An Indictment

The tear fell at the end of a brooding hour-long drive to pick up the kids, and I thought myself a fool for its shedding. Donning happy mask for pending Daddy duty, I dabbed the track, but in the doing recognized the tear’s origin, deep and soulful. It was OK to mourn, because a part of me just died. Or rather, was killed.

Two hours earlier Managing Editor Jan Alderton called me into his office in the measured way he calls everyone into his office for anything he’s got to discuss. Editorial page editor with almost 15 years at the Cumberland, Md. Times-News, I never tried to guess what the topic might be. For the past two years, quite a few such meetings had been tense, Jan caught between a columnist who roamed freely with his pen, and a publisher who would rein me in.

This day, it was the big one – Jan said it was over. My weekly column of the past 18 months was gone, just like that, its modest but devoted audience forsaken.

My response was practiced and polite, for I’d long seen it coming. The column had been 

living on borrowed time for 10 months or more, ever since the ax fell on a year-old Sunday opinion feature known as Faceoff. I was the liberal half of the Red-Blue weekly debate, and my Wednesday column had grown from the positive reception to the Sunday 

pieces. The publisher killed Faceoff out of pique against my conservative partner -- his up-and-coming second in command. If he could cut down a major feature as popular as Faceoff, I was an easier target by far.

“Ron doesn’t like to rock the boat,” Jan said of the man at the helm of the 30,000 daily Times-News. 

Breaking news it was not.

With a thousand words a week that meandered and swayed and sung and spun, then wheeled about and delivered a blow or two, before tossing an ellipsis kiss goodbye, I occasionally stirred things up a bit. And that’s a hangin’ offense at the newspaper published by Ronald J. Monahan.

Mountain Cool

One of the five biggest of nearly 100 dailies owned by Community Newspaper Holdings, Inc., of Birmingham, Ala., the Cumberland Times-News poorly serves residents of Maryland’s two western counties, and surrounding communities in West Virginia and Pennsylvania. 

Nestled among the Alleghenies 184 miles upstream of the Nation’s Capital as measured on the C&O Canal, Cumberland was founded at the outset of the French and Indian War. From there, it was coal, railroads and factories, and the late 20th century decline of all three. If ya still don’t know us, think Abu Ghraib, as what was once Maryland’s second largest “Queen City” is home to the 372nd MP Co. that initially guarded the infamous Baghdad prison. 

Today, Cumberland enjoys genuine renaissance in a lively and growing arts scene. The downtown pedestrian mall bustles with restaurants and live music, while a diversified local economy built partly on heritage tourism slowly rebounds. 

Two-hours from Baltimore/Washington and Pittsburgh, we are a place apart, yet close enough to be a weekend escape for suburbanites. With century-old, oak-floored Victorians starting at around $150,000, many visitors come back to stay.

It is a rooted community, home to generations. Expatriates move away for work, but leave their hearts in the hills of home.

I only wish the Times-News was as cool as the community it serves.

I came here as a reporter in 1993 following a three-year stint at the Frederick, Md. News-Post, under Managing Editor Michael Powell – a name worth noting, to anyone who knew the man. About five years ago, I became editorial page editor. Nine to five, no weekends, no meetings to cover, you still get to write, and you don’t have to deal with advertising for layout – truly the best job at the Times-News. All it lacks is meaning.

Less than Vanilla

I quit writing editorials of merit somewhere around the 10th “real” one the publisher spiked. As I recall, many were about our county sheriff, who regularly busts his budget, brazenly defying county officials who would hold him to account on behalf of the taxpayers. He’s the publisher’s friend, though, so off limits.

A few years ago, in the midst of editorializing on behalf of a campaign by local dentists to introduce fluoride to Cumberland and Frostburg -- where I and my three cavity-prone kids reside -- I often wondered why I was given free reign to pummel the opposition. It was so unlike us. Found out months later, Monahan was tight with the dentist-councilman spearheading the drive in Frostburg.

The importance of such connections was driven home soon thereafter, when one of my editorials advocated eminent domain on an abandoned rail-line over Big Savage Mountain. A local coal magnate/land barren for years refused to sell to the state, imperiling development of The Great Allegheny Passage, a rails-to-trails path stretching 400 miles from Pittsburgh through Cumberland and, via the C&O, to Washington, D.C. Pushed for over a decade by a small group of bicycling enthusiasts, the trail promises to bring thousands of visitors to the county each year and, unlike other tourist ventures, is also readily available to locals. The guy holding it up was overdue for an editorial bodyslam. Jan apparently agreed, as he let the editorial go through untouched.

