
third year and each year thereafter, 
in addition to the price now fixed.  
This extra sum reverts to the Bur-
gess and commissioners.  This act 
shall take effect from and after 
May 1, 1910

Noticed of Registration
By virtue of section 110 of the Public 
Local Laws of Maryland, as amended 
by the act’s of the General Assembly 
of Maryland, passed at the January 
session of 1910, the Burgess of Em-
mitsburg hereby gives notice that the 
Register created by said section to reg-
ister the voters of said town, will sit at 
the Fireman’s Hall on Tuesday, April 
19 and on Tuesday, April 26 between 
the hours of 9 a.m. and 2 p.m. to reg-
ister those entitled to vote in the elec-

One hundred years ago this month
tion to be held in said town on the 
first Monday of May.

Only male citizens of Emmitsburg 
above the age of 21 years, who 
have resided in Emmitsburg for 
12 months are eligible to vote.

A Moving Party
On April 1, Mr. Mahlon Stoneseif-
er move from near Keysville to his 
farm about a mile and a half east of 
Emmitsburg, which he purchased 
from Mr. Samuel Waybright.  The 
moving was largely attended, they’re 
been about 125 friends and neigh-
bors, who were all entertained a din-
ner at Mr. Stoneseifer’s new home.  
The day was much enjoyed by all 
who were present.  

March 15

Cigar Apprentices Wanted
To bright, intelligent and willing 
young man wanted as apprentices 
in local cigar factory.  Trade thor-
oughly taught.  Steady work when 
apprenticeship is finished.  Apply 
to H. J. Orendorff, Emmitsburg.

Streets Not Public Playground
There is an ordinance directed against 
the playing of all on the streets of Em-
mitsburg which should be enforced.  
Many just complaints had been made 
against the habit of the younger boys 
are playing on their way to and from 
school.  In one instance a child was 
badly hurt by being struck on the 
mouth by baseball.

Help Wanted
Girl for general housekeeping.  
New up to date house.  Most of 
washing done outside.  Person 
having experience and desiring a 
good home and permanent place 
is preferred.  Wages from $2-$3 a 
week depending on ability.

March 22

Horse Escapes Injury
A horse belonging to Mr. Antho-
ny Wivell on Tuesday became en-
tangled in the strap which tied it 

to the hitching post in front of the 
I. S. Annan store, and was thrown.  
Several men got it loose from the 
buggy before he had done either 
itself or the vehicle any damage.

Dramatic Club Again at Work
After three years retirement from 
public appearance, in which time 
it might be said that there are 
many demands for their reappear-
ance, the public will be glad to 
learn that the Emmitsburg Dra-
matic Club is hard at work re-
hearsing a comedy which will be 
given in early May. “Mr. Bob” on 
which the club is working, gives 
the members of this popular or-
ganization, abundant opportuni-
ty to exhibit their ability, and citi-
zens of this town have a rare treat 
in store for them next month.

March 29

Momma’s Ford Bridge Approved
The appeal of a number of resi-
dents of this district living near 
Mumma’s Fording on the Mono-
cacy has had its desire affect on the 
county commissioners.  On Mon-
day the Senate since in good num-
ber it appeared before the com-
missioners and asked that steps 
be taken towards the erection of 
a bridge across the Monocacy at 
that point.

42 Want Liquor Licenses
A period of anxiety to liquor deal-
ers expired April 20 when the 
time elapsed for filing objections 
in court to applicants for licenses.  
42 applications were registered to 
sell liquor in Emmitsburg.  Under 
the law objections may be filed to 
issuing a license unless the law is 
strictly complied with.  Last year 
the Anti-Saloon League filed ob-
jections in 16 cases, all of which 
were sustained by the court.  The 
attorney for the league made a 
close examination of the new ap-
plicants and in all found the letter 
of the law complied with.

Neighbors Kindness Appre-
ciated
Mr. Robert Wetzel, who through the 
kindness of Mr. And Mrs. Rose Eyler 
and neighbors and townspeople, has 
received a wooden leg, very much 
appreciate the gift and desires to ex-
press his thanks to all who contribut-
ed towards his purchase

Circus Animals Escape
Owing to an accident the circus per-
formances conducted by Mr. Har-
ry Bollinger had been discontinued 
for the present.  The animals that es-
caped have all been recovered.  The 
red-headed cat and Holstein ground-
hog and the Persian monkey were all 
caught in Huckle’s Field. These ani-
mals are priceless in value.

100 years ago a man could get a shave in any number of barber shops in 
Emmitsburg.  If you think it’s high time to bring that tradition back, drop by 
Kerry Shorb’s My Father’s Footsteps on North Seton Ave. And tell him so!
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Springtime is finally here, so I 
thought that I would take this 

opportunity to discuss the Adams 
County Commissioners atten-
dance at our Spring County Com-
missioners Association of Pennsyl-
vania (CCAP) Conference held 
from March 21st - March 23rd 
in Harrisburg, PA.  Attending the 
conference is always a rewarding 
experience offering the opportu-
nity to talk with Commissioners 
from other counties to see what 
is happening in their county and 
how they are handling a similar 
situation that we may have in Ad-
ams County.
 CCAP gives Commissioners 
the opportunity to be a part of 
the association by participating 
in core committees such as Ag-
riculture, Community and Eco-
nomic Development, Courts and 
Corrections, Human Services, As-
sessment and Taxation, County 
Governance, Energy Environment 
and Land Use, and Military Af-
fairs.  Being a part of one or more 
of these committees gives those 
participants the ability to share 
their experiences with the group.  
CCAP advocates for favorable leg-
islation, programs and policies on 
behalf of all 67 counties.

 A hot topic we hear a lot about 
at conference is the Marcellus 
Shale exploration that is affect-
ing the northern tier and western 
counties of Pennsylvania.  Well, 
we are not experiencing Marcel-
lus Shale exploration here in Ad-
ams County, but there is discus-
sion of how directly and indirectly 
counties are affected by the chang-
es occurring with the exploration 
of natural gas.  
 Adams County participates in 
the Southcentral Eight County 
Caucus which meets during the 
conference.  This group consists 
of counties in close proximity of 
each other.  Those that participate 
are Adams, Franklin, Perry, York, 
Cumberland, Dauphin, Lancast-
er and Lebanon counties.  With 
eight counties working together 
we can easily tackle projects, pre-
venting the duplication of work 
that can be done regionally.
 Throughout the day we attend 
breakout sessions.  These break-
out sessions consist of various top-
ics that pertain to county gov-
ernment in one way or another.  
Topics like:

• How to deal with the State Bud-
get During Difficult Times

• Services offered through the 

National Association of Coun-
ties Organization

• Court-related issues that Com-
missioners should be aware of

• GIS Services
• National Health Care Reform
• Updates to the American and 

Recovery Reinvestment Act 
(ARRA)

• The Right-to-Know law

• Services provided to Veterans 
and their families

 
 We all share a special bond be-
cause in difficult times we become 
one voice to stand up for our coun-
ties to make sure that we do not fall 
victim to additional unfunded man-
dates.  The leaders of the association 
are highly skilled offering services 

that help us all become better Com-
missioners for our counties.  
 Additional education and trainings 
are offered throughout the year for all 
county employees to attend.  I am tru-
ly grateful to have an organization that 
we can rely on.  Thank you CCAP!!!    

To learn more about Adams County gov-
ernment visit www.adamscounty.us. 

From the Desk of County Commissioner Moreno

From the Desk of Carroll Valley Mayor Ron

It’s April, a month for spring 
cleaning, paying taxes (April 

15th), and celebrating Earth 
Day (April 22nd). Locally, you 
may want to bring your children 
(10 year olds or younger) to the 
Carroll Valley Citizens Associa-
tion (CVCA) Easter Egg Hunt on 
April 3rd in the Carroll Commons 
at 2:00 pm. 
 Also check the events being 
held at the Strawberry Hill Na-
ture Preserve. They are holding 
an Eggs Extraordinary Treasure 
Hunt on April 4th, April 5th and 
April 6th from 8:00 am to 5:00 
pm. On April 17th, CVCA is or-
ganizing a community clean-up 
for Earth Day. Vests, gloves, and 
trash bags can be picked up at 
Century21 Mountain View Re-
alty before the walk or at the 
Carroll Valley Borough parking 
lot before 9:00 am.
 On February 28th the Fairfield 
Cub Scout Pack 76 held their Blue 
& Gold Banquet. This banquet is 
held by many Cub Scout packs 
all over the country to celebrate 
the anniversary of Cub Scout-
ing. The banquet gets its name 
from the Cub Scout colors, blue 
& gold. During Pack 76’s Blue & 
Gold celebration, the Webelos II 
Den, the most senior den in Pack 
76 made their crossover into Boys 
Scout Troop 76 of Fairfield to con-
tinue down the Scouting Path. 
 The six scouts in the Webe-
los II Den, Matthew Bollinger, 
Evan Hull, Joshua Long, Austin 
Mackey, Bradford Shughart and 

Tommy Stratton all earned their 
Arrow of Light Badge, the high-
est award given in Cub Scouting 
and the only badge from Cub 
Scouting that may be worn on 
their new Boys Scout uniform.
 Also on February 28th, the Fair-
field Boy Scout Troop 76 held an 
Eagle Court of Honor to award 
Michael D. Greathouse, son of 
Mark and Carolyn Greathouse 
the rank of Eagle Scout. The Ea-
gle Scout award is the highest 
honor a Boy Scout can achieve 
in Scouting. U.S. Representa-
tive Todd Platts presented Mi-
chael with a United States flag 
that had been flown over the U.S. 
Capitol, and Platts noted that he 
strives to attend Eagle Scout cer-
emonies in his district because of 
the importance of Eagle Scouts 
to our culture through their ser-
vice and leadership.  Pennsylvania 
Commonwealth Senator Rich Al-
loway, Representative Dan Moul, 
and myself also acknowledged Mi-
chael’s achievements and the vital 
role of Eagle Scouts.
 Have you completed the 

United States Census 2010 
ten question form and mailed 
it in by April 1st. If not, you 
can expect a visit from a cen-
sus taker. The census taker will 
only ask questions that appear 
on the census form. The cen-
sus taker will not ask you to re-
veal any of the following infor-
mation: social security number, 
credit card numbers, bank ac-
count numbers, checking ac-
count numbers, pin numbers, 
salary or income and citizen-
ship or immigration status. 
 Are you aware what happens 
when you are stopped in Penn-
sylvania for speeding? When you 
see police car lights flashing in 
your rear view mirror, you need 
to pull over to a safe area. Do 
not get out of the car. The offi-
cer will approach you and explain 
why you were stopped. Upon re-
quest, you should render to the of-
ficer your driver’s license, registra-
tion and proof of insurance. Your 
driving record is checked for any 
outstanding warrants. The officer 
prepares the citation. The officer 
then explains the charge, the na-
ture of the offense and your rights 
that are documented on the back 

of the citation. The driver signs 
the citation. 
 In Pennsylvania, if you do not 
take action on the citation with-
in 10 days, a warrant for your ar-
rest is issued. You have two op-
tions when mailing in the citation. 
You could plead not guilty and re-
quest a trial or plead guilty. In ei-
ther case, you must include an 
amount equal to the total due as 
specified on the traffic citation. Be 
aware, if you plead guilty or are 
found guilty, points may be as-
sessed against your driver’s record 
by PENNDOT. Naturally, you 

can avoid receiving a citation by 
watching your speed when driv-
ing in Carroll Valley. Please slow 
down. 
 In reference to Lake May, the 
Borough Manager, Dave Hazlett, 
said that the Borough had antic-
ipated the significant rainfall and 
proactively opened the value in 
preparation of taking on the addi-
tional water. We are happy to re-
port the water level remained at 
the state mandated level or just 
below.

If I can be of any help, contact me 
at mayor@carrollvalley.org or (717) 
642-8269 Ext. 32.
 

Snow in the Valley
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Well there’s nothing like a 
weekend of sunny seven-

ty degree days to motivate you 
to swap out a snowblower for a 
lawnmower! April will be a good 
month to get underway with 
spring cleaning and yard recovery. 
The yard waste drop-off program 
begins on the first and third Sat-
urdays of the month over at the 
Wastewater Treatment Plant off 
of Creamery road on the east side 
of US15. Also, bulk trash pick-up 
will be on April 15. 
 Check with the Town Office or 
on cable channel 99 for details. In 
general, two items will be picked 
up from the curbside at each home 
- subject to certain conditions. 
Meanwhile, the county’s residen-
tial recycling program continues 
every other Friday. Please try to 
use this county program as much 
as possible since it greatly helps re-
duce the garbage disposal costs we 
all share.
 If its spring, it must be time to 
talk about the Community Pool. 
The “baby pool” will again be out 
of operation this year - but accom-
modation is being made to use a 
section of the main pool as a sub-
stitute. I understand this causes 
some complications for parents 
with infants or toddlers. Most im-
portantly, it will require contin-
ued, close supervision of young-
sters by their chaperones. The 
lifeguards are your partners - not 
your replacement. Given the level 

of repairs necessary to get the baby 
pool back in operation, some in-
teresting options have presented 
themselves. 
 At the March 15 Board Meet-
ing, the commissioners voted to 
pursue removal of the traditional 
baby pool and install a “splash gar-
den” for the 2011 season. This will 
not only allow the youngest chil-
dren to enjoy a safe and fun en-
vironment, it will provide a water 
recreation for others unable to ac-
cess a traditional pool. Up to sev-
enty five percent of the cost can 
be covered through the re-alloca-
tion of existing grant monies. The 
remaining cost should be around 
what it would have taken to get 
the old baby pool back up and 
running.
 Additional discussion at the 
March 15th meeting addressed 
proposed zoning modifications 
throughout town meant to bet-
ter focus commercial develop-
ment. With the input of the Plan-
ning Commission, we continue to 

build a package of recommended 
changes that should go to Public 
Hearing on May 17. For my own 
part, I continue to be sensitive to 
how we preserve the historic look 
and feel of our community. 
 We must require new uses in the 
Village Zone to conform to the 
current pattern of development 
while allowing for more “mod-
ern” building designs along the 
existing commercial corridor from 
Silo Hill Parkway down Creamery 
Road to US 15. We expect to have 
members of the Frederick Coun-
ty Planning Office and the Mary-
land Historical Trust at the April 
19 Town Meeting to share infor-
mation and recommendations on 
how best to proceed.
 Finally, I believe elsewhere in this 
addition it is mentioned that our 
current town charter was approved 
100 years ago. With generally minor, 
structural changes, this document 
continues to serve us today. The Bur-
gess is now a Mayor, the number of 
commissioners has fluctuated, and 

From the Desk of Town Council President Chris Staiger

From the Desk of County Commissioner Thompson
The War Between the States 

obviously settled the ques-
tion of whether a state may uni-
laterally secede from the Union. 
However, the United States 
Constitution provides a mecha-
nism for a geographic area with-
in a state to apply to Congress 
for admission to the Union as a 
new state:
 “New States may be admit-
ted by the Congress into this 
Union; but no new State shall 
be formed or erected within the 
Jurisdiction of any other State; 
nor any State be formed by the 
Junction of two or more States, 
or Parts of States, without the 
Consent of the Legislatures of 
the States concerned as well as 
of the Congress.”
 Prior to the 1960s the Mary-
land General Assembly, like 
many other state legislatures, 
was seriously malapportioned 
in favor of rural areas of the 
state. Just as the United States 
Senate (were each state has two 
senators, regardless of popula-
tion) serves as a check against 
pure majoritarian rule of the 
national government, electing 
the General Assembly primari-
ly by county rather than popu-
lation served as a check against 
pure majoritarian rule in Mary-
land. Decisions of the United 
States Supreme Court in Baker 

v. Carr and its progeny required 
apportionment of the member-
ship of state legislatures to be 
on the basis of population, “not 
trees or acres.”
 With the advent of legisla-
tive apportionment based pri-
marily on population, control 
of the General Assembly now 
rests in the urban areas of the 
state. Resolution of the malap-
portionment issue created an-
other. While democracy is the 
preferred form of government, 
is does have its problems:
 “A democracy is always tem-
porary in nature; it simply can-
not exist as a permanent form 
of government. A democracy 
will continue to exist up un-
til the time that voters discov-
er that they can vote themselves 
generous gifts from the public 
treasury. From that moment on, 
the majority always votes for 
the candidates who promise the 
most benefits from the public 
treasury, with the result that ev-
ery democracy will finally col-
lapse due to loose fiscal policy.”
 What happens when the ur-
ban areas of the state, consti-
tuting a numerical majority of 
the State’s population, create a 
government that disproportion-
ately benefits urban areas but 
is disproportionately paid for 
by rural areas? In other words, 

what happens when other areas 
of the State pay substantially 
more taxes into the state’s cof-
fers than they get back?
 I am also concerned that the 
State’s inability to deal with its 
skyrocketing unfunded obliga-
tions for public employee re-
tirement and health care bene-
fit plans may result in Maryland 
following other states (Califor-
nia, Michigan, etc.) into a fi-
nancial black hole. Now may be 
a good time to get out while the 
gettin’ is good.
 With the above in mind, I be-
lieve the BOCC should explore 
the financial and legal ramifi-
cations of seceding from Mary-
land and applying to Congress 
for admission to the Union as a 
new state. My reasons include:

Public Education
Maryland’s long-standing poli-
cy regarding funding for public 
education calls for “wealthier” 
counties (which includes Fred-
erick) to receive proportionally 
less state funding that “poorer” 
counties. Statehood will remove 
this anomaly.
 The marginal cost of compli-
ance with No Child Left Behind 
and other federal education pro-
grams in order to receive feder-
al education funding may out-
weigh the marginal benefit of 

the funding. As a separate state, 
Frederick County may be fi-
nancially better off to decline 
the federal funding and the at-
tached strings & conditions.

Tax Dollars Stay Here
As a separate state, Frederick 
County would keep the tax rev-
enue generated here rather than 
having it shipped to Annapolis 
to be divvied up via the politi-
cal process.
 As an example, the Gener-
al Assembly has reduced the 
County’s share of the state high-
way user revenue (“SHUR”) 
funding, a/k/a “gas tax” from 
just under $14 million in FY 
2008 to under $500,000 in FY 
2010.
 State’s Unfunded Pension & 
Retiree Health Care Obliga-
tions
 The unfunded obligations of 
the State’s pension and health 
care benefits for retired State 
employees are spiraling out 
of control. The combined un-
funded liability for the State’s 
retirement and pension systems 
was just under $17.5 billion as 
of June 30, 2009, up from $2.8 
billion as of June 30, 2004. 
 The state’s unfunded liability 
for retiree health care benefits 
was $15.3 billion as of June 30, 
2009. The General Assembly 

has a fiduciary responsibility to 
modify the retiree pension and 
health care benefit programs to 
place them on a sound financial 
footing. It has done so in the 
past. However, the Legislature 
has yet to summon the will to 
do so.
 Senator David Brinkley, 
one of Frederick County’s two 
state senators, has attempt-
ed to deal with the State’s un-
funded liability for teacher’s re-
tirement & pension systems by 
saddling County governments 
with the problem, even though 
the Counties have no control 
over those systems. Had 2009 
SB 648 been enacted into law, 
the estimated additional cost to 
Frederick County over FY 11 
through FY 14 would be ap-
proximately $47 million.
 If 2010 SB 1004 becomes 
law, the estimated addition-
al cost to Frederick County in 
FY 2011 will be approximately 
$17 million. Ironically, in 2006 
Senator Brinkley and all other 
members of the County’s Dele-
gation voted to add $1.9 billion 
in liabilities to the State Teach-
er’s retirement & pension sys-
tems.
 My concerns are not directed 
at any political party or ideolo-
gy. We simply cannot continue 
government as usual.

there is no longer a Chief of Police, 
but the basic pattern of a non-par-
tisan town council with a rotating 
election schedule has survived. Day 
to day business is conducted with a 
focus on the community, not politi-
cal party affiliation. 
 I feel we have a good mix of 
public sector and private sector 
experience on the current Board 

that can make for interesting dis-
cussions! The truly amazing thing 
to me is that anyone can run for 
office and have a legitimate chance 
to win. As a resident of this small 
town, you really have an opportu-
nity to have one fifth of a say in 
the direction of our communi-
ty! Think about it! Have a great 
month!
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COMMENTARY

Shannon Bohrer

As many of you are aware, 
there is humor in our po-

litical system and much of the 
humor is derived from the play-
ers.  It always amazes me what 
some Congress-persons say - es-
pecially the difference in what 
they say and what they mean. I 
sometime wonder if they even 
know what they say and what 
it means. According to my wife, 
people say that about me some-
times too. I wonder what she 
means by that….. 
 In communications it is said 
that everyone talks or writes in 
two columns; the right and left. 
I know that some of you are say-
ing that the right and left rep-
resent each political party. No, 
that is a different right and left. 
And why do they call them par-
ties? In communications what 
we say or write is in the left hand 
column, and what we mean is in 
the right hand column, and of-
ten they are completely differ-
ent. The more polite you are, 
the closer to the left and the 
more direct, the closer to the 
right. Of course this is also de-
pendent upon your meaning of 
being polite. 

Words from Winterbilt
 A few examples: In the left col-
umn “What a precious child,” 
and in the right column “The 
child is a brat.” In the left col-
umn, “My, what a unique look-
ing baby” and in the right col-
umn “That poor child was hit 
with an ugly stick.”  
 Added to this communica-
tion confusion is gender-speak. 
When a woman asks “How do I 
look in this dress?” and the man 
responds “Just fine,” we have 
two problems. The first is that 
the female is requesting confir-
mation and in her vocabulary, 
“just fine” is two steps below 
neutral and is in the category 
of not acceptable. Of course the 
responding male believes his re-
sponse is more than adequate. 
He did not just grunt; he used 
two words. The second problem 
is that from his perspective he 
was multi-tasking, he was listen-
ing, he responded appropriately, 
and verbalized his response. The 
male’s judgment is often based 
on comparing his response to 
the lowest common denomina-
tor.  
   However, just having an un-
derstanding that we have a right 
and left column and that we 
sometimes have gender differenc-

es does not always explain what 
politicians say! I have come to be-
lieve that there is a left and right 
column, gender difference, and 
political speak. Additionally, I in 
no way am implying that this is 
the complete explanation of un-
derstanding what politicians say.  
Explaining what a politician says 
often requires extensive knowl-
edge in the metaphysical scienc-
es and sometimes in the world 
of the black arts.  The following 
example is based on a true story 
that was documented in a book 
several years ago. 
 A governor in a southern state 
was running for re-election. 
This was before vehicle air con-
ditioning was standard fare and 
when many roads were dirt and 
gravel. The governor, his driv-
er, one adviser, and a reporter 
were traveling in one vehicle to 
a remote town on a summer day. 
The windows of the vehicle were 
down; it was hot, and the ride 
was long and dusty.  
 When the vehicle reached the 
small town the governor gave a 
speech in front of the post of-
fice: the same speech he gave 
at every event. However, the 
crowd, which was rather small, 
did not seem impressed. As the 

governor was ending his speech, 
he added “Just one more thing, 
the next time I travel the road 
from the capital to your town, 
that road will be paved.” With 
this final statement the un-
impressed mood of the crowd 
seemed to change in favor of the 
governor.
 The governor entered his ve-
hicle, and the four individu-
als started the long ride back to 
the capital. After a few minutes, 
as the vehicle as was traveling 
down the road, the governor’s 
adviser said “Governor, I don’t 
think you should have promised 
to pave that road.” To which 
the governor responded “I did 
not promise to pave that road. 
I said the next time I travelled 
that road it would be paved, and 
I don’t ever intend to travel that 
road again.”   
 This is a fine example of why 
it is difficult to not understand 
what many Congress-persons 
speak and say and why we may 
need a third column for inter-
pretation for the rest of us. I 
propose that column right, or 
column 1, is what they say. Col-
umn left, or column 2, is what 
they mean, and column 3 is 
what it means to us.
 When a person running for 
Congress promises you tax cuts, 
what are they saying? The left col-

umn is saying that as a tax pay-
er you should not pay high tax-
es. The government wastes your 
money, and since it is your mon-
ey you should have some of it 
back.
 The right column is saying 
you will benefit if I am elected. 
In these tough economic times I 
am the person you should elect 
because I look out for the work-
ing class persons.
 The third column, the mean-
ing of what is being said, should 
be the most important to us. 
   In this example, when we re-
ceive tax breaks, the government 
just borrows the money from 
someone else, usually another 
country. They have to borrow 
it because they spent everything 
else.  It would be more hon-
est if a politician said you can 
have more of your money now, 
and we will just put the bill on 
your government credit card. Of 
course the several hundred dol-
lars will cost you several thou-
sand dollars because we have 
borrowed so much that the gov-
ernment is just paying the mini-
mum on your bill. 
 When you think about it col-
umn 1 and 2 have some relation-
ship that most of us can under-
stand. However column 3 is not 
even on the same page.  Then 
again - most of us know that.

To read other articles by Shannon 
Bohrer, visit the Authors’ section 
of Emmitsburg.net

Jack Deatherage

With the economy still tank-
ing and no sign of a recov-

ery in the private sector, I’ve be-
gun contemplating what to do 
when the leather factory closes. A 
career as a criminal has a certain 
appeal to me. Not the dishonor-
able type of criminal that would 
seek elected office and pass laws to 
steal from friends and neighbors. 
Nor the type a bit more honest, 
but subject to possible violence 
while waving a gun under a vic-
tim’s nose and demanding a cash 
drawer be emptied. And certain-
ly not a white-collar criminal em-
bezzling some organization that 
placed too much trust and faith in 
one deserving of neither.
 No, I’d rather be a drug dealer 
or a bootlegger of alcohol. Proba-
bly a bootlegger. There isn’t much 
art to dealing drugs and too much 
competition. Bootlegging how-
ever is a time honored tradition 
of free thinking men and wom-
en who have had the courage to 
flip the bird to totalitarian govern-
ments throughout all times and 
places. Now that definitely ap-
peals to me! 
 Too many Americans have be-
come dependant on the nanny 
state utopians currently running 
our government, we are now less a 
people reliant upon ourselves, and 

more whiners demanding some-
one else pay for our wants. Per-
haps a bottle of fermented drink, 
that can’t be found in a state con-
trolled liquor store, would stiffen 
some spines?
 I’ve sampled commercial mead 
and will never again waste a dol-
lar on it. For the $15 I did spend 
on one 750ml bottle, I can make 
a gallon (3,785ml) of honey wine 
that actually has a fragrance and 
flavor, as well as a kick. Plus, I can 
alter or enhance the flavor with 
herbs, spices and fruit, and still 
not spend $15 on the ingredients! 
(The reusable equipment is a bit 
more expensive, but being reus-
able, it quickly pays for itself.)
 A potential partner in a bootleg-
ging operation suggested the hon-
ey wine, as good as it is, wouldn’t 
be worth the risk I’d face for the 
cash such a product would fetch. 
It’s been suggested I talk to current 
bootleggers about distilling spirits. 
One such fellow has a “shine” rec-
ipe he’d like to see back in produc-
tion as he claims it produced as fine 
a shine as ever was cooked in this 
area. He went into some detail as to 
how he managed to make shine in 
his home and not get caught in all 
the years he made it.
 I’ve been meeting a growing 
number of Europeans who were 
raised under Communist govern-
ments. Forced to avoid nanny state 

laws, they found low-tech meth-
ods of producing whatever they 
needed. Distilling brandy seems 
to have been one of those needs. 
I’ve spoken to a former Commu-
nist Block bootlegger who would 
love to pass his plum brandy rec-
ipe, and distillery plans, on to an 
American. 
 Having tasted a smuggled sip of 
that brandy I’ll stick to sipping my 
honey wine, the brandy was much 
too dry and potent for my tastes! 
I’m sure there are people who 
would pay for the brandy though 
and I have access to the informa-
tion on how to make it.
 There are two phone num-
bers I’m to call if I ever get good 
at wine making. The people who 
answer at either of those num-
bers will buy every drop of wine I 
could hope to make. I was advised 
that the wine buyers are also in-
terested in quality shine because it 
is fetching premium prices liquor 
stores only dream of charging.
 I’m not comfortable with mak-
ing shine. I don’t drink hard liquor 
so what would I do with the stuff I 
made while getting the recipe and 
techniques right? Besides, if my il-
legal wine operation were discov-
ered I could argue the wine was 
for my own use, which is legal. A 
distillery is harder to explain and 
would have to be hidden. 
 The money such a contrap-

tion could generate would also at-
tract people I’d sooner not deal 
with. No, I’m not greedy. Mead 
and wine bootlegging, on a small 
scale, is all I’d need. If I couldn’t 
find enough customers willing to 
pay premium prices, I’d always 
be content with drinking what I 
couldn’t sell.

 Having publicly stated what’s 
been on my mind, I suppose I’ll 
try selling mead kits and reci-
pes before I try bootlegging. I’ll 
also move out of this area be-
fore taking a dime for what I 
ferment. I might be foolish, but 
I’m not crazy!

To read past editions of Pondering 
the Puzzlement visit the Authors’ 
section of Emmitsburg.net

What are they really saying...?
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COMMENTARY

Scott Zuke

In 1848 Elizabeth Cady Stanton 
wrote that “The history of man-

kind is a history of repeated inju-
ries and usurpations on the part of 
man toward woman, having in di-
rect object the establishment of an 
absolute tyranny over her.”  Her 
leadership laid the foundation for 
the Women’s Rights Movement, 
which unfolded slowly over the 
next 160 years but managed to 
propel or run parallel to every ma-
jor social movement our country 
experienced since.  Looking back at 
Stanton’s writings today is a stun-
ning revelation of how much prog-
ress has been made in the US, yet 
the work remains unfinished.
 March was National Women’s 
History Month, and it proved to 
be an eventful one.  In India the 
nation’s upper house of parliament 
approved a bill that would reserve 
one third of the seats in parliament 
and state legislative assemblies for 
women.  The BBC’s Soutik Biswas 
called the passage of the bill “A 
crowning achievement for India’s 
women,” adding that, “The way 
India sometimes treats its women 
is a national shame.”
 In another commentary, Mallika 
Sarabhai, an Indian woman who 
had previously run for political of-
fice, wrote, “[The men in power] 
plundered our bodies and souls, 

and dishonoured us, made us 
afraid of further sanctions. For the 
women are too often the loot - our 
bodies, our minds, our thoughts, 
our wombs.”  One cannot help but 
hear the echo of Stanton’s declara-
tion from long ago in our nation’s 
history.
 The decision had its share of crit-
icism for many of the same reasons 
that affirmative action is controver-
sial in the US, although India had 
the benefit of political precedent; 
A similar policy was introduced 
there in 1932 to ensure the polit-
ical inclusion of lower caste citi-
zens, referred to as the “Depressed 
Classes.”  While there is room for 
discussion as to the fairness of affir-
mative action, especially in cultures 
where meritocracy is ingrained in 
the national identity, democra-
cy sometimes needs a push.  It’s a 
feeling likely to be picked up by a 
westerner when walking through 
India’s bustling city streets, where 
the scarcity of women in the pub-
lic sphere is conspicuous and some-
times uncomfortable.
 Would a policy of reserving Con-
gressional seats for women work in 
the US?  It’s worth taking time to 
consider the numbers.  There are 
currently 18 women in the Senate 
and 78 in the House of Represen-
tatives, meaning that women ac-
count for about 18% of our Con-
gressional representation.  That’s 

only about half the representation 
that India is seeking to reserve for 
women.
 Consider how these statistics 
might have impacted March’s top 
political story: the passage of com-
prehensive health care reform.  In 
the last weeks of debate, it was 
a small band of Democrats who 
brought the process to halt and 
threatened to derail the whole re-
form bill.  The wedge issue was 
whether language in the bill was 
sufficiently clear in upholding old 
laws barring federal funding for 
abortion.  
 As tradition has held, however, 
any debate on laws relating to abor-
tion invariably becomes a referen-
dum on abortion itself, and this 
was not a debate President Obama 
or Rep. Nancy Pelosi wanted to get 
dragged into.  Every effort was tak-
en to assure Rep. Bart Stupak, the 
sudden leader of pro-life Demo-
crats, that the status quo would be 
upheld, but a precious opportunity 
to challenge the validity of that sta-
tus quo was dropped.
 Abortion, after all, is a legal med-
ical procedure.  Why should it be 
singled out from all other proce-
dures that are granted federal sup-
port for those who need it?  Some 
may say that citizens who are mor-
ally opposed to abortion should 
not be forced to support the pro-
cedure with their taxes, but there 
are certainly tax payers morally op-
posed to the Iraq War, for exam-
ple, who nevertheless are powerless 
to keep their money from support-
ing its continued operations.

