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Cape Fear  Voices and Teen Scene Holds
1st  Annual Wr it ers Banquet

As always, we are so grateful to all those who make our paper interesting. We are truly blessed to have so many writers and vol-
unteers. With out their support this would be a very different and I am sure, less interesting monthly publication.I have attached 
the brochure we used for our banquet to illustrate the depth of what we call, ?Our People.?

I won?t belabor the beautiful evening, the interesting guests, the fantastic Brenda Hughes of ?actTWO? who was our main 
speaker, or the many awards and recognitions we made that night. I will let the pictures of the event ?speak a thousand words.?

Our ?Dream Team? Er ic Mens, Bev Haedr ich, Jan Morgan-Swegle, Gerald 
Decker, Debbie Channell. (Not shown Josh London - State Farm Agent and 
Anna Barefoot Saunders - Teacher, West Brunswick High School.)

Brenda Hughes, actTWO
www.youtube.com/channel/UCIVip6HhHzBmqA7fEXo6mIQ

Brendan Connelly, Best in Perseverance, ?My Best 
Summer.?

Maryann Nunnally, Best in Memories, ?Broken 
Arm Summer.?

Ana Johnson, Top Teen Writer- Cape Fear Com-
munity College

Janet Meuwissen was also the winner for 
Best in Lessons Learned ?Give Me A Break.? 
Honorable Mention wirters and stories 
included Janet Stiegler , ?All Living Things, 
?Jan Morgan-Swegle, ?Another Day That 
Will Live in Infamy,? Gary Gupton, ?Biscuit 
Weaver,? and Pat Dischino, ?The Silent 
Violin,? and Maryann Nunnally, ?Missing 
Hamster.?

Er ic Mens and Gerald Decker , The founders of 
Cape Fear Voices/The Teen Scene

Photos by Lon Anderson



Who Are We?

The Teen Scene Inc. is not affiliated with any other 
newspaper or organization. We are registered in the 
State of North Carolina dba (doing business as) 
Cape Fear Voices. The Teen Scene, Inc. is a non-
profit organization that produces a monthly literary 
publication written by and for teenagers. Teen 
Scene's mission is to promote writing skills among 
area teens. Teen Scene also strives to develop the 
business skills of teens who take an active role in 
running the publication and managing its activities. 
As a nonprofit organization, we plan to offer schol-
arships to teens who wish to pursue a career in 
journalism.

Teen Scene Relat ionship t o Cape Fear  
Voices

Teen Scene is a monthly, free to the public, publica-
tion created by and dedicated to teenagers in the 
Cape Fear Region. Cape Fear Voices (CFV) is also 
a monthly free publication that showcases the cre-
ative works of adults living in the region. CFV will 
provide an outlet to publicize other regional non-
profit organizations that work to improve the lives 
of children and families in the area. In each in-
stance, we intend to provide a quality outlet to pub-
licize the region's literary and other creative talents.

Our  Philosophy

We will work to publish the highest quality product. 
For Teen Scene, we will accomplish this by recruit-
ing dedicated teens who are willing to put in the 
time and effort to develop their skills. Our role in ei-
ther Teen Scene or Cape Fear Voices is solely to 
promote and showcase individuals' creative talents 
in the Cape Fear Region. As such, we will not pub-
lish any religious or political work that may other-
wise be submitted for publication.

Our  St at us as a Tax-Exem pt  Organizat ion

The Teen Scene, Inc. is a tax- exempt organization 
under the Internal Revenue Service (IRS) Code 
501(c)(3). Our Employer Identification Number 
(EIN) is 45-0539098. Donors can deduct contribu-
tions they make under IRS Code Section 170. Teen 
Scene is qualified to receive tax- deductible be-
quests, devises, transfers, or gifts under Section 
2055, 2106, or 2522. We will acknowledge all dona-
tions in our monthly publications unless otherwise 
requested by any donor who wishes to remain 
anonymous.

Our  Funding Sources

We need public support to allow both Teen Scene 
and Cape Fear Voices to achieve our stated missions 
and, especially, to make a difference in the lives of 
students. 

Donations may be sent to:

 The Teen Scene, Inc.
 Post Office Box 495
Leland, NC 28451

Governance

An appointed Board of Directors governs Teen 
Scene and Cape Fear Voices. The Board serves in an 
advisory capacity to ensure that both publications 
are operated and published in an ethical and ac-
countable manner.

Board members will represent a broad spectrum of 
current and retired professionals with extensive ex-
perience in working with teens, publications, mar-
keting, and leadership. Directors volunteer their 
time in an advisory role to ensure that our programs 
most adequately address the proper standards and 
ethics for fulfilling our mission.

    Gerald Decker, President
    Eric Mens, Vice President
   
Board of Directors
    Claire Boon
    Debbie  L. Channell
    Terri Delfino
    Jim Nys
    Jenny Stedham
    
Advisory Board
    Howard Cohen   
    Beverly Haedrich
    Jan Morgan-Swegle
    Mike Stedham
    Elizabeth Wassum

About  Teen Scene and
Cape Fear Voices

Cont act  Inform at ion

For Cape Fear Voices  
editorcfv@gmail.com

For Teen Scene            
editorteenscene@gmail.com
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Not ice on Subscr ipt ions   
and Mail ing How t o Subscr ibe

Cape Fear Voices intends to showcase the works of the area?s many talented local writers, poets, and 
craftspeople as well as the work of local non-profit organizations. 

- We are looking for contributors to submit their poems, stories, pictures, or articles for publica-
tion. 

- We will not publish any political or religious material and will censor profanity, no matter how 
good the work submitted might otherwise be. 

- All submissions must be in Times New Roman 12, single spaced, and include the title and au-
thor?s name. Please limit your submissions to 500-600 words. 

- We will print excessively larger works in serial form, but it is the author?s responsibility to deter-
mine proper cutoff for each piece, keeping in mind the 500-600 word limitation per each sub-
mission. 

- Any photos intended to accompany a submission must be sent as JPG files. 
- All written works must be sent to editorcfv@gmail.com and received by the 15th of each month 

for publication in the following month?s issue. 

Cape Fear Voices  Subm ission Requirem ent s 

        
       1-Edition   3-Editions

   Full Page          $225       $600

   Half Page  $130       $350

   Quarter Page  $70       $180

   Business Card  $35         $90

   Celebrations             $6           

To place an ad contact us at: 
edit or t eenscene@gm ail.com

Cape Fear  Voices
Ad Rat es

The Great  Lockdown of  2020: 
How I Survived

We are hard at work doing the editing for our book. Thanks 
to everyone who submitted articles. It is coming together.  
We will have more info next month on exactly when it 
should be available. 

Sum m er  Ad Rat es
In the spirit of an upcoming summer with lots of 
fun and sun, we would like to offer a 20% discount 
on summer ad rates. 

Is it worth it to you? Obviously we think it is be-
cause you will be helping area schools promote 
writing and have their own page in our monthly 
publication.  We are proud to say that our distribu-
tion has now grown to 2500 email copies, 1400 hard 
copies and website availability-especially for adver-
tisers. 

We now have five area schools working with Teen 
Scene. If you would like to support the publications 
for one of those schools, just designate which school 
page you want your ad to appear.

Pick your school or encourage your school to 
participate:

Nor t h Brunsw ick  High School

Leland Middle School

West  Brunsw ick  High School 

Brunsw ick  Count y Ear ly College High School 

Myr t le Grove Middle School  

Look ing for  a Sales Rep
Teen Scene, Inc. of Leland is looking for an en-
thusiastic Sales Rep to sell advertising space for 
our monthly newsletter to businesses and indi-
viduals. Reps are needed in the Wilmington, 
Leland, and Shallotte areas. As an independent 
contractor, you will set your own hours. We of-
fer an excellent commission, and no previous 
sales skills are needed. Good P/R and commu-
nication skills are required, and you must be 
able to provide your own transportation. A per-
fect opportunity for a teacher, college student, 
or retiree who needs a little extra income.

Individual subscriptions to Cape Fear Voices are 
available on an annual basis at a cost of only $24, 
including the cost of postage. If you want to make 
sure that you never miss a copy of Cape Fear 
Voices, please send a check payable to:

  Cape Fear Voices                                             
P. O. Box 495

Leland, NC  28451

 Meet  Our  Wr it ers
I?m Bill Beecher. I live at Cambridge 
Village in Wilmington. 
I?ve enjoyed writing for as long as I 
can remember. I like to create, to en-
lighten and to entertain, and thus to 
write.
I wrote a column, The Sunnyside, for 
my high school paper. I was an editor 

of the Harvard Crimson for all four years. While getting a 
Master?s degree from Columbia, I wrote a political col-
umn for my hometown newspaper.
As a journalist, I won Pulitzer Prize writing about the US-
Soviet relationship and arms control. But my passion was 
writing fiction. I published eight novels, thrillers all, and 
an unusual cookbook, with jokes sprinkled among the 
recipes.
I?ve led an exciting, eventful life, reporting at home and 
abroad. I was shot down in a helicopter over the Mekong 
Delta in Vietnam. A single engine Cessna carrying me 
back from the Suez Canal had its engine shot out over the 
Sinai desert. Thanks to good pilots, I survived.
In retirement, I?m writing a memoir.

Dr. Sabrina T. Cherry is a teacher, writer, 
and speaker. Her professional experience 
includes two decades of working and vol-
unteering in the field of Public Health, in-
cluding serving as United States Peace 
Corps Volunteer in The Gambia, West 
Africa. Additionally, she has worked in 
(Columbia) South Carolina, (Atlanta and 
Athens) Georgia, (Las Vegas) Nevada, and 

(Swansea) Wales, United Kingdom. 
As an Assistant Professor at UNC Wilmington, Sabrina 
has published over a dozen journal articles, book reviews, 
and commentaries and presented at nearly three dozen lo-
cal, national, and international conferences. Sabrina?s 
work focuses on the intersection of religion and health; 
narrative and other forms of qualitative research; health 
disparities; and health equity as well as social justice. She 
has won multiple awards for her research and service in-
cluding the 2018 National Economic Development 
Award, the Distinguished Scholarly Engagement and Pub-
lic Service Award, and the 2020 Franklin H. Williams 
Award.Sabrina earned a Master of Science in Public 
Health (MSPH) degree from the University of South Car-
olina, a Master of Theological Studies (MTS) from 
Emory University, and a Doctor of Public Health (DrPH), 
as a well as a Certificate in Interdisciplinary Qualitative 
Research, from the University of Georgia. She serves on 
the Board of Trustees for the Society for Public Health 
Education (SOPHE) and Port City Community Church. 
You can read more about her work here: 
https://sabrinatcherry.com/
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Like a hellcat with its tail on fire, Irene ripped across the Outer 
Banks, making landfall at Cape Lookout, unleashing a fury only 
Mother Nature could extoll. Hurricane winds forced the water 
from Pamlico Sound up its feeder rivers, returning with a torrent 
that flooded the Hatteras Island villages of Rodanthe, Waves, 
and Salvo. The angry Atlantic Ocean breached the barrier island 
in three places, including a 200-foot swath of Hwy.12 severed at 

Pea Island, just north of the flood area, isolating Hatteras Island from the Outer 
Banks.

As dumb luck would have it, our beloved beach cottage located on the high-
est point of the island in Salvo fared well, high and dry on stilts 14 feet above 
sea level, protected from the ocean by massive double dunes. Following a busy 
rental season and Hurricane Irene, we were anxious to inspect and enjoy the 
cottage. Trouble was, without highway access, we couldn't get there. 

One evening our neighbor Al called with an update.
 ?Emergency ferry service from Oregon Inlet across Pamlico Sound to Ro-

danthe takes two hours to cross. Supply trucks and construction vehicles get 
top priority; the waiting line is hours long. Only residents and owners al-
lowed.? 