The morning it ran, I never saw Monahan so out-of-the-blue livid. Turns out he hangs with the man at the country club.

The last editorial Monahan spiked came on the eve of the Iraq war, when I defended the First Amendment rights of a half-dozen brave souls who stood one afternoon at the corner of Baltimore and Mechanic streets waving signs to protest the pending invasion. Recognizing the majority-conservative leanings of the readership, as well as the post 9-11 sensitivity of the times, I did not espouse the protestors’ views in the editorial, only their right to express them. Said it was times just such as these when the First Amendment is most critical. Somehow I ended up in the publisher’s office arguing the merits in person – a rarity – but to no avail. I wonder how many today would stand with those few of ’03.

Less than vanilla. That’s what I now aspire to in dredging content for the sacred spot in the upper left corner of the Times-News editorial page, where the newspaper is tasked to challenge, oppose, rally. But some people don’t even like vanilla. We support the opinion universally shared. Rip tides are bad, grandparents are good, weekend festivals fun.

Several times a month I merely reach into the archives for last year’s version of some topical editorial, modify a couple words in case someone’s watching, then slap it on the page like the space-filling gruel it is. That’s sadly fitting, though. Were the editorial page to display kahones of any sort, it would stand out glaringly from the fluff and filler of the newshole itself.

Sir Cas

Coming to the Times-News after the News-Post, I knew full well what I was getting into, but the local housing market was so friendly, the lateral move-salary-wise translated into a big step up with the brick three-bedroom I call The Hut. Of the daily newspapers serving Western Maryland’s three largest cities -- Frederick, Hagerstown and Cumberland -- the Times-News is by far the weakest for the simple fact that it lacks integrity. 

Every small town paper has its pols of power, its Chamber influences, but strong publishers recognize that their power lies in independence. Long before I arrived, the Times-News had ceded that to one Delegate Casper R. Taylor, who became Speaker of the Maryland House of Delegates just as I came to Cumberland. 

Dubbed the “Golden Boy” by some on the staff who resented an outsider, I was given the Annapolis beat and proceeded to whore myself, gilding the lily on Sir Cas, who ruled Cumberland and Allegany County with an iron fist, while presenting himself to downstate media as a jocular, cerebral solon.

Examples of his influence abound, from the election-year gift of a $600,000 artificial-turf field for the hometown football stadium – a year later the county went begging with a public fundraiser to replace 40-year-old library books -- to the state park he transformed into a money-losing country club. All applauded heartily by the Times-News, whose publisher was heeled through a combination of flattery, intimidation and regular Cas “happy ads” in every tab the Times-News printed.

When the Speaker lost re-election by 70 votes in 2002, it was as if Monahan believed “If you don’t see it in the Times-News, it isn’t so.” We didn’t do a feature story on the winning dark-horse candidate for two months, until right before the legislative session.

Although journalism schools at Maryland and WVU would provide a ripe pool of candidates, reporters at the Times-News are usually hired locally, with little experience and rudimentary background. Jan doesn’t want reporters who dig and probe and prod. Might rock the boat. Rather, the daily exercise at the Times-News, mostly, is just to fill space. From the editorials to the stories.

Only, it’s more sinister than boot-licking, lap-dogging faux journalism. For news in Cumberland is controlled, manipulated, suppressed.

Friends of Ron

Rocky Gap was Cas Taylor’s baby, so we offered nothing but effusive praise when -- despite a decade of state studies that indicated dubious prospects for success -- the Speaker engineered its approval at the final Board of Public Works meeting chaired by his close personal friend, Gov. William Donald Schaefer. So Rocky Gap State Park became state- and county-financed Rocky Gap Lodge & Golf Resort. 

“Rustic elegance,” they declared at the architectural unveiling. And a money pit from the start. Allegany County received annual financial reports because it was a funding partner, and county staff almost begged us to obtain the reports under Freedom of Information, so as to document regular losses and the consequent burden on county government, which was supposed to reap a windfall. We turned a blind eye.