 What is the difference between 
these two issues?  Perhaps it is a 
matter of representation and lead-
ership.  There is a significant lack 
of feminists--not just women--but 
supporters of feminism in general 
in our legislative branch who are 
willing to publicly stand up in fa-
vor of expanding abortion cover-
age and focusing on other wom-
en’s issues.  Nancy Pelosi is, by 
all rights, one of the most power-
ful women in our nation’s histo-
ry, but she seems to be playing by 
the “boys’ rules” and playing down 
her potential status as a role model 
to women and a defender of their 
rights.
 One of the best lines in the 
health care debate in the House 
came from Rep. Lynn Wool-
sey [D-CA], who said, “I wonder 
how many of my colleagues real-
ize that essentially, ‘being a wom-
an’ IS a pre-existing condition.”  
One of several issues she was refer-
ring to was the fact that in a hand-
ful of states, victims of domestic 
abuse can be denied coverage on 
the grounds that having or having 
had an abusive husband in the past 
is a pre-existing condition.  This is 
shameful.
 However, this line of argument 
was never an important part of 
the health care reform discussion.  
Amid the lofty rhetoric of govern-
ment coming to the rescue of the 
“Depressed Classes” in our own 
nation, the rights of women were 
largely overlooked except in those 
places where they might be restrict-
ed to antiquated norms.  Stupak 

Pure Onsense and his followers in the House, as 
well as Ben Nelson in the Senate, 
were, notably, men.  How can it be 
just for a group comprised almost 
solely of men to single out and re-
strict access to a medical procedure 
that only affects women?  How 
can such action be considered any-
thing else but sexist?  Where are 
our women and feminist leaders, 
and how has India, where patri-
archy still dominates the culture, 
suddenly shot ahead of us in en-
suring more equitable representa-
tion of its female population?
 It is possible that some progress 
is being made in America through 
the tireless efforts of women 
struggling for recognition in areas 
that have traditionally been male-
dominated.  Kathryn Bigelow, for 
example, became the first female 
ever to win an Academy Award 
for Best Director, with her film 
The Hurt Locker.  This was a “gi-
ant leap” for Bigelow, but being 
for a war movie with hardly any 
female cast members, maybe only 
a “small step” for woman-kind.  
Perhaps the primary value of pay-
ing attention to Women’s History 
Month each year is to take time 
to step back, observe the playing 
field, and decide for the year to 
come whether we are content to 
allow our representative democ-
racy to continue developing slow-
ly, or whether it may be time to 
give it another push.

To read other articles by Scott 
Zuke, visit the Authors’ section of 
Emmitsburg.net

Down Under!
A workable freedom
Submitted by Lindsay! 
Melbourne Australia

One of the greatest promises 
ever made to anyone at any 

time is in the American Consti-
tution. Everyone, it says has the 
unalienable right to Life, Liberty, 
and the Pursuit of Happiness. 
 The ‘right to life’ has gone 
through some incredible twists 
and turns over the years, but as 
I understand the original inten-
tion, it was simply to affirm that  
because life was God’s gift to hu-
manity, it was therefore his to 
take away. The writers also knew 
that happiness was not something 
anyone can promise to supply, be-
cause it is a very subjective feel-
ing, but they declared that every 
falling under this charter could 
pursue it without hinderance. 
 But Liberty? That most prized 
of conditions is fragile. No society 
can function without restrictions 
on its citizenry – anarchy, or the 
absence of government, is the op-
posite to democracy; it does not 
allow for happiness or peace, and 
as history shows, makes life tenu-
ous for the majority. Citizens ev-
erywhere prosper under stabili-
ty, order, and certainty, and they 

cannot pursue happiness without 
at least some of each. Laws are vi-
tal, and no one really argues with 
this, even when it means that the 
lives of certain individuals must 
be restricted.  My question this 
month is, however, ‘How much 
liberty can we have?’ 
 The answer will depend on 
where you sit, both literally and 
metaphorically. To the millions 
of dispossessed throughout the 
world, the answer is ‘very little’. 
To the growing number of pluto-
crats, it’s ‘as much as we want’. To 
the rest of us it is a big variable. 
Most people in modern society 
learn to live with what they are 
given, and this is the nub of the 
argument, for many have come 
to experience their liberty as what 
they believe they have. Liberty is 
therefore subjective and relative, 
and the purpose of many west-
ern governments, Australia and 
The United States among them, 
is to make liberty seem to be a 
boon of their policies. And more 
than that, it must fit within their 
framework, not to do what you 
want, but to do what they want, 
yet still believe that it is the ideal 
liberty for you, your country, and 
your times. 

 As Juvenal said around 100 
AD, ‘Only two things does he, 
the modern citizen , anxious-
ly wish for – bread and circuses.’ 
And that is exactly what we have. 
If we dare to suggest that most 
of the liberty we have is illuso-
ry, or even that the circuses have 
lost their appeal, we are either ig-
nored or, if we have a bit of clout, 
slapped back into our little box 
with the threat of loss of more lib-
erty. Most of us capitulate, can’t 
be bothered, and ignore the insid-
ious creep of boundaries inward. 
The old cry ‘if you do not behave 
the way we say you should are a 
communist’ still reverberates.
 The political parties of democ-
racies can be brought to heel, 
however, and there are increasing 
signs that the rumblings of disaf-
fection are going to produce more 
than heat and smoke sometime 
soon. Not just ‘oh well, we’ll vote 
for the other side this time, they 
can’t be worse that the others’,  
but things like the recent resolu-
tion by the county commissioners 
for Frederick County, Maryland, 
‘to explore the financial and legal 
ramifications of seceding from the 
state of Maryland and applying to 
the congress of The United States 
for admission to the union as a 
new state,’ mean that dissatisfac-
tion, even outright disgust by an 
elected body of citizens at the way 
the current legislature has been 
handling things is a sign of such an 
earthquake. Of course, this could 

only happen in a democracy, but 
the appearance of such a proposal 
is a shock in itself. Are such senti-
ments confined to Maryland? Not 
likely. 
 Or, from the opinion pages of 
the Frederick News Post (March 6, 
2010), ‘… the check (that) voters 
provide with each election year… 
is no longer adequate. The system 
is broken and stacked against vot-
ers…’ ‘Approval ratings for con-
gress, never high to begin with, are 
at an all time low.’ 
 It doesn’t matter which par-
ty is in power, the smell is rank 
and disaffection remains. When 
enough citizens get so thorough-
ly fed up with the system they are 
forced to live under, they, like the 
roots of a tree, are likely to break 
the pavement and cause upheaval. 
No country is immune. It’s begin-
ning in China, the most despotic 
of all countries. Scandinavia seems 
least affected, while Britain is suf-
fering like you and us from the 
spin and plutocratic handshakes 
of many decades. History is full of 
rebellious example, because when 
self-serving and self promoting 
trough-snouts begin to have the 
light shine on them, it shows them 
up for what they are even as they 
scream and shout their innocence. 
 There are so many examples it 
is not possible to quote even one 
– we all know many from our own 
backyard - and although the civ-
il liberties groups are as active as 
they can be, they too have their 

powers circumscribed by newly in-
troduced law, for that is how it is 
done. 
 Richard Holloway, former Bish-
op of Edinburgh, wrote in his 
book ‘Between the Monster and 
the Saint’ ‘The kind of society we 
have evolved in northern Europe, 
flawed though it is, has three re-
deeming characteristics, the first of 
which is a healthy mistrust of pow-
er and those that wield it.’ People 
who break no law or try as best 
they can to remain upright citi-
zens, but suffer because of their 
art, their beliefs, their capacity to 
understand, or to simply deal with 
the broken promises that burden 
them, should never be excluded 
from the guarantee of liberty. 
 So, beware of the constraints 
that, like a triffid, come from out-
side and take away your hard won 
choice. Freedom is not just being 
able to select which movie you will 
see, or which band to hear, or what 
food to eat. It’s the ability to walk 
with your head up, even if you be-
long to a different race, creed, or 
religion. Liberty is not being told 
you must hate, distrust or kill any-
one who wishes you no harm. And  
it is not agreeing with the presid-
ing powers who promote such val-
ues. Freedom and liberty have to 
be worked at. Let’s applaud every-
one who does just that, then join 
the ranks.

To read other articles by Lindsay, visit 
the Authors’ section of Emmitsburg.net
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FROM THE PASTOR’S DESK

Dr. Peter Keith
Pastor, Emmitsburg 
Presbyterian Church

There is an old Hindu story of 
the young man who visited a 

Holy Man while he sat under a tree 
meditating. The young man said to 
him, “I want to see God. Show me 
how I may experience God.”
 The old Holy Man said noth-
ing and continued with his med-
itation. The young man returned 
the next day with the same request, 
and the next and the next, yet still 
he received no reply.
 On the day of what was going to 
be his last attempt, the young man 
found the Holy Man standing. He 
said, “You seem to be a genuine 
seeker after God. This afternoon 
I will go down to the river for my 
bath. Meet me there.”
 When the two of them were in 
the water, the Holy Man grabbed 
the young man’s head firmly, 
pushed it under the water and held 
it. The young man struggled greatly 
to come to the surface. As the sec-
onds passed the young man con-
tinued to thrash about. When he 
was finally released, he stood gasp-
ing for air. The Holy Man waited 
and then calmly said, “Come to-
morrow and meet me by the tree.”
 The next day it was the Holy 
Man who spoke first. “Tell me, 
why did you struggle so while I 
held your head below the water?” 
 “Because,” said the man. “I was 
unable to breathe! Without air I 
would have died.”
 The Holy Man smiled and said, 
“The day you desire God as des-
perately as you desired air, you will 
surely find him.”

• • • • •

The point of this tale isn’t too hard 
to understand. There is a certain 
amount of pain in true spiritu-
al desire. The interesting thought, 
though, raised by the story is not 
the question of how much one has 
to desire God, or truth, or spiritu-
al enlightenment, or whatever else 
you want to name it in order to 
find it. It is the question of what 
has happened to our own simple 
longing, our own deep-seated wish 
to find some meaning amidst all 
the meaninglessness of life? 
 It’s the basic human question 
where we ask the reason for our liv-
ing. What has happened to our de-

sire to meet this most human of 
needs: to know the answer in the 
face of this great mystery? What’s 
happened to it? Where has it gone? 
St. Augustine told us of the great 
restlessness of the human heart. 
It’s the kind of restlessness that will 
drive young men to seek truth and 
wisdom. In other words, why aren’t 
we walking down to visit the old 
meditating man?
 The Jesuit priest Anthony De-
Mello wrote that if we do not ex-
perience this pain of longing, then 
it is because we kill the pain with 
a host of other desires and plea-
sures. We even let problems occu-
py our minds to suppress the pain 
and “restlessness” of not yet know-
ing God.
 So for many people, the prob-
lem is not how much they desire 
God (or truth or enlightenment, or 
whatever else you want to call it), 
but whether or not they desire at 
all. Where has it gone? Has it been 
hidden? Most all know this certain 
restlessness of the heart. But the 
longing has been smothered with 
other longings, goals, priorities, 
and distractions. We do anything 
we can to quiet that nagging of the 
soul that desires something more, 
something greater, something eter-
nal, something just better than the 
ways things are. Yes. That’s it. You 
have felt it. You feel it now. It is 
your own desire for God.

• • • • •

There’s a great story about the 
British writer Oscar Wilde. When 
he was once told by a friend that 
someone disliked him immensely, 
he said, “I don’t know why the man 
dislikes me so, because I’ve nev-
er done anything for him.” It was 
a brilliant insight. We are some-
times most prone to resent the very 
person who has acted toward us in 
goodness; the person who has done 
something for us. 
 It defines our fundamental prob-
lem with being on the receiving 
end of another’s benevolence. If 
we don’t like being on the receiv-
ing end of a gift, it may not be that 
we are particularly humble, but 
that we don’t want to be beholding 
to the one doing something for us. 
Wilde’s reaction rings true.
 We most often dislike, or turn 
away from the ones who give with-
out asking. Why? Because the per-
son who receives may be reminded 

of how unable they are to recipro-
cate. We don’t want the gift because 
we don’t want the obligation that 
goes along with it. So we close our-
selves, and turn from the receiving 
of anything. Especially if it’s some-
thing we can’t repay. 
 Could our own desire for God be 
covered over by this reluctance to 
receive? Has the desire been blown 
out, extinguished for the feeling 
that to actually accept the grace of 
God in our own lives may obligate 
us in such a way that we simply do 
not want to be? I believe it is.
 We also truly fear to know God 
because we suspect that in doing so 
we may be asked to change. And 
that is not something most of us 
are eager to do - change. What if 
in trusting that movement in our 
spirit, in answering that restlessness 
we felt a call to do something we 
didn’t want to do? 
 What if in more frequent and 
honest openness to that inner 
prompting we were to discover a 
gentle word calling us to face up 
to a problem, or relinquish some 
damaging pleasure, or to love what 
we think we cannot love? Along 
with DeMello’s observation that 
we try to bury the restlessness with 
all manner of things, we also sim-
ply turn from it because we fear a 
call to change. Our restless hearts.

• • • • •

I wonder if you have ever had the 
experience of someone you love 
not believing that you love him or 
her. It’s worse than an unrequit-
ed love. This kind when what you 
want most is not what the person 
can give you, or do for you, but 
that they simply believe and know 
that you love them. They just won’t 
accept it.
 Perhaps the Spirit quickening 
your heart to answer knows that 
same feeling. You are someone who 
is loved with a deep abiding care 
and you wonder and may even oc-
casionally ask, “do you love me?”
 It’s so hard for us to believe that 
God would not ask us to repay, but 
only to accept. It’s so difficult for us 
to accept that God would be wait-
ing to bring a “peace beyond under-
standing” to our restless hearts. No 
obligation. No strings attached. 
 When did you last go like the young 
man to find an answer? When did you 
last let speak that voice deep in your 
soul reminding you that there is depth, 

and beauty, and holiness to this great 
and wonderful mystery called life? You 
see, your desire for God, your restless-
ness of heart, is nothing less than grace 
reaching for you. 
 So clear are the words of Christ, 
that there is no obligation to meet, 
no gift to repay. You need only ask. 
You need only search. You need 
only knock. And when you do, you 
will begin to breathe again.
 
Dr. Keith and the members of the 
Emmitsburg Presbyterian Church in-

vite you to join then each Sunday at 
11 am as they celebrate their Chris-
tian fellowship.

Our Restless Hearts

Presbyterian 101: A general guide to facts about the Presbyterian Church

Presbyterians trace their history to the 16th century and the Protestant Reforma-
tion. Our heritage, and much of what we believe, began with the French law-
yer John Calvin (1509-1564), whose writings crystallized much of the Reformed 
thinking that came before him. 
 Calvin did much of his writing from Geneva, Switzerland. From there, the Re-
formed movement spread to other parts of Europe and the British Isles. Many of the 
early Presbyterians in America came from England, Scotland and Ireland. The first 
American Presbytery was organized at Philadelphia in 1706. The first General Assem-
bly was held in the same city in 1789. The first Assembly was convened by the Rev. 
John Witherspoon, the only minister to sign the Declaration of Independence. 

What is distinctive about Presbyterian Church?
Presbyterians are distinctive in two major ways: they adhere to a pattern of religious 
thought known as Reformed theology and a form of government that stresses the ac-
tive, representational leadership of both ministers and church members.

A little Presbyterian history
Portions of the Presbyterian church in the United States have separated from 
the main body, and some parts have reunited, several times. The greatest divi-
sion occurred in 1861 during the American Civil War. The two branches cre-
ated by that division were reunited in 1983 to form the Presbyterian Church 
(U.S.A.), currently the largest Presbyterian group in this country.
 
Presbyterian theological beliefs:
Some of the principles articulated by John Calvin remain at the core of Pres-
byterian beliefs. Among these are the sovereignty of God, the authority of the 
scripture, justification by grace through faith and the priesthood of all believ-
ers. What they mean is that God is the supreme authority throughout the uni-
verse. Our knowledge of God and God’s purpose for humanity comes from 
the Bible, particularly what is revealed in the New Testament through the life 
of Jesus Christ. 
 Our salvation (justification) through Jesus is God’s generous gift to us and 
not the result of our own accomplishments. It is everyone’s job - ministers and 
lay people alike - to share this Good News with the whole world. That is also 
why the Presbyterian church is governed at all levels by a combination of cler-
gy and laity, men and women alike. [Learn more] 

Our position on social issues:
Neither the Church as the body of Christ, nor Christians as individuals, can 
be neutral or indifferent toward evil in the world; churches have a responsibil-
ity to speak on social and moral issues for the encouragement and instruction 
of the Church and its members, seeking earnestly both to know the mind of 
Christ and to speak always in humility and love; churches not only encourage 
and train their members in daily obedience to God’s will, but corporately to 
reveal God’s grace in places of suffering and need, to resist the forces that tyr-
annize, and to support the forces that restore the dignity of all men as the chil-
dren of God, for only so is the gospel most fully proclaimed. 
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dity, in the eye of a laughing circle 
of bystanders. 
 Of course, for successful April 
fooling, it is necessary to have 
some considerable degree of cool-
ness and face; as also some tact 
whereby to know in what direc-
tion the victim is most ready to be 
imposed upon by his own tenden-
cies of belief. It may be remarked, 
that a large proportion of the busi-
ness is effected before and about 
the time of breakfast, while as yet 
few have had occasion to remem-
ber what day of the year it is, and 
before a single victimization has 
warned people of their danger.
 What compound is to simple 
addition, so is Scotch to English 
April fooling. In the northern part 
of the island, they are not content 
to make a neighbour believe some 
single piece of absurdity. There, 
the object being, we shall say, to 
befool simple lad: 
 Wag No. 1 sends him away with 
a letter to a friend two miles off, 
professedly asking for some useful 
information, or requesting a loan 
of some article, but in reality con-
taining only the words:

This is the first day of April, 
‘Hunt the gowk another mile.’

 Wag No. 2, catching up the idea 
of his correspondent, tells the lad 
with a grave face that it is not in 
his power, &c.; but if he will go 
with another note to such a per-
son, he will get what is wanted. 
 Off the lads trudges with this 
second note to Wag No. 3, who 
treats him in the same manner; 
and so on he goes, till some one 
of the series, taking pity on him, 
hints the trick that has been prac-
ticed upon him. 
 A successful affair of this kind will 
keep rustic society in merriment for 
a week, during which the honest lad 
hardly can shew his face. 
 The Scotch employ the term 
gowk (which is properly a cuckoo) 
to express a fool in general, but 
more especially an April fool, and 

among them the practice above 
described is called hunting the 
gowk.
 Sometimes the opportunity 
is taken by ultra-jocular persons 
to carry out some extensive hoax 
upon society. 
 For example, in March 1860, a 
vast multitude of people received 
through the post a card having the 
following inscription, with a seal 
marked by an inverted sixpence at 
one of the angles, thus having to 
superficial observation an official 
appearance: 

‘Tower of London.—Admit the 
Bearer and Friend to view the 
Annual Ceremony of Wash-
ing the White Lions, on Sunday, 
April 1st, 1860. Admitted only at 
the White Gate. It is particular-
ly requested that no gratuities be 
given to the Wardens or their As-
sistants.’ 

 The trick is said to have been 
highly successful. Cabs were rat-
tling about Tower Hill all that 
Sunday morning, vainly endea-
vouring to discover the White 
Gate.
 It is the more remarkable that 
any such trick should have suc-
ceeded, when we reflect how iden-
tified the 1st of April has become 
with the idea of imposture and 
unreality. So much is this the case, 
that if one were about to be mar-
ried, or to launch some new and 
speculative proposition or enter-
prise, one would hesitate to select 
April 1st for the purpose. On the 
other hand, if one had to issue a 
mock document of any kind with 
the desire of its being accepted in 
its proper character, he could not 
better insure the joke being seen 
than by dating it the 1st of April.
 The literature of the last centu-
ry, from the Spectator downwards, 
has many allusions to April fool-
ing; no references to it in our earli-
er literature have as yet been point-
ed out. English antiquaries appear 
unable to trace the origin of the 
custom, or to say how long it has 
existed among us. In the Catholic 
Church, there was the Feast of the 
Ass on Twelfth Day, and various 
mummings about Christmas; but 
April fooling stands apart from 
these dates. 
 There is but one plausible-looking 
suggestion from Mr. Pegge, to the ef-
fect that, the 25th of March being, in 
one respect, New Year’s Day, the 1st 
of April was its octave, and the ter-
mination of its celebrations; but this 
idea is not very satisfactory. 
 There is much more impor-
tance in the fact, that the Hin-
dus have, in their Huli, which ter-
minates with the 31st of March, 
a precisely similar festival, during 
which the great aim is to send per-
sons away with messages to ideal 
individuals, or individuals sure to 
be from home, and enjoy a laugh 
at their disappointment. To find 

LITERATURE

Robert Chambers

The 1st of April, of all days 
in the year, enjoys a charac-

ter of its own, in as far as it, and 
it alone, is consecrated to practical 
joking. On this day it becomes the 
business of a vast number of peo-
ple, especially the younger sort, 
to practise innocent impostures 
upon their unsuspicious neigh-
bours, by way of making them 
what in France are called poissons 
d’Avril, and with us April fools. 
 Thus a knowing boy will des-
patch a younger brother to see 
a public statue descend from its 
pedestal at a particular appointed 
hour. A crew of giggling servant-
maids will get hold of some simple 
swain, and send him to a booksell-
er’s shop for the History of Eve’s 
Grandmother, or to a chemist’s for 
a pennyworth of pigeon’s milk, or 
to a cobbler’s for a little strap oil, 
in which last case the messenger 
secures a hearty application of the 
strap to his shoulders, and is sent 
home in a state of bewilderment 
as to what the affair means. 
 The urchins in the kennel make a 
sport of calling to some passing beau 
to look to his coat-skirts; when he ei-
ther finds them with a piece of paper 
pinned to them or not; in either of 
which cases he is saluted as an April 
fool. A waggish young lady, aware that 
her dearest friend has a rather empty-
headed youth dangling, after her with 
little encouragement, will send him a 
note, appointing him to call upon his 
true love at a particular hour. When 
instead of a welcome, he finds him-
self treated as an intruder, and by and 
by discovers that he has not advanced 
his reputation for sagacity or the gen-
eral prospects of his suit. 
 The great object is to catch 
some person off his guard, to pass 
off upon him, as a simple fact, 
something barely possible, and 
which has no truth in it; to im-
pose upon him, so as to induce 
him to go into positions of absur-

The Book of  Days
The history of April Fools’ day

the practice so widely prevalent 
over the earth, and with so near a 
coincidence of day, seems to indi-
cate that it has had a very early or-
igin amongst mankind.
 The Humorous and political 
writer Jonathan Swift, in his Jour-
nal to Stella, enters under March 
31, 1713, that ‘he, Dr. Arbuth-
not, and Lady Ma sham had been 
amusing themselves that evening 
by contriving ‘a lie for tomorrow.’ 
 A person named Noble had been 
hanged a few days before. The lie 
which these three laid their heads 
together to concoct, was, that Noble 
had come to life again in the hands 
of his friends, but was once more 
laid hold of by the sheriff, and now 
lay at the Black Swan in Holborn, in 
the custody of a messenger. 
 ‘We are all,’ says Swift, ‘to send to 
our friends, to know whether they 
have heard anything of it, and so we 
hope it will spread.’ Next day, the 
learned Dean duly sent his servant 
to several houses to inquire among 
the footmen, not letting his own 
man into the secret. But nothing 
could be heard of the resuscitation 
of Mr. Noble; whence he concluded 
that ‘his colleagues did not contrib-
ute’ as they ought to have done.
 April fooling is a very noted 
practice in France, and we get trac-
es of its prevalence there at an ear-
lier period than is the case in Eng-
land. For instance, it is related that 
Francis, Duke of Lorraine, and his 
wife, being in captivity at Nant-

es, effected their escape in conse-
quence of the attempt being made 
on the 1st of April. 
 Disguised as peasants, the one 
bearing a hod on his shoulder, the 
other carrying a basket of rubbish 
at her back, they both at an early 
hour of the day passed through the 
gates of the city. A woman, having a 
knowledge of their persons, ran to 
the guard to give notice to the sen-
try. “April fool!” cried the soldier; 
and all the guard, to a man, shout-
ed out, “April fool!” beginning with 
the sergeant in charge of the post. 
 The governor, to whom the sto-
ry was told as a jest, conceived 
some suspicion, and ordered the 
fact to be proved; but it was too 
late, for in the meantime the duke 
and his wife were well on their 
way. The 1st of April saved them.’
 It is told that a French lady having 
stolen a watch from a friend’s house on 
the 1st of April, endeavoured, after de-
tection, to pass off the affair as un pois-
son d’Avril, an April joke. On denying 
that the watch was in her possession, a 
messenger was sent to her apartments, 
where it was found upon a chim-
ney-piece. ‘Yes,’ said the adroit thief, 
‘I think I have made the messenger a 
fine poisson d’Avril!’ Then the magis-
trate said she must be imprisoned till 
the 1st of April in the ensuing year, 
comme un poisson d’Avril. 

To read other selections from Robert 
Cambers 1864 The Book of Days 
visit Emmitsburg.net.
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THE (retired) ECOLOGIST

Bill Meredith

For, lo, the winter is past, the 
rain is over and gone; the flow-

ers appear on the earth; the time of 
the singing of birds is come, and the 
voice of the turtle is heard in our 
land.”  The Song of Songs.
 It is the Ides of March as I write 
this, but because of the time required 
to edit, assemble, print and distribute 
a newspaper, it will be April when 
you read it. I cannot foretell what the 
rest of March will be like; it may go 
out like a lion or continue its present 
ovine course, and we have seen snow 
in Emmitsburg in April before, too. 
But the U. S. Naval Observatory as-
sures us that whether we have snow, 
rain or sunshine, the equinox will ar-
rive at 1:32 pm on March 20. Final-
ly, the winter will pass and spring will 
come.  
 You can see the signs. The time 
of the singing of birds has come; go 
outside and you will hear them try-
ing to remember the lyrics of their 
territorial and mating songs, and 
the goldfinches at my feeder start-
ed molting into their yellow summer 
plumage last week. The crocuses and 
pussy willows have appeared on the 
earth, and tulips and daffodils are on 
their way. Walking to the post office 
this morning, I heard the first spring 
peepers… not turtles, but they’ll do. 
(My wife just told me the turtles in 
the Bible were doves, anyhow.) Ev-
ery year these sights and sounds chal-
lenge my memory to recite that verse 
from the Song of Songs. It was not 
among the verses I had to memorize 
as a child… Sunday-School teachers 
tended to avoid that part of the Bible 
in those days… but at this time of 
life it always comes back more easi-
ly than most of the ones I did have to 
learn. It has become one of my tradi-
tions for welcoming spring.
 At the time and place where the 
Bible was written there were just two 
seasons, rainy and dry, so while the 
verse has poetic beauty it doesn’t ap-
ply very well to Emmitsburg. The 
rains are not over and gone here; 
April is traditionally thought of as 
the month of showers. This year they 
got started early; we had three days 
of steady rain in mid-March. In mid-
summer that kind of rain would have 
been soaked up happily by the roots 
of growing vegetation, but this isn’t 
mid-summer. The ground was still 
frozen below the top few inches, and 
nothing is growing yet, so the rain 
couldn’t sink in. It melted the snow 
that was left on the north side of 
the mountain and in scattered plac-
es where it had drifted, such as my 
back yard; and then it flowed merri-
ly off to join Toms Creek, which was 
already in an expansive and exuber-
ant mood. Along with all the other 
local streams, it overflowed its banks, 
blocking local roads in numerous 
places and reminding us how flood-
plain ecosystems got their name. All 
of those nice, flat fields and woodlots 
that developers would love to build 
on and sell to gullible buyers if we 
didn’t have zoning regulations were 
under water.

Lo, the winter is (finally) past
 It was a tough winter for a lot of 
feathered and furry creatures. On the 
day in February when we got our 
biggest snowfall a young squirrel de-
cided it would be easier to raid my 
sunflower seeds than to look for his 
stashed supply of acorns. The snow 
was coming down soft and fluffy, al-
ready over a foot deep, and apparent-
ly he had never experienced anything 
like it before. When he jumped from 
a tree trunk to what he thought was 
the ground, he sank out of sight. He 
came to the surface with a look of be-
wildered panic on his face and started 
swimming through the snow toward 
the pole with the bird feeder on it, 
looking exactly like that TV commer-
cial where Michael Phelps was swim-
ming through a wheatfield in Kan-
sas. My wife felt sorry for him, but I 
knew he wasn’t in trouble. Squirrels 
have an easier time of it in snow than 
rabbits or deer, which have to stay on 
the ground all the time and whose 
food supply may be completely drift-
ed over for days. Likewise, owls and 
foxes have a hard time making a liv-
ing when deep snow gets crusted 
over, as it did here.
 About the only animals that real-
ly welcome deep snow are the voles, 
commonly known as field mice. Un-
der the snow, they are shielded from 
the wind, and since they eat grass and 
roots, their food supply is abundantly 
available to them. When snow stays 
on the ground a long time they will 
chew their way through the grass, 
creating a network of tunnels more 

complex than any urban subway sys-
tem. The snow insulates them from 
the worst shifts in weather and hides 
them from predators. To be sure, 
some enemies can get at them when 
the snow is still soft; both foxes and 
owls can hear them under the snow, 
and will dive in head-first to catch 
them, but this becomes much more 
difficult when the snow has crusted 
over. Voles are related to lemmings, 
and reproduce with the same un-
bounded enthusiasm; secure under 
the snow, a female vole will produce 
a litter of six or more every four or 
five weeks.
 When the snow finally melt-
ed, Mike Hillman found the field 
where his horses live had been 
turned into a jig-saw puzzle by 
vole tunnels. I suppose every-
one has seen them. To me, they 
look like a network of roads as 
seen from an airplane, and they 
give you the idea that the world 
is about to be taken over by voles. 
But nature’s laws for balancing 
populations are swinging into ac-
tion, and the voles are no longer 
secure. Those owls I saw last fall 
are hatching their broods about 
now, and owlets come into the 
world hungry. The foxes will fill 
their place in the puzzle too; their 
litters will arrive before long, and 
the food chain’s demand for voles 
will go up again. On top of all 
that, the rain that melted the snow 
also filled up all of the vole tunnels 
and nests, leaving them shivering 

as the spring peepers sing around 
them, and the new grass they need 
to eat is just getting started. So, as 
my ecology professor told me 55 
years ago, weather, food, other or-
ganisms and a place in which to 
live are all converging on the voles 
to keep their population in check.
 It fascinates me that while every 
year is different, the pattern stays the 
same. Lo, the winter will pass. On St. 
Patrick’s Day the garden will be too 
wet to dig in, but I will plant at least 

one potato anyway in memory of my 
grandfather. April will come, the Icky 
Tree will bloom, and the Orioles will 
open the season with high hopes. It 
will be too wet, too dry, too hot, too 
cold… or, maybe, just right, as it al-
ways is. The Orioles could even win. 
We will wait and see. That’s what 
makes life interesting. 