Was it worth the trip from Pennsylvania?
?Don?t even think about coming unless you want a transfusion.? Al warned 

about insatiable swarms of mosquitoes ?the size of turkey vultures? attacking 
people and pets, blood-sucking kamikazes, biting through layers of clothing. 

Heeding his advice, we set our sights on Myrtle Beach, with a stopover in 
Wilmington to visit an old army girlfriend. For years, her recommendation that 
we retire in Wilmington had fallen on deaf ears. Wilmington was not even on 
our radar screen. 

Living in a beach community was intriguing, the low country architecture I 
saw online beguiling. I made an afternoon appointment to house hunt.

?You?re wasting your time.? My husband told the realtor. ?No way are we 
moving here.? He described scores of houses we?d seen the last five years in 
Richmond, Charlottesville, and Raleigh, all within striking distance of our chil-
dren, with good airports and medical. Tired of other people?s cast- offs, our 

standards were high, expectations low.
"You know what you want; you aren?t finding it. Consider building!" the re-

altor suggested two days later. "Tomorrow, enroute to Myrtle Beach, check out 
Brunswick Forest. I'll make an appointment."

After meeting David at the Welcome Center for a general lay of the land, he 
commenced the tour. First stop, the Fitness and Wellness Center. Though we 
had seen grander facilities elsewhere, we were surprised at the activity level. 
People were actually using the gym and tennis courts, swimming in the pools, 
playing cards. There was life here! We were off to a good start. 

We visited numerous neighborhoods, distinctly southern with lush seagrass 
plantings, towering loblolly pines, magnificent magnolias and colorful crepe 
myrtles. Planned green space, left natural and undisturbed, along with parks 
and walkways, were appealing. A myriad of housing options offered designs 
for every budget, yet nothing in particular jumped out. 

"Last but not least, this is Shelmore." David pulled into a parking lot along-
side a path-lined lake. "It?s more cottage style. Here?s the model." 

My foot was barely across the threshold of the front door when I exclaimed, 
?I love this! Look how light and bright and open it is!? 

Sunlight, streaming through a wall of windows, flooded the great room, ca-
sually staged with Pottery Barn couches and chairs. Gleaming hardwood floors 
ran throughout. We wandered about the craftsman-style house, appreciating the 
generous bedrooms and closets, imagining our own design spins. Its detached, 
two-story garage, perfect for a workshop, sealed the deal. Before noon we put 
a hold on a lakefront lot, promising to return after vacation. 

Our Myrtle Beach week flew by, consumed with weighing pros and cons of 
Brunswick Forest and Wilmington, conferring with our kids and financial 
advisor,

Over the last eight years here we?ve witnessed explosive growth in 
Brunswick Forest and weathered several hurricanes. Hatteras Island has re-
paired its breaches and we?ve sold the beach house. Our kids are chasing their 
own dreams. As with children and barrier islands, life is always shifting. What 
brought us here? We blame it on Irene.

It was an ominous voice mail. I 
picked it up just 5 minutes ago, and I 
knew it was an order, not like it was 
just a request kind of voice mail.
I am at the front of the building. The 
air was blowing hot and steamy. I 
unbelievably have chills running 
down my back, my hands were cold, 

and there was an elemental fear. You had to meet 
her when she was upset, and then you would under-
stand my concern. 

Turning the doorknob to her office while lightly 
knocking, I could hear her on the phone. Her voice 
is not a timid light lilting voice; it was a marine 
sergeant?s voice. The volume is always loud, 
whether she liked you or not. 

She waves me to sit down and wait. Finally, she 
hangs up and turns to me with a look that would 
melt the North Pole cap. I smile, but there was none 
returned. I sit and listen to her since there was no 
offer of a two-way conversation. I have heard it be-
fore; she is asking what I was thinking about. What 
made me think it was a good idea. What idea? It 
was my idea, no one else?s. I knew it was a good 

idea, but alas, it failed to impress her. It was her 
money she bestowed on me. Money was her real 
god, and she was a religious fanatic about it. I sat 
calmly. Well, I thought I was presenting a calm ex-
terior. Truth be known, I was shaking inside, and I 
could not sit still as I crossed and uncrossed my 
legs.

There it is - the inevitable pause of silence. Most 
people would, at this point, start their defense. I 
know better since I have been in the hot seat multi-
ple times. There was the first time she called me in. 
I thought she was going to congratulate me on a job 
well done. There was a pause that seemed to last 
forever. I waited as long as I could, then I jumped 
in explaining my point of view. I bragged how 
smart I was and what I believed to be a great deci-
sion. The silent pause is only there to see if I got it, 
her point of view.

The silence is deafening, and I know I have to 
wait it out. I also know to wear a coat to hide the 
sweat soaking through my shirt. Here we go; she 
starts ripping me up one side and down the other. 
It?s like fishing; you have to play the fish or your 
opponent. You reel in a little while and then let her 

run for a little while. Once she is tired, she gives 
up. It is then you get her to listen to you. She has 
satisfied her need to vent.

She turns away, and you wait a beat, then you can 
start your defense. I lay out all that I did and why. I 
then critique even myself and let her know how I 
came to the decision to do it.

 ?Look, Grandma, you said I could get anything I 
wanted as long as it was educationally oriented. I 
worked for that money from you, and we agreed it 
was my decision. As for being educational, I can 
work through all the possible activities, exploring a 
possible future job. After all, a red hook and ladder 
truck is something someone my age could use their 
imagination and explore a possible career. You 
have left this decision to me in the past, and you al-
ways give me the ?money counts sermon.? She 
turns to me and smiles as I knew she would. ?Just 
so you know, I got it on sale, and I put the balance 
in my savings account. I am a grown-up 10-year-
old boy, and I am your grandson through and 
through."

Called On The Carpet     

by Stan Washington, Brunswick Forest, Member of Coastal Carolina Writers Club @ https://www.spreaker.com/show/carolina-coastal-writers

Blam e It  On Irene 
by Jane Webster , Brunswick Forest

A Nice Place To Be  
by Jan Morgan-Swegle, Compass Pointe

I?ve always said you have to be tough 
to live in Cleveland, Ohio. People 
used to call Cleveland the "mistake on 
the lake." Of course, not many places 
in the world have had a river that 
caught on fire, not to mention the 
mayor?s hair. But we did, yep, that?s 

Cleveland. 

Cleveland winters are mean. Oh, I know, lots of 
places have bad winters, but when you combine 
sleet, snow, below zero temperatures, and a whip-
ping wind off of the lake, you have one nasty sea-
son. 

The older my husband and I got, the worse the 
winters seemed to be. Whenever he got the snow-
blower out, I was sure he was going to drop dead 
from a heart attack brought on by trying to move 
wet, heavy snow. We decided that when our work-
ing days were over, we would move south to enjoy 
the milder weather. 

As our working years were winding down, we 
decided to start looking for the perfect place to 
spend our retirement years. We have always been 
drawn to water, so the Wilmington area seemed 
like a nice place to be. 

On an extended visit to our family in Charlotte in 
2008, we drove around Wilmington and its suburbs 

to visit housing developments. It was Sunday, so 
our thought was that we could look around without 
a salesperson pestering us to sign a contract. 

We looked at a few places but didn?t really see 
anything that looked promising, so we decided to 
head back to Charlotte at around 4:30 p.m. As we 
drove down I-74, I decided I had to find a ?facility? 
because I knew my bladder could not take the 3-
hour drive back to Charlotte. The problem was that 
when we first came to this area, it was not as built 
up as it is now. Leland had a dry cleaner, a laundro-
mat, and a church, so we couldn?t just turn around 
and go back to town to find a restroom. 

To put it politely, I was getting antsy. Our son, 
who was driving, saw a Compass Pointe Develop-
ment sign and suggested we go there to see if their 
sales office was open and had a bathroom. At that 
point, it was 4:45 p.m., so my dilemma could be 
just starting. 

It was a great idea. I told my husband, ?Just look 
interested while I use the bathroom. After I get out, 
we can just ask a few questions and leave.? Luck-
ily, the sales center was open. There were a few 
people ready to assist us in becoming future Com-
pass Pointe residents. 

I excused myself and went to the bathroom, 
promising to come back and listen to the great 
things the salespeople had to tell us. 

When I came back to the lobby, I saw my hus-
band and a salesperson looking at what I thought 
was a pool table. As I approached it, I saw that it 
was a miniature version of the development with 
current and future amenities. The salesperson was 
showing my husband lots for sale and the proxim-
ity of those lots to the future pool and Grand Lanai. 
It looked like it was going to be a beautiful place.

Seeing that I was ready to leave, my husband 
gave me one of those looks that married people de-
velop over the years. Although he didn?t say a 
word, I know he was telling me, ?just a few more 
minutes, and we can go." I was OK with that? af-
ter all, I had used their bathroom. 

We listened to the salesperson talk about the de-
velopment, and I liked what I heard. I did another 
one of those ?married people? things. My way of 
telling my husband when I want something without 
tipping off a salesperson is to dig my fingernails 
into one of his arms. He usually got the point when 
I did that.

So, after I dug in my fingernails, we went to look 
at some open lots and found one we just loved. We 
have been in this area for 10 years and really enjoy 
being here. My husband likes to say that if I didn?t 
have to pee, we might have driven right by and 
never found our dream house. I guess he?s right. 
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Unsanded Edges  
by Ronnie Pastecki, Brunswick Forest

Selling his house to retire in the sunny South, Mike could not delay 
cleaning the garage any longer. A large dumpster stood half-filled with 
the debris of his home for the past thirty-five years.
After working for a couple of hours, Mike found a dirty old whiskey 
carton, unlabeled like the other boxes. Surprised to see his old army uni-
form, still folded neatly, he tried it on. 'No way is this going to still fit,' 
he thought. The jacket slipped on easily, but when he tried to button it 

up, it strained against his seventy-year-old belly.
Folding the jacket, Mike sat and ruminated, going back nearly fifty years ago. Mike 

had a lot of unsanded edges that year he went to war. Eighteen, soon-to-be-married and 
a baby on the way, joining the military seemed like a solution to all his problems. It 
would bring self-discipline, honor, and a sense of belonging to something bigger than 
himself.

Pop had served in WWII, answering the call after Pearl Harbor. He knew the benefits 
of army discipline would serve his son well. Joe loved Mike but felt his son was unfo-
cused on his future.

"Enlisting now is not a good idea, what with all the protesting about the war," Mom 
had said, worried about his safety. Younger brother, Ted, exclaiming "It would be so 
cool if you can bring home a machete that you take from the Viet Cong, Mike."

His girlfriend, Sam, felt differently. Finding herself pregnant, she expected Mike to 
marry her, crying, "How can you enlist now and abandoned me with a baby?" If they 
did not wed, Sam would go to a home for wayward girls. "Adoption will solve that 
problem," her mother had snarled.

Mike was not sure what he thought about himself at that time. Things had happened 
so fast. Sometimes, he wanted to be that goofy, lovable kid. Sometimes, he just wanted 
to run away. In the end, Mike did what was expected and married Sam. They had a 
three-day honeymoon before he headed to basic training at Fort Benning in Georgia. 
Sam would stay at her parents' house until he was assigned a permanent location.

Mike had written daily and tried to phone Sam whenever possible. She was seldom 
there to take his calls. Finally, a letter came on the last day of basic. Sam wrote him a 
?Dear John? letter. After losing the baby, her parents had convinced her to seek an an-
nulment of their marriage. "It just didn't make sense to be married at eighteen," she 
wrote, "Now I can go to college like I planned." She still loved him, but she hoped he 
would understand her decision.