After voters booted the Speaker, one would have thought Rocky Gap was finally fair game. But in a deft stroke, the lodge hired Monahan’s daughter to a management position. Sacred cow reborn.

In August, 2004, David Dishneau of the Associated Press did his usual thorough job with a story reporting that the 217-bed resort had lost $25 million in its first five years of operation. The copy desk put a line in all-caps above the slug for weekend editors: DO NOT USE. Monahan ordered it and Jan silently acquiesced, overtly denying readers knowledge of a major state and local investment.

Then there’s Cumberland City Administrator Jeff Repp, a Friend of Ron who works for the mayor Friend of Ron. Repp was charged with DWI in 1996 while driving a city-owned vehicle on an expired driver’s license. In 2004 he’s busted a second time, in his own vehicle. In the latter case, we reported the facts at a bare minimum, leaving out one detail that would have made it a page-one, possible wire pickup at any self-respecting paper: After being processed at the State Police Barrack, the city administrator was picked up by the Cumberland City Chief of Police. What kind of message does that send to the State Police? To the citizens of Cumberland?

Readers weren’t provided that information, and those questions went unasked, because the publisher places personal loyalty to his many friends over the newspaper’s responsibility to report the news. Again and again and again.

Just last year, the city’s new director of public works, whom Repp had recently hired, got busted for DWI late one night while driving home a city-owned vehicle. I actually got a call thanking us for the detailed story we ran. People appreciated seeing the news reported, and senior city officials held to account. In the aftermath we learned that folks had been at Gaetz’s Restaurant the night of the incident, where they saw Repp, the public works director and a third senior city employee drinking. After the trio got in their cars and left, someone called the State Police to report possible drunk driving. The tip led to the arrest of the public works director.

Jan didn’t dare try to make a follow-up story out of it, but, emboldened by the appreciative response to the first article, he wanted to share the news, as hundreds in the city had heard it through the grapevine. He included a couple paragraphs in an innocuous occasional Sunday column he writes for the editorial page. Monahan excised even that bare mention.

A couple of years ago we got a letter to the editor lodging some complaint against city government that I can’t recall. We allowed Repp to see the letter before it ran, providing City Hall an opportunity to respond in the same edition, beside the letter of complaint. Repp stalled and eventually refused to write a response. I heard later he had boasted that the letter would never run. He was right.

Such kid-glove treatment alienates readers and emboldens the privileged Friends of Ron, who play the publisher like a fiddle to get the desired coverage, or lack thereof. As the Western Maryland Health System prepared to break ground for a new $268 million dollar hospital last year, public relations staff had the audacity to call and ask us not to publish advance notice of a city hearing where the health system would seek a height-variance for the building. We ignored the request, but the fact they even made it spoke volumes.

Heroes’ Tale Untold

Over the past decade, two state prisons and a federal prison have opened in Allegany County, providing upwards of 1,000 “family wage” jobs. On Jan. 5, 2006, a riot broke out at the state’s maximum-security North Branch Correctional Institution outside Cumberland. Five correctional officers were jumped by 17 inmates. Two guards were uninjured, two were treated and released at Memorial Hospital, and the fifth underwent emergency surgery, remaining hospitalized for nearly two weeks.

Again, we reported the story, but it was what didn’t make the paper that is so galling. A day after the riot, I got a phone call from a former prison employee who provided us with the transcript of a debriefing interview with one of the two uninjured guards. Red hot. And chilling. The 600-word, first-person account placed you inside the prison next to the officer and his partner as they desperately fought to save the three other guards. 

Coming down a set of steps, the two were confronted by nine inmates “who began attacking us by throwing chairs, batteries and fans. The inmates were also spraying us with pepper spray, which they obtained from the (other) officers…”

Blasts of pepper spray beat back the nine inmates, and the two officers pushed one guard, dazed from the assault, into a cell for protection. The fourth guard was lying by his desk with blood running down the back of his head, being kicked by two inmates. The two guards grabbed him and retreated to a secure corner, where they realized the fifth guard was missing.

“At which time we observed that the inmates had dragged Officer (redacted) to the back of the wing. The inmates then rushed to the front of the wing slider and inmate Barstad stated, ‘I’m going to xxxx that officer in the ass.’”

Only after more officers arrived was the fifth guard rescued. A few minutes more and it would have been a body recovery.