To read past editions of the Retired 
Ecologist, visit the Authors’ section of 
Emmitsburg.net.

“

A  jig-saw puzzle created by Voles 
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THE MASTER GARDENERS

Mary Ann Ryan, Consumer Horti-
culture Educator - Adams County

Finally, after a long, white winter, 
spring peepers are singing and 

the crocuses are blooming.  Many 
January and February weekends were 
spent looking at seed catalogs while 
dreaming of the perfect vegetable 
garden, admiring and desiring the 
new cultivars of perennials for the 
garden and watching the shrubs and 
trees being weighed down by snow, 
aching to prune and bring them 
back to life.  Now that the weather 
is springing, we can make some of 
those dreams a reality.

Direct Sowing Seeds:  
One of my great pleasures of spring is 
touching and feeling the soil.  Direct 
sowing seed is a great first chore that 
satisfies this pleasure in the garden.  
April is a good month to direct sow 
lettuce and other salad green seeds.  
Work up the garden, digging in com-
post, and level the soil.  Create small 
furrows for the seed to be dropped and 
cover with a thin layer of soil. Peas, 
radishes, and beets benefit from sow-
ing now as well.  Potato sets should 
also be planted at this time and cold 
hardy vegetables like brussel sprouts 
and cabbage should go in the ground.  
Note:  Depth of seed planting is im-
portant information located on the 
back of seed packs.  This information 
will come in handy when determining 
how deep to make furrows and how 
much soil to cover the seed.

Prunning trees and shrubs
 April is also the time of year to ex-
amine the condition of your shrubs 
and trees.  After the snowy winter, 
you may find branches that are bro-
ken and evergreens with branch-
es that went from green to brown.  
Winter damage can be an easy fix if 
you have the patience and muscles to 
prune.  Any broken branches should 
be cut.  Cut back to just outside the 
branch collar for best plant recovery.  
This is for all shrubs and trees, wheth-
er evergreen or deciduous.  Do not 
cover the cut with paint, tar, or any 
plant wound dressing.  This only in-
hibits the callusing needed at the cut 
area for good recovery.
 You may find after inspection of 
a shrub that it will need replaced 
or cut to the ground for rejuvena-
tion.  Look at this as an opportu-
nity, not a loss.  There are many 
new cultivars of plants that can re-
place your damaged or dead shrub 

which may be a better choice.  Re-
member to select the right plant 
for the right place.  Know the sun, 
soil moisture, and optimum size 
of the plant before purchasing.  Be 
sure it matches the site needs of 
the location it is to be planted.
 If plant rejuvenation is your pre-
ferred choice, check with your lo-
cal extension office to be sure the 
plant species you are cutting to the 
ground will respond to a hard prun-
ing.  Rejuvenation is a way to de-
scribe the act of pruning a shrub by 
cutting it all the way to the ground.  
Plants like common lilacs, forsyth-
ias, bayberry, spiraea, and rhodo-
dendron all react well to this treat-
ment.  Just know that patience is 
necessary, as the plants are, in es-
sence, starting over; but the results 
are typically worth it.  The plants re-

spond with fresh growth and all the 
old, dead wood is gone, so it really is 
like starting new.

Purchase Bare-Root Shrubs 
 and Trees: 
 April is a good time to purchase 
trees and shrubs bare-root.  This sim-
ply means that the plants have roots 
with no soil and are in the dormant 
stage.  Some retail nurseries have bare-
root plants as an option this time of 

year if they have cold storage; Con-
servation District offices often have 
tree seedling sales this time of year; 
or you can order these from special-
ty catalogs. After receiving your bare 
root plants, get them in the ground as 
soon as you can.  If you need to hold 
them for a short time (no longer than 
one week) keep the roots covered and 
moist while placing the plants in a 
cool, dark area.  
 When planting these plants, make 
you the hole wide and deep enough 
to handle all the roots.  Be careful 
that you don’t jam the roots in a hole 
too small, as this can cause eventu-
al dying of the plant. After putting 
the plant in the hole, backfill with 
the soil you took out of the hole, not 
covering the root flair zone of the 
plant.  This is the area that the roots 
and the trunk come together.  Many 

times we see plants die due to im-
proper planting, like piling soil too 
high around the base of a tree.  After 
proper planting, water well.   

Perennials: 
Moving on to the perennial beds 
brings us to another favorite task of 
mine.  Evaluating the garden, while 
reviewing notes that may have been 
taken last season, will help deter-
mine if anything new may need to 

Spring has sprung!

be planted or if division is necessary.  
However, before running to the local 
garden centers and purchasing new 
plants, you may have determined 
while evaluating that some of your 
plants may need to be divided.  
 Clumps too big for their spot, dy-
ing out on the inside (a typical hap-
pening with Shasta daisies), or just 
the need to increase the amount of 
a particular plant to put in other lo-
cations, could be a good reason to di-
vide.  Generally, if plants bloom in 
the summer or fall, spring is a good 
time to divide those particular plants.  
Division is simply done by digging 
up the plant and pulling it apart into 
smaller pieces.  Be sure that part of 
the crown and roots of the plant are 
present.  Sometimes two pitchforks 
pulling in different directions is the 
way to go; other times you may need 
to take a knife or machete to cut the 
clump apart.  Shovels will also serve 
as a cutting tool. 
  After the perennials are divided, 
re-plant them as soon as you can 
to avoid roots drying out.  Back-
fill with the soil you took out of the 
hole and water well.  This is a great 
time to share your love for garden-
ing with neighbors and friends.
 If purchasing new perennials, do 
a little research in advance.  Know 
what kind of conditions you have 
and choose appropriately.  Shade 
plants really do not do well in sun; 
and sun plants are not for the shade.  

Avoid disappointment in the lon-
gevity, health, and blooming of 
plant by selecting the perennial that 
fits the site.  

Annuals:  
It’s still a bit too early for annual 
planting in the beds, but container 
gardening is a great way to get that 
annual color at focal areas.  Such 
annuals as pansies are a wonder-
ful spring welcome as visitors enter 
your home or garden.  Mixing pan-
sies with other cold hardy annuals 
like snapdragons and pots of bulbs 
make a great show.  Often times 
you’ll find perennials available with 
colored leaves like foam flower and 
coral bells (which have pretty spring 
flowers to boot!) that will add addi-
tional texture and color to a spring 
planter.  Use your imagination!  
 As my garden chore list grows lon-
ger, I look forward to every free eve-
ning and weekend that I can spend 
outside in the garden.  Unkempt as 
my gardens may be now and as the 
season progresses, nothing can take 
away from the joy and satisfaction I 
receive from gardening.

To learn more about how to become 
a Master Gardener call Mary Ann 
Ryan at 717-334-6271

To read other gardening articles, 
visit the Gardening section of 
Emmitsburg.net. 

When planing bare rooted trees and shrubs, m
ake you the hole wide and deep enough to handle all the roots.

When pruning cut back to just outside the branch collar.
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PETS LARGE AND SMALL 

Becca Golan

Being a part of the oldest and 
most prestigious guide dog 

school in the nation as enhanced 
my life in so many ways. The See-
ing Eye just celebrated their 80th 
anniversary as a top guide dog 
school, and I am fortunate to 
be able to play a role in educat-
ing these special dogs. I was in-
troduced to The Seeing Eye as an 
undergraduate student at the Uni-
versity of Delaware. I raised my 
first dog named Norwood, a male 
German Shepherd, in 2007. 
 Norwood was delivered by an 
area coordinator from The Seeing 
Eye at just eight weeks old. My 
life turned upside down as I was 
now fully in charge of the initial 
training and development of this 
Seeing Eye puppy.  Training this 
young puppy came naturally to 
me since I have been around dogs 
and horses my entire life. I have 
been riding since I was five years 
old and began training horses as a 
teenager. 
 Much of my success with Nor-
wood was due to my experience 
with horses. Although working 
with a twelve-hundred pound ani-
mal is a bit different than an eighty 
pound animal, I found myself us-
ing the same types of tactics for 
training. Dogs and horses both re-
spond to positive and negative re-
inforcement training. 
 If I am schooling a young horse 
and it does a specific movement 
correctly, or jumps quite well, I 
praise him. If Norwood respond-
ed to a command correctly or dis-
played a type of behavior I liked, I 
would praise him. I have also been 
told that I naturally have a dom-
inant and assertive personality, 
which comes in handy when deal-
ing with unruly creatures! 
 My horses and dogs respond to 
my requests because they know 
that it is best for them in the long 
run! Most horses and dogs aim 
to please, and with correct use of 
body language and clear, consis-
tent training, both become easier 
to work with. 

 As a puppy raiser, I was in charge 
of basic obedience training, socializa-
tion, and tender loving care of my 
puppy Norwood. For over a year he 
joined me in family vacations, classes 
at the University of Delaware, sports 
games, movie outings, dining at res-
taurants, and local puppy meetings. 
 One of the most rewarding ex-
periences raising a Seeing Eye pup-
py is the ability to raise awareness 
about The Seeing Eye and ser-
vice dogs in general. When Nor-
wood was young, he was quite the 
charmer! He seemed to draw at-
tention from all angles. Most peo-
ple find puppies irresistible and 
although I wanted to share Nor-
wood with everyone, I had to re-
member that because he was in 
training to become a future guide 
dog, it was my job to prevent peo-
ple from walking up and trying to 
pet him on a constant basis.
 The Seeing Eye asks puppy rais-
ers to place the dogs in a sit before 
people are allowed to greet them. 
When the dogs eventually work in a 
harness guiding a blind person, they 
shouldn’t be used to greeting every-
one that passes them on the street! 
The puppies wear a bandana with 
The Seeing Eye logo until about six 
months of age and then they wear a 
Seeing Eye logo vest until they re-
turn to The Seeing Eye for training. 
 Every time I took Norwood out 
in public, he wore his bandana or 
vest. Puppy raisers are also given 
ID cards for the dogs that signi-
fy a service dog in training. I was 
fortunate not to have many issues 
with access while raising Nor-
wood. Most places I took him ac-
cepted him quite nicely and were 
happy to accommodate me. No 
matter where I went, there was al-
ways someone asking about him 
and the organization, and I was 
always pleased to educate them! 
 What I found most interest-
ing was the assumption that Nor-
wood was in training for some po-
lice work. German Shepherd dogs 
are very commonly used in police 
work and The Seeing Eye is the 
only guide dog organization that 
uses German Shepherds today. 

 Norwood was a well behaved 
dog and would always lay quiet-
ly under a table or beside my desk 
almost to seem invisible. Puppy 
raisers are required to teach the 
puppies proper behavior when out 
in public areas. We do not allow 
whining, barking, jumping, or 
nipping in any circumstance. The 
puppies in training must under-
stand the different between play-
ing at home and working in pub-
lic. It is a big responsibility to raise 
a puppy for The Seeing Eye, but it 
is one of the most rewarding expe-
riences in my life.
 When Norwood went back to 
The Seeing Eye for training, I was 
in the process of transferring to the 
University of Maryland. After I was 
settled in from the move, I applied 
to raise another dog for The Seeing 
Eye. After several months of com-
munication with the Puppy Devel-
opment Program at The Seeing Eye, 
I was able to raise another male Ger-
man Shepherd named Ogden. 
 Ogden was delivered to my 
apartment in January of 2010 by 
an area coordinator for The See-
ing Eye. I waited patiently for that 
special van with The Seeing Eye 
logo and before I knew it, I was 
handed another bundle of joy! 
 Ogden was such a fast learner. He 
was housebroken within two weeks, 
knew the sit, down and rest com-
mand within the first month and 
still impresses me to this day! He 
is so laid back about everything; 
which is uncommon for most Ger-
man Shepherd dogs. He was visited 
by mother and her dog, my friends 
and their pets, and has even been 
introduced to some of the horses I 
train at the barn! 
 He just soaks everything in and 
is always willing to try something 
new. He understood the concept 
of stairs quite quickly, which took 
Norwood much longer. Ogden at-
tends classes with my twice a week 
at the University of Maryland. He 
is so popular on campus, and is 
quite a sight for most students. 
 I have had tons of students ap-
proach me asking my how I was 
allowed to bring a dog on cam-

pus with me. I have to explain that 
Ogden is in training and that he is 
not a pet, but a service dog in the 
making! I think that hardest thing 
for Ogden is not being able to greet 
everyone he sees! There are thou-
sands of students on campus and 
Ogden would love to meet every 
single one of them is he could. 
 He has been very well behaved in 
the classrooms as well. I usually try 
to put him underneath my chair or 
on the left side of me on the floor. 
He usually sleeps through my class-
es, but sometimes he pays close at-
tention to my professors’ lectures! 
 Every puppy raiser would love to 
see their puppy graduate from The 
Seeing Eye and go on to bring inde-
pendence and freedom to a blind indi-
vidual. Unfortunately not every pup-
py passes. If a puppy does not pass to 
be a guide dog, The Seeing Eye works 
very hard to ensure that the puppy go 
to a safe and loving home. 
 Puppy raisers are given first pri-
ority on adopting their puppy that 
doesn’t pass. If the puppy rais-
er does not adopt the puppy, oth-
er service organization may use the 
dog in their programs. Finally, if the 
dog still does not have a permanent 
home, they are places up for adop-
tion through The Seeing Eye. 

 The Seeing Eye is very strict on 
adoption and the process to adopt 
a dog that failed, or a retired See-
ing Eye dog is quite lengthy, but 
well worth it! 
 Norwood did not pass to be-
come a guide dog at The Seeing 
Eye but was picked up by the lo-
cal Morris County Police Depart-
ment and is no serving as a nar-
cotics dog in New Jersey. I was 
disappointed when I found out 
he didn’t pass, but it was because 
he was a bit to protective to be 
a guide dog. When I found out 
he would be working as a police 
dog, I couldn’t have been more 
thrilled! 
 Wherever the dogs end up, The 
Seeing Eye ensures that they are 
being taken care of and are always 
open to readopt the dogs if they 
aren’t working out for the person 
or organization. 
 Even in the short time I have 
had Ogden, I can already tell that 
he has the personality and disposi-
tion that The Seeing Eye looks for 
in their guide dogs. I am very ex-
cited to spend the next year edu-
cating this little puppy, and I look 
forward to raising awareness about 
the process of raising and training 
a service dog for The Seeing Eye. 

Rasing a Seeing Eye puppy
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PETS LARGE AND SMALL

Dr. Kim Brokaw, DVM

Dealing with unwanted pets is 
an unfortunate part of vet-

erinary medicine. Vets frequently 
counsel owners on how to either 
help mold the pet into a wanted 
family member or how to find a 
new home where the pet will be 
loved. Occasionally, when a more 
suitable home can’t be found, the 
vet ends up convincing the own-
er to surrender the animal to the 
clinic. 
 Then, the veterinary staff tries 
to find a suitable home for the 
pet. Until the new home is found, 
a member of the veterinary staff 
keeps the animal as a personal pet. 
I, like most veterinarians, am a 
sucker. I keep acquiring addition-
al, unadoptable, pets when their 
old owners can no longer take care 
of them or no longer want them.  
During the two years I have been 
in Walkersville, I have acquired a 
duck and four cats. 
 The first thing I do when I ac-
quire a new pet is to vaccinate, de-
worm, neuter or spay and re-name 
my pet. I like to give them unusu-
al names such as Cally Moon Love 
Shadow and Pnancy (as in pneu-
monia, the “p” is silent). Cher Ami 
is a French duck whose parents 
abandoned him. He was brought 
into the clinic and I took custody 
of him. I hoped we would imme-
diately find him a good home, but 
almost a year has gone by and he 
is still with me. 
 His namesake, a famous French 
World War 1 messenger pigeon, 
was awarded the Croix de Guerre 
Medal for delivering a message 
that helped save the lives of 194 
servicemen despite being shot 
through the breast, leg, and blind-
ed in one eye. I know my duck, 
who can barely fly, will never do 
anything that noble, but I like the 
name, and he is French.
 While my pets may have to put 
up with having strange and unusu-
al names, at least they receive very 
good care. Truthfully they tend to 
be spoiled. My own horse (who is 
not adopted), hears the noise of 
plastic candy wrappers and comes 
running. He knows that the sound 
of candy wrappers means pepper-
mints for him. 
 Ducks are not supposed to be 
indoor pets, however, Cher Ami 
lives inside the house, and dur-
ing most of the year, swim outside 
in the pool. In the winter, when 
the pool is closed, he is relegat-
ed to the bathroom, for swims in 
the bathtub. In the interest of pre-
venting infectious disease, no hu-
mans take baths in that bathtub. 
 Aside from being messy, as he 
cannot be housebroken and he re-
fuses to wear duck diapers, Cher 
Ami fits in well with the family. 
He gets along wonderfully with 
the dog. They go swimming to-
gether, sleep together, watch me 
eating and beg for handouts to-
gether. Aside from “the cheese in-
cident” they get along well.

 “The cheese incident” occurred 
when my sister came up to vis-
it. I made a strawberry baked 
brie for the occasion. We weren’t 
able to finish it so I decided to 
put the leftovers on the floor for 
the duck and dog to finish. While 
they started off sharing the plate, 
Cher Ami decided that the cheese 
in the dog’s mouth would be tast-
ier than the cheese on the plate. 
He inserted his duck bill into 
the dog’s mouth in pursuit of the 
piece of cheese. Luckily the dog 
spat him out but not before the 
duck punctured his bill on one of 
her teeth. His bill is very vascu-
lar and started bleeding.  As the 
duck ran about the kitchen shak-
ing his head, he sent blood fly-
ing all over the place. By the time 
I caught Cher Ami, the kitchen 
looked liked a scene out of some 
chainsaw slasher movie. 
 My sister can’t handle the site 
of blood so while screaming about 
how the duck was dying she re-
treated out of the room to vomit or 
faint. She didn’t vomit or faint, and 
the duck stopped bleeding in a few 
minutes. After some cleaning of the 
beak and a dose of oral antibiotics, 
the wound didn’t look bad.  Cher 
Ami was back to his usual pushy 
duck self by morning. In light of re-

cent events, new dinner time rules 
have been established.  These rules 
forbid dogs and the duck from shar-
ing the same plate.
 About once a month I go home 
to visit my parents and take all of 
my pets with me. The horses are 
very good about getting in the trail-
er. The dog rides in the back seat of 
my truck and the duck rides shot 
gun. Cher Ami sits in a laundry 
basket in the front passenger seat. 
I usually leave the laundry basket 
uncovered so he can look around 
as I drive down the road. 

 He is usually very good and just 
sits in the laundry basket for the en-
tire drive down to VA. Once, he was 
frightened as a large semi truck drove 
by, and he jumped out of the bas-
ket and into my lap. I managed to 
get him back into his basket without 
even swerving out of my lane. A cat 
carrier should probably be on my list 
of future travel related purchases.
 Living with an assortment of 
pets who I didn’t choose keeps my 
life interesting. I never would have 
bought a pet duck. If I could have 
found a good home for the duck, 
he would not be a member of my 
household. However, I have thor-
oughly enjoyed his company. 
 This does not mean that I want 

Cher Ami

any additional ducks, cats or oth-
er un-adoptable pets. My house is 
full. I do not want to become like 
a crazy cat collector lady who has 
100 half starved cats because she 
cannot bear to see unwanted ani-
mals euthanized. However, my life 
has been enriched by my adoptees. 

Editor’s Note: Kim Brokaw applies 
her talents and love of animals at 
the Walkersville Veterinary Clinic.

Have a pet story you would like to 
share? If so, send it to use at editor@
emmitsburg.com

For more stories on pets visit Em-
mitsburg.net
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IN MY OWN WORDS

Katherine Au 
MSM Class of 1998

“A light exists in spring
 Not present on the year
At any other period.
 When March is scarcely here

A color stands abroad
 On solitary hills
That science cannot overtake,
 But human nature feels.

It waits upon the lawn;
 It shows the furthest tree
Upon the furthest slope we know;
 It almost speaks to me.

Then, as horizons step,
 Or noons report away,
Without the formula of sound,
 It passes, and we stay:
   
A quality of loss
 Affecting our content,
As trade had suddenly encroached
 Upon a sacrament.”

—Emily Dickinson, #812 “A Light 
Exists in Spring”

Spring—the season when life 
seems to begin anew after so long 

being asleep and hibernating during 
the cold and bleak days. After such a 
long winter, after so much snow, after 
so many days of cold and nights that 
were even colder, the first glimpses of 
spring are a welcome experience. It is 
a season, as Dickinson expresses it, 
with “a light . . . Not present on the 
year / At any other period.” 
 Plants emerge again, animals give 
birth to new young, people begin to 
emerge and congregate outside. It is 
the season of love--love in many forms. 
It may be love toward a partner; it may 
be love toward life itself. It is what 
“human nature feels” whether science 
can understand it or not. 
 This spring the renewal of life is 
especially lovely to see. After being 
cooped up for so long and surrounded 
by so much snow, it is lovely to see 

the renewal of spring approach. “It 
waits upon the lawn.” Today, as I 
walk around I still see a few patches 
of the remainders of snow piles, but 
I also see flowers starting to come 
up and bloom. I know that shortly 
all the snow patches will disappear 
completely and the grass that sleeps 
below will grow green and lush.
 It is a spring that “speaks to me.” 
This last fall I planted five pansy 
plants. The winter left them buried 
under mounds of snow in their pots, 
but just in the past couple of days the 
flowers have peaked out and shown 
their colors of yellow, purple, and 
white. Spring speaks to us all. It is not 
only the flowers that are coming out. 
As I go around town now I see more 
people out and about. The once 
empty chairs on the patios at the local 
restaurants are now occupied again. 
As soon as the days became somewhat 
warmer people started sitting outside 
again, even if it meant still wearing 
a light jacket while doing so. It is as 
though people just start coming out of 
the woodwork. Where the sidewalks 
used to be barren save for the person 
scurrying to wherever they needed 
to go as quickly as possible, now the 
sidewalks have people stopping to 
chat. Even the paces have changed. 
Where someone once would walk at 
a fast pace, they now meander and 
slow down.
 All of us, I suspect, love spring, 
perhaps like no other season of the 
year. We love the new birth we see all 
around us and the possibility it brings 
which allows us to start over, to slow 
down and be more observant of the 
life around us, to connect with people 

and the world around us, to be like 
the pansies which survive the snow to 
bloom in the spring.
 But is it that easy? Look again at 
the Dickinson poem. Dickinson 
speaks to the passing of spring which 
brings with it “a quality of loss.” What 
does she mean? She concludes the 
poem by suggesting that “. . . trade 
had suddenly encroached / Upon 
a sacrament.” We stay, Dickinson 
suggests, too often bound in our 
lives without fully appreciating the 
“sacrament” that the rebirth of life 
offers us. 
 Dickinson is talking about a 
number of complicated ideas, but to 
understand what she is saying is to 
come to increased enrichment in our 
lives. She talks about “sacrament.” 
We most often think of sacrament in 
religious terminology, and certainly 
the concept is a religious one--but 
not necessarily a doctrinal one. A 
sacrament, in its traditional sense, is 
an “outward sign of an inward and 
spiritual grace.” In other words, the 
outward sign must be internalized if 
the outward experience is to become 
sacramental. Moments of grace often 
abound all around us, but we have 
to consciously see those moments 
and internalize them if they are 
to have more than simply passing 
awareness for us. One of the factors 
that help us to see is to be aware of 
contrasts. It is contrast that often calls 

With compliments to Emily Dickinson
us to awareness in the spring. We 
come into spring after experiencing 
the winter. Without the winter, we 
would have less appreciation, less 
awareness of the beauty of spring. It 
is the contrast, the flowers that bloom 
just as the snow disappears, that give 
us that special moment of awareness. 
The first daffodils that bloom, the 
first robins that appear on the lawn, 
the first green shoots that appear on 
the trees (a green so intense that it 
almost hurts our eyes)--these are the 
special moments of “outward signs,” 
and they hold special meaning for 
us because they come after nature’s 
hibernation over the winter. 
 Spring is not, however, just a 
season of the year that follows winter 
(though, of course, it is that as well). 
If we would truly experience it, we 
need to appreciate it as a sacrament-
-a sacred return to life. All too often 
we find that our lives encroach upon 
that sacrament. Our lives are busy. 
We have jobs, we have families, we 
have obligations that require our 
time and our energy. Those are the 
items of “trade” present in all of 
our lives. We have moments when 
we catch a glimpse of something 
more, of something that, again in 
Dickinson’s words, “almost [emphasis 
mine] speaks to me.” We experience 
moments when we catch a glimpse 
of the sacred. It is the moment when 
we see the first pansy peek out from 

the snow; it is the moment when we 
vow to look more closely, feel more 
clearly, appreciate more deeply all that 
surrounds us, the life and people and 
events that make up the substance 
of our lives. But the moment passes 
before we can internalize it. We see 
it, but then we let it go. Our lives 
and our obligations intrude. “It [that 
moment] passes, and we stay.” The 
moment passes and we stay tied to 
the ground, tied to our obligations, 
tied to the realities of our lives.
 “Nothing gold can stay,” says Robert 
Frost. Emily Dickinson would agree. 
But I suspect that both poets would 
invite us to prolong those moments 
when we glimpse the sacred. The 
reality is that, while we can never live 
permanently in those special moments 
of the sacred, we can be more aware 
of them when they occur and we can 
value them for the joy they can and do 
bring to our lives.
 As Dickinson affirms, “a light exists 
in spring / Not present on the year / 
At any other period.” That light, that 
brief time, can be a sacrament if we 
hold on to it and internalize it in our 
lives. Now that spring is upon us, 
may we really look, see what is all 
around us, and internalize it for the 
enrichment it brings us. 

To read other articles by Katherine 
Au visit the Authors’ section of 
Emmitsburg.net.   
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Lynn Holt

When the time changed 
on 14 March 2010, we 

not only sprung an hour ahead, 
but spring leaped forward too.   
Gone is all that snow with the 
help of wind, rain, and fog.  
 Each evening, I ride my hors-
es down the road and back.  The 
Great Horned Owls hooted to 
each other as I rode by.  Since my 
rides were a nightly occurrence, 
the animals got accustomed to 
hearing the horse’s hooves strike 
the macadam.  These owls are 
easily recognized by their ‘hoo 
hoo hoo……….hoo…hoo.’  
They begin their mating ritu-
als with this call.  Listen careful-
ly, because you will hear another 
owl answer or join in.
 As soon as we get a warm eve-
ning, the spring peepers emerge 
from their winter dormancy in 
the mud.  This is a tree frog that 
starts the cycle of life in a wet 
area.   These tiny frogs, of about 
an inch in length, have an “X” 
on their back.  The spring peep-
ers come out at dusk and set up 
quite a chorus of shrill peeps.  
They too are looking for that 
special someone.    
 Marshes and ponds are their 
most popular habitats.   They re-
quire the still water to breed, lay 
their eggs, and transform into 
tadpoles; then they move back to 
the trees.  Have you ever taken 
a walk at twilight and heard the 
peepers going full blast?  Then, 
as you draw nearer, the less bold 

LIFE’S REFLECTIONS 

In the Country
ones become silent.  Your pres-
ence can silence the entire cho-
rus, until you move along, and 
they begin all over again. 
 Another early sign of spring is 
the woodcock.  This bird is sim-
ilar to the snipe in appearance.  
Yes, there really is a snipe.  Do 
you remember a night at camp 
where you were taken snipe 
hunting?  Perhaps you watched 
“Spin and Marty” on the Mickey 
Mouse Club.  You would be giv-
en a sack and told to go out into 
the dark woods to catch a snipe. 
 The woodcock starts his rit-
ual, looking for the female, at 
dusk.  They prefer a marshy area 
with shrubs.  Cover is needed for 
them to feel confident to reveal 
themselves enough to find the 
female.  Again, you must be qui-
et, and this time you are listen-
ing for a soft ‘beep…………..
beep……….beep.’   This call is 
spaced out.  It is almost makes a 
buzz sound.  
 At this point the male wood-
cock is on the ground sending 
out his call to a prospective fe-
male.  As you listen, be prepared 
for his sudden erratic flight and 
the wild, whirling sound of his 
wings.  If you rush forward to 
where you heard the beep, you 
can look up into the sky and see 
him.  He is flying about making 
loop-the-loops trying to impress 
a female.  Abruptly, the male 
woodcock plummets from the 
sky, to start the beeps again.
 When the temperatures be-
come mild, the leopard frogs will 

soon be heard with their guttur-
al chucking sounds.  These are 
green frogs with black spots.  
Not that you will have much op-
portunity to see them in the eve-
nings, but they can be heard at 
the same locations as the peep-
ers.
 I used to worry about the robin 
appearing too early when I lived 
in the frozen north.  When you 
think of a bird that eats worms, 
they have to be adaptable to sur-
vive the snow and frozen temper-
atures.  Here in Maryland, blue-
birds may be seen all winter!  At 
times, like so much of the wild-

life, they may retire to the re-
cesses of the woods for a better 
supply of food.  I have seen blue-
birds already.  They always sur-
prise me, as I think of them as a 
smaller bird, when they are the 
size of a robin.
 I suppose everyone has their 
methods of recognizing spring.  
I obviously follow the cycle of 
wildlife through the seasons.  
Or, maybe it feels like spring be-
cause you can wear a jacket in-
stead of a coat.  The windshield 
of your vehicle no longer needs 
scraping in the mornings.  Soon, 
people will be out in the yards 

repairing the damage of winter 
storms, washing their cars, and 
planting.  
 I would prefer not to live 
where there is not a change of 
seasons.  Just when winter seems 
it has stayed too long, you will 
see a crocus emerging in your 
flower bed.  When the rain and 
mud cease, and the temperatures 
rise; then summer will make its 
entrance.  How could we appre-
ciate spring without winter?