Hurt and angry when he got that letter, his buddy, Frank, said, ?You don?t need her. 
You?ll feel better with a couple of beers.? He didn't. Waking up with a hangover, Mike 
was heartbroken, but he wondered if a part of him wasn't also relieved.

Within a week, Mike had received his orders. He was going to Nam, landing in the 
most sweltering heat and humidity he's ever experienced. Assigned as a quartermaster 
clerk, he was responsible for accepting and verifying shipments of supplies. On his 
second day on the job, a forklift dropped its load on Mike's ankle, shattering it. He was 
air- evacuated to Japan for immediate surgery. Despite physical therapy for eight 
weeks, the ankle was never the same. Shipped stateside to Fort Dix in New Jersey, he 
was discharged with a medical separation.

Mike had returned home to find that Sam had indeed gone off to college. One of her 
girlfriends had given him her dorm phone number. After much soul- searching, he 
called Sam. Initially awkward, it was soon as if they were back in high school. 
Arrangements were made to meet when she returned for the summer, but things had 
changed. Her plans no longer included him.

Mike remained in his hometown and built a successful life. He met a wonderful 
woman who he adored. Married forty years ago, he had two sons and two precious 
granddaughters.

He looked around at his empty garage and stretched his back. He would be aching 
tomorrow, but at least the job was finished. Mike was happy with his life. An eighteen-
year-old?s dreams are often made before we really know what we want or who we are. 
Guess we just need time to help sort that all out to sand those rough edges. For Mike, 
that seemed to have worked out for the best.

Par t  II: Na Zdorov?ya (A Ukrainian Toast  t o Healt h)
by Janet Stiegler, Brunswick Forest

(continued from the April issue of Cape Fear Voices) 
When we arrived at the Ukrainian farmhouse the following day, 
the extended family, including cousin Sasha, was already gathered 
outside. I stood to one side as my suitemate Monique absorbed all 
the accolades from her relatives. You?re the spitting image of your 
mother! A university scholar! And how well you speak the mother 
tongue! When the compliments were finally exhausted, the matri-

arch waved us inside for a hearty lunch. 
Bowls of cabbage soup and plates of steaming pork, potatoes, and beets filled 

the table. During and in between courses, the vodka flowed? and flowed. Un-
cle Vanya repeatedly stood and raised his glass. Na Zdorov?ya! There were 
toasts to health, a good harvest, and family, including every relative, dead or 
alive. I took sips to pace myself. It was hard enough to understand what every-
one was saying without adding alcohol to the mix.

At a lull in the conversation, Uncle Vanya went around the table, reintroduc-
ing me to his family and their respective spouses. When he failed to mention 
Sasha, I innocently asked, ?And who is Sasha?s wife?? The table erupted in 
laughter. Unsure why the question got the reaction it did, I looked pleadingly at 
Monique. She only pointed at me and touched her heart. Sasha, meanwhile, 
was grinning, his face flush. Had I embarrassed him? No, on the contrary, he 
seemed rather pleased. 

When lunch concluded, the family ushered me outside while they cleaned the 
dishes.

?Go with Sasha,? Uncle Vanya encouraged. ?He will show you the village. 
You get to know each other better.? Puzzled, I followed Sasha out along a dirt 
road. With my weak Russian, his lack of English, and a little too much vodka, 
we could barely communicate. Instead, he mostly looked at me and smiled. 

Finally, we reached our destination? a small cemetery. Sasha pointed to sev-
eral headstones, reading the inscriptions of who lay beneath. They were clearly 
important to him, so I nodded in politeness. Once he was satisfied that I had 
?met? all the family, we returned to find everyone gathered outside a large barn 
in the back. After a heavy meal and several bottles of vodka, no one was in 
condition to drive. 

?We will nap before heading back,? Uncle Vanya announced. He showed me 
a thin mattress and blankets laid over a block of hay. ?This is where you and 
Sasha sleep.?

?What?!? I turned to find Sasha standing beside him in nothing but his un-
derwear. He was smiling broadly, and a glance below the torso told me he was 
more than ready. It was time, apparently, to consummate our relationship. ?I 
can?t,? I cried, ?I can?t sleep with Sasha! I? I hardly know him!? 

Both men looked hurt, so I scrambled towards the entrance looking for 
Monique. Standing several yards away, she was bent over, holding her head. 
"Monique! Monique! Explain to them that I can't sleep with Sasha!" 

?But, Janet!? she said, staggering towards me, her breath stale. ?If you marry 
Sasha, we?ll be related!?

I don?t remember how, but I managed to convince Uncle Vanya that I needed 
to sleep alone. In truth, I probably slept with one eye open, fearful that I would 
awaken with another body next to me. This was all a silly misunderstanding. 
Things will be different when everyone is sober.

The next morning, Uncle Vanya waited for me in the kitchen. His eyes were 
bloodshot, and a small glass of vodka sat next to dirty plates of leftover pork 
and cabbage. Taking my hand in his, he looked at me intently. ?Why you no 
want to marry Sasha??

What could I say? That despite Sasha?s attractiveness, we had nothing in 
common? That I would languish here from lack of stimulation? That I planned 
to see the world and pursue a career before settling down? In an awkward at-
tempt to explain without giving offense, I used the word ?Mat?? (Russian for 
?mother?). Uncle Vanya looked at me. ?Ahh, you would miss your mother,? he 
decided. 

Although I was at a stage in my life where I sought independence and an es-
cape from home, the phrase appeared to resonate. ?Yes, yes,? I told him. ?I 
would miss my mother terribly.? 

On the train ride home, I asked Monique whether the ?arrangements? she had 
made at the start of our trip included my marriage to her cousin. She was non-
committal and spent most of the ride buried in a book. I never saw or heard 
from Sasha again but often marveled at how ready he was to make it work.

A Senior  Fashionist a 
by Sheryl Keiper , Brunswick Forest

Fashion is trendy. Fashion is money. Fashion is crazy.
 Is there such a concept for fashion as a senior citizen? 
Can one look like a fashionista after age seventy?
 I think that in our senior years, we tend to dress as we 
did as teenagers but with "modifications."
 I think that our favorite colors change; our skin tones 

and bodies change; we need to select colors that are more flattering.
 I used to love the color pink. In the 1990's I had a kitchen that I ac-

tually painted pink along with a decor of pink flamingos with fluffy 
tails. I would come home from a hard day of teaching, and I would 
walk into my kitchen and pretend I was on some kind of exotic is-
land. The pink color was so refreshing to my spirit and soul.

 Now, in my senior years, pink no longer represents a happy color 
to me. Now, it's yellow, blue, and green. I have a desire to buy yellow 
shoes and yellow clothes, but it must be the proper yellow hue.

It can?t be a lemon; it needs to be a daffodil shade, coupled with an 
azure blue and forest green. Then, I believe I have achieved the 
proper ?healing? balance.

 Benjamin Moore has named a paint color ?Sherwood green.? 
These are now the colors of my house walls.

 So now it is time to banish certain items from the closet- that pink 
scarf with the merlot wine glasses on it, those expensive brown shoes 
bought in Tuscany, Italy about six years ago that always gave me foot 
pain after wearing them for at least ten minutes, those blazers that 
were powerful statements for women working in the 1980s and 
1990s, that black skirt that was always saved for funerals and serious 
business, those black patent sandals whose soles are totally worn out, 
that apricot scarf full of tiny cherubs that I went wild over in a bou-
tique in St. Thomas years ago.

 These items need to go. Asta la Vista, baby! 
 But, what will replace them? I know, ah, comfort clothes- sneakers 

with great arch support, sweatshirts that actually keep me warm, jeans 
with elastic waistbands that are flexible, bras without underwires 
probably a size too large, loose and soft microfiber T-shirts that feel 
wonderful on the body, 57 pairs of socks in all sizes, textures, and 
colors (including pink ones!) and a pair with Broadway shows listed 
on them, that actually snuggle my feet. Goodbye to earrings as my 
pierced ears closed during the pandemic due to lack of wearing jew-
elry and makeup and just masks.

 And one more clothing item ? 
the underwear. Just say ?NO? to 
Depends- ?Never, never, never 
surrender? (to quote Winston 
Churchill) to them. Jockeys and 
Hanes will do for now.

 In fact, in retrospect, the 
Golden Girls were brilliant during 
one of their TV episodes when 
they accidentally booked a vaca-
tion to a nudist resort. If they 
could undress for dinner, maybe 
they have a point. Perhaps I can, 
too!

 I would certainly have more room in my closet? .
 



Summer at the beach with family is about as 
good as it can get.  Witnessing young children in 
their varicolored swimwear as tiny toes connect 
with the tail end of a foamy wave evokes smiles 
while their spontaneous youthful joy fills the air. 
Sand trickles through barefoot toes, free from en-
cumbering enclosures.

Food, even dusted with sand, overpowers the 
finest cuisines. Stressed-out figures unwind as the 
beams of sun relax the psyche. Sandcastles, created 
with pails and shovels, offer admiration until the 
ever-present tide sweeps them away and a perfect 
day ends.

I watched Sara, our occupied seven- year- old 
granddaughter, reach down to gather items that the 
tide deposited.

?Sara, here?s a bag to put your collection of 
shells. I wish your Dad and Grandpa wouldn?t go 
so far out.? Noting that no one but myself was con-
cerned, I let it go.

Our daughter, Kim, mentioned she wanted to 
walk up to the boardwalk. Her one flip-flop had a 
broken strap, and she needed to replace them.

The men were finished with their swim. Harold, 
Kim?s brother, while drying himself, spoke up; 
?Kim, I?ll go with you.? 

. ?Don?t take long as we are setting up to eat.? I 
urged as they set off. 

About twenty minutes later, Kim came running 
across the sand at a breakneck pace. Her panicked 
appearance was compelling evidence that some-
thing terrible had just occurred.

?Harold was bitten by something. He is having 
trouble breathing.? Hearing this, JoAnn, his wife, 
led the pack to where Harold was on a bench, gasp-

ing for air.
I stayed behind with all our gear. A chill ran un-

restrained through my entire being as a sinister 
black cloud blanketed the beams of sunlight warm-
ing the earth moments earlier,

Was this an omen that a day so crowded with joy-
ful merriment could abruptly and bitterly change 
its path? 

Frightening thoughts kept racing as I reached for 
a beach cover. 

Immeasurable time passed before my husband 
appeared, so recognizable to me, wearing his new 
orange printed mid-calf bathing suit. It was a gift 
from our daughter, Kim. Joe thought when he re-
ceived it that possibly it was a bit too flashy. Right 
now, the suit, with its familiarity, was a thumbs-up 
sight.

Even before Joe reached me, I blurted out, 
?What?s the story? What?s wrong with Harold??

As he related the scenario, Joe pacified my worst 
fears, as he acquainted me with the facts. Harold's 
wife was a nurse and also carried an EpiPen be-
cause of their daughter's allergy to nuts. That cer-
tainly factored into Harold's recovery.

Kim relayed the incident as she followed a few 
steps behind.

?Harold was lying down on a bench. He told us 
something bit him, and he could hardly breath. His 
ankle was swollen. JoAnn gave him a dose with an 
EpiPen and he began to feel better, She drove him 
to an urgent care clinic that?s close by. The hospital 
was too far, and Harold started feeling somewhat 
better.?

Joe, Kim, and I left for the clinic, where we 
found Harold, sitting up but visibly shaken.

"Oh, Mom, it was horrible. I couldn't breathe. I 
didn't know what was wrong except I knew some-
thing bit me on the foot.? As he was relating his 
story, the doctor walked in.