I made three copies of the report, passing them on to the police reporter and Jan. I thought it should be published verbatim. It needed no embellishing, graphically relating in the guard’s own words the horror those men faced, and revealing something of the terrible potential for violence every correctional officer faces, every day on the job.

The report never ran. We didn’t pull a single sentence from it. The only accounts we provided were from official releases provided by the prison system.

Why? The assistant warden at the prison was Richard Graham, a former State Trooper who had been Cas Taylor’s driver while he was Speaker of the House. And a Friend of Ron.

Later that month, a correctional officer was killed with his own gun while guarding a prisoner at the hospital in Hagerstown. That July, an officer was stabbed to death at a Baltimore prison.

Readers of the Cumberland Times-News, including those 1,000 area correctional officers, their friends and families, never read in the paper how close those officers came to being killed. And those two guards at the top of the stairs are heroes, but their story was never told.

Faceoff

Just outside the newsroom in composing, a dry erase board tallies the latest monthly circulation figure, compared to the previous year. I’ve watched the numbers trickle downward the last three years, from 30,000 to about 28,000, wondering how low it would have to go before an alarm sounded in Birmingham. The Times-News struggles with the same forces buffeting the industry in the age of cable TV and the Internet, further exacerbated by limited population growth in the readership area. But the publisher’s actions only make the decline more precipitous. More than just Journalism 101, Monahan violates Business 101, knowingly harming the very product he is charged with maximizing.

In late-summer 2005, Dave Boden, the publisher’s capable second who had been brought in a couple years before to help right the ship, developed the idea for a three-page Sunday opinion section, to be anchored by a new feature called Faceoff. 

Dave envisioned it as a point-counterpoint, “Jane you ignorant slut” setup between Right and Left. The big question was who would write it. They wanted it kept in-house, but there were no takers in the newsroom for a 700-word weekly column and no extra pay. As we batted it about at an early meeting, I lofted a zinger at President Bush over one of his many transgressions, and that caught Dave’s attention. “You do it!” he said.

“No problem!!” said I, seeing his exclamation point and raising him one. I had much, much to say about Bush & Co. and had waited long to say it.

I hardly knew Dave before Faceoff. He’d pass through Dilbertville, where we lay out the pages, and if he wasn’t bitching about some Pittsburgh team, he was laughing at a joke. I figured he couldn’t be half bad, despite a reputation as a conservative who wasn’t shy about proclaiming the inherent superiority of his every opinion.

Given the absence of interest among the reporters, Dave sounded like the perfect sparring partner. I nominated him at the next meeting, and he lit up. Thus was born Faceoff.

It was a hit right off the bat. The first one ran on Sunday, Sept. 11, 2005 and the question posed was whether we were better off as a result of Bush administration policies. Tee it up.

“Do you feel safer, Dave?” I asked. “In the alternate universe that is your Red State world, where up is down, black is white and President Bush is revered alongside Washington, Lincoln and FDR, I suppose anything is possible. But in the real world the rest of us occupy, we are at greater risk than anytime since the darkest days of the Cold War. And not because of Osama Bin Laden. Because of George W. Bush.”

People came up to me on the street to offer their support, bug-eyed at the quiet, anonymous editor who, as one Rightist reader noted, “came out of the closet” as the raging liberal “Commandant of Camp Lefty.” Dave had his fans, too, deluded as they were. We would walk to lunch on the Downtown Mall, and invariably a fan would approach to offer some wry comment. Usually some old guy, never any hot chicks.

Every Friday we squared off in a boxer-type ad, teasing the readers with the topic of the next bout in two days. Gay marriage. Iraq. Gun control. You name it.

But we kept it light, too. I teased Dave about his rotund posterior, and he called me his “little buddy.” In the banter, readers were reminded that you can disagree, and still like the other person. Americans need to work on that.

We ran a poll that corresponded to the debate, so readers could jump in as well. Then the next week, on the third page of the section, we’d run the poll results, as well as letters from the readers slamming or praising the two blowhards with the ugly mugs. 

It was all great fun, and while circulation didn’t spike, the feature’s popularity was undeniable. Faceoff was the talk of the town, earning that elusive, invaluable commodity called buzz.  The local Rush wanna-be AM radio guy whom Monahan loathes – because he reports the news, including the newspaper’s testicular-challenged foibles – would run me down every Monday morning. And sell papers for us every Sunday.