To read other articles by Lynn 
Holt, visit the Authors’ section of 
Emmitsburg.net

Ruth Richards

It was 1977 in my 60th birthday 
was coming.  I had spent many 

hours substitute teaching but ex-
cept for my first year out of college 
I had not held a full time teaching 
job. In 1961 I signed a contract to 
teach English at Thurmont High 
School.  I promised myself that 
when I got to be 60 I would retire.
 Classes for the final marking pe-
riod had been assigned and when 
I went to my final class Monday 
morning I was greeted by about 
25 students all of whom were clas-
sified as  “reluctant learners.”  Im-
mediately the students began ques-
tioning me. “Are we going to have 
to do any writing?”  “Are we going 
to have to read any books?”  (God 
forbid reading and writing in Eng-
lish class!)
 What do you do in a class if you 
don’t read and write?
 One girl said, “My sister had you 
for teacher and she said you are 
nice.”  
 “I am,” I said. Not one eager stu-
dent this spring. Why hadn’t this 
group, like other 16-year-olds, 
dropped out of school?  They were 
old enough.  One thing they did 
know and had learned was that 

This teacher acted like she liked us
they had to have “that” diploma, 
and regardless of how it was at-
tained they were going to stay long 
enough to walk across the stage to 
get it.
 I had four weeks to go and no 
plans -I was already tired of the 
school year.  “What am I going 
to do with these kids?” Frederick 
County, as usual, was in short sup-
ply of teaching materials and at this 
time I was in short supply of ideas. 
Four weeks with a bunch of reluc-
tant learners that need to be kept 
interested.
 I finally decided I did have some 
choices.  I would tell them about 
my teen years and encourage them 
to ask questions.  I would read sto-
ries that had been written for teen-
agers and we would discuss them.  
I would let the students decide 
topics that they were interested in.   
As the time wore on the students 
got more and more interested and 
questions began to fly. 
 I began my stories with my high 
school years - a large high school in 
the heart of a shopping district in 
a small city.  No school buses.  No 
lunch program.  No place to park 
student - which wasn’t a problem 
as students didn’t have cars. All ath-
letic activities in venues miles from 

the school.  Imagine the questions 
that information provided.  And 
the students were interested the 
topic lasted for a day or two. 
 One class I took in a newspa-
per picture of myself fallen down 
in a local stream. I had all the re-
quired pieces of the outfit of a 
trout fisherman - hat with flies - 
limber rod and line - waders.  It 
was all a staged picture. A Wash-
ington  newspaper man had come 
to the stream wanting a picture of 
a women fishing and had chosen 
me as the subject even thought I 
pretested I wasn’t fishing.  I be-
came the story and the students 
were fascinated.  Lesson for the 
day: Don’t believe everything you 
read in newspapers.
 The class loved the story of my 
going one snowy, cold night to a 
golf club to sled.  Rather then go-
ing down a hill, we unknowingly 
went down a ski jump.  When we, 
my sled partner and I landed, the 
sled broke into splinters and so did 
my rear end.  My partner was in 
front of me and I smashed my face 
on his back.
 I told them of my first date 
which was to a roller skating rink 
and the return home when my 
date kissed me.  

 Probably their favorite story was 
of my washing the outside of a 
very large window.  I was wearing 
shorts and when the water spilled 
down the window onto a nest of 
yellow jackets, the yellow jackets 
swarmed and some of them went 
up the legs of my shorts.  That 
story was a winner.  The student’s 
may have liked that story best.  
Imagine what went  through their 
minds.
 Then one lucky day Ron come 
to me asking me to tell him how he 
could be elected the President of 
the senior class for the next school 
year.  We talked about campaigns. 
Voting and all things political, es-
pecially convincing his classmates 
to vote for him. My  promise to 
the class was that if Ron was elect-
ed president I would buy them all 
ice creams!
 Well, Ron was elected and we 
had our ice cream party.
 As the four weeks were draw-
ing to an end, I was asked:  “Are 
we going to have a final?”  “Of 
course.” “How can you study for 
it?”  “Just wait and see,” as if they 
would study. 
 Test day came and we had the 
“test”.  “Takeout a paper and pen 
and in as many words as you can, 

tell me what you have learned in 
these four week.”  They wrote 
busily and laboriously for 40 min-
utes.  I collected the papers and 
took them home to read.  I cried 
as I read them.  I cry as I write 
about them now.
 I quote a few of the remarks:
 “We finally had a teacher who 
didn’t yell at us.”
 “The teacher never got mad at 
us.”
 “This teacher acted like she 
liked us.”
 “This teacher told us about her 
life and it was interesting.”
 “This teacher didn’t have pets.”
 They all loved the class.
 And finally – “I haven’t learn’t 
how teachers can make class so 
fun and interesting such as Mrs. 
Richards has with us.  None of 
my English classes has ever been 
so fun and interesting as this one.”  
“You’re a hell of a good teacher, 
Mrs. Richards.”
 They left the classroom for the 
summer.  I left the classroom for-
ever.
 I loved those kids.

To read other selections from Ruth 
Richards visit the Authors’ section at  
Emmitsburg.net.
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James Houck  

Thomas E. Hoke son of Jo-
seph R. Hoke and Effie Ey-

ler Hoke was born November 
19, 1923 at his home in Emmits-
burg, Md. Tom, as he is called by 
his family and friends, had one 
brother (John) and three sisters 
(Elizabeth, Ann and Rebecca) 
that are now deceased.  Tom had 
a typical life of a kid raised in 
the 1920’s and 1930’s and really 
enjoyed being outside. 
 He had fun in the winter sled-
ding and ice skating and in the 
summer playing ball and swim-
ming. He likes to reminisce 
about his childhood and the one 
thing that sticks in his mind is 
about “The Willows” a swim-
ming hole in Toms Creek where 
he and his friends and class-
mates spent many a summers 
day swimming. 
 He remembers vividly the day 
he was swinging over the creek 
on a rope the kids had tied on 
the branch of one of the trees 
leaning over the creek and the 
rope broke and he hit his head 
and almost drowned and was 
saved by one of his friends, but , 
that would not stop a tough boy 

like Tom and he was soon back 
at it again. Tom and 26 of his 
classmates graduated from Em-
mitsburg High School in 1940.
 The second world war start-
ed shortly after Tom graduat-
ed and being of age on February 
12, 1943 he was drafted into the 
U. S. Army. Tom went through 
training to become an army 
medic and served in the Euro-
pean Theater of War and par-
ticipated in The Battle of The 
Bulge. 
 Tom made many buddies 
while serving his country and 
still keeps in touch with them 
by attending Armed Service re-
unions all over the U.S. Tom 
was discharged January 9, 1946 
with the rank of Staff Sergeant. 
Tom is one of the few remain-
ing charter members of the Em-
mitsburg Veterans of Foreign 
Wars and also a member of the 
Emmitsburg America Legion 
Post 121 where his name is, as 
all Emmitsburg Veterans, on the 
Wall of Veterans displayed in 
front of the Post.
 Tom’s first job after coming 
home was with Charles Harner a 
local businessman who owned a 
grocery store and poultry house. 

Tom worked at both business 
locations. Stocking shelves and 
bagging groceries were among 
his many responsibilities at 
the grocery store. Tom jobs at 
the poultry house were killing, 
plucking and dressing chickens 
and turkeys to have them ready 
for delivery in Baltimore and 
Washington D C. 
 He also worked for the Troxell 
Brothers Feed Store delivering 
coal to families in and around 
Emmitsburg. Tom said that was 
a hard, dirty and tedious job. He 
crawled around many cellars in 
town. Tom had a few more jobs 
around the Emmitsburg area 
over the years and really liked 
most of them, but found his ca-
reer as a heavy equipment oper-
ator for Potomac Edison Elec-
tric Co. working out of the 
Frederick Md. Plant and retired 
from there in 1985 at 62 years 
of age.
 Tom met Ethel Grace long 
and married her August 23, 
1947. Tom and Ethel had a son 
John Thomas (everyone knows 
as Jack) and a daughter Rebec-
ca Ann (known as Becky). The 
Hoke families first home was on 
Federal Ave. also know as (Bun-

Tom Hoke - Hometown Veteran
ker Hill) located at the north 
end of Emmitsburg. Tom had a 
house built on the Harney Rd. 
where he now resides. 
 Jack and Becky got married 
and moved away and Tom and 
Ethel lived there alone togeth-
er. They had a wonderful life to-
gether until Ethel passed away 
on May 27, 2003 and Tom has 
been living there alone. He says 
the house is getting too big for 
him. He is the sole housekeeper 
and in my opinion a good one. 
Tom has always loved gardening 
and being outdoors. He takes 
care of a large garden and a huge 
yard which he maintains beau-
tifully and also has some nice 
fruit producing trees. He says it 
is getting hard for him to keep 
up but as always he will have a 
great garden and a well kept yard 
and when the garden is produc-
ing he will give the majority of 
the produce away to friends and 
neighbors absolutely free as a 
gift because Tom is and has al-
ways been a very generous man. 
 Tom told me and he will tell 
you too that he is not a very in-
teresting man and no one would 
want to read about him. I told 
him and I will tell you I consid-

er anyone who fought for my 
freedom and survived the rig-
ors of war then came home and 
made a life for themselves and 
their family to be very interest-
ing and worth reading about. 
Tom is truly, in my opinion, is 
a man of valor, honor and inter-
est and a person I am proud to 
know. 

James Houck Jr. is the resident his-
torian for the SAL American Le-
gion Post 121 Emmitsburg Md.

VETERAN’S PROF ILE

National Archives opens groundbreaking 
Civil War exhibit
On April 30, 2010, the Na-

tional Archives will peel back 
150 years of accumulated analysis, 
interpretation, and opinion to re-
veal a Civil War that is little-known 
and even more rarely displayed in 
a new exhibition in the Lawrence 
F. O’Brien Gallery of the National 
Archives Building in Washington, 
DC. The Discovering the Civil War 
exhibition will present the most ex-
tensive display ever assembled from 
the incomparable Civil War hold-
ings of the National Archives, and 
will take a fresh look at the Civ-
il War through little-known stories, 
seldom-seen documents, and un-
usual perspectives. Civil War buffs 
can “follow” a Twitter feed on the 
upcoming exhibit at: http://twitter.
com/discovercivwar.
 Discovering the Civil War offers 
visitors the chance to join research-
ers in unlocking secrets, solving mys-
teries, and uncovering unexpected 
events in Civil War records of the 
National Archives. The exhibition 
features letters, diaries, photos, maps, 
petitions, receipts, patents, amend-
ments, and proclamations. 
 This exhibition is unconvention-
al in every way. It combines these 
great treasures with engaging touch-
screen interactives incorporating so-
cial media tools in a physical envi-
ronment inspired by 21st Century 
research rooms. Rather than try-
ing to recreate 1860, these interac-

tives let visitors see the war through 
the lens of 2010 technology. Passing 
over the traditional chronological 
approach, the exhibition is arranged 
by such themes as, “Spies and Con-
spiracies,” “Prisoners and Casu-
alties,” “Emancipation,” “Global 
War,” and “Raising Armies.”
 Discovering the Civil War marks 
the sesquicentennial of the Civ-
il War. The exhibition, which is 
free and open to the public, will be 
shown in two parts in the Lawrence 
F. O’Brien Gallery of the Nation-
al Archives Building in Washington, 
DC. Part I: “Beginnings” opens April 
30, 2010 and runs through Septem-
ber 6, 2010. Part II: “Consequences” 
opens November 10, 2010 and runs 
through April 17, 2011. 
 Related free public programs will 
feature a Civil War film series, au-
thor lectures, family days, and ex-
pert panel discussions. The Spring 
2010 issue of Prologue Magazine, 
the quarterly magazine of the Na-
tional Archives, will focus on the 
Civil War and will feature an arti-
cle from America’s preeminent Civil 
War historian James McPherson. A 
special exhibition catalogue will be 
published in Fall 2010.
 The original Emancipation Proc-
lamation, which is rarely shown, 
will be showcased in a special three-
day display during Part II of the ex-
hibition, November 10-12, 2010.
 In Part I, “Beginnings,” visitors 

will discover:
The original Virginia ordinance •	
of secession; 
The “substitute book” listing •	
names and information on men 
who were paid $300 to replace 
draftees; 
Abraham Lincoln’s “substitute” •	
in the Union Army;
How Lincoln stopped the exe-•	
cution of a Confederate major;
Messages from southern gover-•	
nors rejecting Lincoln’s call for 
troops; 
The Chinese connection to the •	
Civil War; 
Similarities of the Constitution •	
of the Confederacy and the 
U.S. Constitution;
Original pension records •	
from a woman who served 
in the Union Army as Frank 
Thompson.

In Part II, “Consequences,” visitors 
will discover:

How social media network-•	
ing will connect visitors to re-
altime live chats with “virtu-
al docents” across the country, 
or allow them to share infor-
mation on the Civil War with 
friends; 
That two 13th Amendments •	
to the U.S. Constitution were 
proposed by Congress;
How a congressional investiga-•	
tion into war profiteering trans-
formed the meaning of the 
word “shoddy;”
Firsthand accounts of the Bat-•	
tle of Gettysburg at the veter-

an’s 75th reunion filmed by the 
Army Signal Corps; 
Original Freedmen’s Bureau re-•	
cords documenting murders 
and outrages committed against 
African Americans; 
Innovative wartime patents in-•	
cluding a multipurpose device 
that could serve as a tent, knap-
sack or blanket.

 The National Archives is locat-
ed on the National Mall on Con-
stitution Avenue at 9th Street, NW. 
Winter Exhibit Hall hours are 
10 A.M. – 7 PM (through Labor 

Day); Winter hours are 10 A.M. – 
5:30 P.M. daily, except Thanksgiv-
ing and December 25 (Labor Day 
through March 14). 
 Following its Washington, DC 
display, Discovering the Civ-
il War will travel throughout 
the country to venues includ-
ing: The Henry Ford, Dearborn, 
MI (Summer 2011); The Hous-
ton Museum of Natural Science, 
Houston, TX (Fall 2011 through 
Winter 2012); The Durham Mu-
seum, Omaha, Nebraska (Fall 
2013).

Residential  •  Commercial  •  Foreclosures

Please call for a free estimate  •  240.285.3424
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John Miller
Emmitsburg Historical Society 
Civil War Historian 

The great aspect of the Amer-
ican Civil War for a histo-

rian is the fact that many sol-
diers wrote diaries or sent letters 
home to loved ones, describing 
their experiences during the War 
Between the States. It is in their 
words, that I want you, the read-
er, to understand what they went 
through. Their words are all that 
we have left of their exploits dur-
ing the Civil War. Albert Hunt-
er was commissioned as Second 
Lieutenant during the early win-
ter months of 1861 and he had 
experienced his first baptism of 
fire at Hancock, Maryland in ear-
ly January of 1862. Now, Lieu-
tenant Hunter will tell us, in his 
own words, what he experienced 
in the Shenandoah Valley during 
their first battle against General 
Stonewall Jackson. 
 “In the spring, notes warlike, 
began to fill the air and camps, 
and we were detached to Virginia 
in the Shenandoah Valley for our 
first blood in battle. In March we 
were ordered to Winchester, Vir-
ginia as part of General Bank’s 
Division. We had been there a 
month, perhaps, and all seemed 
quiet. General Banks with the 
troops, but a couple of regiments 
of Infantry and about 200 hun-
dred cavalry left the place in com-
mand of General Ben S. Shields. 
In twenty four hours after they 
had gone General Thomas Jack-
son attacked the place.” 
 “Just about sunset our pickets 
were driven in, and in less time 
than it takes me to tell about it, 
a half a dozen six pound solid 
shot came ricocheting into the 
suburbs of the town, and if they 
would have taken the town, for 
our troops were all on the other 
side a half mile out. But in a very 
short time all we had confront-
ing Stonewall’s advance, General 
Shields as his habit must go to the 
front, to see for himself. He had 
not been there for more than fif-
teen minutes when a shell busted 
over his head and a piece of shell 
fragment struck him in the arm 
and broke the small bone in his 
forearm. General Banks refused 
to be taken back, but went into a 
small house to have his arm ban-
daged up, he stayed up all night 
until the close of the battle, then 
turned over the command of the 
field to Colonel Kinball.” 
 “During the night we got all 
available forces into position 
and at day light the “mill” be-
gan. Colonel Kinball handled a 
small force, he had well. Gener-
al Shields had the highest house 
in town for headquarters and 
could see much of the maneu-
vering. Orderlies reported to 
him every few minutes and to-
gether they managed to drive 
Jackson back, and when night 
came we had men three miles 

from town. The cavalry did not 
do much fighting, but watched 
the flanks and reported the po-
sition of the enemy. When night 
came we were preparing to camp 
on the line of battle, when Col-
onel Kinball rode along the line, 
and I can hear him just as he 
passed each organization, saying 
in stentorian tone that the rebels 
certainly heard “Boys our mis-
sion here today was to lick them 
and damn them we did it.” We 
had no rations along, and we 
concluded to make the best of 
it for our whole company to go 
picket a mile or two out on the 
road to the west. This compelled 
us to do without rations or for-
age until morning.” 
 “Early in the morning we heard 
wagons and artillery moving, but 
no firing. We did not know what 
this meant. We were not relieved, 
and stayed at our post until the 
sun was nearly two hours high. 
We were hungry, and our hors-
es need fed. We finally agreed 
to leave our post and go to the 
battlefield and see what was up. 
When we arrived there the army 
was gone. We learned that before 
daylight Jackson commenced re-
treat up the Valley toward Stras-
burg and Colonel Kinball was 
in hot pursuit. We hurried back 
into camp, supplied our own and 
our horses demands and started 
in hot pursuit of the army, which 
we over took at Middletown 
some 16 miles up the Valley from 
Winchester, and also found Gen-
eral Banks with part of the men 
he had taken away. We reached 
Cedar Creek, appearances indi-
cated that a wagon train belong-
ing to Jackson’s force was stand-
ing among the bushes at the ford, 
and we could see a battery on the 
hill beyond apparently guarding 
what ever might be there.” 
“A squadron of the Ringold Cav-
alry and our company were or-
dered to charge down the hill to 
the creek and capture whatever 
was there. At the word of com-
mand away we went at full gal-
lop. 1st Lieut. W. B. Morrision 

and myself in command, Capt. 
John Rener delayed at Middle-
town for some purpose. We had 
not gone a hundred yards before 
a six pounder went screaming just 
over our heads, and I shall nev-
er forget the simultaneous obei-
sance the whole column made. If 
a rod had been fastened to each 
head and pressed at a given sig-
nal and all obeyed at the same in-
stant it could not have been more 
perfectly performed.”
 “One shot after another fol-
lowed in rapid succession knock-
ing the dirt out of the stone fenc-
es on the side of the road and 
covering us with dirt and dust. 
When we got to the creek, we 
did not find anything to cap-
ture, but saw a company of in-
fantry dodge behind a bank ex-
pecting to give us a raking cross 
fire as we passed, but after find-
ing the stream, we called a halt. 
The shells fell thick in the water. 
I shall never forget the shower of 
water thrown over me by a sol-
id shot falling close beside me. 
We returned up the hill through 
a field, and as soon as our eleva-
tion brought us in sight of the 
battery, they hurried us by plow-
ing the ground around us very 
liberally, with shells.”
 “Job Mority of our compa-
ny, came to me after the affray 
was over and said “I never was 
scared so bad in all my life, I got 
as weak as a dish rag. I don’t care 
for bullets but I can’t stand din-
ner pots.”
 “In our hurry leaving Win-
chester, and thoughtlessly, we 
did not take any rations or forage 
along, and forward evening we 
found we were to camp on the 
banks of the creek, but company 
“C” had an innate propensity for 
taking care of themselves. It did 
not take many minutes to dis-
cover a flock of sheep in a neigh-
boring field, and not much lon-
ger to convert one into mutton, 
which with a few “hard tack” 
made a fine supper, and the corn 
cribs and haystacks of the farm-
ers around supplied our horses. 
Sometime during the night, the 
quarter master arrived with pro-
visions, before daylight we were 
supplied with hardtack and ba-

Into the Valley con which many 
of us ate raw, 
started after Jack-
son. He made a 
stand on Fisher’s 
Hill but not very 
stubborn, and we 
followed nearly 
to New Market, 
where we were or-
dered to return.”
 “On the morn-
ing after the first 
days fight, when 
we came in from 
picket riding over 
the battlefield of 
the day previ-
ous, we saw our 
first dead men ly-
ing over the field. 
It made quite a 
different impres-
sion from what I 
had expected. It 
just seemed as if it 
was, and ought to 
be the natural and 
the right thing to 
be, and I did not 
have that pecu-
liar dread, or awe 
when looking at 
the dead.”
 “We lost about 10, the rebels 
about 125, and two or three hun-
dred wounded. I recollect one 
dead man lying in the woods that 
seemed to have been struck on the 
shoulder by a descending cannon 
ball, which almost literally annihi-
lated him, what was left looked as 
if it would go in a pick basket.”
 “Our company had no casual-
ties, I went into that battle expect-
ing to do big business. I buckled on 
my saber, one or two revolvers and 
carbine strapped over my shoul-
der, but it was the last time I car-
ried a carbine. Officers are expect-
ed to see that others do the most 
of the fighting and direct how it is 
to be done, rather watch opportu-
nities and only defend themselves, 
except in a charge when everyone 
is expected to bow his own rod in 
carnage to glory.”

 “The female portions of the cit-
izens of Winchester were general-
ly very vindictive rebels, some spit 
out of the windows on Union sol-
diers, severely threats were made 
against them, but none carried in 
effect. A few, a very few were loyal 
there at the core and it took brav-
ery to be loyal there at the time. 
I have visited some of them, but 
have forgotten their names. The 
lady that gave General Sheridan 
information, and to whom the 
General gave a gold watch gave 
me several meals when I was a 
prisoner, sometime afterwards, in 
the town. We remained in Win-
chester for some time doing scout 
duty, and occasionally exchanging 
shots with the enemy.”

To read past editions of John Miller’s 
Civil War Diary visit the Historical 
Society section of Emmitsburg.net.

CIVIL WAR DIARY

Captain Albert Hunter
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HISTORY

William E. Hays, et al.

Forward
At the End of the Emmitsburg 
Road is an unpublished local his-
tory, written in 1990 by William 
E. Hays, a city councilman for 
Wathen Massachusetts, state repre-
sentative, state senator, and judge 
of probate court for the state of 
Massachusetts.  The history centers 
on Hays family (Jim, Billy, John, 
Sam, Harry, and Margaret) and 
their plumbing business. It details 
many of the town people, work 
done at Mount St. Mary’s College, 
work done in and around town, 
stories of the Emmitsburg Rail-
road, and of the Water Co.
 Chapters include stories about the 
Hay’s family, life in town, Christ-
mas, Shuff ’s store, entertainment, 
telephones, Patterson’s horse sales, 
Fourth of July, picnics, school, Moth-
er the fun maker, Thornbrook, cous-
in Eddie, town characters, flittings, 
newspaper route, street scenes, gyp-
sies, working, model T Ford, leaving 
home, afterthoughs, reflections, and 
Fraley’s foundry.  The history also in-
cludes additional remembrances by 
Margaret H. Warner.
 
—Louis O’Donoghue, Emmitsburg 
Historical Society

Introduction
Most of us feel that we grew up in 
a period unlike any other, and in a 
broad sense, that is true. The peri-
od before the Civil War, for exam-
ple, was not at all like the one that 
followed it.
 Likewise, each individual’s life 
is unique, or so it seems. In any 
event, it will be a pleasant jour-
ney, in retrospect, to go back to 
Emmitsburg, and recall the in-
teresting and sometimes amus-
ing events, and the friends and ac-
quaintances who moved into and 
out of my life, and thereby provide 
for my children, my grandchil-
dren and great-grandchildren, the 
kind of family history that I wish 
my parents had set down for me. 
What I also hope to do is to give 
some idea of what life was like in a 
small town in Western Maryland, 
in the period just prior to and di-
rectly after World War One.
 This is being written in 1990, 
which means that some 75 years 

At the End of the Emmitsburg Road
have elapsed since most of the 
events, which will be written 
about, took place. Yet the years 
have only slightly dimmed my 
memory, although I cannot claim 
to rely entirely upon it. For, over 
the years, I made notes of things 
about which I intended, some-
day, to write.
 It all began for me on Novem-
ber 28, 1903, in the town of Em-
mitsburg, the town always men-
tioned in any account of the battle 
of Gettysburg, for it was across 
the Emmitsburg Road that Pick-
ett’s Charge was made, on the fi-
nal day of that famous battle. We 
lived at the end of that Emmits-
burg Road.
 To me, as a youngster, the fa-
mous battlefield did not make a 
big impression. Yet I do recall that 
in July of 1913, my father hired a 
big car, with a driver, (I think the 
car was a Packard) in which our 
whole family, Mother, Papa and 
the six of us, set off for Gettys-
burg, to see the 50th reunion of 
all Union and Confederate veter-
ans of the battle. The battlefield 
was a sea of white tents, with one 
or more veterans sitting in front of 
each tent. A story told many times 
at home was that, as we drove by, 
an old vet, seeing this car with six 
eager-eyed kids in it, called out 
“Hey, did you leave any kids at 
home?”
 My parents were Thomas C. 
Hays, called “Papa” by the six of 
us and Tom by everyone else, and 
Minnie E. Hays, called Mama by 
us and “Miss Minnie” by all oth-
ers. Across the street lived my 
grandfather, James T. Hays and 
grandmother, Sarah Elizabeth 
Hays. Not far away, in Greencas-
tle, Pennsylvania, a distance of 
perhaps 15 miles, lived my Aunt 
Betty and Uncle Ed Snively. This 
was the Hays family as I knew it in 
my early years.
 Grandmother Hays must have 
had a more formal education 
than most young women had at 
that time, or so it would seem 
from reading a letter she wrote to 
Grandfather Hays, whom she was 
soon to marry. Not only is her let-
ter well written; it also indicates 
that she was strong willed and cer-
tainly not shy.
 I have only the faintest recol-

lection of her and only a slight-
ly stronger one of Grandfather 
Hays. By the townspeople he was 
considered “tight,” which means 
that he spent little or nothing for 
anything other than necessities. In 
those days, a youngster could buy 
quite a lot of candy with a pen-
ny, so feeling a desire for some, I 
sought his help. His answer, after 
taking off his derby hat and look-
ing carefully in it, was: “There’s 
not a penny in it.” That was the 
end of it. I never tried again.
 This brief account of my pater-
nal grandparents allows me to re-
call an incident that our neigh-
bors, the Shuffs, liked to recounts. 
Our house was directly across 
the street from the Presbyterian 
Church, the house being the one 
in which we were raised. But we 
were also raised in the Church, al-
though “raised” is hardly the right 
word. We practically grew up in 
it. Whenever anything happened 
at Church, we were there. 
 On Sundays, it was Sunday 
School, both morning and night 
worship service, with a young peo-
ple’s meeting thrown in. At times 
there would be a fifth meeting, 
for children, called Mission Band. 
And in one way or other, we were 
all involved. Mother played the 
organ, and one of my brothers or 
I would ring the church bell. 
 We were responsible for stok-
ing the coal furnace on Saturday. 
When the offering was taken, we 
passed the plates. And of course 
we went to the regular Wednes-
day night Prayer Meeting, and 

to the monthly social gathering 
at the home of a member. Thus, 
when my grandfather Hays’ fu-
neral was held, in 1912, 1 felt it 
was business as usual, and began 
passing out hymn books, as this 
was always done when strangers 
were present. This apparently was 
not the thing to do, for a neighbor 
pulled me aside, telling me to sit 
down and be still.
 On the maternal side of the fam-
ily were, grandfather and grand-
mother Fox, who lived on a farm 
about two miles south of Emmits-
burg. This is where my mother 
grew up. Her stories of her child-
hood at the farm, called: ‘Thorn-
brook’ made us look upon a visit 
there as the most wonderful and 
exciting thing we could do. 
 It was a great large house, to 
which “boarders” came in the 
summer, not just for a weekend, 
but usually for the whole sum-
mer season. These boarders were 
not really treated as paying guests, 
they were rather treated as mem-
bers of the family. They might 
come from Philadelphia or Wash-
ington, but more likely from Bal-
timore. Of course there was not 
very much for one to do, other 
than to play croquet, go for a ride 

in the one horse carriage, or sit in 
a rocking chair on the porch. 
 The big attraction for the Hays 
kids was making ice cream. The ice 
came from the cream from “Foxy. 
Granpa’s” cows, and what was 
best of all, we could lick the pad-
dle. There were cherry and apple 
trees for climbing, and a big barn 
in which to play. Grandmother Fox 
was born August 7, 1848 and died 
February 13, 1911. In 1913, Moth-
er’s sister Margaret and her hus-
band, John Franklin, moved from 
Baltimore to ‘Thornbrook’, where 
they continued to take boarders 
for the summer. I know very little 
about the Fox ancestors, other than 
that Grandfather Fox was one of 14 
children. Emmanuel and Elizabeth 
Forney were the parents of Grand-
mother Fox.
 What a contrast! The Hays’ be-
lieved 100 percent-in work, in 
saving your money and going to 
church. The Fox family, especial-
ly Grandfather Fox, believed in the 
value of laughter, eating well and 
having fun along with work. Here 
I might tell of Grandfather Fox and 
his alleged Indian ancestry. When 
he reached the age of 90 he was in-
terviewed by a reporter from a Fred-
erick newspaper. On being asked to 

The Five Hays brothers: James T, William Edward (the author), John Ross, Samuel Calvert, 
and Harry Withrow (Photo take in front to Emmit Hotel)

Emmitsburg Presbyterian Church taken from Hays foundry lot
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what he attributed his long life and 
good health, he is reported to have 
answered that it was largely due to 
his Indian ancestry. This, of course, 
has been of great interest to my 
children and grandchildren, who 
have never been completely sold on 
the idea, and to tell the truth, nei-
ther have I. But there it is, and per-
haps it has some Truth. 
 For one thing, there is a portrait 
of great-grandfather Fox, in the 
front hall at Thornbrook, his face 
showing strong Indian features. To 
this can be added another “ Foxy 
Grampa” story. If one of us hap-
pened to be burned, perhaps from 
touching the hot kitchen stove, 
Mother would immediately send 
for him to come and “pow-wow”, 
or, as she sometimes said, to draw 
the heat. And sure enough, when he 
came and said some mumbo-jumbo 
over the burned spot, we forgot the 
pain and felt much better. So much 
for the Indian ancestry.

Recollections of Early Days
One of my earliest recollections is of 
a simple little thing we did at home. 
Exactly how old I was when we first 

did this, I am not certain. Our stair-
way to the second floor had a bottom 
landing, with a three-step entrance 
to the dining room, and as I recall it, 
two or three of us young ones would 
sit on the landing, our feet on the step 
below, then all of us in unison saying 
or singing: “BACK BACK BACK 
TO BAL--TI--MORE” followed by 
our falling back in unison, with our 
feet up in the air. This would be re-
peated over and over again. I don’t 
know whether in our imagination 
we thought that we were really going 
to Maryland’s largest city, or wheth-
er the repetition of the letter “B” 
amused us, but whatever it was, we 
had great Laugh.
 Another early recollection is 
of a practice which was common 
throughout the town in the hot 
summer months. With few excep-
tions, houses had no front yards. 
Many had a small front step, ex-
tending out into the sidewalk. At 
the outer edge of the sidewalk, the 
unpaved street began, which meant 
that horse drawn wagons and car-
riages would create a cloud of dust. 
 So, faced with the heat and 
dust, every housewife was out 
with a broom and hose before the 

sun was very high, trying to make 
things cool and clean. When we 
were quite small, Mother would 
let us take part in this daily rou-
tine. My Aunt Weema, across the 
street, was as sure to be out as the 
sun was sure to come up.
 The third in my list has to do 
with the evenings of those hot 
summer days. Although the sun 
had gone down, homes stayed hot 
inside, so the older folks, after sup-
per, would move to the sidewalks, 
or to a front porch, of which there 
were very few. Chairs and bench-
es were brought out, blankets were 
spread on the front step, and here 
the family, joined by relatives and 
friends who lived nearby, spent 
the evening. 
 There was much talk and visiting 
and eyeing those who might stroll by 
on either side of the street. In some 
cases the family group was so large as 
to fill the sidewalk, forcing a passerby 
to detour by way of the street. While 
this was going on, we kids would 
work off our energy by playing games 
of some sort. Mother sometimes sent 
one of us down with an open dish to 
Matthews’ ice cream store, for a spe-

cial treat of strawberry or chocolate, 
to which Mother added some of her 
own cream chocolate cake.
 There are a few more recollec-
tions that I should record. Sun-
days were a problem for active 
youngsters. We went to Sunday 
School in the morning and then 
to Church, but what to do in the 
afternoon was the question. One 
thing we did was to go across the 
street to Aunt Weema’s house and 
do some bowling in her parlor, 
but not with ordinary bowling 
balls. Instead, we used some Civ-
il War cannon balls that had been 
picked up at Gettysburg, after the 
battle. It was good fun on a quiet 
Sunday afternoon. 
 The story was that some days 
after the battle, my grandfather 
Hays drove by horse and wagon to 
Gettysburg, and came home with 
several muskets, with bayonets 
attached, and the cannon balls. 
For some years, the muskets were 
kept in what we called the “stove 
room,” on the second floor of the 
shop. I still cannot figure out how 
my God-fearing Aunt could bring 
herself to allow such a horrid thing 
as a cannon ball in her home.