?Well Harold, we know what bit you. It was a 
Fire Ant. The strange and worrisome thing is that I 
only found the sting of one ant. You reacted as if 
you were bitten by many.?

?So, what does that mean??

?You are highly allergic to Fire Ants. I have 
never seen one ant have such an effect. There is a 
procedure that can build up immunity. I suggest 
that you see a specialist as soon as you get home. 
While you are here only walk on clear pavement 
with shoes - boots if you have them.?

Thus ended a perfect day, gone awry.
There is an addendum to this story. Harold went 

for the procedure. The first step was to inject a tiny 
amount of one Fire Ant. After that dose, Harold 
had trouble breathing with other complications. 
The doctor?s advice was simple.

?Never go south of the Mason Dixon Line. There 
wouldn?t even be time to give you an EpiPen. I 
never saw anyone react like you did!?

A Per fect  Day Gone Awry  

by Pat Dischino, Brunswick Forest

Laughing in t he Golden Years: First  Great  Grandchild
by Maryann Nunnally, Porters Neck

I guess I wouldn?t have gone to Tennessee for the birth of my 
first great- grandchild, not only because of Covid but because I 
thought that my granddaughter, Ari, had enough doting parents 
and in-laws around her.  But there is something to be said about 
technology as Ari's mom, and later her dad sent texts to my 
phone and to the other North Carolina relatives from the moment 
Ari was admitted to the hospital with labor pains right up until 
the birth of Harper, a 7-pound 10-ounce baby girl.

First, there were comments and pictures of Ari being admitted and settled 
into a room with her darling husband, Garret, by her side.  Later there were 
more photos of Ari looking tired and ashen- faced, while her husband looked 
worse.  As the evening wore on, comments from all the relatives encouraging 
Ari to go ahead and have the baby began showing up on my phone.

One uncle texted: ?I know this is difficult, but it will all be worthwhile in the 
end.?  ?Uh, huh,? I thought, ?he never gave birth so he doesn?t have any idea 
just how difficult and absolutely miserable this giving birth can be.?

Then came the picture after the spinal injection.  Suddenly Ari looked alive 
and ready to go.  Her husband, however, looked more stressed and anxious than 
ever and probably wondered why he had agreed to this whole ?Let?s have a 
baby,? idea months ago.

Then came a final text: ?They are moving Ari to the OR to do a C-section.?  
Well, okay, that shouldn't be too long or too painful, I told myself.  By then, it 
was midnight North Carolina time, and I was ready to go to sleep, but I thought 
I had better hang on until the actual baby appeared.

At 12:30 came the announcement that Harper Addison was now a part of the 
family. This announcement was followed by pictures of the new baby scream-
ing, yawning, and swaddled up to her neck in pink.  

  One of my other children texted a picture of three people dancing, maybe 
doing the floss in celebration.  I stared and stared at that picture, trying to de-
cide who among the family members was throwing their arms, legs, and bodies 
about while dancing to no music.  The woman could be Ari's mother, but the 

men were complete mysteries to me.  What relatives were in the hospital danc-
ing and acting crazy?  By then, I was too sleepy to text anyone and try to find 
out about the wild celebration.

The next day, I called my son, who's name was listed above the dancing pic-
ture.  "How did you get that picture, when you weren't even there?" I asked 
him.  "And who are those people?  I think I recognize Ari's mother but the rest 
are a complete mystery to me.?

?Mom,? he said in that condescending voice that lets me know that he is try-
ing to be patient with a mother who is not with it, ?I wasn?t there.  That picture 
is from the show Seinfeld and the dancers are characters in the show. It?s called 
a meme.?  Okay so, I just learned another new thing that everyone else seems 
to know about.  

As I said, technology is a wonderful thing.  I am so happy that I got to be in 
on the birth of my first great-grandchild, but as to Seinfeld characters celebrat-
ing it, I could have just as soon skipped all that.
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Anot her  Life
by Er ic Mens, Brunswick Forest

She was confused. How did she end up here? A short time ago ? or 
perhaps, it was an eternity ago ? she had lived a comfortable life. Sur-
rounded by people who made her feel warm and cozy, there had been 
no break in her routine ? up at dawn, breakfast, a walk in the neigh-
borhood, playing with the children who squealed with delight as they 
chased each other around the fenced yard. Treats and a nap in the af-
ternoon. Dinner with the family in the evening and another walk be-
fore the family retired for the night.

Abruptly, without warning, their comfortable life had ended one evening. Earlier, 
the man of the house had placed her and her two pups outside with a bowl of food 
and water. The food quickly disappeared as the pups voraciously emptied the bowl. 
While the pups frolicked in the yard, she stared at the now dark and silent house ? 
no lights, no sound of laughing children. A sadness came over her.

What now? She wondered as she herded her pups under the relative safety of the 
great bushes that bordered the old house?s foundation. The pups, unsure why they 
were nesting in the dirt, softly whined as she comforted them. The night passed 
slowly, huddled together, despite the oppressive heat of the night. In the morning, 
the pups lapped up the last of the water.

?Stay here,? she warned the pups. ?Don?t wander beyond the yard. I?ll bring you 
some food.?

The days turned into weeks and then into months. Wandering around the neigh-
borhood, she carefully avoided any unnecessary contact with humans. The pups 
were good ? content to stay within the boundaries of the fenced-in yard. She did her 
best to sustain them with scraps of food discarded by careless humans, but it was not 
enough. The pups frequently whined with hunger.

At times, they followed her on scavenging hunts. Obedient and following her lead, 
they avoided the heavily trafficked roads and always approached humans with great 

caution. Several times, a human tried to catch 
the trio. Still, Mom had trained her pups well, 
and they had managed to evade the humans by 
escaping into the nearby woods and under-
brush. 
She always brought them to the only home they 
had ever known, where they huddled in their 
nest under the great bushes. One day, a man 
emerging from a white truck cornered her and 
the pups in the yard of the abandoned house. 
Try as she might, she was unable to protect the 
pups from this intruder, who quickly scooped 
up the pups and placed them in the truck before 
returning to try to capture her. She narrowly es-
caped and remained on the loose for another 
month before her luck ran out.

Bedraggled, flea, and tick-ridden, emaciated and exhausted from being on the run, 
she finally gave in to the man's unrelenting pursuit. Shaking with fear, she was re-
united with her pups. Happy to join them and see that they were safe, they cowered 
together in the pen. The cacophony of howling and barking dogs intimidated her, 
and she feared for the lives of her little family. 

Unbeknownst to her, many miles away, a man walked despondently through his 
neighborhood.  The most recent death of his beloved fur buddies had devastated 
him. By a design of fate, the man and little mother were united a few short days 
later. On an orientation walk outside of the shelter, she panicked and began to run in 
circles when the larger dogs began barking loudly as the pair walked outside of the 
fenced compound.  

The man scooped her up in his arms and held her close as she shook with fear. His 
soothing voice calmed her. It would be a few days later when she began to recognize 
that her new humans would care for her and provide her a safe home. Occasionally, 
she would still feel a tinge of sadness about losing her pups, but she became devoted 
to her caretakers.  Who rescued who?

?Marilyn, what?s a favorite story about your daughters? Were 
they always the sweet adults we know today?? I queried. ?After 
all, it is Mother?s Day; remembering your kids is what it?s all 
about!?
?Alison was the typical first-born take-charge child while Mad-
die was always a sensitive yet determined soul," Marilyn mused. 
?Favorite story? Oh, let me see," she began. 
"? Yes, one day after lunch, I only wanted 

to enjoy some peace and quiet when naptime arrived, after 
I cleaned up the kitchen from lunch. My pre-school 
daughters had rushed upstairs to Alison's room, where 
they were happily playing together, I thought. As I put Al-
ison's pony dishes and Maddie's Winnie-the-Pooh cup and 
plate in the dishwasher, I reminisced about how in one 
year, these little girls had drastically changed my life.?

?My strong-willed first-born infant, Alison, became a 
force-to-be-reckoned-with from the day she arrived on this 
earth. When she was four months old, though, I discov-
ered that the physical discomfort I was having would re-
ally be my second-born, Maddie, on her way into our 
lives.?

?But Maddie wasn?t a discomfort after she arrived," 
Marilyn emphatically stated. "Anyway, my little ones 
went to play upstairs. Then I heard Alison's definitive 
voice. We had a split-level ranch house with an L-shaped stairway which was a 
perfect funnel for noise? helpful for multi-tasking while monitoring the kids.?

?This story started with Alison saying to Maddie, ?We?re going to play the 
farmer and the cow. You?re going to be the cow.?

In her usual quiet voice, Maddie responded with, 'I don?t want to be the cow.?
Alison stated again, this time a little louder, 'We're going to play the farmer 

and the cow, and you're going to be the cow!'

Again, but just a bit more determined, Maddie said, ?I don?t want to be the 
cow.?

Usually, she did whatever her protective older sister said - so I was waiting to 
see what would happen next.  

?We ARE GOING to play the farmer and the cow, and YOU ARE GOING to 
be the cow!? Alison pronounced.

?No, I?m not,? I could hear Maddie say, as little footsteps padded into the up-
stairs hallway.
?YES, YOU ARE!? came Alison's response. I knew that 
my peace and quiet were going to be put on hold.
?NO, I?m not,? Maddie stated again.
'YES, YOU ARE!' I heard Alison shout at the same time 
as the sound of something tumbling down the stairs 
reached my ears. I hoped I would not be too late to pre-
vent a serious outcome.
"I rushed to the stairway, and they were. Stern-faced and 
head bowed, Alison had dressed in her plaid flannel shirt 
and overalls. She was standing on the landing with her 
firmly planted feet set wide apart, her fists placed on her 
hips, and meekly said, 'I didn?t mean it! I was just herding 
my cow.?
"And there, in a heap at the foot of the stairs, was Maddie. 
My apparently undamaged, precious youngest was staring 
up at me. A wisp of her glistening tousled towhead-blonde 

hair was covering her eye. With her forever-sweet smile, she beamed up at me, 
and all she quietly said was 'Moo.'

As the saying goes, ?It was all just child?s play? ? for the children, but still 
no break for the mother. When all is said and done, there are so many joys in 
the memories of our daily life. Happy Mother?s Day to All who have had or 
have been A Mother!

I ONLY WANTED A BREAK?  
by Janet Meuwissen, Brunswick Forest

Boom ! 
by Lee Norman Mehler , Brunswick Forest

Boom!
The door opens with a rush of air. Two sets of wide eyes are 
highlighted by the lightning, followed by the first thunder of 
the young spring season.
?Come on up here with us.? Mother says.
Boy and Girl scurry across the shag-carpeted bedroom at the 
back of the house. The storm rolled in from the south on their 

side and propelled them through the maze of toys on the floor past our 
threshold. Our bedroom was a sanctuary this night from the whipping wind 
and the pelting rain on the metal roof. They jump up with their short legs 
onto our high four-poster bed. They make it in one leap, pushed from be-
hind by fear. Father raises up the corner of the down comforter, about to be 
retired with the coming warmer weather, to allow Boy and Girl into the 
soft cave. As Boy and Girl land on the quilted mattress pad, there are static 
electric sparks like fireflies beneath the billowing sheet. It floats down over 
the heads and bodies of everyone now safe in the bed.

?It?s funny how the first thunder of the season seems louder than you 
ever heard

before.? Father notes.
Boy and Girl are shaking under the comforter since the house is still 

chilled from the lingering winter. Their fear accentuates their tremors.
?Don?t be afraid children. God must be bowling, and it sounds like he 

just knocked down all ten pins for a strike.? Mother says with a smile.
?Why does God have to be so loud?? Girl asks.
Mother considers her response because everything to her can be a teach-

ing moment or an opportunity lost. ?Sometimes loud lets you appreciate 
the beauty of quiet. Otherwise, it would all be the same.?