Mom basked in the glow of her son’s prominence, until the gay marriage debate, when I wrote, “Jesus Christ would not only bless gay marriage, He would turn water into wine at the wedding reception.” In a firm but polite three-paragraph letter to the editor, she distanced herself on that issue, while registering support for my otherwise “good and proper” views. People ate it up.

Faceoff was killed in August, 2006, just shy of its first anniversary. Monahan suddenly decided Dave, as director of advertising, should not be featured so prominently expressing controversial political opinions, as it would hurt ad sales. A consummate professional, Dave would have been the first to bail if he saw his participation hurting business. If anything, he said, it helped. 

It was jealously. Dave would go to the breakfasts and ribbon cuttings with Monahan, and be engaged as the face of the Times-News, approached by ideological friend and foe alike. Not good to outshine some bosses.

It was so blindly petty. Monahan could have claimed the whole thing as his own because he green-lighted the new section.

I met with Dave at the Western Maryland Station to break the news because he was as passionate about Faceoff as I, and I knew it would hurt. Watery eyes betrayed the pain, quickly followed by anger at such senseless loss to the paper. And the readers. 

On its Web site, CNHI bills itself as a “customer-focused” company: “We recognize that our customers are the only reason we are in business. We make a commitment to you and will listen and respond positively to your needs.”

That may well be the case at corporate headquarters, but not in Cumberland, Md.

Actually, I killed Faceoff.

After meeting with Dave that afternoon, I arranged for a former reporter with a similarly warped outlook to take his place in Faceoff. After considering it overnight, I withdrew the offer. Dave and I had suffered mightily for that feature, in the birthing and sustaining, and if he was off, so was I.

Thus did Faceoff die.

From a three-page opinion section that center-pieced the Sunday edition, today the Faceoff space is dedicated to canned business stories, weddings and a garden page. The lone editorial page floats from week to week, as if an afterthought.

Vicki Knieriem

As often happens with local news in Cumberland, Beall High School teacher Vicki Knieriem’s transfer was first reported in a letter to the editor. A Beall alum wrote in early June of this year that the 28-year teacher, who specialized in college-prep, advanced biology, was being transferred to the Career Center, where students prepare for trade-related occupations. The issue percolated, with more former students writing on her behalf. Each new letter cast the weirdness in sharper relief. Knieriem had been senior class advisor for 26 years. Prom coordinator for nearly as many. Developed Allegany County’s first after-prom party. Designed her own science research class. Hosted numerous field trips. Consistently won accolades from her students. Feisty. Independent.

The 2006-07 school year was the last for 65-yearold Beall High, where Knieriem had worked her entire career. Opening this fall was Mountain Ridge High, directly in front of the old school. State-of-the-art and a thing of beauty, it is the first new high school in Allegany County in 50 years. As much as anyone and probably more than most, Knieriem deserved to close out her career in a school building that would finally measure up to her talent and dedication.

But the principal denied it, presumably to make way for some favored friend more in line with his reward-and-punishment leadership style. 

The transfer didn’t just hurt Knieriem – and this is where all arguments in its defense fail -- it hurt the kids. Both those at the Career Center, who get a chemistry teacher who has NEVER taught chemistry, and the kids at Mountain Ridge, who lose one of Allegany County’s premier advanced biology teachers.

We eventually ran a story on the matter, followed by an 800-word letter from the superintendent essentially telling everybody to butt out, they know best. Certainly no editorial condemning the transfer. Rather, as usual, silence.

I wrote about Vicki Knieriem in my June 13 column, challenging school officials to reveal the logic behind the move. “Explain that management decision,” I wrote. “It’s like putting Brooks Robinson in right field.”

A few more letters ran, but the school system hunkered down. I  briefly returned to the issue with a two-sentence aside in an Aug. 1 column: “Ms. Knieriem was targeted out of retribution and vindictiveness,” I wrote, “as anyone with a mind to think knows.”

My next column, on sunsets by the sea, would be my last.

I wrote about Vicki Knieriem twice, and that was one time too many for the assorted Friends of Ron behind her transfer: The personnel director who rewards and punishes with impunity; the principal who doesn’t like an independent voice; the superintendent who presides over it all; and the elected board, intimidated and impotent, wishing it would all just go away.