 Almost directly across the street 
from our shop was a small, one 
story, wooden structure, which 
housed a part of the town fire fight-
ing equipment, a reel of hose. The 
reel had two high wheels, with a 
long shaft in front, so that a num-
ber of men could take part in pull-
ing the thing to a fire. Except for 
a ‘hand-pulled ladder wagon, 
this was the total equipment. No 
pump, no engine; nothing more. 
No pump was needed, since town 
water came from a reservoir, locat-
ed at a point in the nearby moun-
tain, high enough to create the 
needed pressure. As children, we 
used to go over to this “fire station” 
and pretend we were firemen.
 It seems strange that even be-
fore we had a car, and when we 
relied completely upon horse and 
wagon, that an airplane landed in 
town. It had come down in a field 
in the western end of town, along 
the road leading to Hartman’s 
farm and the reservoir. I was the 
proud owner of a $1.00 box cam-
era, so of course I ran right out 
and took a picture. It was a sin-
gle engine machine, with an open 

cockpit, but beyond that, I can re-
member very little. I think I was 
ten or eleven years old.
 One more institution comes to 
mind, the town jail, better known 
as the lock-up. It was an iron plat-
ed, gazebo-like thing, about sev-
en feet high, that stood over near 
Patterson’s horse barn. It had a 

heavy door that creaked when it 
was opened. There were two very 
small windows. On a hot sum-
mer day, the temperature inside 
must have been something awful. 
I cannot say that I ever saw it oc-
cupied, and I believe that when it 
was abandoned, Papa bought it 
and used the iron sides and top 
for some other purpose.
 I do recall the jail which took the 
place of the lock-up. It was a room 
at street level, at the rear of the hotel, 
down at the Square. Inside the room 
were two cells, both of which we 
could look in on as we daily passed 
on our way, to and from school. We 
usually knew the occupants, so would 
stop at the window for a friendly little 
chat. In almost every case, the offense 
was being drunk. 
 There were two brothers, by the 
names of Pete and Bern, who saw 
to it that the cells were not vacant 
for very long. Bern wasn’t very talk-
ative. Pete, on the other hand, exud-
ed friendship. All my brothers, from 
Harry the youngest, to Jim the old-
est, had the unique experience of 
stopping by that jail window, and 
hearing Pete ask: “you’re my fren, 
ain’t you, you are my fren.”

Life Generally in Town
I would like to give a picture of 
what it was like in Emmitsburg 
from, let us say, 1908 to 1920. 
Houses were next to one another, 
and fronting directly on the side-
walk. Almost all were brick. We 
(meaning my sister, my four broth-

ers and myself.) Knew just about 
everyone, and especially our neigh-
bors. On one side lived the Shuff 
family, consisting of two girls, 
Ruth and Helen, two boys, Frank 
and Clay, and their parents. Their 
home and shop seemed like an ex-
tension of our own, and later in 
this narrative I will have more to. 
say about the happy and pleasant 
relationship we enjoyed.
 On the other side were Mrs. 
Andrew Annan and her daughter, 
Luella. The husband and father, 
Andrew Annan, died in, 1915, 
I should say that what endeared 
these two families to us Hays kids 
was the fact that in both families 
there were wonderful cooks. 
 The Shuff kitchen window was 
right next to our yard, with the hap-
py result that we would share in 
whatever was being baked. They 
just handed the cake and cookies 
out the window. And our good for-
tune carried over to the other side of 
our house, for it was often our job 
to drive the horse and wagon down 
a very narrow alley, which brought 
us within arm’s length of the Annan 
kitchen window, for equally tasty 
handouts. How could youngsters, 
always hungry, have it any better’? ... 
‘Let me, however, add a word of ex-
planation, in case you might think 
that we were underfed at home. Far 
from it. Mother was a marvelous 
cook. There was no one better. It is 
just that we were very active and al-
ways hungry.

Part 2 Next month.

Thornbrook 

Great-grandfather Fox
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MOUNT CREATIVE WRITERS

Brittany Morris

I woke up, and my hands were 
red. Not the kind of red when 

you are really nervous around a 
hot girl and your palms are sweat-
ing. Not the kind when you have 
clapped too hard at a rock con-
cert. And not the kind after you 
jokingly slapped one of your bud-
dies on the butt before he runs out 
onto the football field. This was the 
kind of red like Bobby’s new can-
dy apple red Corvette his dad had 
bought him as a present for getting 
his license-after failing the test the 
first three times. 
 I turned my hands over and back 
again; just my palms were red. I 
rolled up my sleeves; no red on my 
arms-just my palms. Interesting. 
 Finally, I sat up-not in my own 
bed-and tried to figure out where I 
was. I was lying on a lumpy green 
couch in a basement. My buddies 
Greg, John, Justin, Andrew, and 
Bobby were scattered on anoth-
er matching couch and in sleep-
ing bags on the floor. Then I finally 
remembered: we had all spent the 
night at Bobby’s last night. But as I 
looked around and took in my sur-
roundings a little more, everything 
seemed to make sense at the same 
time; littered all around the room-
in the corners, up against the TV 
and walls, and even between the 
sleeping bags-were red spray paint 
cans. 
 I had no idea what time it was- 
the clock in Bobby’s basement 
had stopped working last summer 
when a baseball accidently went 
astray and knocked it off the man-
tle. But since I was the first one up, 
I decided to try to see if I could 
get rid of some of the evidence of 
what we had done last night. I qui-
etly stepped over and between my 
sleeping friends and headed for the 
bathroom in the corner of the base-
ment. I got my hands really soapy 
three separate times and scrubbed 
until it felt like the skin was flak-
ing off my hands.  Only then did 
I have the courage to look at the 
damage done. My hands were still 
red! Oh, this is just perfect!
 Breathe, Jake, I told myself. It 
will come off eventually. And be-
sides, you didn’t do any harm to 
anything. Just had some stupid fun 
with the guys. 
 I weaved my way back through 
the maze of sleeping bodies un-
til I reached the safe-haven of my 
couch. I decided to go back to 
sleep until the rest of the guys were 
awake. 
 I couldn’t fall asleep, though; my 
mind was racing with possibilities 
of what we could have done last 
night. We could have graffiti-ed 
and egged Bobby’s cat-lady neigh-
bor’s house. She smells funny and 
always hands out apples for Hal-
loween and yells if we even come 
close to her lawn with our skate-
boards. We could have spray paint-
ed the pool deck of Francis Foster’s 
house. 
 We all hate that snobby know-it-

Caught Red-Handed
all spoiled valedictorian SGA pres-
ident of our junior class. We could 
have spray painted all of our names 
on the wall of fame. The wall of 
fame is the wall at the skate park 
where your name gets painted if 
you win the half-pipe contest every 
summer. It is an honor. Bobby and 
I have come in second and third 
place consecutively every summer 
after Avery Jones. We could have 
spray painted Avery’s new black 
Mustang as revenge…
 I didn’t have time to come up 
with anymore ideas because I heard 
groaning coming from the oth-
er couch: Bobby was up. I closed 
my eyes, hoping he might disclose 
some helpful information. 
 “Man, what a night,” he said as 
he yawned. “We have to do that 
again! Yo, Justin!” I heard a thump 
and a moan; I opened my eyes 
slightly to see Bobby’s pillow ly-
ing square on Justin’s face. Justin 
groaned again, sat up in his sleep-
ing bag, and threw the pillow back 
at Bobby. His aim was just slight-
ly off, though, because the pillow 
came up short and landed on Greg 
who was sleeping in front of the 
couch.
 “Dude, what gives?” yelled Greg, 
slightly muffled from under the 
pillow.
 Before I knew it, the pillow had 
been thrown at everyone else, in-
cluding me, and we were discuss-
ing what we had done last night. 
 “Man, you were so out of it last 
night!” Andrew told me. “I’m sur-
prised you were able to walk home 
on your own!”
 “Was I really? No wonder I can’t 
remember anything we did.”
 “Dude, you don’t remember any-
thing?” John exclaimed. 
 I shrugged my shoulders and saw 
the nonchalant fist bump between 
Bobby and Greg that I’m sure I 
wasn’t supposed to see.
 “So is anyone gonna tell me what 
we did?”
 “Dude!” That was Justin. “We 
spray painted the highschool!”
 “We WHAT?” 

 “Yeah, dude. We broke in last 
night and left some fun messages 
for Principal Falon.”
 “You guys are lying,” I said. 
“There is no way we did that! Be-
sides if we did, I’m a dead man.”
 “Man, you were there! You wrote 
Principle Fail on his office door! 
Besides, the whole plan was your 
idea!” Greg said this with pride in 
his voice.
 I couldn’t believe it! I would nev-
er do that! And why could I not 
remember? I definitely stay away 
from drinking and drugs. “No! No! 
I’m dead I’m dead I’m dead!” I went 
to cover my face with my hands 
until I remembered they were red 
and shoved my face into the previ-
ously flying pillow instead.
 “Dude! Don’t be such a girl!” 
cried Bobby. “You won’t get caught, 
so what’s the problem?”
 “Principal Falon is writing my 
recommendation letter to go to 
College Park and get into their spe-
cialized Engineering program as a 
freshman. If he finds out I did this, 
I have no shot!”
 “Once again, you won’t get 
caught! So just give up the dramat-
ics before I sign you up to play Ju-
liet in the school play!” That was 
Justin chiming in with his usual 
sensitivity, and throwing another 
pillow at me.
 “You’re right,” I conceded, 
chucking it back at him, “Except 
for THIS!” I showed them my 
hands. 
 “It washes off!” said Justin, as if 
I had questioned that two and two 
makes four. 
 “I’ve already washed my hands 
three times this morning.”
 “DUDE!” chorused all my 
friends. After glancing around at 
the clean hands of everyone else, 
I looked specifically at Bobby and 
Greg out of the corner of my eye 
and saw them trying to wipe Joker-
esque grins off their faces. 
 “We can’t let you take the heat 
for all of us,” said John. “Maybe 
we should go back and clean the 
school by tomorrow.”

 “Dude, you are stupid!” retort-
ed Andrew. “Our work is epic! We 
can’t just go get rid of it!”
 “But what about Jake?” John was 
my favorite out of all of them right 
now. 
 “Guess you have to wear gloves 
to school tomorrow, dude.”
 “Oh, brilliant, Bobby! That’s not 
a dead giveaway.” I swear my best 
friend is such an idiot at times. 
 “But why are only your hands 
red, Jake?” Justin was just now on 
the same page as the rest of us. 
 “I don’t know, man. It’s not like 
I tried to make my hands red or 
anything.” I looked right at Bob-
by as I said this. “But, listen, I got-
ta go. I promised Mom I would be 
home early to cut the lawn, and I 
have to find some way to clean my 
hands.”
 “Dude, that’s weak! You really 
are a girl!”
 “Thanks, Justin. Love you too, 
man. Later guys!”

* * *

I arrived at school the next day-ex-
pecting to see our artwork adorning 
lockers, walls, and classroom doors-
wearing my attempted cover-up, 
which I would call shoddy at best. 
My sister had lent me her boyfriend’s 
huge black skateboarder sweatshirt 
that was about two sizes too big for 
me, and for added disguise it had the 
sleeves with the thumb holes, so the 
sweatshirt would cover at least the 
palm of my hand. 
 Not only was I going to lose my 
recommendation letter, I thought 
to myself, I was going to be in de-
tention until I was forty!
 But I saw nothing.
 The hallways were spotless; the 
lockers were clean. Even the door-
way to my homeroom classroom 
was sparkling-literally. What was 
going on? 
 I walked into my homeroom 
and didn’t see my teacher at his 
desk like usual; I saw all my bud-
dies crowded around the desk and 
Principal Falon sitting in the desk 
chair. Crap; I was done for!

 “APRIL FOOL’S JAKE!” they all 
shouted, even the principal. 
 I was speechless; I didn’t get the 
joke. 
  They must have seen my stunned 
faces because Bobby decided to fill 
me in. “Listen Jake,” he walked over 
and put his hand on my shoulder. 
“We knew how much this recom-
mendation letter meant to you, so we 
talked Principal Falon into letting us 
into the school this weekend to clean 
it so he would write you the letter.”
 “Yeah, we told him the cleaning 
project was your idea but that you 
had to be at home helping your 
mom and couldn’t actually be there 
to help us,” John continued. 
 “We knew you would never ac-
tually spray paint the school, but we 
thought it would be funny to make 
you think you did,” Greg told me. 
 “I even got in on the April Fool’s 
fun and made it seem like I wouldn’t 
write the letter for you even if the 
guys did clean the school. I made 
them really beg and plead your 
case, even though I was going to 
write you the letter all along. Your 
friends really love you!”
 “That was cruel, dudes!” I final-
ly said. “But the coolest April Fool’s 
joke ever!”
 “Dude, high five?” Bobby asked.
 “Dude!” I replied. “You’re an id-
iot.” But I high-fived him with my 
red hand anyway.

Brittany is a Senior at the Mount 
majoring in English.
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                                                                                   MOUNT SPORTS

Ananda Rochita

The Mount Softball team has 
had a good start this season 

winning 12 of their 10 games thus 
far. The team consists of 22 play-
ers mostly from the New Jersey and 
Maryland area. 
 Mount Softball has had one of 
their best seasons yet. They are cur-
rently in the lead in the conference 
and talent is just one of the things 
that makes this team succeed. Each 
softball player follows a strict regi-
ment that consists of 6AM practices 
and also afternoon ones as well. 
 One of the natives around the 
area is Junior Jenna Zimmerman. 
Zimmerman is a Maryland native 
from Walkersville, started playing 
the sport at the age of six and ad-
vanced to playing baseball with the 
boys until the age of 11. “I played 
12 and under with the Maryland 
Flames, then played with the Mary-
land Stars for a few years, then the 
Walkersville Gators, and this past 
summer I played with the Mary-
land Stars 20 and over team,” stat-
ed Zimmerman. “I love the game 
of softball and dedicate a lot of my 
time to this sport.”
 While in high school, Zimmer-
man nabbed numerous honors. 
She was named Walkersville High 
School Rookie of the Year, earned 
Frederick News Post All-County 
first team honors only as a sopho-
more in high school, and was also 
selected as one of the top 32 senior 
players in Maryland to play in the 
Old Line Classic All-Star game.
 While at the Mount as a short-
stop, she made 42 starts alone as a 
sophomore. 
  Zimmerman chose the Mount 
because it was close to home. She 
was also interested in playing soft-
ball in college and heard that the 
Mount had a growing softball pro-
gram. Zimmerman also had a star 
athlete that played for the Mount as 

well. “My cousin Bret Fouche went 
to the Mount and was on the Mount 
baseball team,” stated Zimmerman, 
“He was a pitcher and graduated in 
2003”
  Zimmerman plans on play-
ing softball for all four years at the 
Mount and play in a league over the 
summer. “It would be hard for me 
to give up the game of softball to-
tally because I have a lot of love and 
passion for the sport,” stated Zim-
merman. “In the future, I hope one 
day my kids want to play softball 
because I want to be able to coach 
them from the start!”
  Two other seniors will not be 
seen next coming year that have 
made drastic strides in improving 
the team. Seniors Allie Vadas and 
Lisa Curreri are two star Mount ath-
letes.
 Senior Allie Vadas is from Red 
Bank N.J. and was born to be an 
athlete. Her oldest brother was re-
cruited to play basketball in col-
lege and her younger brother was 
just named conference player of 
the year. “The Vadas siblings are al-
ways either playing sports, watch-
ing sports, or competing over some-
thing,” stated Vadas.
 Vadas was attracted to softball as 
just another sport she could partic-
ipate in the spring. Little did she 
know at the time, it would effect her 
decision to enter college. Her father 
coached her older brothers’ baseball 
teams so she was always around the 
field and the game. When she was 
around the age of eight, she started 
playing softball, and the rest became 
history. 
 Surprisingly, Vadas heard about 
the Mount from a family she 
babysat back in New Jersey. “Ever 
since I started babysitting for me 
they would tell me the great times 
they had at the Mount,” stated Va-
das.
 When she entered junior year 
looking at potential colleges, she 

came to the Mount and loved it. 
During her visit, she was able to 
explore what the softball team had 
to offer her, including an excellent 
mentor and coach. “The Mount 
was one of the three schools I got 
accepted to and I chose this one 
because it was the best fit for me,” 
stated Vadas. 
 Not only has the Mount become 
her home away from New Jersey, 
but Emmitsburg as well. “The peo-
ple are very friendly and always of-
fer a ‘hello’ in passing. They are 
also genuinely concerned with the 
success of the Mount teams and 
supporting them,” stated Vadas. 
However her favorite part of the 
Emmitsburg community are the 
girls who come out to their clinic 
in January. “We spend the day with 
the girls playing softball and it is re-
ally fun to see how excited they get 
when something good happens!”
 While in college, Vadas was 
named Most Valuable Player just in 
her freshman campaign and she has 
also been on the Northeast Confer-
ence All-Academic Team for the 
past four years. 
 Even though Vadas is completely 
devoted to her schoolwork and also 
her athletics, she still knows how to 
have fun together with the team. 
“We have a good group of girls that 
get along really well,” stated Vadas. 
“My favorite moment this year is 
when we win the NEC tournament 
and celebrate!”
 Senior Lisa Curreri is also anoth-
er player with outstanding records 
to her name. She already broke re-
cords in runs, hits, and doubles in 
the team’s history. Curreri is from 
Clinton N.J. and started playing tee 
ball with her older brother in kin-
dergarten. “As I got older my par-
ents realized that there was no com-
petitive girls softball league in the 
area,” stated Curreri. “So my parents 
and some of their friends decided to 
start a girls softball league.” From 
the age of six or eight was when she 
first started playing the sport.
  Curreri realized she wanted to 
play collegiate softball in the eighth 
grade and knew that it would allow 

Women’s Softball

  Since this is Curreri’s last year 
being on the time there have been 
many moments that she will hold 
most dear. One of the moments was 
a game against Long Island Univer-
sity in the previous season in which 
they were very close in beating. 
“The past few years Long Island has 
always beat up on us and we always 
seem kind of afraid of them,” stated 
Curreri. “But we played to win and 
we came out on top.”
  Not only is Curreri modest in 
her successes, but she also thanks 
her family and her previous softball 
coaches for her achievements. “So 
much of their time, effort, and mon-
ey was put to helping me become the 
best player I could,” stated Curreri. 
“My brother was also always there 
supporting me and helping me out 
when I was struggling.”
 The Mount Softball season is 
gearing to close and make sure to 
catch one of their games during the 
spring. Their schedule is posted on 
mountathletics.com.

Ananda Rochita is senior at the Mount 
majoring in Communications. 

her to learn about the sport and also 
play at a high competitive level. At 
first she was only looking at colleges 
around New Jersey, but she changed 
her mind due to the Mount’s rep-
utation. “I chose the Mount be-
cause of their great academics,” stat-
ed Curreri. “I loved the campus and 
the fact that it was a small school, it 
wasn’t too far from my home, and I 
really loved the softball team.” 
  As for Curreri’s future, she will be 
still in the sport field helping others. 
“I will be attending graduate school 
for sport psychology at Seton Hall 
University in the fall,” stated Curre-
ri. “After I get my Masters, I would 
like to work with athletes, at the 
high school, college, or maybe even 
professional level, on the mental as-
pect of their game.”
 While Curreri’s time playing 
softball and also the four years on 
the softball team, she has learned a 
lot and believed it could help oth-
ers. “I have realized the impor-
tance of a positive attitude and 
being mentally ready,” stated Cur-
reri. “I would also love to coach in 
the future.”
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FOUR YEARS AT THE MOUNT

Samantha Strub

All teenagers cannot wait for the 
day when they are finally old 

enough to get the keys, yet little do 
they know all the downfalls of hav-
ing a car, also called “maintenance.” I 
never thought of it; it was something 
that my dad always had taken care of. 
When I came to college with a car 
I didn’t expect there to be any prob-
lems. Boy, did I get a wakeup call.
 I was reminded of this when I had 
car trouble for the second time right 
before we left for our spring break. 
My car had figured that the day be-
fore I needed to drive to Pittsburgh, 
cursing on Hwy 15 on my way to the 
barn was the perfect time to get a flat 
tire. So what, you say? A flat tire is 
no big deal; just put the spare on and 
you’re good to go. That would nor-
mally work but not if you’re going 
to be driving long distances. Though 
even if I wasn’t driving a long dis-
tance the next day, I still would have 
been in trouble because my car’s tire 
split open. I panicked! There was no 
way I was going anywhere, and I had 
no clue how to change a tire.  
 Not happy at all, I called my dad, 
wondering what I was supposed to do. 
My dad called the auto shop and told 
them where I was, and they said they 
were going to come get me, and put 
me back on the road in no time. That 
put my mind at ease, but unfortu-
nately not for long. After 45 minutes 
of waiting, nothing happened so I got 

fine but didn’t realize that my clutch 
had burnt out! I found out after try-
ing to speed up on Highway 15! I 
was able to drive slowly in the park-
ing lot with a burnt-out clutch but 
not at high speeds. It was the scari-
est thing in the world to be pushing 
on the gas pedal and going slower in-
stead of faster! 
 I pulled over to the side and into 
the Catoctin Orchard parking lot. 
I tried to move my car from there 
and realized I wasn’t going anywhere; 
my car wouldn’t move! Panic was 
increasing inside me. Luckily, my 
friends were there to calm me down 
because my parents weren’t picking 
up the phone. One of my friends 
googled “auto shops” into her phone 
and found one close by. We called 
the place, but on a Sunday they were 
already closed. They said they would 
pick the car up first thing Monday 
morning. Our plans were ruined 
for the night, but I was more wor-
ried about how much it was going to 
cost, and what my parents would say 
when I finally got a hold of them. 
 I had a mini heart attack when 
I was awakened at 9 am the next 
morning by a phone call from Public 
Safety, asking why my car was parked 
in the Catoctin Orchard parking lot. 
The tow truck hadn’t been there 
yet, though they had promised to 
get there first thing in the morning, 
and the owners of the Orchard had 
called when they saw that wonder-
ful Mount parking sticker. This was 
turning into even more of a disas-
ter. I had to do damage control, but 
I also had classes to go to. Problems! 
I told Public Safety about the situa-
tion, and then called the auto shop to 
tell them to pick up my car like they 

the shop’s number from my dad and 
called them asking what was taking so 
long. They told me they couldn’t find 
me-seriously! I was becoming increas-
ingly angry-this was similar to what 
happened last time-I took a deep 
breath and calmly told the auto shop 
that I was actually in Pennsylvania in-
stead of Maryland; somehow this was 
not made clear to them. 
 Waiting, waiting, waiting. Gosh 
this was annoying; I had things to 
do and no time to wait. Finally the 
tow truck arrived, picked up my car 
and brought it and me to the shop. 
Thankfully they were able to fix my 
car right away, and about another 
half-hour and $190 later I was ready 
to roll. I had lost my afternoon and 
all my time at the barn, but at least 
my car was fixed, and I could get 
home the next day. What a great way 
to start out the break. 
 This wonderful wakeup call 
brought back memories of my first 
break down. I didn’t except there to 
be any problems at all because we 
had my car completely checked out 
before I drove out to start my fresh-
men year. Little did I know that I 
would have about the worst luck 
with vehicles. This first incident was 
even worse than my latest one. Some 
friends and I were going to go down 
to Ocean City a couple weeks into 
school. 
 I had never been there, and every-
one wanted to show me around, tell-
ing me it was so much fun. We were 
excited walking over to the ARCC to 
get to the cars. I thought mine was 

were supposed to in the first place. I 
also apologized to the owners of the 
Orchard; what a day and it was only 
around 10 am. 
 I didn’t have my car for the whole 
week; that wasn’t fun but I lived 
with it. The next weekend was par-
ents’ weekend, and my parents went 
to pick up my car and see what the 
damage was going to be. It was defi-
antly a big one-almost $1,000! Ouch! 
My parents were kind enough to 
split the bill with me, knowing that 
the clutch burning out was some-
thing that couldn’t be avoided. Boy, 
I was lucky!
 After these two incidents I have 

realized that cars aren’t all that 
they are cracked up to be. Yes, 
they are amazing inventions that 
have changed the way we travel, 
and I wouldn’t have it any other 
way, but they can also be a ma-
jor hassle, especially when you 
don’t know anything about main-
tenance. It’s about time I learned 
some of these important skills, and 
I better put the auto shop’s num-
ber on speed dial in my phone. 

Samantha is an English major at 
the Mount. To read other articles by 
Samantha visit the Authors’ section 
of Emmitsburg.net

Freshman Year

Senior Year
Jackie Quillen
 

In my job-searching over the past 
month I have discovered a reoccur-

ring message: the job market will not 
be your friend unless you have two 
years of experience.  Sending a killer 
resume is not enough in today’s econ-
omy.  College grads need all the re-
sources we can get to help us move 
forward.  We have to rely on fami-
ly, friends, professors, career counsel-
ors, acquaintances, and even strangers 
to help us in any way possible.  The 
more networking connections sup-
port a resume, the better chance it has 
of making it to the top of the pile.  
 It seems like the best job opportu-
nities result from internships because 
candidates with experience are obvi-
ously more qualified for a position 
than candidates looking to start fresh 
somewhere.  Hiring an experienced 
candidate also means that companies 
don’t have to train a new employee.  
 A fellow classmate and good friend 
recently landed a job with a company 
where he had served as an intern.  He 
couldn’t resist sharing his excitement.  
He entered my apartment with a 
held-back smile and said, “I have an 
announcement…I got a job!”  When 

he spoke these words, he immediately 
broke into a victory dance and sang, 
“with benefits, oh yeah!”  His audi-
ence cheered and applauded his per-
formance and joined him in celebrat-
ing the exciting news.  
 While some seniors are getting ac-
cepted for jobs, grad school, or volun-
teer programs, others are still stressing 
with a million applications.  Wheth-
er we are experiencing acceptances or 
rejections the great thing is that we 
are all together, as a class, supporting 
each other as we seek our goals.  
 I started March on an uphill, rocky 
road in the realm of post-graduation.  
The first week I was home for spring 
break when I had planned to cross 
out each and every task on a two-page 
to-do list.  Instead I crossed out about 
a quarter of the tasks, if that.  By the 
end of spring break I was mentally, 
emotionally, and physically exhaust-
ed.  When my mother approached 
me the morning after a restless, three-
hour nap instead of a good night’s 
sleep, she asked, “Are you freaking 
out about life?”  It didn’t take long for 
the waterworks to start, but once in 
a while a minor break-down is just 
what we need to move forward with 
integrity. 

 When I returned to school the 
next week, I received my first rejec-
tion e-mail (only the acceptances are 
sent in letter-form).  I had applied to 
an education-through-service pro-
gram, called Alliance for Catholic 
Education.  In this program individ-
uals dedicate two years of teaching to 
an under-resourced Catholic school 
and work towards a master’s degree 
in education during the summers at 
the University of Notre Dame in In-
diana.  The cost of graduate school is 
free for participants in exchange for 
the two years of service. 
  Let’s be honest - no one likes a re-
jection e-mail - but I knew that my 
life was not going to end that very 
day.  I allowed myself an hour of grief 
and then moved on, reminding my-
self to stay positive.  I just wish I knew 
what sent my application to the rejec-
tion pile.  Though it may be uncom-
fortable and awkward to be honest 
with a complete stranger, Admissions 
Counsels should tell a rejected appli-
cant what stood in the way of their ac-
ceptance.  The applicant should take 
the constructive criticism responsibly 
and make improvements effectively.
 For the time-being I plan to move 
back home to Wilmington, Dela-
ware, after graduation because it is fi-
nancially impossible for me to sup-
port myself right now.  I’ve been 
searching the College Central Net-
work and other career-development 
websites for job-openings for teach-
ing and writing opportunities that are 

close to home.  Most job positions re-
quire a minimum of two-years expe-
rience, especially for teaching.  
 My B.A. in English qualifies me 
for writing positions, but tends to 
rule out many of the teaching posi-
tions available.  My limited experi-
ence in the classroom also makes me 
less qualified for teaching than gradu-
ates with an education degree.  How-
ever, the Catholic Diocese of Wilm-
ington does not automatically reject 
applicants who do not have a B.S. in 
Education or teacher certification pri-
or to employment.  So I am applying 
for available positions with the Dio-
cese, hoping to return to one of my 
hometown Catholic schools.  
 If the stars align right I could end 
up at my beloved Alma Mater, Ur-
suline Academy, where my young-
er sister will attend seventh grade this 
coming fall.   If I am offered employ-
ment with the Diocese I am required 
to complete my teacher certification 
within three years.  I still want to pur-
sue graduate school whether I have 
my teacher certification or not in or-
der to receive training to become a 
reading or learning specialist.  
 I am nervous to leave the Mount 
where I can easily find guidance at 
any time by taking a two-minute 
walk to the Career Center or any one 
of my professors’ offices.  Thankfully, 
I can always count on the Mount as 
a support system for me even after I 
graduate.  I’m also very lucky to have 
a large support system of family and 

friends who are willing to help when-
ever they can.  
 Though I have never been a huge 
fan of Delaware, I’m happy that all 
of my parents’ talk about moving to 
Pennsylvania never turned into ac-
tion.  Mr. Peddrick, who used to let 
me ride my bike up and down his 
driveway, lives a few houses up the 
street from mine.  He has always tak-
en an interest in my academic and ca-
reer goals, supporting and guiding 
me as a mentor.  
 Now that I am working towards 
the next step in life and Mr. Ped-
drick has retired, he has taken me 
under his wing to help me in what-
ever ways he can.  As former Vice 
President of Human Resources at 
Comcast, Mr. Peddrick has great 
networking resources to help me 
look in the right direction for em-
ployment opportunities.  Having 
a mentor like Mr. Peddrick is very 
helpful and comforting in stressful 
situations like job-searching.  
 I still have a number of things post-
ed on my to-do list in addition to fin-
ishing up my last semester of under-
graduate school with strong grades.  
This time is exciting and nerve-
wracking, but definitely passing by 
way too fast.  The days feel so long, 
but the weeks seem too short.  With 
this in mind I try to take advantage of 
what every day has to offer.