Boom!
?I?m scared too.? Boy admits hesitantly.
?Grandfather taught me a trick to get used to the storm gathering around 

us.? Father says.
Boom!
?Now wait for the next lightning flash.?
We wait. The sky erupts twice, and the trees outside move in a dance of 

white light.
?Now count until you hear the thunder.? We count. ?One, two, three, 

four, five.? Boom!
?Light moves faster and sound moves slower. Now wait for the next 

flash.? We wait. It strikes.
?And count. One, two, three, four, five, six.?
?The storm is moving away. The worst is over.? Mother soothes.
The light continues to quietly explode. Now seven. Now eight. Another 

flash behind the trees. There is a distance buffer between now. The volume 
falls away, and the white light fades. A flash and a rumble behind a cloud 
to the left, then another to the right.

Sleep overtakes Boy and Girl.
Mother softly leaves them in the bed and gently pulls down the shade as 

the sky lightens slowly on another day. Their eyes flutter open an hour 
later. The rising sun peeks around the edge of the shade. Boy pokes Girl, 
and she curls up in a ball.

The water is running down the gutters of the streets. The air smells fresh 
as the pollen is washed to the drain a block away. Boy?s gray galoshes and 
Girl?s pink boots emerge out of the bench seat at the front door. The light 
glistens off their yellow slickers as it breaks between the clouds. Boy?s and 
Girl?s eyes are wide again as they splash in the remaining puddles from the 
drama the night before. They count. One, two, three steps. 
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The Netflix original series 
?Ginny & Georgia? is a new and 
fresh take on single mom life. 
The show is about Georgia 
Miller, a young, single mom 
with two kids, Ginny and 

Austin. A lot of fans are comparing the show 
to the popular 2000s television series, 
?Gilmore Girls.? This comparison is likely 
because both shows are focused around a 
young mom and teenage daughter with a 
unique bond.

The show begins with the Miller family 
moving to a small New England town, Wells-
bury. Across the street lives the Baker family. 

Georgia quickly befriends Ellen Baker who 
has two kids of her own, and Marcus and 
Max, Ellen?s twins, are coincidentally in the 
same grade as Ginny and they hit it off. Ginny 
quickly becomes friends with Max and devel-
ops a crush on Marcus. Max?s friends are 
known as ?MAN? because of their names: 
Max, Abby, and Norah, and they change to 
?MANG? when Ginny joins their friend 
group.

Between bullying, murder, romantic dal-
liances, peer pressure, underage substance 
use, and forgotten encounters, there is a lot to 
unpack in the plot of the show.

Georgia is notorious for being irresistible 
and flirty. Ginny views herself as more ma-
ture than her mom and is actually very rude to 
Georgia. Ginny?s character has been getting a 
lot of backlash on social media for being un-
grateful towards Georgia. But at the end of 
the day, Ginny is a fictional character, and she 
was purposefully made that way to steer the 
course of the show, showing how strange ma-
turity and adolescence can be.

In one of the many fights with her mom, 
Ginny blurts out, ?You go through men faster 
than Taylor Swift.? This line really made Tay-
lor Swift fans upset when on March 1 Taylor 
Swift tweeted, ?Hey Ginny & Georgia, 2010 
called and it wants its lazy, deeply sexist joke 
back. How about we stop degrading hard 
working women by defining this horse shit as 
FuNnY. Also, @netflix after Miss Americana, 
this outfit doesn?t look cute on you Happy 
Women?s History Month I guess.?

The show is all about female empower-
ment, so it was confusing to see such a sexist 
joke told by one of the most influential and 
proudly feminist characters in the show.

The show is a hot mess, but that?s part of 
its appeal. There is never a dull moment be-
cause so much is happening. I highly recom-
mend this show to anyone who might be in a 
TV-show binging slump right now.

Net f l ix Deep Dives: 
?Ginny & Georgia"

A m ust -wat ch for  Net f l ix lovers
by Jennifer Argo, Staff Wr iter

Antonia Gentry and Brianne Howey star in 
?Ginny & Georgia?.

The 2021-2022 school year calendar was released in March amidst discussions of 
returning five days a week this year and got somewhat lost in the shuffle. With the re-
lease of that calendar comes a number of questions about what next school year might 
look like as the world has learned to live amidst a pandemic. Reflections on the past 
year are helping to shape future plans.

?I think a normal day next year would look more similar to how it does now after 
spring break,? said Kourtney Gore, history teacher. ?I think that the remote option may 
not be there, but I think the idea to keep distance and to wear a mask will still be a 
thing.?

From her perspective, next year is going to be a minimal change since the remain-
der of this year is likely a vivid rough draft of it.

?I do think most students will return to school,? said Gore. ?the vaccine opening up 
to 16 would definitely help.?

With the vaccine now available to people 16 and up, and trials currently underway 
for people 12 and up, there will likely be many more vaccinated people next school 
year, meaning more people will feel comfortable returning to in-person learning who 
this year opted for remote learning.

?One of the main things I?m hoping for next year is that the county decides to do a 
remote academy,? said assistant principal Karla Stanley. ?I think that masks and plexi-
glass are going to stay around. And the social distancing--I think that depends. If the 
cases go back up, then we will have more social distancing; if they don?t, then maybe 
less social distancing.?

Talk of a remote academy has been stirring across the county as hybrid teaching 
brings challenges in scheduling, equity, and more. Whether the county will address this 
by adding a separate remote academy, by housing small remote academies at each 
school, or in some other innovative way is yet to be determined.

A more- traditional school experience is likely on the horizon, though, meaning 
sporting events, club activities, and social gatherings are likely to increase in activity 
and attendance with fewer restrictions in place than this year. Though safety precau-
tions will remain in place thanks to more attention on public health practices and new 
norms.

?I think it?s going to look different in that they are going to have to sit differently: 
three feet,? said Stanley. ?People just in general are cautious now about being really 
close together unless they?re in the same families.?

Recent  Grad Runs ?The Blit z?
 by Teagan Coley, Online Director

Jesse Bellamy, former West Wind editor and 2020 
WBHS Graduate, uses his background in journalism to 
help him produce and host his own podcast. He has al-
ways had a passion for sports, so he decided to start 
?The Blitz,? discussing all things recent in the sports 
world, particularly football.
?If it was successful, I would certainly  like to make a 
career out of it,? said Bellamy. ?I would preferably like 

to do my own thing.?
Bellamy wants to study Sports Journalism at East Carolina University after earning 

his associates degree. He hopes he can graduate and get a job continuing to do what he 
loves, whether it?s as an analyst or color commentator for an independent show, for a 
radio station, or for a bigger company like ESPN.

?I can use it as a tool to maybe get a job,? said Bellamy. ?If you?re trying to intern 
or get a job at a place like ESPN and the person you?re going against doesn?t have a 
podcast, then you?ll have that experience to show that you?re really committed to being 
a journalist.?

As well as helping him gain experience for the future, producing ?The Blitz? also 
gives him a creative outlet to talk about sports. And his first inspiration to start it was 
taking journalism at West Brunswick.

?I want to be the best at anything I do and journalism class and Sports Journalism 
Camp at Chapel Hill taught me the basics I needed to know to start the podcast,? said 
Bellamy.

Jesse has put a lot of work into ?The Blitz,? which runs on Spotify, Apple Podcasts, 
and a few other podcast apps. It has been a great way for him to express himself and 
share his knowledge of sports with others.

?It gives me a creative outlet to talk about sports, which is what I like to do,? said 
Bellamy. ?In the time that we?re in now, with a pandemic, you don?t see a lot of people, 
especially if you?re in college; you?re doing a lot of online courses, so being able to 
talk about sports is kind of an escape.?

Look ing t o Next  School Year : 
What  To Expect ?

by Henry Jansky, Junior, West Brunswick High School 

https://wbhswestwind.net/staff_name/jennifer-argo/
https://wbhswestwind.net/staff_name/jennifer-argo/
https://wbhswestwind.net/staff_name/jennifer-argo/
https://wbhswestwind.net/staff_name/teagan-coley/
https://wbhswestwind.net/staff_name/teagan-coley/
https://wbhswestwind.net/staff_name/teagan-coley/
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Myr t le Grove Middle School

From Principal Cyndy Bliss:
Shout to our #MGgators for bringing home this year's 
Black History Quiz Bowl trophy!

One philosophy that I have tried to follow in my adult life, is 
living by the ?Golden Rule?-Doing unto others as I would like 
to have done to me. This practice has given me peace of mind in 
my decision-making process. All leaders are different and have 
different values, morals, or philosophies that guide their leader-
ship. Mine just happens to be the basic, ?Golden Rule?.
As a child my mother would often quote this verse and it has 
become my foundation in how I live each day. This principle is 

embedded in me through my upbringing. As a result, that is my focus each day 
when I arrive at Leland Middle School. I do my best each day to wave at the 
car riders and parents. Why? Because I loved it when my son?s middle school 
principal at Myrtle Grove Middle School did that to us. I still remember Mrs. 
Meier?s smiling face. That was over 15 years ago.

When I meet with parents and listen to their concerns and try to help re-
solve or at least reduce stresses that they may have concerning their child, I 
think about how I wanted my own child to be treated. Each child and parent is 
different and sometimes my solutions or resolve may not be their expected out-
come. But I have piece of mind in knowing that I not only used experience as 
an educator, but my experience as a parent, and my upbringing experience. Par-
ents, students, and staff want to be heard and listened to. I listen because I want 
to be listened to.

The ?Golden Rule? has many facets and provides guidance in many ways. 
For example, it is easy to find fault or see the negative in people and situations. 
However, the ?Golden Rule? requires a deeper in-depth look into the heart of 
people and forces us to look beyond the superficial.  I am a firm believer that 
students, parents, teachers, custodians, etc. do not wake up in the morning and 
have an agenda that is negative. As for me, I wake up in the morning thinking 
of ways to help my students enjoy coming to LMS. I spend my mornings dri-
ving to work, making sure that I don?t overlook the slightest concern that a par-
ent, teacher, student, or community member may have. Why? Because this is 
what I would like reciprocated to me; not only as a leader, but as a person in 
general. I think about my role from this perspective, my students are some 
else?s loved one? they are their momma and daddy?s baby, their auntie?s sweet-
heart, their grandparent?s pride and joy. They are the best that their parents 
have. Parents are sending me their prize, their jewels, their treasure each day; 
trusting me to do what is right by their children. Husbands, wives, and children, 
are sending me their prizes each day to teach and serve our students and the 

school, trusting me with their best. When I leave my home each day, my son, 
my sisters, brothers, nieces, and nephews are entrusting that I am in good 
hands. So we all are depending and relying upon each other.

I have heard potential staff candidates say that they didn?t care if the stu-
dents didn?t like them. Some would say, definitely, I want my kids to like me! 
Stephen Covey stated in one of his books that  ?Students don?t learn from peo-
ple that they don?t like?. I reflected on this statement several times throughout 
my career. In fact, my former principal at Southwest High School would always 
summarize interviews with ?Do you care if the kids like you?? Regardless of 
their education or passion about education, this was always the driving force 
behind his hiring practice. I always interpreted his question as, ?are you willing 
to practice the Golden Rule?? I care if people like me. I care if my students like 
me. I care if my staff likes me. Why? Because the Golden Rule is a reciprocal. I 
want to like you? so it is important to me that you want to like me. I see this all 
of the time in the student population. They want to be accepted. Rather, we 
were raised in an environment where the Golden Rule was practiced, it is a 
practice that can be learned. I am a firm believer of this.