As a glass-smooth pond twitches at a pebble’s touch, those least scrutinized take greatest offense at criticism. Like the Bush administration at its height, tyranny seeks to squash even the smallest voice of protest.

A Position of Trust

When Jan called me into his office that day, he said with a straight face that Monahan killed the column because it compromised my objectivity as editorial writer. But we had discussed that very issue at the outset of Faceoff, and both of them said it did not matter. Indeed, through the thickest of ideological Faceoff debates, charges of bias on my page were rare, mostly concerning the mix of editorial cartoons. My Wednesday columns were far less political or pointed.

And besides, what editorial subject area would be compromised? We never challenge anyone on a local issue of controversy. The week my column was killed we wrote editorials on: Training in the heat, ATV safety, a repeat DUI offender, expansion of the arts district, a partnership between FSU and CSX railroad, and the perils of August driving.

Like a priest, doctor or judge, the publisher of the local newspaper occupies a position of trust in the community, serving as guardian of the First Amendment, which is no less critical at the grass roots than in the marble halls. When a publisher violates that trust by repeatedly censoring the news, he should be held to account. No one is above the office.

Similarly, a newspaper is more than just a business, and the corporate parent has a duty to ensure that its publications serve the critical watchdog role envisioned by the Founders. CNHI maintains on its Web site that the company is committed to operating “quality media enterprises and providing the highest quality products.”

“We strive to be recognized as the leading provider of community news, information and related services in every community we serve.”

That pledge rings hollow in Cumberland, Md.

The End

From the dawn of awareness, I’ve been disabused of every dream I’ve ever known. As there is no such thing as a hopeless romantic, still I dream. 

To write. 

Living in an Appalachian town that celebrates and nourishes the arts, I pictured my columns as little wood carvings of the kind you might find in the artists’ coop near the crab shack at Canal Place. Whittle away three or four nights at the keyboard, occasionally top shelf, mostly bargain bin. All for two-bits. Every one, a bit of me.

On the column’s first anniversary, I wrote of my faith. Came out Christian. 

E.B. White says that to write is to reveal one’s self, and in that effort I went to the core of me. For while my columns may be of woodsy whimsy, open roads and Gummy Bear fare three quarters or more, there’s pees at the end. Something more than entertainment, meant to be carried and considered a while. Sometimes slamming a local bozo, sometimes pulling to the side of the road at sunset, pondering how small we are. Yet of light, unfathomable.

We are here to grow love. Though I could never discern a larger design, I believe I toiled in that garden with my words. And that’s the biggest part of why this hurts so much to lose the column.

“You’ve got to play this game with fear and arrogance,” Crash Davis counsels the rookie pitcher in “Bull Durham.”

This protest is inherently arrogant, for at the root it argues that my stuff is worthy of the printed page from which it was shorn. The big leagues? Never made that claim. Triple-A? Who’s to say? But Double A, of 50,000-something cities? Give me the ball.

As for fear, I’ve got that covered, too.

To dare this dream is to make the wager of a lifetime. All that is most precious to me, I place on the line. Home. The only home my children have known. Their future, their present. And their past. It is privilege the world over to make one’s home among ancestral lands, and these ancient mountains hold the bones and memories of love undying.

Yet, in an era where so many risk so much more in the name of freedom, I am compelled to rebel. A free press is essential to the Republic, and to democracy. One year after the book Bob Woodward should have written four years ago, our nation suffers grievously because a compliant press issued a free pass on the question of war. All four branches broke beneath us. Nearly 4,000 sons and daughters, mothers and fathers later, we still don’t know the final cost. 

At home, my community is harmed by the silence of the Times-News. Right before us in the gleaming new $50 million high school where Vicki Knieriem should be teaching the biologists of tomorrow, our children’s futures are sacrificed to the petty whims of small people in power. I can’t abide that.

For more than a decade, I was gray pallor in a sleeping, shackled newsroom. My columns awoke and liberated me. I will not return to gray.

The tears have been many in the weeks since that afternoon ride to get the kids, but it’s better to hurt than be angry. I miss the column, see stories roll by untold. The swarming swallows of St. Michael Hall, September’s sun in the Valley I call home, The Boy and his buddy trying to knock down a spider web with spit. 

I just feel so wronged.

My dreams have been of mountains, my life of pebbles. But life is about rendering meaning to life. Thus do I put my shoulder to pebbles, for of pebbles are mountains made…