Jackie is a Senior at the Mount major-
ing in English

Two years experience

Joy of cars
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A MOUNTAIN PERSPECTIVE

Chelsea Baranoski
 

Senior formal dress, check.  Two 
senior formal tickets, check.  

Cap and gown ordered, check.  
Job….blank.  It’s the final count-
down.  Only two months left un-
til my graduation from Mount 
St. Mary’s University.  Only two 
months until I pack up all of the 
pictures, clothes, books, and knick-
knacks in my apartment and leave 
my second home, my mountain 
home.  It scares me that I have no 
idea where I will be or what type of 
work I will be doing this time next 
year.  
 I usually know exactly what I 
am doing at the end of each school 
year: working at Aeropostale during 
the summer and then packing my 
mom’s green van in August to head 
back to the Mount.  I see course se-
lection packets for Fall 2010 scat-
tered everywhere on campus and I 
have to remind myself that I don’t 
need to register for courses next 
year. Weird.
 The second semester of my senior 
year is soaring by me like a Blue An-
gel airplane.  Now, more than ever, I 
can identify with Keith Urban’s lyr-
ics, “And days go by…/ I can feel 
‘em flyin’ / Like a hand out the win-
dow in the wind.”  When I returned 
to the Mount after spring break, I 
had a check for my cap and gown in 
hand.  
 Ordering my cap and gown re-
minded me of high school gradua-
tion.  It seems so long ago, but I re-
member being so excited to get out 
of high school and meet new peo-
ple in college.  Now, graduation 
seems like the end of the road.  Even 
though I am about to embark on a 
new adventure, “the real world,” I 
am less than thrilled.  
 I have grown quite attached to 
the Mount.  I will miss my friends, 
my job working behind the circula-
tion desk in the library, the chicken 
tenders and fries in Patriot Hall, the 
buffalo chicken in the Mount Café, 
the Christmas dances, the Home-
coming dances, people holding 
doors open for me, and the overall 
community atmosphere that makes 
the Mount “the place where every-
one knows your name.”  
 I tried not to think about every-
thing I will miss about the Mount 
when I ordered my cap and gown.  
I joke with my roommates that we 
cannot talk about graduation until 
graduation day.  I am usually not an 
emotional person, but I know that 
my graduation from the Mount will 
surely unleash a million pent-up 
tears.
 I know that I am approaching 
“the final countdown” because I re-
cently purchased my dress and tick-
ets for the senior formal.  I believe 
that senior formal is the more so-
phisticated version of a high school 
prom.  The senior class gets togeth-
er to celebrate its last big event be-
fore walking across the stage during 
graduation.   This year, senior for-
mal is being held at the Hyatt Re-
gency in Baltimore.  I have looked 

The final countdown
forward to senior formal for four 
years because I love dancing and 
dressing up.  It’s not everyday that 
you can walk around in a floor-
length dress!  
 I am especially excited that the se-
nior formal is being held in Balti-
more because it is near my home-
town, Pasadena.  I love Baltimore’s 
inner harbor, steamed crabs, the 
aquarium, the use of the word, 
“hon,” and the cute shops.  I can-
not wait for my roommate to get 
a bigger taste of Baltimore; she has 
only seen the aquarium and harbor 
place.  I hope the DJ plays a vari-
ety of music at senior formal; if not, 
I will definitely request “Don’t Stop 
Believin’.”  I’m sure I am not the 
only one who would like to end her 

four years at the Mount with a Jour-
ney song.
 Even though I can cross my cap 
and gown order and my senior formal 
tickets off my endless to-do list, there 
is one major thing that I still need to 
figure out: a job.  I have no idea where 
the time has gone.  I looked up some 

jobs over Christmas break, but the 
jobs were either too far away, were not 
what I was looking for, or required 3-5 
years work experience.  I have searched 
online for a job sporadically since then, 
but still no success. 
 I am currently crossing my fin-
gers regarding potential freelance 
work in the greeting card industry.  
I sent some writing samples, but 
most of my creative writing is funny 
and crazy, so I hope I did not scare 
away a potential employer!  I real-
ly hope that something can come 
of this potential job; I love creativ-
ity and I used to make cards for my 
family all of the time.  My mom still 
keeps a lot of my construction-pa-
per masterpieces.  My plan was to 
graduate and immediately enter the 

work force after graduation.  Un-
fortunately, this plan probably will 
not come to fruition.  Sometimes I 
wonder why I plan at all!  It is so 
hard to look for a job while being a 
full-time college student.  
 During the week, schoolwork is 
my top priority and by the time it 

is the weekend, I am ready to re-
lax and spend time with the people 
who mean the most to me.  I am 
starting to believe that my remain-
ing Fridays are going to be dedicat-
ed to the job hunt.  I am looking for 
a job in the writing, editing, or pub-
lishing field - not exactly the easiest 
job market.  I think I will need to at-
tend the Mount’s job fair and cram 
in some last-minute help sessions at 
the career center before I graduate!
 This point in my college career 
seems surreal to me.  I am starting 
to feel like an adult.  I know that 
this technically happened the day I 
turned 18, but I did not start feel-
ing like an adult until this semester.  

Maybe it is because I finally made it 
to the Ott House.  Maybe it is be-
cause some of my classmates are ei-
ther engaged or married.  Maybe it 
is because I know that my time in 
the classroom is almost over.  I am 
starting to realize that I must find a 
full-time job as soon as possible so I 
can save money for the future. 
 Before long, I will be “old” and I 
will need money for an apartment 
away from Pasadena.  I don’t know if 
I am ready to enter the adult world, 
but I have no choice: this is the final 
countdown!
 
Chelsea Baranoski is a English major 
at Mt. St. Marys
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STAGES OF LIFE

didn’t last long.  Just as I was getting 
ready to get serious about my ad, my 
cousin sent me an email about be-
ing a Parent.  It was as if God had 
reached down, added my email ad-
dress to her distribution and hit the 
SEND button for her.  The email 
went something like this:

Job Description: 
Long term, team players needed, for 
challenging permanent work in an 
often chaotic environment.   Can-
didates must possess excellent com-
munication and organizational skills 
and be willing to work variable 
hours, which will include evenings 
and weekends and frequent 24 hour 
shifts on call.  Some overnight travel 
required, including trips to the hos-
pital, emergency room, walk in clin-
ics, primitive camping sites on rainy 
weekends and endless sports tourna-
ments in far away cities! PTA meet-
ings, school reports card days, open 
house things of that nature.  Travel 
expenses not reimbursed.  Extensive 
courier duties also required. 

Responsibilities: 
The rest of your life.  Must be willing 
to be hated, at least temporarily, un-
til someone needs $5.   Must be will-
ing to bite tongue repeatedly.  Also, 
must possess the physical stamina of 
a pack mule and be able to go from 
zero to 60 mph in three seconds flat 
in case, this time, the screams from 
the backyard are not someone just 
crying wolf.  Must be willing to face 
stimulating technical challenges such 
as small gadget repair, mysterious-
ly sluggish toilets, baking, constant 
cleaning and stuck zippers.  Must 
screen phone calls, maintain calen-
dars and coordinate production of 
multiple homework projects.  Must 
have ability to plan and organize so-
cial gatherings for clients of all ages 
and mental outlooks.  Must be will-
ing to be indispensable one minute, 
an embarrassment the next.  Must 
handle assembly and product safety 
testing of a half million cheap, plas-
tic toys, and battery operated devices.  
Must always hope for the best but be 
prepared for the worst.  Must assume 
final, complete accountability for the 

Abigail Shiyer

There is a light at the end of the 
tunnel.  I don’t know about 

you, but this past month really 
seemed long to me.  It was plagued 
with stress and some “not so fun” 
times.  On the heels of several feet 
of snow, my Dad had a stroke just 
about the same time that my mom 
had a scheduled hip replacement 
and I was her “coach” - they were 
unable to care for each other for a 
little while so “tag” - I was it.  At this 
point my kids wanted to be any-
where but stuck inside again and I 
just wanted to scream. 
 I feel so fortunate to have been 
able to chip in when my parents 
needed me, but - let me tell you - it 
was exhausting.  I promised myself 
that when things “settled” I would 
do something for me.  So - I decided 
that once the weather broke, I would 
hire a babysitter and spend a couple 
hours a day just enjoying my hors-
es.  Before I was a Mom, I would 
spend a whole day taking great plea-
sure grooming and riding my hors-
es, cleaning the barn, cleaning tack 
- just kicking back and relaxing out-
side with my horses.  Yes - that is 
what I will do…
 So - the first thing I needed to do 
was find someone to watch my kids 
while I carried out this most desperate 
of plans.  I sat down to write down a 
description for the babysitter.  May-
be I was going a little overboard, but 
these kids are my most prized posses-
sion - so it is very important to me 
that I get someone good - and just as 
important that they know what they 
are agreeing to…
 I was going to place an ad in the 
paper.  The more I thought about it, 
the better this idea seemed.  I was 
really full of myself I think.  I was 
imagining my kids being in daycare 
all day while I did whatever I want-
ed.  I was really thinking that what 
I deserved was a life of luxury af-
ter all of this stress that I had been 
through.  That I had performed 
some herculean task and needed to 
be rewarded for my efforts.  Oh my 
goodness - sometimes I really won-
der about myself…  Don’t worry it 

Mom’s Time Out quality of the end product.  Respon-
sibilities also include floor mainte-
nance and janitorial work through-
out the facility.
 
Possibility for Advancement & 
Promotion:  
None. Your job is to remain in the 
same position for years, without com-
plaining, constantly retraining and up-
dating your skills, so that those in your 
charge can ultimately surpass you. 

Previous Experience: 
None required unfortunately.  On-
the-job training offered on a contin-
ually exhausting basis.  

Wages and Compensation:     
Get this! You pay them!  Offering fre-

I’m a dad again
Brian Barth

A rainy Sunday afternoon and the 
kids were restless. The two older 

kids kept asking to go outside. Every 
time I told them they can’t; it is rain-
ing, and it’s too cold. Naturally their 
response was, “I’m bored.” 
 “With all the toys, books, and board 
games you have there is no way you 
are bored.” 
 “Dad, we already played with all 
that stuff.”
 I decided to lead by example. I 
pulled out a book from my work 
bag, turned off the cartoons, and 
put on some soothing jazz music. 

 I wish I had a camera because the 
moment I turned on music the kids 
stared at me as if I stole their bike and 
doll and in unison said, “What are you 
doing?”
  I said, “Reading a book.” 
 “I enjoy reading,” I said. “It relaxes 
me and is a nice way to escape every 
day routines.”  
 I asked them, “Don’t you have a 
book you like to read?”
 My daughter started running for 
her room to get the princess book she 
likes to read before bed every night. 
 I told my son I wasn’t being funny. 
I asked him to go find a book in his 
room.

 He said, “Dad, I don’t want to do 
homework on Sunday.” 
 I said “it’s not homework; it’s time 
to relax.”
 “Well,” he said, “I don’t relax when I 
read, and you make me read a lot dur-
ing the week.”
 My daughter came racing down the 
stairs, book in hand, and sat next to 
me in the chair.  
 I looked back at my son and asked, 
“What will it take for you to go get 
a book and join your sister and me 
reading for a while?” 
 Without hesitation he said, “I 
want McDonald’s for dinner.”
 Thinking it could be worse I said, 
“Okay, but you have to drink milk 
and not soda.” For some strange rea-
son I thought I won that fight, but in 
reality I didn’t. All they had to do was 
read for a while, and then I get to pay 
for food when we have a refrigerator 
full, and they don’t have to eat vegeta-

Bribery gone bad

quent raises and bonuses.  A balloon 
payment is due when they turn 18 
because of the assumption that col-
lege will help them become finan-
cially independent.   When you die, 
you give them whatever is left.  The 
oddest thing about this reverse-sala-
ry scheme is that you actually enjoy it 
and wish you could only do more.  

Benefits:  
While no health or dental insurance, 
no pension, no tuition reimburse-
ment, no paid holidays and no stock 
options are offered; this job supplies 
limitless opportunities for personal 
growth, unconditional love, and free 
hugs and kisses for life if you play 
your cards right. 
 This pushed my guilt button in a 

couple different ways.  For one, I am 
a “parent” to these 2 wonderful little 
beings for EVER.  Not just when it 
suits me.  And Two… after my par-
ents have faithfully stuck to the job de-
scription above, I feel that I deserve a 
“break” because I ran myself ragged for 
3 weeks.  No no - I need to take a Time 
Out and get over myself.  Thank you 
God for my Mom and Dad who are 
still alive and kicking and who still take 
such great care of ME. And - Thank 
you God for my two wonderful chil-
dren who I am committed to serving 
for the rest of my life.   - Maybe I could 
ride my horse on the weekends?  - just 
for an hour or two?  Maybe….

To read past editions of Mom’s Time Out 
visit the Authors’ section of Emmitsburg.net

bles. Yeah, but the milk will offset the 
McDonald’s, right?
 We all cozied into our com-
fortable spots and began reading. 
My daughter whizzed through her 
book and said, “I’m done.” 
  About 40 minutes into our qui-
et time they both had fallen asleep. 
I was nearing the end of the last 
chapter when the kids woke up. 
 He said, “Dad, don’t you have 
somewhere you need to go?” 
 Puzzled, I said, “No.”
 He quickly reminded me of our 
deal. 
 Not wanting to eat greasy food, 
I picked up a foot long sub for my 
wife and me at Carleo’s then mo-
tored over to McDonald’s. 
 Pulling up to the drive-thru speak-
er box, I started to place my order. “I’d 
like a 10 piece chicken nugget meal.” 
 Before I could order anything else 
the voice through the speaker said, 

“Sorry sir, we are out of nuggets.” 
 “Out of nuggets? You can’t be.”
  “Sorry, sir, but we are.”
 I pull up to the house, and walked 
in with a Carleo’s bag and drinks.
 My son said, “Where’s my bag?”
I looked at him and said, “They are 
out of nuggets.’ He said, “Come on, 
Dad, you’re not funny.” 
 “Honestly, they were out of nug-
gets.” He then said, “Well isn’t there 
a McDonald’s in Thurmont?” 
 “Yeah, but I’m not driving to Thur-
mont to get McDonald’s.” 
 He said, “You made a deal with us, 
and this isn’t fair.” 
 I said, “You’re right. How about 
we get Dairy Queen on the way 
home from your sister’s Gymnas-
tics practice tomorrow?
 He said, “Okay, but only if I can 
get M&Mís on top.”
 So much for reading books to-
gether.



APRIL 2010  |  EMMITSBURG NEWS-JOURNAL  |  27

STAGES OF LIFE

Lizzy Ryan

I love spring.  It is my second fa-
vorite season next to winter, two 

totally different seasons.  Every 
year at our house you know that it 
is spring when you hear the spring 
peepers (my favorite sound).  All 
of the animals and plants begin to 
come alive.
 Some of the down sides to 
spring are that you have to break 
out the lawn mowers, which is 
not the most pleasant job in the 
world.  And then there is daylight 
savings, my least favorite part be-
cause you have to wake up early in 
the mornings and almost always 
fall asleep during class; but then 
again, you do have more daylight, 
hence the name “daylight savings 
time.” So I can have more time to 
play outside, after I finish home-
work -yuck!
 Since the heavy rains in March, 
our woods have flooded. Plus, the 
beavers have been making every-
thing flood with their dams.  This 
makes it even more fun to play 
and walk in the woods because I 
like playing in the water on the 
flooded trails.  Most people think 
that is weird.
 During my walks and my spring 
explorations in the woods, I have 
been seeing the animals starting 
to come out of hibernation, like 
the squirrels.  We have daffodils 
and snowdrops planted along the 
sides of the trails too, and I like to 
watch them grow and bloom.  As 
a matter of fact, just this week my 
mom and I picked some.
 Spring also means Easter.  I 
am excited and looking forward 
to Easter. In our family we have 
a tradition where we have egg 
painting on Good Friday and an 
egg hunt on Easter Sunday at my 
grandmother’s and grandfather’s 
house after Mass. Then we have 
Easter dinner.  It’s lots of fun, 

Lizzy Bizzy

even though many of my cousins 
are getting older.  
 They have lost some interest 
in the egg hunt, I think, but my 
grandmother (MeMe) still hides 
eggs each year for all of us to find.  
The other great thing about Eas-
ter is Easter break, although this 
year we only have off Good Friday 
and Easter Monday because of the 
snow days. 
 Spring also means baby animals.  
Just recently we ordered twenty-
five exotic chicks, like the ones 
with the feather feet and exotic col-
ors.  They will be coming in May.  
I have a pet bunny that we got this 
winter and her name is Nutmeg.  
Since it is warm she is able to go 
outside under my watchful eye, fi-
nally, and play.  I built her a card-
board house, and she has a small 
playpen outside.  One time I took 
her out of the pen, and she start-
ed hopping away, so I know not to 
do that again.
 Every spring my dad and I have 
a friendly competition to find the 
first purple martin (a very pret-
ty purple bird).  Unfortunately 
for me he found it first this year.  
While I was doing something in 
my room he started shouting to 
me saying “Lizzy, Lizzy! I’ve found 
it!  I saw the first purple martin!”  
 Isn’t spring great?

To read other articles by Liz Ryan visit 
the Authors’ section of Emmitsburg.net

Spring
Maya Hand

Hi. My name is Maya. I am 9 
years old and I go to Moth-

er Seton School and dance at the 
Taneytown Dance Center. My tal-
ents and hobbies are dancing, sing-
ing, drama, art, L.A., writing poetry, 
and last but not least, science. 
 Right now I`d like to tell you a sto-
ry about when I met an angel. I was 
in Virginia, and I was at Fuddruck-
ers, a hamburger restaurant. I was on 
vacation staying at my grandma`s 
house. As I was sitting there, at the 
restaurant with my family, I was 
thinking to myself, “everyone work-
ing here seems so happy.” The radio 
was on in the room.  
 There was a friendly woman mop-
ping the floors and humming to her-
self. She seemed so nice and caring. 
She seemed so joyful. She seemed 
like such a wonderful person.  I 
wanted to talk to her, and know her, 
and be her friend. 
 When she came over to our table 
to see if we needed anything, I joked 
with her and said that I wanted to 
be a worker there because everyone 
seemed so happy. She told me that I 
could work there whenever I wanted. 
She explained to me that I should al-
ways try to make the best of whatever 
I am doing and to follow my heart. 
That no one could steal my joy. 
 Her words inspired me and made 
me smile. She told me that no matter 
what happened, no matter what peo-
ple said to me, they could never, ever, 
steal my joy.  After that long talk, we 
left the restaurant. And I left the res-
taurant with a big, bright smile on 
my face. 
 That talk made a big impact on 
my life. I think it was meant to. I 
think it was really meant to help me 
with my life, with struggles I might 
have. I think I will really need it. A 
few minutes ago I felt really emo-
tional thinking about that experience 

and its impact. Not because I was 
sad, but because the talk I had with 
her, the way it makes me feel, is so 
touching, so beautiful, so inspiring, 
so wonderful, so amazing,  that it will 
always be in my heart. 
 This morning, when I was talk-
ing to my mom, I was worried about 
who would be reading this. I was 
worried about what to write. But 
she told me to just be myself, be cre-
ative and write what I think and feel 
about things. So that`s what I`m do-
ing right now. 
 I am in chorus this year.  This past 
winter, in chorus at school, we were 
having our Christmas pageant. Be-
fore I left for school, I was feeling sick 
to my stomach. I was feeling better 
by the time I arrived at school. As I 
was singing A Hot Cup Of Cocoa, I 
started feeling really bad. Like really, 
really bad. “Now!” 
 I thought to myself, “I need to 
get off the stage and I need to get off 
now!” I could tell a teacher when I 
got backstage, after the song. “Just 
after this song,” I thought to my-
self. “Just after this song!” But then, I 
started to wobble very slowly. Round 
and round, round and round I went. 
Everything started getting blurry. 
What was I going to do?! I needed 
to get off the stage! Now! But then, 
COBLAM!!!!! I had fainted smack 
on the chin! 
 I woke up when some people were 
carrying me off the stage. I threw up 
backstage twice. They took me to the 
Faculty Lounge. My legs were shak-
ing and shivering, and it wasn`t be-
cause I was cold. I didn`t like how it 
felt at all. I asked my mom to hold 
my legs down. Whenever she let 
go of them I would ask her to hold 
them again. 
 Lots of good people were helping 
me, and two men walked into the 
room and asked me questions. Mom-
my came with me as I was rolled out 
to the ambulance. When I found 

out that my chin was split open, 
I was really nervous and scared. I 
didn`t want to go to the hospital. “At 
least I don`t have to get stitches,” I 
thought.  I was getting skin glue. But 
once I got to the hospital, I discov-
ered that I WAS getting stitches be-
cause it would work better than glue. 
I really didn’t want to. I was starting 
to wish I hadn’t gone to perform at 
the Christmas pageant at all. 
 I had a CT scan first. Then, I got 
my stitches. When I got my stitch-
es they put special medicine on so it 
didn’t hurt. It didn’t even tug.  The 
doctor did a wonderful job. She made 
nice tight stitches and didn’t hurt me 
at all. Once she was finished, I didn’t 
want to look at my stitches so she put 
a band aid on top. I was wondering 
what my friends would think when I 
came back to school. I was wondering 
who had been watching the pageant. 
 We stayed at the hospital until 
about midnight. Once I got home, 
I was exhausted. I took a shower and 
went to bed. I stayed home for one 
day. The next morning I was excit-
ed to see my friends at school.  I was 
excited for the Christmas parties and 
celebrations. My experience on stage 
and at the hospital, what I had been 
through, did not steal my joy. I re-
turned to school with a smile on my 
face and a good attitude, looking for-
ward to all the holiday fun ahead.
 Maybe you can use this expression 
if you ever need it and remember, no 
matter what happens to you, be strong 
and nothing can steal your joy.

Maya will be joining Lizzy in keep-
ing us old farts abreast on what’s on the 
minds of those in  the ‘In-between Gen-
eration!’ 

Simply Maya
Can’t steal joy
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Kat Dart

Music: The art of arranging 
sounds in time so as to pro-

duce a continuous, unified, and 
evocative composition, as through 
melody, harmony, rhythm, and tim-
bre.’
 One of the most constant things 
in a teenager’s life is music. It is the 
one thing that almost all of us will 
turn to when we are angry, or sad, or 
even really happy. It is how we deal 
with problems, how we can express 
ourselves, and it is the reason why 
we love our ipods or mp3 devices so 
much. 
 Music can stir up emotions in any-
one. The lyrics can make you really 
think about life, kind of like this lyr-
ic: And all the poetry, in the world, 
finally makes sense to me. (Cadence 
by Nightwish, Dark Passion Play). 
It can influence your emotions and 
make you cry, or feel happy, or calm 
and content.
 Just the other day, my cousin jok-
ingly suggested that we go play a 
prank on our parents, and my re-
sponse? Well it was something along 
the lines of, ‘if we did that, it wouldn’t 
be my phone my mom takes away: 
it would be my mp3 player. And my 
computer’s speaker system. And pos-
sibly my CD cases. Not a pleasant 
punishment at all.’ 
   Music is how we are inspired to be 
creative and imaginative. We listen 
to it while writing papers and while 
sketching something out. Different 
bands influence how a person will 
write a song or play an instrument.

 Music also brings us teens clos-
er together. My best friend and I 
realized we both listened to a lit-
tle known band. Our favorite song 
from that band was the same, too. 
It stunned us both, and we quick-
ly went through each other’s music 
playlists to comment on all the songs 
in them.
 I will listen to any type of music. 
It can be rap, punk, metal, classical, 
acapella, or even orchestral music, as 
I am learning to play it this year with 
my high school’s orchestra. 
 I am currently preparing to go to 
an adjudication, an event where all 
Frederick schools’ orchestras come 
to play at a host school (this year the 
host is Catoctin, my high school!) 
The Catoctin symphony orches-
tra will be playing the Brandenburg 
Sinfonia (from Cantata No. 174, by 
J. S. Bach), the Reformation (Fourth 
Movement, by Felix Mendelssohn), 
or the Procession (from Caucasian 
Sketches, by Mikhail Mikhailovich 
Ippolitov-Ivanov). 
 We actually played these songs 
in mid-March during the Catoctin 
Music Festival. There was the choir, 

and you could tell they had been 
practicing for weeks. Then there 
was the percussionists. Their parts 
sounded amazing! The drums were 
loud, and it echoed through the au-
ditorium. Finally, there was the sym-
phonic orchestra (I play on my vio-
lin with the orchestra).
 For the adjudication, weeks of 
practice at all participating schools 
have prepared all instrument play-
ers for this event. All orchestras will 
be judged based on their playing and 
receive feedback and constructive 
criticism. Also, it is a great time to 
compare your schools with one an-
other.
 Also with school, we are now be-
ginning to make up all those missed 
snow days, which kind of stinks be-
cause naow we have almost five days 
that were originally off as make-up 
days. Naturally, no one is very hap-
py about this, but sometimes you 
just have to suck it up, drag your be-
hind to the bus stop at six thirty ev-
ery morning and deal with it.
 At least I will get an early start. 
And we don’t have to worry about 
taking all of June for make-up days. 
(Of course, that may be a bit of an 
exaggeration…)
 In other news, has anyone seen 
those snow piles that the tractors put 
together? They are so huge, and still 
frozen even with all the sun! There 
are a bunch of piles in the road be-
hind our house, and I have had fun 
climbing on them with my sisters!
 Since it is April, I am now look-
ing forward to rainy days - my favor-
ite type of days! The rain makes ev-
erything look fresh and smell really 
nice. Of course, thunderstorms are 
even better, but I get the feeling that 
those won’t come until summer, be-
cause it’s not hot enough yet (could 
have fooled me with the beautiful 
weather we’ve been having!). And 
since it’s been so warm and sunny, I 
have had a chance to go riding with 
my dad on his motorcycle! That has 
been loads of fun; we’ve gone to Get-
tysburg to ride around the town and 
outside the battle fields. 
 And finally, since it is getting warm-
er, that means beach time is coming 
up! Who knows, next month we have 
spring vacation, maybe I’ll be able to 
write from the beach!

To read past editions of Kat’s column 
visit the Authors’ section of Emmits-
burg.net.

A teen’s view

Danielle Ryan

I thought that for this month’s arti-
cle I would share a story of an ex-

perience that I had many years ago 
when I was a very foolish child.  This 
may jog some of your own memo-
ries of silly things you did when you 
were younger.
 One memory that really stands 
out is the last day of school when I 
finished the third grade.
 I remember this day very clear-
ly.  It was the day that we got out of 
school, my last day of third grade.  
When I was younger, my whole 
family (aunts, uncles, cousins, and 
grandparents) all got together for a 
picnic on the last day of school.  I 
was very excited because this meant 
that I was going to hang out with 
my cousins.  
 Being the kids that we were, my 
cousins Alex, Chris, and I decided 
to go out to the backyard and play 
around.  We went over the swing 
set and fooled around, pushing and 
shoving each other, the normal kid 
stuff, until we got bored of the silly 
little game we were playing.  
 Then someone (I don’t remember 
who) had the brilliant idea to go over 
to the neighboring yard, which was 
Chris’s house, and use his swing set, 
which just happened to have a slid-
ing board that was obviously way 
more fun than the boring swings.  
With much exploring, we found out 
that sliding boards are very versatile.  
Not only can you slide down them, 
but you can also run up them and 
even jump off the sides.
 The three of us decided that it 
would be a great idea to make a 
game out of running up the sliding 
board and then jumping off the side 
while attempting to do tricks.  We 
planned that each time you jump 
off the slide you have to do one spin, 
then two, then three, and so on.  Of 
course, I, being the youngest of the 
three, had a disadvantage in that I 
was not as experienced at jumping 
off the sliding board.  In fact, I was 
used to sliding down them.
 Each of us was able to jump and 
spin one time and even two times.  
 When it came to jumping off the 
slide and spinning three times, both 
of my older cousins were successful.  
I, however, was not.  I successfully 
made it up the slide and spun two 
times but I clearly didn’t jump high 
enough.  This negligence resulted 

in not having enough time to spin 
three whole turns in the air. 
 Try as I might, I could not spin 
three times, but instead fell to the 
ground beneath me.  As much as 
I wish I could say I landed on the 
ground gracefully, I didn’t.  Oh no.  
In fact, I landed in the most ungrace-
ful way a kid could possibly land; I 
landed right on top of my left arm.  
All of my weight landed on my arm 
alone (you see where this is going). 
I heard the infamous snap, crackle, 
pop of my arm beneath me.
 As I stood up I honestly didn’t 
feel anything until I looked down 
at my poor crippled arm.  What I 
saw in front of me made me scream 
bloody murder.  My arm was con-
torted into a sort of S shape as the 
bones beneath my skin had broken 
out of place and almost did a flip 
flop with each other.
 Obviously, I ran screaming to my 
mom, who, by the way, didn’t even 
believe me when I screamed that 
my arm was broken. When I held 
out my arm she looked at me with a 
shocked, horrified face and immedi-
ately yelled for my aunt as she guid-
ed me to the car.  
 From this point of horror, I re-
member a very long car ride, a hys-
terical fear and recognition of the 
fact that I would have to get a shot, 
(in fact I got two!  One was an IV), 
and a very long wait in the hospital.
 Coming out of the anesthesia, I re-
alized that I had made a very stupid 
mistake, because, remember, this was 
the day I had gotten out of school for 
the summer break.  For several days 
afterwards, I had to stay inside with 
my arm iced and propped on many 
levels of pillows.  I now knew that I 
had to spend an entire summer in a 
very hot and itchy cast and that my 
whole summer could be a drag.
 Who would have thought that one 
stupid mistake would lead to an en-
tire summer spent in a cast?  To this 
day my family still talks about the day 
I broke my arm and how I yelled “I 
broke my arm! I broke my arm!” 

To read other articles by Danielle visit 
the Authors’ section of Emmitsburg.net

A teen’s view
‘

A blast into 
the past
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Christine Maccabee

“He taught me how to whistle 
 and he taught me how to love;
 and now he’s giving guidance to  
 me from somewhere up above.
He loved all living creatures
 on the Earth he held so dear
 and he did his part to help out
 while he resided here.
My father’s dreams live on in me,
 My father’s dreams live on 
 in me…”

These are the first words, along 
with a melody, that came to 

me shortly after my father’s death 
in 1996. I had awakened at 3 am, 
grabbed a pencil, sketched out a 
staff line on a blank piece of pa-
per, and wrote the words and mu-
sic as quickly as I could, for they 
were coming fast! For some reason 
I did not sit down to the piano to 
develop the song until 6 months 
later when I came up with a sec-
ond verse at which point the cre-
ative juices really began to flow!