We live in a society today, where we see and hear negativity everyday. If 
we wanted to indulge in negativity, we could find it easily by watching  the 
news, reading newspapers, gleaning through social media? it?s easy to find. 
But, it can take some digging sometimes to find good in people and good in the 
world. The purpose of my article, is to encourage others to look for good in 
others and in the world. Do you not want that for yourself? Encourage others to 
seek out the best rather than seek out the negative. Surround yourself with posi-
tivity instead of negativity.  Motivate children with positivity because of the 
simple fact, we want the same positivity reciprocated.

Remember that school leaders, teachers, parents, secretaries, custodians are 
someone?s child, sister, brother, niece, aunt, grandmom, uncle, granddad, god-
parent, friend, cousin, neighbor? We are all important and deserve the practice 
of the ?Golden Rule?.

As we stand at the 10-yard line of the 2020-2021 school year, let?s touch-
down with positivity.  We have the ball, all we have to do is leap into the touch-
down. Build up instead of tearing down. Smile instead of frowning! Search for 
treasure instead of trash. Lend a hand instead of criticism. Help and not hinder. 
Be hopeful and not doubtful. Practice what we would like to have reciprocated 
back! I am following the ?Golden Rule? as a school leader!

 by Dr. K imber ly Mcduffie, Principal, Leland Middle School

Leland Middle School 

 Follow ing t he ?Golden Rule? as a School Leader
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I went searching for Echo when I was a child, long ago when love was less an apoca-
lyptic catastrophe and more akin to the ballads of bards. She was sweet and lyrical the 
way I remember her. The sun caught on her eyes and wove in her honey gold hair.

Echo gave me a compass the night she swam off, the engraving in the common lan-
guage of the Seelie Court. I can?t read the old fae languages, but this one I understand. 
The compass points toward her. Sometimes I would watch it swing back and forth aim-
lessly and wonder if Echo was under my clunker of a ship, swimming in circles in time 
with the Spinstress Wheel which rocks the waves.

This, however, is new. I feel close now, as my crew approaches a foggy bay. The sail 
snaps as I reach the bow and call for the anchor to drop. There are rocks here; the first 
rule of sailing is that every foggy bay has rocks.

?Keep a lookout for selkies,? I call back my crew.
The wayfinder reaches my side. ?Captain,? he says over suspicious murmurs. ?There 

are no selkies here. This is the Siren?s Bay.?
?Sirens aren?t real.?
?Neither are selkies.? I give him a sidelong glance, and he adds, ?Ma?am.?
?This is where the compass led,? I explain in a flighty way I never would have per-

mitted when I was still garnering approval.
Something large and heavy slaps the side of the boat. I would think at first that it?s a 

stray wave, but the flag has gone still. Behind me, the crew rushes to the side and peers 
over the edge.

?Sirens,? the wayfinder hisses, and I ignore him in my haste to follow the crowd.
The water below is gray and still as glass. Jarringly, the wind has died. Luckily for 

me, however, it?s easy to spot the ripples of a seal?s tail disappearing under the belly of 
the ship.

?Echo!? I call into the water. She doesn?t come back up, so I pull out the compass 
again. It?s pointing just in front of me, so close the enchanted metal burns.

She must not have heard me, but it was her. She got my attention. I lift myself onto 
the edge of the barge and throw myself overboard.

The water is frigid. It sucks the breath from my body and the warmth from my bones. 
Hypothermia, I remember, will kill me if my impatience doesn?t.

The map of the east port towns I had tucked into my doublet pocket is ruined now, 
but as I come up for air, it?s the compass I grab for first. Above me, my crew is yelling, 
but I clutch the compass. It?s gone cold from the water.

As I tread, I turn in place. The compass doesn?t move, stuck now halfway to the 
northeast. Waterlogged then. I let it fall into the ocean to be forgotten. I won?t need it af-
ter I find her.

With a deep breath, I plunge under the surface once more. The saltwater stings my 
eyes, but I keep them open. The water, though gray from above, is clear. I can see, hiding 
just under the swell of the barge, a flash of gray sealskin.

I move toward her, so close now I can touch.
She turns, and I pause. Those eyes are dark and beady, exactly like a seal.
The seal is not Echo. It spins and darts away from me.
I pull myself back to the surface and gasp a breath, blinking saltwater from my eyes 

and spinning again in place. It?s not Echo. But the compass.
I duck down again on a deeper breath this time and angle myself toward the sea floor. 

I can?t even see it, it?s so dark. The current a few feet under the surface whips at my 
clothes, taking my ruined map. The compass is long gone.

"Our eyes may be a little bit smaller;
Our skin may be a little bit ?yellower?.
Yes, we may be a little bit different;
However, aren?t we all?
Each unlike no other person,
But still like some other people?
Well then, what makes us less of a person?"

- A.C.O.

Racial discrimination is defined 
to be the prejudicial treatment of 
people who are perceived to be 
different on the basis of race. Al-
though the human brain innately 
puts things into certain categories, 
the meaning of those categories is 
learned over time through experi-
ences and the words that the per-
son?s environment has instilled 
upon them. History, culture, eco-
nomic forces, trends, and the in-
fluence of one?s family all play a 
part. Gwendolyn Keita, Ph.D., 
former executive director of 
APA?s Public Interest Directorate 
delves into how discriminative 
people form their behavior:

Some of the most damaging forms of discrimination are the re-
sult of deep-seated, destructive generalizations about a certain group. 
In such cases, people harbor unrealistic, disparaging beliefs about a 
group and its members, while also maintaining a sense of the moral 
or intellectual superiority of their own group, (?Discussing 
discrimination?).

Individuals, as a result, resort to avoiding, harming, and disad-
vantaging the particular group which they disdain. Sadly, those who 
are unaffected by these circumstances often avoid looking at the very 
apparent matter. Society still identifies the discussion of this topic to 
be taboo because of societal norms, hindering profound discussions 
regarding discrimination which comes in different forms, from con-
spicuous to devious.

In the United States, anti- Asian hate crimes have massively 
surged since the arrival of COVID- 19. The rise in the number of 
these incidents has been instilling fear over the Asian community. 
Members of this minority group are targeted and shamed merely be-
cause they are of a particular race. Some are, unfortunately, violently 
pushed, beaten, stomped on, slashed in the face, and even killed.

The first step we should all take is to realize that it shouldn?t be 
us against each other; it?s us against hate. I encourage you all to be-
come aware of the situation at hand, educate other people, and stand 
up for someone who may need support.

?US? - Against  Hat e 
by Arabella Ong 

Chasing Echo
 by Cathryn Adams

Savoria was fatigued and unbearably hungry. Allowing her survival instincts 
and training to come into play, she searched the ground for edible plants or a 
small animal. Anything at this point would be a lifesaver. Her emerald catlike 
eyes spotted a large rat scuttling across the dewy grass and vines, scavenging to 
feed its young. Without hesitation, for it was told she was born without it, she 
leaped for her prey. Having left her mind that she was completely armored and 
weaponed, metal crashed against the forest floor. She sprang up, unlatching her 
claws from the wounded creature, and moved swiftly away from where she was 
hiding, leaving a pool of scarlet and the clanking of guards marching to her 
hideout behind her. It was going to be a long journey.

Savoria was strong. In fact, she was the strongest warrior in Adikia, though 
she was only seventeen. Her passion was as fiery as her mane of hair and her 
strength was unmatched by any unruly monster of the land. Her kind face was 
often scrunched up in concentration and her will to fight was deadly to many. 
She was revered by many women in her kingdom for her knowledge of the 
blade and her popularity among her people. Though the kingdom demanded the 
men to stay busy with feeding and taking care of children inside their homes, 
they would hurry out to meet her on her strolls and invite her to dinner. She was 
the hero of the kingdom, so to speak. And this hero?s closest companion was 
banished from the kingdom three years ago. Rumors have it that he committed 
treason, but Savoria knew this was a lie. Lovien was loyal to his kingdom and 
family and would have done anything to stay with them, though he was a dis-
grace to them all.He had the heart of a warrior and wanted to defend his home. 
After cooking and cleaning lessons from his father, Lovien would sneak out to 
practice sword fighting with Savoria. They were equal in skill and intellect, but 
she was always stronger. That strength challenged him to become stronger and 
made him grow as a warrior, leading to him becoming almost as outstanding as 
his opponent and best friend. Savoria knew she shouldn?t be helping him, but 

they cared deeply about each other and she believed he deserved to train as she 
did. Often, Savoria and Lovien would not see each other during the day due to 
them being in the School of Warriors and the School of Domesticity respec-
tively. Lovien was cast out for having different dreams than his peers while Sa-
voria grew to be the most praised and validated individual in Adikia. This dif-
ference is what led to the night of Lovien's banishment. While making his way 
to bed, his father heard Lovien sneak out o n a silent night full of fog and lost 
creatures. He followed him and watched as Lovien approached Savoria with his 
sword that he had hidden from his family for years after he had crafted it in se-
cret. With this, his father accused Lovien of trying to murder Adikia?s best war-
rior. Lovien was seized by guards in an instant and was thrown like waste out 
of the kingdom gates. Savoria uttered nothing. She was frozen by the fear of 
losing her life-source of praise to a night of training. Heartbroken by the pain 
on her friend?s face, she barely had time to react at all before he was gone and 
she would never see him again.

However, this was before Savoria escaped her kingdom undetected to find 
her friend. Her heart couldn?t handle another year of grieving and guilt. She 
missed her only close companion.

The only person that knew she was more than a hero and loved her as a 
person. Musty air filled Savoira?s lungs as branches and thorns scratched at her 
face, making blood run down the crease of her eye. She didn?t have time to 
grab her helmet when she left. The twigs made a popping sound as they hit 
metal and quickened their rhythm as Savoia?s desperate movements became 
swifter and sloppy. She squinted through the dark liquid and trudged on, grip-
ping the handle of her sword until her hand cramped. The forest that led to the 
mountains was dangerous at night and, though skilled, Savoria needed to stay 
focused.

by Lor i White, Sophmore, BCECHS

The Hero and The Vil lain (Par t  1)

Ear ly College High School
Success is Our  Tradit ion
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Nor t h Brunsw ick  High School

Jonathan Tapia
Thank You.

Helen Rippy Roehner
Thank you Thank you to all those that encouraged, 
supported, and challenged me all through my edu-

cational journey so far. UNC here I come!

Aiden Connolly
This year was filled with lots of ups and downs. I 

hope next year will have more ups than downs. This 
year was filled with problems, but we were able to 
conquer them to the best of our ability. I hope the 

rest of the year will be our best yet!

Alecxander Chr istianson
Sheeeesh, went by way to fast

Gavin Huneycutt 
My Final Words to you is to never give up. Just 

push through it but NEVER Give Up.

Knowledge Rogers
It matters about your outcome and the journey you 

take to get there, so YOLO.

Bailey Smith
My high school experience was amazing, the peo-
ple , memories I made at the school ,even during 

the pandemic, I managed to succeed when I 
thought I could not handle or can?t do it during an 
pandemic but my strength powered over that harm-

ful thought this is might be a sad ending to hard 
goodbye to something you were used to but some-
times hard endings lead to beautiful beginnings

Sunovia Henry
Remember me when I?m rich and famous and mar-

ried to Billie Elish.

Jada Edmark
In order to be a lion, you must train with lions.

Samantha Harp
Life is too short, make the most out of what you 

have!

Congrat ulat ions t o NBHS FBLA on t he 

fol low ing w ins at  t heir  St at e 

Com pet it ion!
1st Place Finish - Move on to Nationals

Aaliyah Mar in - Journalism

3rd Place Finish - Move on to Nationals
Madilyn and Jordyn Smith - Intro to Social Media Strategy

Top 10 Finish:
Jada Edmark - Job Interview

Jason Guo - Intro to Financial Math
Joshua Preuss - Networking Infrastructures

Depar t ing words f rom  t he Seniors at  Nor t h Brunw ick  High School

In keeping with the tradition of graduating seniors everywhere, North Brunswick High School seniors are leaving these parting comments:

Jackson Metty
My advice would be to find ?your people?. Anyone 

that makes you the best version of yourself.