“But now I’m growing older
 ‘though my children are still  
     small.
  They see me as I garden 
 and they hear me when I call.
In time they too may listen  
 To the bittersweet refrain
 Of dreams their mother 
    once lived for
 And then they too will sing…
‘My mother’s dreams live on in me,
 My mother’s dreams live on 
    in me’…”

Within a few hours the entire 
poem was arranged for piano and 
voice and one year later was put 
on a CD with many other origi-
nal songs I had created over a 30 
year period.  I call it my “church 
recording” as it was performed 
before a live audience at Apple’s 
Church in Thurmont where I was 
organist for a few years. Most of 
the songs are intimate expressions 

My Father’s Dreams                                                  
of my love of nature, no surprise 
considering my up-bringing! 
 My father loved nature, as did 
my mother. Their dream was to 
buy 5 acres on which they would 
build their dream house and live 

as intimately with nature as possi-
ble. As it is, two five acre lots were 
bought but never moved to. Old 
age and illness has a funny way of 
modifying our youthful ideals.
 As they both loved to hike, my 
parents joined the Maryland Hik-
ing Club out of Baltimore. Dad 
helped repair trails and even craft-
ed a wooden sign for the Appa-
lachian Trail before cancer in-
terfered with his plans to hike 
another good ten years. Even 
though he tended to get depressed 
and fretted about things that were 
not quite right, many of his hopes 
and dreams were fulfilled. Indeed, 

he was a passionate man and ded-
icated to everything he did. 
 My father also had a deep feeling 
of love and responsibility for this pre-
cious Earth we live on, and so every-
day on his long walks through woods 

and areas yet to be developed he 
would pick up trash. Some days he 
would come back with a heavy black 
trash bag thrown over his shoulder, 
a perverted version of Santa Claus 
picking up after all the celebrations 
were over. 
 Religious about picking up 
trash, Dad often expressed his dis-
appointment with people who 
were so irreverent. We would all 
listen to his complaints, and we 
loved him for his caring heart but 
I do not think we truly under-
stood the depth of his concern for 
the purity and beauty of this Earth 
we humans are usurping. I under-

stood, felt his sorrow, and thus 
was affected. All children are.
 Today I am living out my fa-
ther’s dream on my 11+ acres here 
in the Catoctin Mountains. Soon 
I will inherit one of the five acres 
of trees and rock he bought years 
ago and I will make sure it is pre-
served forever. The huge oak tree 
in the middle of those five acres 

will grow to be ancient, and my 
own land will continue to be hab-
itat for wildlife, be it bird, bee, 
butterfly, plant or human. All of 
us will thrive together, will be-
come an ecologically sustaining 
unit, a Mecca of sorts, a little Gar-
den of Eden perhaps, but definite-
ly a continuation of my father’s 
dreams and the dreams of the 
Earth.
 For all of this I am deeply in-
debted to my father. Sometimes I 
consult with him. I peek beyond 
that thin veil between our spir-
its and I ask “Well, how am I do-
ing Dad?” Usually the answer is 

“You could do better, but don’t 
quit even though it is hard…
things will improve.” He is and 
always was my spiritual mentor, 
even though I did not realize that 
until more recently. I wish I had 
listened to him sooner. 
 As much as I believe in the af-
terlife, I also believe that previ-
ous generations live on in their 
progeny, for better and for worse. 
I just happen to be one of the 
lucky ones who had a blessed 
childhood with no abuse or ne-
glect.  I was permitted to raise 
turtles in my backyard, and I was 
instilled with a tremendous love 
of singing. 
 At social family gatherings Dad 
would strum his guitar and sing 
with gusto German folksongs he 
was learning,  many of which 
were humorous. Sung in Ger-
man, the only one who got the 
humor was Dad! I felt his frustra-
tion as he struggled with taking 
the spotlight as he was a humble 
man and did not wish to impose 
himself or his songs on others. 
People would politely listen or 
talk while he sang, perhaps only 
vaguely understanding his need 
to perform.. Then they would go 
on with other more important 
things.
  I listened, and I was instilled 
with his passion and humor as 
well as his drive to perform, not 
to mention his serious, fretting 
nature. I am, after all, my father’s 
daughter. He was also a writer…
 So today I sit here writing 
about my father’s dreams and my 
own dreams. I feel the dream of 
the Earth as my father felt it, but 
I am still very much alive in or-
der to continue it. My heritage is 
more precious than gold, and my 
ability to pass this treasure on to 
my children is paramount in my 
life.  
  So thanks Dad for being my 
teacher and beloved father. You 
are always with me.

To read other articles by Christine 
Maccabee visit the Authors’ section 
of Emmitburg.net.



30  |  EMMITSBURG NEWS-JOURNAL  |  APRIL 2010

COLD WAR WARRIORS

Michael Hillman 

My love of mechanics start-
ed early. Tinker Toys quick-

ly gave way to Erector Sets, which 
were followed by lawn mower en-
gines and, eventually, cars. My 
love of mechanics and technolo-
gy prompted me to pursue an en-
gineering degree and my first five 
years after college were spent serv-
ing as an Engineering Officer on-
board nuclear submarines.
 I can still clearly remember 
standing in the bottom of a dry 
dock the night before the USS 
Kamamamaha, a nuclear powered 
ballistic missile submarine, was to 
be re-floated after a two-year over-
haul. Responsible for the opera-
tion of her nuclear power plant, I 
had learned an immense amount 
of practical and theoretical engi-
neering during those two, long 
years. 
 Unlike most of the officers 
I shared the wardroom with, I 
joined the Navy with no seafaring 
background. While they struggled 
with the complexes of running 
the submarine’s reactor, I found it 
child’s play. So much so, that for 
fun, at night, I would lie in my 
rack and mentally run through 
the mind boggling mathematical 
equations that described the oper-
ation of the reactor.
 Unfortunately, my keen under-
standing of the workings of the 
submarine didn’t extend beyond 
her propulsion system. How one 
actually maneuvered a submarine 
was a complete mystery to me. 
Being a junior officer, most of my 
time was spent running the reac-
tor. By the time I was ready to ro-
tate to the ‘front’, the sub was in a 
shipyard, undergoing a three-year 
overhaul. By the time the over-
haul was scheduled to be complet-
ed, my tour would be over, and I 
would once again be a civilian. So 
my lack of ‘seafaring skills’ didn’t 

matter. Or so I thought.
 It was late summer, and I had 
only six months left on my hitch, 
when I was handed emergency 
orders to report to a fast attack 
submarine headed out for a five-
month deployment to play cat and 
mouse with Soviet submarines. 
 While at sea, the crew stood a 
one and three watch rotation.  Six 
hours on watch, six hours train-
ing and drilling, and six hours of 
rest - theoretically that is.  If your 
rest cycle happened to fall from 6 
pm to midnight one was expect-
ed to join the Captain and the rest 
of the officers in the wardroom in 
Soviet ship identification.  
 As stealth was a U.S. subma-
rine’s principle advantage over the 
Soviet navy, being able to quick-
ly pop the scope above the water, 
grab a glimpse of a Soviet warship 
and then dip the scope back below 
the water was a necessity.  Whoev-
er was on the scope had only sec-
onds to identify any ships in the 
vicinity.  So daily Soviet ship iden-
tification drilling was a must.  
 Having ignored that part of my 
training in the shipyard, I dreaded 
those evening drills.  Fortunately, 
thing soon got hot an heavy with 
the Soviets and the Captain pulled 
one of the three engineering offi-
cers ‘forward’ to help out, which 
left me standing 18 hours on and 
six off.  Needless to say, I got ex-
cused from any further ship iden-
tification drills and spent the ma-
jority of the run playing with my 
reactor.   I was quite happy. 
 But all that ended when we got 
ready to head home. 
 Being a fully ‘qualified’ subma-
riner, which implied I knew how 
to drive a sub, my new Captain in-
serted me into the ‘Officer of the 
Deck’ watch rotation.  My sweat 
pumps went into overdrive.
 As luck would have it, on my 
first watch I was tasked with driv-
ing the billion-dollar sub out of 

England’s narrow, crowded Ports-
mouth harbor. Desperate to brush 
up on what seafaring skills I had 
managed to pick up in spite of 
myself, the evening before we left 
Port, I took the Navigator out to a 
local pub and picked his mind on 
nautical ‘Rules of the Road’.
 “Ok Mike, there are only a few 
basic rules you have to under-
stand, everything else is a varia-
tion on a theme. First, when ap-
proaching another ship head on, 
always pass it Port to Port.” Said 
the Navigator.
 “Port to Port.” I repeated. “Got 
that . . . Um . . . um . . . is Port on 
the right or left side of the ship?”
 The Navigator stared at me in 
disbelief. “You don’t know what 
side of a ship is Port?”
 “Well yes ... I think.   It’s it on 
my right as I walk aft, and on my 
left as I walk forward, right?” I 
asked meekly.
 Reaching for his drink, the 
Navigator took a deep breath. 
This was going to be harder 
then he first thought. “Ok, lets 
try this again. The conning tow-

er has two lights on it. Right?”
 ‘Yes.” I answered proudly. Hav-
ing overseen their re-wiring the 
lights while in the shipyard on my 
other sub, I grabbed a piece of pa-
per. “Do you want me to draw out 
their wiring circuitry?” 
 “No! Just tell me which color is 
the Port light?” Asked the Naviga-
tor.
 “Damn” I thought to myself, 
I never noticed that little detail. 
Thinking that this might be a 
trick question, I gave my answer 
considerable thought. “It all de-
pends, if we’re tied up on the left-
hand side of the ship, its green, if 
we’re tied up on the right-hand 
side, its red,” I finally answered 
proudly.
 Scratching his head in disbelief, 
the Navigator began to ask how 
I had ever managed to get quali-
fied, but caught himself. Knowing 
I had an uncanny ability to logi-
cally follow patterns, he tried an-
other tact.
 “Do you like wine?” He asked.
 “Sure” I replied.
 The Navigator motioned to the 

“Captain . . . I haven’t a clue”

bartender, and a few minutes later, 
we were sharing a bottle of Port.
 “Here an easy way for you to re-
member the colors of the lights.” 
He said. “Port wine is red, as is the 
Port light. Which means the star-
board light is green . . . “ and so it 
went as the Navigator slowly, and 
methodically walked me through 
rules of passing another ship head-
ed in the opposite direction
 Once the Navigator felt confi-
dant I had this aspect of ‘ship driv-
ing’ down, he turned his attention 
to explaining the rules governing 
ships crossing paths.
 “OK, lets say you’re driving in a 
car up to an intersection, and an-
other car is approaching from the 
right. If it’s drawing left, which of 
you will get through the intersec-
tion first?” He asked.
 “The one without the stop sign 
of course!” I answered incredu-
lously. “God what a stupid ques-
tion,” I thought.
 “No! No! If they are on your 
right, and pointed in your direc-
tion, and moving from right to 
left, that mean they will pass in 

The author (far right) and fellow junior officers await the serving of 
Christmas dinner while submerged deep under the polar ice cap in 1979.
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front of you. But if they are mov-
ing from left to right, you’ll pass 
in front of them! Get it!” He said, 
barely able to control the awe in 
his voice.
 Up until then I had never no-
ticed the blood vessels in the Nav-
igator’s neck, but for some rea-
son, at that instant, they seemed 
to be throbbing. As I struggled to 
understand the logic in his state-
ment, I found myself yearning for 
the simplicity of the mathematical 
equations behind a nuclear chain 
reaction.
 “Ok, so if the other guy is on my 
right, and ‘drawing’ to my right, I 
can pass him right?” I asked.
 “It depends,” the Navigator 
said, “if he’s pointed toward you, 
his Port side will be facing you, 
and you have to yield to him.”
 “Why?” I asked dumbfounded
 “Because his red light is facing 
you! Remember Port wine is red! 
So the red light is on the Port! And 
the red light means stop! Remem-
ber!!!? Remember!!!?”
 The Navigator starred deeply 
into his empty glass, and ordered 
another bottle of Port. I mean-
while, calculated how many days 
I had left in the navy...
 Surprisingly, by the end of the 
evening, I was actually begun to 
get a handle on the ‘Rules of the 
Road’ thing, the prime word here 
being ‘beginning’.
 “ . . . well it you turn right,” re-
plied the Navigator, to my answer 
to the last scenario he had giv-
en me, “you’ll miss the tanker, but 
you’ll ground the sub. . . but . . . 
on the bright side, you will not kill 
anyone . . . I think we should call it 
quits while your ahead . . ..” 
 We downed the last of our 
drinks and headed back to the 
sub just as the first rays of the sun 
broke over the horizon.
 Throughout the day, our de-
parture time continued to be de-
layed for one reason or another, 
which suited me fine, as it gave 
me more time to prepare. But 
as morning became afternoon, 
and afternoon evening, my re-
lief soon turned to fear. By the 
time we finally did get the word 
to shove off, the sun was set-
ting, and with it, any hopes that 
I might escape humiliation.
 I nimbly maneuvered the sub 
out into the channel and joined 
a long line of ships following 
the well-marked channel toward 
the open sea. Everything went 
smoothly at first, for all I had to 
do was keep a safe distance from 
the ship in front of me, and turn 
where they had turned. But once 
clear of the channel, everyone 
went there own way. 
 It was as chaotic a scene as one 
sees during a super “blue light spe-
cial” at K-Mart. And, as if to add 
insult to injury, twilight came to 
an end and the horizon went coal 
black, with the exception of hun-
dreds of red and green lights going 
in every direction imaginable.
 To help keep track of ships 
one encounters while at sea, a 
letter number designation is 
give to them. If sighted visual-
ly, they are given a number like 

‘Victor 23’. ‘Victor’ of course 
stands for ‘V’ for visual. If 
first noticed by radar, they are 
called ‘Romeo’. And ‘Sierra,’ if 
first spotted by sonar.
 “Bridge to Conn: We have a 
new radar contact bearing 230, 
drawing right, range 5 miles. Des-
ignate this contact Romeo 14.” 
Cracked the microphone.
 “Conn, Bridge aye.” I replied. 
My mind raced. “Lets see, I’m 
headed due south . . . that means 
my course is 180 . . . if Romeo 14 
is at 230 . . . that would be over 
there . . .” pointing my arm off 
to my right, “and if he’s drawing 
right, that means… what?” 
 Remembering what the Navi-
gator had told me, I grabbed the 
binoculars and peered into the 
dankness and quickly made out a 
green light low on the horizon, in 
the direction of Romeo 14.
 I spotted a green light, which 
meant that Romeo 14’s bow was 
pointed away from me and I was 
going to pass behind him. I let out 
a sigh of relief.
 I had no sooner reported the 
presence of Romeo 14 to the Cap-
tain, and my conclusion that no 
course change was necessary, when 
the MC once again broke silence.
 “Bridge to Conn, we have mul-
tiple radar contacts. Romeo 15 
bearing 260 . . . Romeo 16 bear-
ing 118 . . . Romeo 23 bearing 
345 . . . We also have two new 
sonar contacts: Sierra 23 bearing 
085, distance 1 mile, believe this 
to also be Romeo 19 . . .” 
 And on it went for five min-
utes.
 My luck had run out. We had 
driven straight into the heart of 
the local fishing fleet and were sur-
rounded with fishing boats of all 
shapes and sizes.
 Reports of new contacts came 
in fast and furious. Had I had ac-
cess to a supercomputer, I might 
have had a chance to keep up, but 
my mind had gone blank after Ro-
meo 15. Had I more experience, I 
could have tried to ‘fly’ by the seat 
of my pants. But I was clueless as 
to what to do. Of course, given 
that I was in the worst of predica-
ments, what a better time for the 

Captain to call and ask how every-
thing was going.
 “Mr. Hillman, way haven’t you 
reported Romeo 16 to me yet?” 
Asked the Captain.
 “Ah . . . Captain, I’m still trying 
to figure out where he’s going.” I 
replied.
 “Well what about Romeo 21?!” 
Crackled his voice of the MC.
 “Romeo who?” I relied.
 “Romeo 21, he’s off your Port 
bow.” Replied the voice, slowly 
rising in pitch.
 By now I was so flustered, I had 
to lean over the side of the con-
ning tower to find out what color 
light was on the Port side. As I did 
so, I noticed the lookouts tighten-
ing the belts on their life preserv-
ers. “Um, Captain, I think he’s 
drawing to the right.” I replied.
 “You think!?” Shouted the Cap-
tain, whose voice clearly could be 
heard echoing from the bridge 
two decks below. “You think!? . 
. . What direction is Romeo 24 
drawing?! . . .”
 And so it went for five minutes. 
The Captain asked questions on 
Romeo this or Victor that, and I 
answered all with “I think . . .,” 
All but the last.
 “Mr. Hillman!!! Where is Ro-
meo 12?!!!”
 “Captain,” I replied, “I haven’t a 
clue...”
 Unbeknownst to me, the ex-
change between the Captain and 
me was taking place over the sub’s 
general announcing system, much 
to the amusement of everyone on 
board. And everyone knew what 
was coming next. The Captain as-
cended the conning tower, and af-
ter letting me know in no uncertain 
terms what he thought of my seafar-
ing skills, disqualified me as an Offi-
cer of the Deck, and banished me to 
the engine compartment for the rest 
of our trip back to the States.  
 But that’s was akin to punish-
ing a chef by making him stay in 
the kitchen.  I was only too hap-
py to spend the cruse back across 
the Atlantic playing with my re-
actor. 
 After leaving the navy, I pursued 
my passion for riding horses and 
had pretty much forgotten the in-

cident until one day, while walking 
a show jumping course, my coach, 
in explaining how to jump a line of 
fences, said: “As you approach the 
first fence, continue to turn until 
the centers of the all fences line up, 
as if you were lining up a ship using 
range markers in a channel.”
 Suddenly, everything the Naviga-
tor had tried to teach me that night, 
made sense. As I entered the warm-
up area, overflowing with horses go-
ing in every direction imaginable, I 
found myself back in the sub’s con-

USS Tinosia - A Permit class nuclear fast attack submarine on her way out to sea to face her Soviet opponents.

ning tower in the middle of that 
fishing fleet, albeit this time, I could 
see where each vessel was going and 
what course I had to steer to ma-
neuver safely.
 had come twenty years too late! 
But not everything I learned in the 
military took that long to be applied 
in my civil life. But I’ll save those 
lessons for a future story.

To read other articles by Michael 
Hillman, visit the Authors’ section 
of Emmitsburg.net.
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THE ZOOKEEPER

Layla Watkins

The month of January was 
devoted to remodeling our 

mudroom. February was com-
pletely consumed by the snow. 
When March arrived, I re-
turned to the mudroom. This 
time however, I was going to 
have some fun with it - It was 
time to decorate.

The Cottonwood
Cottonwood Farm is the 
name of our little farmette. It 
is named after the huge cot-
tonwood tree at my family’s 
summer cottage in Minneso-
ta - “The Lake,” we all call it. 
The cottage is nothing fancy 
but it has been in my family, 
passed down through the gen-
erations, since 1908. Growing 
up, I spent every summer there 
swimming, water skiing, fish-
ing, and climbing “The Cotton-
wood.” The Cottonwood was al-
ways my “happy place,” and so 
when Wayne and I bought our 
farm, we named it Cottonwood 
Farm in hopes that it would be 
a “happy place” for future gen-
erations as well. 
 It seemed only fitting then, 
that I find a picture of The Cot-
tonwood to hang in the new en-
tryway to Cottonwood Farm. 
As I looked through pictures 
though, I found more than just 
pictures of a cool old tree - I 
found history and a fresh appre-
ciation for my family, my ances-
tors, my roots.
 I had pictures of me sitting in 
The Cottonwood, Kara floating 
in a baby boat under it (it sits 
right on the shoreline so over 
the years, the water has erod-
ed the beachfront and The Cot-
tonwood now hangs horizon-
tally over the water), pictures 
at sunset, in the winter, dur-
ing storms, and so on. What 
stirred me though, were the old 
pictures - the faded black and 
white snapshots of the genera-
tions before me that loved The 
Lake and The Cottonwood as 
much as I do.
 The Cottonwood was a back-
drop for as many pictures then 
as it is now. The only difference 
is that in the old pictures, The 
Cottonwood is much small-
er and it’s vertical. One of my 
favorite pictures has three gen-
erations from my grandmoth-
er (as a 6-7 year old girl) to my 
great-great-grandparents. There 
are others of my great-grand-
mother (“Ba”) playing badmin-
ton, my grandmother and my 
great-uncle paddling the canoe 
(the same canoe I learned how 
to paddle in), my mom and my 
aunt running down the path to 
the lake - Proof that all the gen-
erations before me loved and 
enjoyed the same things I do.

The Family Album
I have hundreds - no, thousands 

- of pictures of me, Wayne, the 
kids, the animals, etc. neatly or-
ganized into a dozen or so pho-
to albums. These other pictures, 
though, did not come from my 
photo albums. They came from 
an album that my grandmoth-
er spent the better part of two 
years putting together - a family 
history album.
 It contains a written and pho-
tographic history of our fam-
ily ancestry, going back as far 

as 1030 to Robert, 5th Duke 
of Normandy, through Hen-
ry I, King of England, all the 
way through to 1667 when my 
great-great-great-great-great-
great-great-great-great-grand-
father, William Terrell came to 
the colonies and settled in Ha-
nover County, VA. 
 When my grandmother first 
presented me with the album, 
I thanked her for it, perused 
through the pictures, read the 

Roots

biographies of the relatives I 
knew or knew of, glanced at a 
few interesting notes, and put it 
away. A few times over the years 
I’d pulled it out for one reason 
or another, but had never spent 
any time really looking through 
it in its entirety. 
 It wasn’t that I didn’t appreci-
ate it, I just didn’t appreciate it. 
I appreciated the fact that she 
had worked so hard to create 
this album for me, but I didn’t 

appreciate its value. How cool is 
it to be able to trace your fami-
ly, or at least part of it, back al-
most 1000 years! 
 Maybe the reason it didn’t 
seem like such big deal to me 
initially was because I hadn’t 
yet started a family of my own 
when she gave it to me. Or may-
be I was just too focused on the 
here and now to be concerned 
about what my ancestors did all 
those years ago. Or maybe I just 
didn’t “get it.”
 When I pulled it out look-
ing for pictures of The Cotton-
wood, I didn’t expect to keep 
it out. But as I look through it 
now, I have a whole new appre-
ciation for it. In fact, I made a 
point to call my grandmother, 
share my newfound awe with 
her and thank her, this time 
profusely, for creating this al-
bum for me. 
 Maybe you have to create 
your own family to truly appre-
ciate the roots of the family tree 
you come from. Or maybe it’s 
that subtle realization that the 
generations before you are re-
ally not all that different from 
you today. Or maybe this time, 
I just “get it.” Whatever the ex-
planation…

Thank you, Gamma.

To read other articles by Layla 
Watkins visit the Authors’ section 
of Emmitsburg.net.
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Christine Little
Adams County Arts Council

Take a look at Dorothea Bar-
rick’s work, and her obvious 

love of nature stands out. And 
that’s no accident, she says. “My 
first interest growing up was be-
ing in nature. I was raised on a 
large farm in Frederick County 
that had been in my family for 
generations, and that’s where I’m 
coming from in my work - the 
colors and textures of the mead-
ows and woods, and the natural, 
organic shapes.”
 Barrick also knew early on that 
she loved to draw. “I was natu-
rally drawn to make shapes, to 
have that pencil or crayon on the 
paper to make shapes or form,” 
she says. Still, she got a late start 
with her formal art training. “It 
wasn’t until I went to college 
that I took my first real paint-
ing class,” she says. “That’s when 
my professor suggested I go to 
art school.” Barrick eventual-
ly earned a bachelor’s degree in 
painting from Maryland Insti-

ARTISTS OF THE MONTH

Dorothea Barrick
tute College of Art in Baltimore, 
and stayed on to earn an MFA 
degree there. 
 Working outside has always 
been central to Barrick’s work. 
“You get the feeling of the light 
and the atmosphere,” she says. “I 
like to paint at different orchards 
in Maryland and Pennsylvania, 
especially when the weather’s re-
ally nice and the orchards are in 
bloom.”
 She also relishes the challenge 
presented by a blank canvas. 
“Every time you set up to paint, 
it’s a new creative endeavor,” she 
says. “Every painting is a chal-
lenge, and every place is a new 
experience. It’s a challenge to ac-
tually start the painting, to get 
the colors in your mind. Then 
there’s the texture and the thick-
ness of the paint, and comparing 
the sensitive line with the thick-
ness of the paint and the palette. 
Like math and music, there are 
many variables.
 “It takes a sensitivity to the 
subject, and a sensitivity to the 
way the painting creates itself,” 

she adds. “Be-
cause once you 
get started, the 
painting more or 
less creates itself, 
and you want to 
go with that flow. 
I’m always learn-
ing when I paint, 
and I’m always 
enjoying the mo-
ment. The years 
of experience 
come into play.”
 Barrick, who 
founded the 
art department 
at Mount St. 
Mary’s Universi-
ty in 1973, still 
shows widely. 
She recently had 
a piece accept-
ed into the per-
manent collection at the Uni-
versity of Maryland’s University 
College Arts-Program. Barrick 
will be a participating plein air 
artist at the Gettysburg Festival 
of the Arts beginning June 18.  

A sought-after art teacher in the 
area, Barrick will teach “Acryl-
ic Painting with a Southwest 
Theme” for the Adams County 
Arts Council’s Imagination Sta-
tion in Gettysburg this July. 

For more information about Doro-
thea Barrick’s classes at the Adams 
County Arts Council’s Imagination 
Station, call (717) 334-5006, or 
visit www.adamsarts.org for more 
information. 

Angela Craig
Arts Major - MSM Class of 2011 

We often find that the peo-
ple with the most interest-

ing lives are least likely to want 
to talk about their stories.  Such 
is the case with Elizabeth Pron-
gas.  Upon my arrival, she greets 
me warmly and offers tea, but 
also tells me that she was a little 
bit reluctant to agree to this, since 
she didn’t know exactly what she 
should talk about.  
 She has been, and still is, an 
artist, teacher, activist, mother, 
grandmother, great-grandmoth-
er and wife, and completes each 
of these titles with enormous love 
and passion; I reassure her that 
I don’t think that we will have a 
shortage of conversation.  
 Prongas was born in the United 
States and, after losing her father 
at five, moved to England with her 
mother and sister.  There, she knew 
lifestyles from one end of the spec-
trum to the other - a grand coun-
tryside estate (where her uncle was 
a butler) was her playground until 
she was twelve.  She later survived 
the Blitz in London during World 
War II at sixteen.  She came back 
to America at 20 years old and 
married young.  
 It would be quite a culture 
shock, since Prongas was used to 
living a thrifty life in England, 
where food was heavily rationed 
due to the war.  In America, she 
notes, food was rationed, but not 
nearly as much as she was used to.  
Here, in Philadelphia, her daugh-
ters Deborah and Rebecca were 
born, and eventually they moved 
to Frederick.    
 As she shows me around, I can 

Elizabeth Prongas

evidently see her love of art.  The 
walls are lined with paintings and 
drawings, and almost half of her 
house is an open studio with piec-
es of artwork - sail-boats, cars, 
flowers - scattered along the walls 
and in corners; some are half-
complete, but still beautiful.  In 
the sunlight by the window, a por-
trait of a lady in pastels is in the 
works.  
 “I love all types of painting, but 
I was trained in traditional paint-
ing, so I love portraiture,” she tells 
me.  “I love people, and getting 
into their psyche, so to speak.”  
 Not only is Prongas trained 
in traditional painting, but she 
has a Master’s Degree in Fine 
Arts and Art Education from the 

Maryland Institute College of 
Art.  She had left grade school 
at the acceptable age of fourteen 
in England, but after she became 
a housewife and her children 
grew up, she finally had the op-
portunity to study what she had 
always held a passion for.  She 
taught at an array of schools in 
Maryland, including Frederick 
Elementary, Thomas Johnson 
High, and Frederick Commu-
nity College, and later gave pri-
vate lessons.  Her students have 
ranged from Kindergarten to 93 
years old.  
 Prongas also shows me many 
of her paintings of flowers and 
tells me of her love of gardening 
and animals, and I begin to see 

this pattern of her ardor for life. 
This passion has manifested it-
self in other ways - she treasures 
the life of animals and is the 
proud owner of a cat she adopt-
ed from the streets and a beauti-
ful 11-month-old cocker spaniel-
border collie mix from a shelter.  
 The most prominent expres-
sion of her zeal, though, is her 
activism in environmental issues.  
She was chair of the New Forest 
Society, an organization which 
focused on planting trees to pro-
tect the watershed.  The Soci-
ety has grown into what is now 
the Catoctin Forest Alliance, for 
which she is on the Board of Di-
rectors.  In addition, she is on 
the committee for the Green 
School program at Mother Seton 
School.  

 When I mention to her lat-
er in my visit that I took an art 
class at Mount St. Mary’s, she 
lights up and asks if I have any 
pictures of my work; she very 
seriously but warmly encour-
ages me to continue in art in 
such a way that makes me ac-
tually want to dig up my set of 
oil paints and really do it.  We 
talk about art for a while, and 
I mention that I was taking an 
art class which has opened my 
eyes to all the unexpected col-
ors around me.  
 She nods knowingly and says, 
“You have to learn to see.  You 
can look, but to see is something 
else.  There are many things we 
can miss in life, even everyday 
life.  We just have to learn to see 
them.”  
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COMPLEMENTARY CORNER—WELL BEING

Chinese medicine and the five elements
The Wood Element,  part 2
Renee Lehman 

In January, I began a series of arti-
cles on the Five Elements, the cy-

clical pattern of expression in nature, 
as observed by the ancient Chinese. 
These Elements or energies are felt 
to be the prime energetic building 
blocks from which everything in the 
material world is composed, and were 
never seen as five “distinct things”. So, 
every living thing and every person is 
a unique embodiment and combina-
tion of these Five Elements. 
 The Five Elements are Water, 
Wood, Fire, Earth, and Metal (see 
the figure below). Together, they 
help us to understand the process 
of dynamic harmony and balance in 
the whole system of energy. There-
fore, when it comes to our health, 
if all Five Elements are in balance 
within us, then we are at a state of 
optimal health/wellness.
 As you read this article on the 
Wood Element, Part 1, keep in mind 
that you are reading only about one 
part of a much bigger picture! 
 To explore the details of the “es-
sence” of the Wood Element, let’s 
first look at the season that the Wood 
Element corresponds to: Spring. By 
examining the season of Spring, you 
will see how the Wood Element ex-
presses itself in nature and in your 
own life. 

Season of Spring
Look outside and see what is hap-
pening during the springtime. What 
words come to your mind? We can 
all recognize that things are grow-
ing, the animals and birds are giving 
“birth”, and there is more “activity” 
in nature.
 Are you spending more time out-
side being active? I bet that many 
of you are cleaning up from winter, 
preparing your gardens, or just going 
for walks outside. Spring is a time of 
beginnings and renewal, flourishing, 
enthusiasm and excitement, increas-
ing light/brightness, and feeling the 
temperature rising. 
 Overall, there is so much more 
activity, action, or movement hap-
pening this season than compared 
to Winter. Isn’t it amazing to see 
how the tulips, daffodils, and oth-
er spring plants grow several inches 
taller in one day? This burst of ac-
tivity out from the stillness of winter 
is unmatched by any other season of 
the year! At the same time that all of 
this “growth” is happening, it is pur-
poseful and organized. Everything 
that is growing has an “inner blue-
print” that it fulfills. 
 Finally, the gifts that Spring gives 
us include flexibility, clarity and vi-
sion, creativity, new possibilities, de-
cision making and planning, and 
hope. Have you started a “To Do 
List” for projects over the next few 
months? Are you assessing things 
that need to be completed by the 
Fall, and creating a flexible plan to 
get them done? Can you feel the en-
ergy of Spring within yourself? 