Ker igan Child
Here is my advice for anyone that is undecided on 
their major: ?Find something you love doing and 
get someone to pay you for doing it? - Kathrine 

Whitehorn. (English Author) This quote helped me 
and I hope it helps you.

Yoel Del Rio
Try your best in everthing you do. Be the one!

Elizabet Rios-Hernandez
You say class of ?20 had it worst, honey class of ?21 
was barely surviving. At the end of the day, we en-

joyed every last minute of our childhood.

Jenna-Ann Matthews
"If you're brave enough to say good-bye, life will 

reward you with a new hello." -Paulo Coelho.

Mar io Langley
I graduated during Corona. I bet you can?t say that.

Malayka Shaw
The Toughest Battles are for the Strongest 

Warriors.

Makyah McNeil
I love y?all

Dixie Pr itchard
Goodbye North Brunswick. I had a lot of fun 

memories.

Estefania Pizana
"Other people's opinion of you does not have to be-

come your reality." Fierro

http://capefearvoices.allforyou.biz/wp
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Many Thanks t o t he Sponsors of  
our  First  Cape Fear  Voices/Teen 

Scene Wr it ing Awards

We would also like to thank Cindy Bryant, Regina and 
Joe Calla, Josh London, Janet Stiegler and Dale and 

Thank you, Chad 
Yarborough!

Thank you, Chad Yarborough, for your generous donation of $1,000 to-
wards the Cape Fear Voices/Teen Scene Scholarship Fund! Your donation will 
help us in awarding scholarships to graduating high school teens who have 
made a significant contribution to the publication and management of The 
Teen Scene.  As a 501(c)(3) tax-exempt organization, we rely upon the gen-
erosity of our community to allow us to continue publication of the local free 
monthly papers Cape Fear Voices and The Teen Scene.  We appreciate your 
support!

 

Part II of the story about a young man who gets into a street 
fight. He takes a beating and now must face the consequences at 
home.

Before his eyes even opened, he could feel the pain surging 
through his body. The tightness in his chest that hit him when he 
sat up was enough to cause him to lay back down. Glancing 
down he first noticed he wasn?t on asphalt, but instead it was the 

old leather den couch.Dang!? Nathen knew that someone had taken him 
home, and more importantly he knew that soon he would have to face the 
speech that awaited him once he walked into his father?s office.

Slowly he managed to get himself propped up on his elbows to survey 
himself. First thing he saw was the white medical wrapping around his ab-
domen. He hoped it wasn?t anything too serious that would restrict his free-
dom while he recovers at home. Swinging his legs out and planting them on 
the floor, he gently applied some weight on them, glad to not feel any pain or 
hear a snap.Good job test to see if your own legs are broken.

Slowly pulling himself to his feet Nathen rolled his neck, to the sound of 
his neck bones popping. As his neck loosened it helped him to feel a little 
more relaxed. Sighing, he moved to the armchair next to him to grab a hoodie 
that had been placed there. As he reached forithe heard footsteps coming into 
the room.

?I see you up from your slumber, took you long enough.?
Nathen glanced at the doorway to seeTaina, his bodyguard, standing there, 

arms crossed with an angered look on her face.Crap?
?HeyTaina, sorry if my being unconscious ruined your lunch break.? Na-

then was about to fire off another sarcastic line but she cut him off with a 
raised hand and her own sarcastic jab.

?Try dinner,idiota? She smirked at him as she turned on her heel and 
waved to him over her shoulder. ?Come on, your father wants to chew you out 
before I do. Depending on how it goes, I may even be kind.? Taking only a 
second, she glanced over her shoulder and looked him up and down. Once she 
had determined that he didn?t look too bad she started to walk away.

?You know I barely understand Portuguese, babaca? Nathen called out to 
her as he made his way out of the den following after Taina, the one person he 
would have preferred not to anger and keep on his good side.

 A Park ing Lot  Braw l: Par t  II
by Samuel Cahenzli, Senior, West Brunswick High School

Once Cookout came to town in February, everyone lined up for a tray and a 
milkshake, begging the question, what flavor to choose? To help anyone in this 
dilemma, West Wind staff created a bracket and posted polls on Instagram that 
narrowed the many flavors down to two top flavors: Oreo and Hershey?s 
Chocolate. Oreo took the dub, as seen on the bracket pictured here.

Though the public had their say, I am ranking my top five flavor choices be-
low for those of you who don?t trust the bracket.

Peach Cobbler
While usually ordering chocolate-based flavors, I sometimes 

mix it up with the not-so-regular peach cobbler to get some va-
riety in my routine.

Reese?s
With its peanut butter chunks and chocolate ice cream, this 

flavor all adds up to make it to my number four spot.

M& M
What can I say, M&M is possibly the most original (besides chocolate 

and vanilla), but its M&Ms give it a unique flavor and texture, putting it 
at the number three spot on my list.

Caramel
Carmel the sweet flavor that honestly goes good with anything, 

chocolate, peach cobbler, and many other things that make it come 
in second place.

Hershey?s Chocolate
Chocolate is classic, simple, and guaranteed to taste good. It wins 

every time in my book. Don?t mess with perfection.

Let?s be honest, I don?t think you can go wrong ordering a milk-
shake from Cookout unless you make an awful combo, like Water-

melon and Caramel, but I hope my list helps you to narrow the 
field. Choose well!

The Ult im at e Cookout  Milkshake
by Jakob Mahon, Junior, West Brunswick High School 



Page 12    Cape Fear Voices    May 2021           http://capefearvoices.org     

Over a decade ago, a friend bought me The Ar t of Doing Noth-
ing: Simple Ways of Making Time for Yourself by Veronique 
Vienne as a gift. I am sure some series of conversations prompted 
her to make the purchase, but it took me another year or so to fi-
nally read the book and seemingly another series of years to begin 
to attempt the practice. I never noticed how much I was always 
doing something. Even my "downtime" was spent doing some-
thing: reading, watching TV, journaling, or napping. Never do I 

recall allowing much time to just do nothing. 

BUT then there was my semester in the United Kingdom. I've blogged about 
how transformative that experience was, and the art of doing nothing was yet 
another gem. I encountered people in and around Swansea, Wales, who were 
just sitting. Not checking their phones. Not talking. Not writing. Just sitting. It 
was common to dine at a restaurant and remain undisturbed for extended peri-
ods. 

In the U.S., we often classify this as poor customer service, but there it 
seemed to be a regard for the art of doing nothing or, in many instances, the art 
of enjoying another's company. When I was out with my colleagues and 
friends, meals didn't come in a haste (another difference was that our food was 
often made with fresh ingredients and notions of fast food were rare). The tab 
was not brought until we requested it. This gave us the freedom to sit for as 
long as we liked, uninterrupted, and to enjoy one another. Over time and hon-
estly, with some intention and force, I began to appreciate the art of stillness. I 
learned how to sit for lengthy periods and do nothing. I welcomed those mo-
ments. 

I found that in stillness, I was renewed. In stillness, ideas budded about new 
ventures and revelations. In stillness, I felt calm and peaceful. There is joy in 
stillness, satisfaction in stillness, fulfillment in stillness. But as we continue in 
our "pandemic lives," I think many of us crave anything other than stillness. 
Some of us are tired of being still, tired of doing nothing. I hear you, and I can 
relate! However, as spring continues, I am committed to taking great care with 
holding some sort of balance between the need for prolonged periods of 
restorative stillness and re- engaging in social activities. I am cautious about 
trying to recreate my pre-pandemic life. And I am reminded that I do need time 
just to do nothing, to be renewed, to be refreshed ?  to be replenished. How are 
you cultivating the art of stillness this spring? 

Original article posted May 13, 2019, on
https://sabrinatcherry.com/2019/05/03/the-art-of-doing-nothing-i-e-stillness/.

Volunt eer ing is Good for  t he 
Soul, Com m unit y, and 

Count ry
by John Hacker , Board Member, Brunswick Service Coordinating Council

Volunteering is good for your health. No, I am not making this up. There 
have been studies that when you are thinking about your own problems and 
shift your focus to others, your stress levels start to decrease. Apart from this, 
your immune system is also strengthened, and your overall sense of life satis-
faction increases. 

Volunteering gives you the chance to contribute to the kind of community 
and world you want to live in every day.

Our Senior population here is an excellent source for volunteers; they have a 
great wealth of experience and knowledge. Why not can use that talent to help 
build our community? 

Let your past life be impactful to our community. Be part of our future 
growth here. Allow your actions to be led from a place of sincere intention. 
That way, all the hard work will be worth it, and you'll be more committed to 
the cause. As a result, your impact will be that much more significant.

Volunteering lets you meet people from all walks of life. It gives you the 
chance to form relationships that can have a lasting impact on your life. 

I spent two years with Americorps, and I was awarded The Presidents Vol-
unteer Service Award. I am still in touch with those people I worked with.

Did you know volunteering is an excellent way to boost your career 
prospects? It helps you create a positive impression, makes you more innova-
tive and creative, and gives you a range of valuable skills. 

Again, studies have found that recruiters rank volunteer participation higher 
than personal presentation when looking at prospective candidates. As a for-
mer recruiter, I took a second look at a candidate who participated in volunteer 
work; it showed me depth.

So, what are the reasons why employers are keen on hiring volunteers? Em-
ployers love a candidate with a range of soft skills, and luckily, volunteering 
gives you plenty of those. How?

On a volunteer program, you?re faced with problems daily and have to deal 
with a mix of personalities ? all while adjusting to life outside of your comfort 
zone. This all adds up and helps to improve your teamwork, leadership, 
problem-solving, and people skills - just what is needed in leadership posi-
tions of Service Organizations.

It allows you to be a part of something bigger than yourself and use your 
own skills and knowledge to assist in the empowerment of people all across 
our city, county, state, and yes, even the nation.

By volunteering, you are helping your community - pay attention to that 
mile around your home, your school, your church, your business. Don?t listen 
to the noise in Washington D.C. area. Listen to your heart. 

We are growing here in Brunswick County; we cannot rely on government 
funding to take care of ALL our needs. Our local Services need that "Human 
Touch." That's where volunteers come in. Seniors are an excellent resource for 
our local churches, non-profits, schools, civic groups, government agencies, 
and others who help shape our future.

Make a stand and look into the local groups that you may be interested in 
helping. It will be good for the community, and good for YOUR soul. More on 
volunteer opportunities in next month?s issue. See you here.

After a year?s hiatus, Brunswick County Master Gardener SSM Volunteer As-
sociation plant sales are returning! We are offering two different, specialized 
plant sales this spring, different from past years. No azaleas, roses, crape myr-
tles, or loropetalums will be offered for sale.

·Visit the website www.bcmgva.org for more information on the offered plants 
and instructions on scheduling a pick-up appointment.

·Payment for Online Orders is through PayPal, Visa, Master Card, American 
Express, or Discover.

On Friday May 14th, our second sale, the BCEMGVA Propagation Sale offers 
of variety of perennials, annuals, vegetables, and herbs propagated by Master 
Gardeners.

Yes,we grew these plants from seeds, cuttings or divisions ourselves! Some 
plants are propagated from the BC Botanical Garden or our home gardens.