 Along with being associated with 
the season of Spring, the Wood El-
ement is also defined as having oth-
er associations. For example, some of 
the associations are a Yin and Yang 
Organ (the Liver and Gallbladder, 
respectively), a body tissue (Tendons 
and Ligaments), an external manifes-
tation (Nails), a sound in the voice 
(Shouting), an emotion (Anger), a 
color (Green), a direction (East), a 
climate (Wind), and a taste (Sour).

Organ Correspondences
The organs that correspond with 
the Wood element are the Liver 
and Gallbladder. In Chinese medi-
cine, the Liver and Gallbladder have 
many functions on a body, mind, 
and spirit level. 
 The Liver is considered to be the 
“architect of your life” or the “com-
mander of the armed forces in de-
fense of life”. Just as an architect cre-
ates a blueprint for a home, and a 
commander creates a plan of attack 
based on observing what s/he is up 
against, the Liver is responsible for 
assessing the circumstances within 
and around us, and creating a plan 
on how to flourish in life given these 
circumstances. It also will account 
for unexpected obstacles to your life 
plan and create contingency plans 
so that you can still reach our goals. 
This leads to self-esteem, self confi-
dence and success! 
 On a physical level, the Liver is re-
sponsible for regulating the smooth 
flow of energy in the body. These in-
clude but are not limited to: smooth 
blood flow and hormone release 
within the body, regulating the men-
strual cycle, supple joints and ten-
dons, and flexible muscles. 
 On an emotional and mental level, 
the Liver is responsible for the plan-
ning and organization of our life. It 
is constantly accurately re-evaluat-
ing and reorganizing your plans to 

meet your goals, creating new objec-
tives once goals are met, all the time 
doing this in a way that keeps you 
at ease while achieving these goals. 
To reach your goals we require ratio-
nal, clear thinking; clear perception 
of the future; being able to see the 
“big picture”; and the ability to car-
ry ourselves with hope and benevo-
lence. Finally, if a specific goal that 
you have is unattainable, then hav-
ing the ability to “gracefully yield” 
falls under the realm of the Liver. 
 On a spirit level, the Liver is re-
sponsible for your “inner blue-
print”. To have a sense of purpose, 
to “take up your space”, and to be 
able to grow and develop your spirit 
are things that you can all strive for. 
What a great joy it is to feel fulfilled!
 The Gallbladder has the ability to 
see what is “just and exact” to fulfill 
your plans. So, if the Liver is like the 
architect of your “inner blueprint”, 
then the Gallbladder is the “site fore-
man” who carries out the plan. It has 
the ability to make determinations 
about what is “right” for you (the in-
ner wisdom that comes from your 
Heart), and then make the decisions 
necessary to carry out your life plan.
 On an emotional and mental lev-
el, the Gallbladder is responsible for 
the ability to make good decisions 
based on accurate judgment, to be 
able to see all sides of a situation, 
and the ability to turn resentment 
and anger into effective action. 
 On a spirit level, the Gallbladder 
gives us the courage to follow your 
own unique path in life, self con-
fidence, and the ability to follow 
through on goals while integrating 
the “inner knowing” of your Heart.
 
How does this relate to you?
Think about what shows up for 
you when you answer the follow-
ing questions. See if you are able 
to accept yourself fully while pro-

cessing your answers. Is there any-
thing that you would like to com-
passionately change about yourself 
so that the answer would be differ-
ent in the future? To do this, you 
may need a professional to work 
with you (a physician, nutrition-
ist, acupuncturist, personal train-
er, massage therapist, counselor, 
spiritual director, and other well-
ness professionals).
 

1. How would you describe the 
flexibility of your muscles and/
or thinking? 

2. How do you act toward oth-
ers (ranging from an aggressive 
manner to being a “doormat”)?

3. How easily do you express your 
emotions?

4. How would you describe your 
decision making ability?

5. How good is your eyesight? 
How easily do you see the 
“bigger picture” in situa-
tions?

6. For women, how would you 
describe your menstrual cycle?

7. Have you had any gallstones?

In the next article, I will discuss 

more correspondences/associations 
of the Wood Element. Until then, 
keep observing your movement 
through Spring, and how your Liv-
er and Gallbladder are functioning 
on a body, mind, spirit level. And 
remember: the Wood Element is 
an integral piece of describing the 
ONENESS of the universe (in-
cluding our own body/mind/spir-
it) that is constantly changing and 
transforming!

Renee Lehman is a licensed acu-
puncturist, physical therapist, and 
Reiki Master with over 20 years of 
health care experience. Her office is 
located at 249B York Street in Get-
tysburg, PA. She can be reached at 
717-752-5728.
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PHYSICAL AND FINANCIAL FITNESS  

Fitness
Linda Stultz
Certified Fitness Trainer/
Therapist

Those of you who want to be 
ready for your yard work  this 

summer should start now! Start with 
a walk everyday. Some days walk a 
little further, some days walk a lit-
tle faster, some days walk up a slight 
hill. Are you getting the idea? Change 
your workout each week so your 
body does not get use to the exercise. 
Start slowly and work up to a chal-
lenging pace. Starting now will give 
you time to get your body in shape 
and will give you energy while you 
are preparing for the outside work 
that awaits you.
 The winter tends to slow us down 
and energy decreases without us be-
ing aware, until one day we discover 
that we have become couch potatoes. 
Exercising all year round is so impor-
tant to keep our metabolism and en-
ergy up. Did you ever notice that a 
few pounds sneak on during the win-
ter? Once we start mowing the grass, 
raking the leaves and tending to the 
flower and vegetable gardens those 
added pounds drop off and stay off. 
That’s why finding an exercise for the 
winter is so important. 
 Look for something that you en-
joy. There are so many things that 
will keep us moving and we won’t 
even think of them as exercise. Find 
something that you can do with your 
kids or grandchildren. They will like 
spending time with you and they, 
as well as you, will be exercising at 
the same time. Ask them what they 
would like to do. Children always 
have ideas and you may be surprised 
that you enjoy the activity too. 
 If you can’t think of an activity, 
here are a few ideas: walking, yoga, 

water aerobics, table tennis and exer-
cise DVDs. Check your local senior 
center. Several centers have strength 
training classes a few times a week as 
well as bowling and other activities. 
Whatever you choose to do will get 
you moving and that is your goal. 
Remember, it is always advisable to 
check with your doctor before start-
ing an exercise program, especially if 
you are sedentary and have a low en-
ergy level. 
 For those of you who do exercise 
but didn’t keep up with your program 
the way you would have liked, get 
back into it now. Remember to start 
slower than usual but work your way 
right back up to where you were be-
fore the big snow storms. The winter 
months usually slow us down even if 
we are devoted to our health and ex-
ercise activity. Getting to the gym or 
using those DVDs seem harder when 
it gets dark at 5pm and the nights 
seem so long. We know that the more 
we exercise and move the more ener-
gy we have but somehow the couch 
and TV seem to win more often than 
not. 
 I hope this article will inspire the 
veteran as well as the beginning ex-
erciser. We all need to take care of 
our body and health in a society that 
seems to be heading into an era fac-
ing obesity, diabetes and  heart dis-
ease not only for adults but our chil-
dren too. 
 Starting now will have you ready 
for spring and all the little jobs that 
come with it. Spring also brings the 
warm weather, song birds, sunshine 
and light breezes. This is the time 
to get out there with a friend, family 
member or by yourself and walk ev-
eryday. You will enjoy all the gifts of 
the season even more because of the 
benefits you feel from starting your 
exercise program now. 

Remember, Keep Moving, You’ll Be 
Glad You Did!

Miles Sites
Edward Jones 
 

Spring is here - time to spruce 
up your house, get rid of 

clutter and get things orga-
nized. But this year, go beyond 
your home and yard when you 
do your spring cleaning and look 
for ways to rejuvenate your in-
vestment portfolio.
 Of course, you don’t have to 
take an “out with the old, in 
with the new” approach just for 
the sake of changing things up. 
But to consistently make prog-
ress toward your financial goals, 
you may need to make adjust-
ments in response to changes in 
the financial markets, the econo-
my and your personal situation. 
And springtime is as good a time 
as any to take a fresh look at your 
investment situation. 

So consider these suggestions:
• Dispose of things that aren’t 

working. Whether it’s a burnt-
out computer, a non-vacuum-
ing vacuum cleaner or a tread-
mill that lost its grip back 
when “the Web” was reserved 
for spiders, we all own things 
that are no longer useful. And 
the same may be true of some 
of your investments. If one 
hasn’t performed the way you 
had hoped, and you’ve given 
it adequate time, you may be 
better off by replacing it and 
using the proceeds to purchase 
another investment. 

• Get rid of duplicates. If you 
went through everything in 
your house, you might find 
several items that do the same 
thing. Do you really need two 
toaster ovens? And how many 
radios can you listen to at one 
time? If you looked at your in-
vestment portfolio in this same 
way, you might be surprised to 
find some redundancies. For 
example, do you own several 
stocks issued by similar com-

“Spring cleaning” of 
your investments

panies that make similar prod-
ucts? This might not be a prob-
lem when the stock market is 
booming, but it could be a def-
inite concern if a downturn 
affects the industry to which 
these companies belong. Al-
ways look for ways to diversify 
your holdings. While diversifi-
cation, by itself, can’t guaran-
tee profits or protect against 
loss, it can help you reduce the 
effects of volatility.

 • Put things back in order. Over 
time, and inadvertently, the spac-
es in your home can get “out of 
balance.” Perhaps you have too 
many chairs in one corner, your 
flat-screen television is crowding 
out your family pictures, or your 
new desk takes up too much 
space in your home office. With 
some rearranging, however, you 
can usually get things back in or-
der. And the same need for re-
arrangement may apply to your 

portfolio, which might have be-
come unbalanced with too much 
of one investment and too little 
of another. This situation could 
undermine your financial strat-
egy, especially if the imbalance 
means you are taking on too 
much risk or, conversely, if your 
holdings have become too con-
servative to provide the growth 
you need. So look for ways to re-
store your portfolio to its prop-
er balance - one that reflects your 
risk tolerance, time horizon and 
long-term goals. 

 By giving your portfolio an an-
nual spring cleaning, you can help 
make sure it reflects your current 
needs and is positioned to help 
you make progress toward your 
key financial objectives. And you 
won’t even have to get near the 
dust cloths or furniture polish.  

This article was written for Miles by 
Edward Jones
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To the southwest of Spica is the 
four sided Crow, Corvus. To the 
ancient Greeks, Spica was associ-
ated with Persephone, daughter of 
Ceres, goddess of the harvest. She 
was abducted by her suitor Pluto, 
carried down to Hades (going to 
Hell for a honeymoon!) and when 
Jupiter worked out a compromise 
between the newlyweds and the 
angry mother-in-law, the agree-
ment dictated Persephone come 

Professor Wayne Wooten 

For April 2010, the Moon will 
be last quarter on April 6th.  

The waning crescent moon is 
passing about 5.5 degrees north 
of Jupiter on April 7th in morning 
twilight. The new moon occurs 
on April 14th. A very slender cres-
cent moon passes a degree north 
of Mercury on April 16th, with 
much brighter and easier to see 
Venus to the upper left of both. 
 The next evening, the crescent 
moon lies midway between Ve-
nus and the fine Pleiades star clus-
ter, a fine photo op for any tripod 
mounted digital camera in night-
shot mode.  Earthshine lighting 
the dark upper part of the cres-
cent should be a fine sight in bin-
oculars as well this evening. The 
first quarter moon sits just west of 
Mars overhead on April 21st. The 
waxing gibbous moon passes seven 
degrees south of Saturn in the east 
on April 25. The Full Moon, the 
Egg Moon, falls on April 28th. 
 Venus is low in the west just af-
ter sunset, and on Easter Sunday, 
Mercury sits three degrees north 
of much brighter Venus about an 
hour after sunset. This week will 
be your best chance to catch the 
elusive innermost planet with the 
naked eye in the evening sky in 
2010. 
 By mid April, Venus is much 
higher in west, and Mercury is ret-
rograding between us and the Sun. 
Red Mars is high up in the east-
ern evening sky, but as the earth 
is rapidly leaving it behind, it be-
comes smaller in the telescope and 
fades considerably this month. the 
eastern twilight.   
 Saturn is in the east in Vir-
go, just under Leo’s tail. This is 
the best time to observe the most 
beautiful object in the sky.  When 
viewed with a telescope, the rings 
are open 11 degrees, and Titan 
and several smaller moons fall 

on either side of the most beauti-
ful telescopic sight in the sky. Ju-
piter dominates the morning sky, 
the brightest object well up in the 
southeast, rising about 3 AM.
 Yellow Capella, a giant star the 
same temperature and color as 
our much smaller Sun, dominates 
the northwestern sky. It is part 
of the pentagon on stars making 
up Auriga, the Charioteer (think 
Ben Hur). Several nice binocular 
Messier open clusters are found in 
the winter milky way here. East of 
Auriga, the twins, Castor and Pol-
lux highlight the Gemini. South 
of Gemini, Orion is the most fa-
miliar winter constellation, dom-
inating the southern sky at dusk. 
 The reddish supergiant Betel-
guese marks his eastern shoulder, 
while blue-white supergiant Rigel 
stands opposite on his west knee. 
Just south of the belt, hanging like 
a sword downward, is M-42, the 
Great Nebula of Orion, an out-
standing binocular and telescop-
ic stellar nursery. The bright dia-
mond of four stars that light it up 
are the trapezium cluster, one of 
the finest sights in a telescope. In 
the east are the hunter’s two faith-
ful companions, Canis major and 
minor. 
 Procyon is the bright star in the 
little dog, and rises minutes before 
Sirius, the brightest star in the sky. 
Sirius dominates the SE sky as 
darkness falls. At 8 light years dis-
tance, Sirius is the closest star we 
can easily see with the naked eye 
from West Florida. 
  To the northeast, look for the 
Big Dipper rising, with the top 
two stars of the bowl, the point-
ers, giving you a line to find Po-
laris, the Pole Star. Look for Miz-
ar-Alcor, a nice naked eye double 
star, in the bend of the big dip-
per’s handle. Take the pointers 
at the front of the dipper’s bowl 
south instead to the head of Leo, 
looking much like the profile of 

the famed Sphinx. The bright star 
at the Lion’s heart is Regulus, the 
“regal star”, but brighter still is 
Saturn, just east of Regulus.  
 Now take the curved handle of 
the Big Dipper, and follow the arc 
SE to bright orange Arcturus, the 
brightest star of the spring sky. Re-
cent studies of its motion link it 
to the Sagittarius Dwarf Galaxy, a 
companion of our Milky Way be-
ing tidally disrupted and spilling its 
stars above and below the plane of 
the Milky Way, much like dust fall-
ing away from a decomposing com-
et nucleus. So this brightest star of 
Bootes the Bear Driver is apparently 
a refugee from another galaxy!
  Now spike south to Spica, the 
blue-white gem in Virgo rising in 
the SE. Virgo is home to many 
galaxies, as we look away from the 
obscuring gas and dust in the plane 
of the Milky Way into deep space. 

back to the earth’s surface for six 
months of the year, and Mama 
Ceres was again placated, and the 
crops could grow again. 
 As you see Spica rising in the 
SE, it is time to “plant your peas”, 
and six months from now, when 
Spica again disappears in the sun’s 
glare in the SW, you need to “get 
your corn in the crib”….so was set 
our calendar of planting and har-
vesting in antiquity. 

The night sky of April

Venus transiting the sun
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TECH CORNER

Ayse Jester

Q. How do I change my homep-
age to something other than what 
I have now?

A. Changing your homepage is 
an easy task. Go to the website 
that you would like to be your 
homepage.  Once you are on the 
page that you would like to make 
your homepage follow the direc-
tions below for your browser (if 
you aren’t sure what you have 
then look at the top left of your 
screen and it will indicate what 
program you are using)

Internet Explorer:  
1.  Click on tools (This may be 

located either at the top left 
of your browser or on the 
right hand side at the bottom 
of your toolbars)

2. Click on internet options
3. Click on the general tab at 

the top of the pop-up win-
dow (you may already be on 
this tab when you open inter-
net options)

4. Clic k on “use current page as 
homepage”

5. Click Apply and then OK. 

Firefox:    
1.  Click on tools (located at the 

top left of your browser)
2. Click on  options
3. Click on the general tab at 

the top of the pop-up win-
dow (you may already be on 
this tab when you open in-
ternet options)

4. Click on “use current page as 
homepage”

5.  Click  OK

Now when you open your brows-
er it will open that window auto-
matically.

Q. What is Firefox and do I need it?
 

A. Firefox does exactly what 
Internet Explorer does; it is a 
browser or a program that al-
lows you to access WebPages. 
There are many programs for 
computers that do the same 
thing as other programs. We 
recommend Firefox over Inter-
net Explorer because its faster 
and more secure. Some website 
may require the use of Internet 
Explorer. Even if you don’t use 
it, Internet Explorer should re-
main on your computer. Many 
programs rely on the use of In-
ternet Explorer.

 
Q. My computer does a disk er-
ror check every time I boot it up. 
Why does it do that?
 

A. When Windows detects 
that your hard drive has er-
rors or corruption it will au-
tomatically try to fix these er-
rors by checking the hard drive 
and moving any files from the 
corrupted or un-readable sec-

Computer Q & A
tors on the hard drive to the 
good sectors on the hard drive. 
If your computer only does a 
disk error check once in a blue 
moon your hard drive is prob-
ably okay. If your computer is 
flagging the drive as bad repet-
itively, your hard drive may be 
failing or windows may not be 
able to correct the corruption. 
You may want to see a profes-
sional who can do a more ex-
tensive disk error check. They 
should also be able to tell you 
if the hard drive is failing. Re-
member a hard drive is not a 
permanent storage device. Al-
ways back up any important 
files you do not want to lose. 

Q. What are Adobe Reader, Java 
and Flash? Do I need these pro-
grams?  
 

A. Adobe Reader is a free pop-
ular program that allows users 
to view .pdf files. The reason 
this is so popular is because 
many programs have proprie-
tary extensions that will only 
allow you to view the files if 
you have that program.  
 For example: John creates 
a word document using Micro-
soft Word and sends it to Mary. 
Mary cannot open the docu-
ment because she does not own 
Microsoft Word. To view the 
document she would have to 
purchase the software or open 

it on a computer with that pro-
gram. With the right software 
(or using the free .pdf convert-
er on Adobe’s website) you can 
convert many file types to the 
.pdf format which allows any-
one to open it. 
 Java is a programming 
language that many websites 
use to allow you to play games, 
chat with friends etc. There are 
many applications for JAVA. If 
you do not have JAVA on your 
computer then some WebPag-
es may not display properly and 
you may not be able to play 
some games etc.
 Flash is a multimedia plat-
form that is usually an interac-
tive game or image or an ani-
mation. Many websites use this 
software. If you do not have this 
software installed on your com-
puter you may not be able to 
view some elements of Web-
Pages or play some games etc. 

 To have your questions fea-
tured in the next article please 
send your questions to qna@jest-
erscomputers.com. For more tips 
and suggestions visit our newly 
re-designed website at www.jest-
erscomputers.com.

For excellent customer service and comput-
er repair or to further answer your comput-
er questions call or visit us at Jesters com-
puters Services.  Phone: 717-642-6611. 
Or customerservice@jesterscomputers.com.

A shipwrecked man was barely surviving 
after four months on a deserted island 
when one day on the beach, 
a gorgeous woman rowed 
up to the shore. “I’ve 
been on the other side 
of the island since my 
cruise ship sank,” she 
told him. 

“At least you had a rowboat 
wash up with you,” he said. 

“Oh, I made that out of palm branches and coconut trees.” 
She explained. 

“With no tools?” He asked incredulously. 

“It was a simple matter of heating an unusual type of rock I 
found to a certain temperature in my kiln, then melting that 
into a forgeable iron to make the hardware.” She told him.

“Do you want to come see my treehouse?” 

Well, did he ever! This woman had an amazing fortress, and 
she cooked him a delicious five-course dinner in her hand-
made cookware. 

After dinner, she went to slip into something comfortable. 
She gazed into his eyes and said, “We’ve been lonely. I’m sure 
there’s something you want to do right now, something you’ve 
been longing for all of these months. I think you know what I 
mean.” He couldn’t believe his luck. 

“You mean...” He was almost speechless. “I can check my e-
mail from here?!” 
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LIBRARY NOTES & SENIOR NEWS

Caroline Rock
Librarian Assistant II
Emmitsburg Branch Library
 

Greg Anderson considers him-
self a science geek. If you 

doubt it, he will eagerly present 
the evidence. 
 “I wear glasses. Mythbusters is 
my favorite TV show.  I still watch 
Star Trek in reruns. I read Discov-
er Magazine for fun. Sci-Fi/Fanta-
sy is my favorite section of the li-
brary. I own a lab coat. And most 
of my t-shirts have science and/or 
nature themes.”
 And Greg Anderson is also the 
owner of Cosmic Adventures 
Traveling Planetarium, based right 
here in Frederick County, MD. 
 “I decided I was ready for a 
change in my work life,” An-
derson says. “I had been work-
ing for about 11 years as the first 
mobile educator for the Advanc-
ing Science program at Gettys-
burg College. I had seen porta-
ble planetariums a few times and 
I really thought they had poten-
tial for teaching kids about astron-
omy. It seemed like a great oppor-
tunity to start a business, chart a 
new path, and go into consider-
able debt without having to buy a 
new house.”
 So right away you can see 
that, in addition to his scientif-
ic and educational contributions, 
his co-workers at Advancing Sci-
ence were sorry to say goodbye to 
Greg’s sense of humor.
 Lesa Bird, mobile educator at 
Advancing Science, says of the 
laughter coming from Ander-
son’s office, “I always assumed he 
was laughing at a joke of the day 
or humorous entry forwarded to 
him, but he may well have been 
laughing at a line in the Advanc-

ing Science budget.”
 Anderson promises that those 
who attend his Brief Tour of the 
Universe presentation will hear at 
least one lame joke.
 “And a little exaggeration,” he 
says. “You can’t cover the whole 
universe in forty-five minutes.”
 Anderson is bringing his travel-
ing planetarium, with its 20 foot 
inflatable dome and state-of-the-
art digital projector, to the Em-
mitsburg Library on April 30, 
2010. According to the Cosmic 
Adventures website, the program, 
“A Brief Tour of the Universe”, 
discusses different cultures’ inter-
pretations of the stars, explores the 
moon’s phases, and ventures into 
deep space before returning to 
Earth, all under a 360 degree view 
of the sky.
 “People love it,” says Anderson. 
“There are usually lots of  ‘oohs’ 
and ‘aahs’ from the crowd as we ex-
plore the constellations and zoom 
in on the planets.  Many peo-
ple look at the night time sky in 
a whole new way afterwards, and 

that’s certainly part of the idea.”
 The draw of a traveling plan-
etarium is obvious. With more 
than a month to go before the li-
brary’s scheduled program, every 
opening was filled and a waiting 
list was started.
 “People want to come to things 
that are different from what they 
see every day,” says Derek Gee, 
branch manager of the Emmits-
burg Library. “With a program 
like Cosmic Adventures, they can 
step into the program, not just ob-
serve.”
 Anderson hopes his traveling 
planetarium will spark the interest 
of some budding scientists.
 “I camped with my fami-
ly a lot as a kid,” he says, “and 
I always enjoyed looking at the 
stars. I was amazed at how much 
brighter the sky was out in the 
woods as compared to our sub-
urban back yard. Still, I nev-
er really knew what I was look-
ing at. It was only as an adult 
that I started to realize that all 
those bright lights have names, 

Stars Among the Stacks

and some of them even move 
around. (Those are the planets. 
Or possibly airplanes!) But what 
really increased my interest was 
planetariums - because they let 
you study a representation of the 
sky without having to stay up all 
night or freeze your behind off.”
 The Cosmic Adventures Trav-
eling Planetarium will be set up 
in the gym on the first floor of 
the Emmitsburg Community 
Center, right across the hall from 
the library. The program is free, 

but space is limited, so only those 
who have registered will be per-
mitted to enter. But not to fear! 
If you missed the opportunity to 
register for this presentation, An-
derson is bringing “A Brief Tour 
of the Universe” to the Thur-
mont Regional Library on July 
13, 2010 at 7:00 P.M. Register 
online at fcpl.org or at the Thur-
mont Library. Do it quick! Spac-
es fill up fast.
 Maybe if Pluto would have reg-
istered, he would not have been 
kicked out of the planet club. It 
is an emotional question, and I 
asked Anderson for his opinion on 
the demotion of Pluto from plan-
et to dwarf planet.
 “I’m OK with it,” he says. “There 
may be some questions about the 
politics involved with the demo-
tion, but the reasoning behind the 
decision seems sound to me. Sci-
ence is all about gathering informa-
tion. And sometimes (often, even) 
the new information causes you to 
change your assumptions about ex-
isting information. 
 Look at a science textbook 
from 25 years ago and Pluto’s 
status won’t be the only thing 
that has changed. Besides, I have 
reliable information that a sur-
vey of the Plutonians reveals that 
they don’t care at all what WE 
call their home. THEIR name 
for it translates as ‘Pearl of the 
Universe.’”

SENIOR NEWS
Now that Spring is here, our 9:00 
a.m. Friday morning walkers will 
be setting out again. We hope they 
won’t be interrupted by those fa-
mous April showers. The center and 
other county offices will be closed 
on Friday, April 2. We’ve got a night 
card party scheduled for April 28; 
doors open at 6 p.m. and games be-
gin at 7 p.m. Join us!

Special Programs:   April 7-Speak-
er on diabetic foot care, 11:30 a.m. 
April 16-Speaker on Identity theft.
 
The seniors encourage all eligi-
ble persons (50 years and older) 
to join them for regular program 
activities and special events. Our 
lunch program is open to those 
60 and older. Programs are held in 
the Community Center on South 
Seton Avenue. Call for lunch res-
ervations 24 hours in advance. The 
Senior Center will close whenever 
county offices are closed. To regis-
ter for special events or for infor-

mation, call program coordinator 
Linda Umbel, 301-600-6350.

Regular Activities
Bowling:  Mondays at Taneytown 

bowling center. Carpool; meet 
at center at 12:30 p.m.

Strength Training & Condition-
ing: Tuesday and Thursday, 10 
a.m. Dress comfortably, wear 
athletic shoes. Participants will 
use small weights. Free.

Bingo:  Apr. 7 & 21.
Cards, 500, and Bridge Group: 

Apr.  14 & 28.

Men’s Pool: Wednesdays at 1:00 
p.m.

Pinochle & 13: Thursdays at 
12:30 p.m.

Canasta:  Fridays at 12:30 p.m.

Fairfield Senior News
The Fairfield Senior Center wel-
comes all seniors of the Fairfied, 
PA./Emmitsburg, MD. Area.  The 
center is at the Fairfield Firehall, 
106  Steelman Street, Fairfield.  
Questions about activities?  Call 
Cheryl Kulkusky, the site director, 
at 642-6170.
 
April Special Events
2nd    Closed For Good Friday
8th Moose Lunch Gettysburg  
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UPCOMING EVENTS
Monday Nights:
Elias Lutheran Church’s GriefShare Sup-
port Group.  Open to anyone who is griev-
ing the death of someone close to them.  
For more information  contact Rev Jon 
Greenstone, at 301-447-6239 or via e-mail 
at  eliasluth@peoplepc.com.

April 6-20
The Frederick County Master Gardeners 
Presents Meet Me in the Garden! - A free 
Series of Hands-On Instruction on How 
to Start and Maintain a Vegetable Gar-
den. For more information contact Jenna 
at 301- 600-1595 or Jenna@umd.edu. 

April 8 
The Majestic Theater presents - The Temp-
tations Celebrating the 50th Anniversary of 
Motown Records, the one and only Temp-
tations finally come to Gettysburg for an 
exclusive one-night concert performance!  
For more information call 717-337-8200  
or visit www.gettysburgmajestic.org.

April 9  
The Majestic Theater presents the Gettys-
burg College Jazz Ensemble & Camera-
ta, “Up Jumped Spring” The College Jazz 
Ensemble returned as a performing orga-
nization in 1989 after a five year hiatus. 
All Styles of jazz are studied encompass-
ing swing, Latin, fusion, bop, and Ameri-
can popular standards of the Big Band Era. 
For more information call 717-337-8200  
or visit www.gettysburgmajestic.org.

April 10 
Frederick County 4H Therapeutic Riding 

Program Spring Volunteer Training Day -  
The program is in need of volunteers to as-
sist in their riding classes for students who 
have disabilities. We need barn support for 
grooming and tacking horses and assistance 
in the ring during classes to lead horses and 
side walk riders. No experience is necessary. 
For more information call 301-898-3587.

April 11
Taneytown’s St. Joseph’s Catholic Country 
Style Breakfast Buffet. Sponsored by the 
Knights of Columbus, St. Joseph Taney-
town Council 11631.

April 15 
Mount Lecture - Nesse Godin a survivor of 
the Shauliai, Lithuania Ghetto, the Stutthof 
Concentration Camp, four labor camps and 
a death march will share her memories of the 
Holocaust. 7pm in the Knott Auditorium.

April 16, 17, 18
Mother Seton School Bicentennial Cele-
bration Weekend - Come and join Moth-
er Seton School celebrate our 200th anni-
versary. The general public and alumni are 
welcome to come to celebrate this momen-
tous occasion. RSVP’s are required. Please 
contact 301-447-3161 or visit www.moth-
ersetonschool.org.

April 17 
Toms Creek United Methodist Church - 
Turkey and Oyster Supper.

April 19 
Regular Monthly meeting of the Emmits-
burg Historical Society.  Come hear the 

story behind William Hay’s at the End of 
the Emmitsburg Road.  7 pm in the Em-
mitsburg Library.  For more information 
visit the Historical Society section of Em-
mitsburg.net.

April 21   
Adams County Master Gardener’s Spring 
Bus Trip - Chanticleer Garden, Wayne 
Pa. and Scott Arboretum, Swartmore, 
Pa.  For more information call 717-334-
6271.

April 23, 24, 25
 12th Annual Greyhounds in Gettysburg 
Once again.  The 2009 Greyhounds in 
Gettysburg weekend is dedicated to cele-
brating the adoption of retired racing grey-
hounds.  For a full schedule of festivities 
and locations, please visit emmitsburg.net 
or www.trianglegreyhound.org.

April 24
Spaghetti Dinner Benefit for Greg Hobbs 
-Greg  has been diagnosed with an ag-
gressive type of lymphoma cancer. Spe-
cialists at Johns Hopkins University are 
optimistic in his recovery with continued 
chemotherapy. Greg’s medicine alone 
will cost $800 per month.  Since he is 
unable to work to help pay for the treat-
ment, St. Joseph’s parish is hosting the 
Spaghetti Dinner in the parish hall from 
5 to 8:30 to help him defray the costs of 
his treatments.

April 25 
Music, Gettysburg! presents Boston 
Shawm & Sackbutt Ensemble - The pre-
mier early music group returns to Gettys-

burg, joined by Schola Cantorum. Lu-
theran Theological Seminary Chapel.  
For more information call 717-338-
3000 x2197 or visit www.musicgettys-
burg.org.

May 2
Rocky Ridge Cash Bingo -  Rocky Ridge 
Activity Building.  Jackpot $1000. Jr. 
Jackpot  $500 Admission in advance 
$20 at the door $25.  Admission in-
cludes 24 games.  There will be   King 
Tutt’s, Holder Jars, Winner Take all 
game, 50/50 Raffle.  For tickets or in-
formation call Bonny @ 301-271-3370 
or Nancy @ 301-271-0233.