The Propagation Plant Sale is a traditional outdoor sale, but for the health and 
safety of the plant sale attendees and Master Gardener volunteers, participants 
will need to wear masks and schedule an appointment to shop between 9:00 ? 
10:30 am. After 10:30 am, a limited number of shoppers will be admitted on a 
first-come, first-served basis.

·Starting May 3rd, visit www.bcmgva.org to learn about the plants being of-
fered for sale and to schedule an appointment.

This sale is held at the Brunswick County Extension Office, 25 Referendum 
Drive, at the greenhouse area behind Building N, Government Complex, Bolivia, 
NC 2842.

For more information, contact Krystyna Ochota at the NC Brunswick County 
Cooperative Extension Office; 910 253 2595, Monday - Friday from 8:00 am - 
2:00 pm.

The Ar t  of  Doing Not hing 
by Sabr ina T. Cherry, Assistant Professor of Public Health, UNC-Wilmington, NC

BRUNSWICK COUNTY MASTER GARDENER 
SSM VOLUNTEER ASSOCIATION OFFERING 

TWO PLANT SALES

https://www.amazon.com/Art-Doing-Nothing-Simple-Yourself/dp/0609600745
https://www.amazon.com/Art-Doing-Nothing-Simple-Yourself/dp/0609600745
http://www.bcmgva.org/
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Boys t o Teachers
by Paula Tucker-Hogan, PhD, Education Director, BC NAACP Creator, Boys to Teachers Program

Children Need to See What They Can Be

GOVERNOR COOPER SAID, ?Increasing diversity in front of the classroom will benefit all stu-
dents in the long run, as young people see themselves reflected in the evolving multicultural pool of 
educators.?

There is a paucity, nationwide, of teachers of color.This Boys To Teachers Program will grow the 
needed teachers with the help of our partners and the Parent Advisory Board. It will focus, each year 
(beginning July of this year) on preparing 20 additional Black and Brown 9th grade boys for high 
school, help them stay in school, graduate, and out of the school to prison pipeline.The plan is to 
work with UNCW to become a feeder program into the UNCW Watson College of Education, which, 
hopefully, will offer scholarships.

Students need teachers who look like them, and who can serve as positive role models. Tony Brown, 
in his book ?What Mama Taught Me,? (2003), wrote: ?My father was not a part of my life, but I had 
wonderful surrogates. I found myself adopting fathers... the track coach and the principal.? This Pro-
gram is designed to create those surrogates.

The B2T Program is in three phases:

~Phase One: A one-week summer institute, held at the University of NC, Wilmington, prior to the 
boys? entry into high school and follows them through high school, college, and their first year of 
teaching.They will have daily classes in ?Conflict Resolution,? ?9th grade Science,? ?Black Ameri-
can History,? and ?Money Management.? They will also participate in growth producing activities 
under the tutelage of their mentors; and engage in several contests to create art for the Gullah 
Geechee Corridor; and a logo, and colors for the B2T Program.

~Phase Two: They will be helped throughout the academic year by participating (at no cost in prepa-
ration for Phase Three) with the?100 Black Men?Bi- Weekly Saturday Success Academy 
Workshops.

~Phase Three: They will demonstrate their learning by teaching a class on ?conflict resolution? to a 
group of 4th graders at the May 7th, 2022, Spring Conference.

?Most Black and Brown boys don?t graduate from high school and the few who attend college, do 
not finish.They continue to be underrepresented in advanced placement classes and overrepresented 
in special education classes, suspensions and expulsions. When they don?t succeed in school, they 
drop out and are much more likely to succeed in the nation?s criminal justice and penitentiary sys-
tem.More are incarcerated in the US than there are in the rest of the world combined. We (our 
schools, government, Black churches, Black leaders, and even our parents), have failed them. (Amer-
ica has lost a generation of Black boys.? April 2007. Phillip Jackson)

For more information contact us at drpthogan@gmail.com.

Teen Scene, Inc. is happy to announce that we have partnered with Boys to Teachers to participate 
in a basic writing skills class. The class will take place this summer on the campus of UNCW. I f all 
goes as planned, we will soon have a dedicated page of young writers in our future The Teen 
Scene editions.

One of the popularized Low Country cultural connections to 
West Africa is the Ring Shout. The Ring Shout is a sentimental 
fusion of movement in which worshippers moved in a 
counterclockwise circle. It would take place in praise houses 
(small wooden framed buildings) near plantations, away from 
slave masters, and used strictly for religious practices. Their 
group mobility consisted of hand-clapping, singing, and 

shuffling the feet to a fast-paced beat. The Ring Shout's primary purpose was to 
allow worship and connect with a higher power to influence current actions 
while surviving on the plantations. "I often say how I've been trying to teach 
and educate people as we travel about the polyrhythmic beat which came from 
Africa. It did not originate on the plantations. The Ring Shout itself by that 
name did originate from the plantations. However, the African beat and the 
counterclockwise ideal came from West Africa." Lotson stated.

A destination Lotson stated made an impact on how he viewed his heritage 
was visiting West Africa. With his travel, he witnessed cross-cultural dynamics 
to understand his culture's foundation and picked up a plethora of resourceful 
information. "In 2011, when I traveled to West Africa, I had been invited to 
visit a sanctuary, and the place was packed. When I went to do a special lecture, 
people were singing as entertainment and their religious ways. As I was 
watching, I said to myself, "Wait a minute, that is the beat!" and "Oh my 
goodness, they actually do clap that way!" It was interesting because before 
then I had never been to West Africa. Most Gullah/Geechee did not or do not 
travel to West Africa, so I felt it was essential to make the trip." Lotson stated.

According to the Elegant Island Living Media Group, the Ring Shout's 
beginnings as we know it today probably began as two separate art forms: the 

shout and ring play. The shout on its own is seen as a "call and response" 
approach, which is defined as a vocal input that is returned with an 
overwhelming output. Later, it was developed in African-American churches to 
amplify teachings or messages to the congregation. The messages carried 
requests that captured the pain, perseverance, and joy in moments that were 
tugging at their hearts. In comparison, ring play involved movement, consisting 
of singing and dancing to fit religious rhythmic patterns. These methods 
allowed for cultural roots to arise and form cohesion in times of doubt.

"The real Ring Shout is when people get filled with the spirit, and it's not so 
much about the format or being controlled, but rather, flowing freely." Lotson 
stated. Even though many of the motions were freeing, frequent movements 
like crossing the feet, toe-tapping, and fiddle playing were prohibited since the 
act was deemed unrighteous. Furthermore, plantation owners did not allow 
drums as they thought the drums could serve as a communication instrument 
for planning an escape route. So, enslaved Africans had to maintain the rhythm 
through handclaps. 

Lotson tells me that his group honors this factor of the tradition on purpose. 
As it pays tribute to the hardships enslaved Africans had to endure. "We don't 
do the drums; we stay true to the Ring Shout. We have a stick man who beats 
the stick and a washboard, and we clap, that's it. We don't need any fancy 
guitars or drums because they didn't have that in the original plantation days."

For more information on Griffin Lotson and the Geechee Gullah Ring 
Shouters, visit: https://www.geecheegullahringshouters.com/

Gullah/Geechee Religion: Ring Shout   Rit uals, and                                         
Reaves Chapel Ring Shout : Par t  2 

by Ana Johnson,  Cape Fear Community College

A Special Fr iendship
by Brendan Connelly, Brunswick Forest

I would like to share with you a story about 
our special friendship with Michael and 
Kathleen Rinaldo. 
My father became friendly with Michael Ri-
naldo when he was working with the 
Epilepsy Foundation of New Jersey. 
In September 2007, the Epilepsy Foundation 
of New Jersey sponsored their annual 

Surfers Healing event in which hired surfers would take 
people with Special Needs surfing. The Friday night be-
fore the Surfers Healing event, there was a dinner party.

Michael Rinaldo had told my Dad he would be bringing 
his wife Kathleen to the dinner, and she would love to 
meet me. Kathleen was born in Wisconsin, and she loved 
the fact that we are Packers fans.

At the dinner, there was a silent auction in which there 
were several prizes up for bidding. Ironically enough, one 
of the items was tickets to the Packers at Giants game the 
following weekend.

I am typically a person who does not ask for much. 
However, I went up to my Dad and told him I really 
wanted to win the tickets. We keep bidding all night. My 
Dad had noticed there was one couple that was bidding 
against him. As the auction closed, he put in his final bid, 
and he felt we were in good shape. 

Like at the Academy Awards, as they are about to an-
nounce the winner of the tickets, I am starting to walk up 
to the stage. Just then, they announce the winner, and it 
was somebody else. I am in shock and devastated. 

Just as the night appears to be over, the story takes an 
unexpected turn.

Kathleen comes up to me and tells me that they bought 
the tickets for me. They were outbidding us all night so 
they could win the tickets for me. I was again in a state of 
shock!

The Rinaldo?s were already going to the game since 
Michael had Giants season tickets. They invited my Dad 
and me to come to their pregame tailgate party! We had an 
awesome time!

We fast forward to 2012 as I am about to graduate from 
college. Kathleen coordinates with her brother Bill, who at 
the time lived in Green Bay and had Packers season tickets 
to buy me and my parents' tickets to a Packers game in 
Green Bay! At my graduation party, Kathleen presents me 
with the tickets for my graduation present!

The game was on October 28, 2012, against the Jack-
sonville Jaguars, and it was an incredible experience! 

Kathleen?s brother Bill gave me tickets to walk down on 
the field while the players were doing their warmups. We 
could not touch or communicate with any of the players, 
but it was fantastic to be like five feet from them. 

I absolutely loved the experience and would love to go 
back again someday. None of this could have been possi-
ble if I did not meet Kathleen at that Surfers Healers din-
ner. 

It is funny how we all come across people that change 
your life forever! We are lucky to still be friends today, 
and we will cherish our friendship and these special mo-
ments forever! 

Writ ing Academ y Announces Wr it ing and 
St udy Sk il ls Classes 

The Teen Scene Writing Academy will be offering Basic Writing 
Skills and Study Skills Classes starting in July 2021. The class will 
consist of  5 one hour sessions, with a maximum of six students 
per class.   The purpose of these classes is to spend time with each 
student on the basics of writing and fundamentals on how to study. 
The end result will be to build good habits and confidence in the 
classroom. The cost will be $ 75 for each class. The courses will 
be taught by experienced educators. If interested, please contact us 
at editor teenscene@gmail.com.



On March 29, Leland VFW Post 12196, in partnership with the U. S. Viet-
nam War Veterans Commemoration, held a ceremony at the Veterans Memorial 
in Belville?s Riverwalk Park to honor Vietnam Veterans. National Vietnam War 
Veterans Day is a U.S. holiday observed annually on March 29.  The holiday 
honors all servicemen and women who served on active duty in the U.S. 
Armed Forces from November 1, 1955, to May 15, 1975, regardless of the lo-
cation served.  

VFW Post Commander, Gerald Decker, commented about the event, ?This 
program makes no distinction between veterans who served in- country, in-
theater, or stationed elsewhere during the Vietnam War period.  All were called 
to serve, none could self- determine where they were stationed, and all were 
seen in the same way by a country that could not separate the war from the 
warrior.  Each person who served during this period earned and rightly de-
serves our profound thanks.?

A sizeable crowd, limited only by existing state- imposed COVID gathering 
restrictions, showed up on a beautiful day to watch 50 veterans receive the 
recognition and the "Welcome Home" they richly deserve. Belville Mayor 
Mike Allen and Leland Mayor Brenda Bozeman provided opening remarks, 
followed by Guest Speaker Adm (Ret.) Ron Henderson.  As part of the pro-

gram, each veteran received a pin rec-
ognizing their service and copies of 
Presidential Resolutions by Presidents 
Obama and Trump. Awardees also re-
ceived a copy of a resolution signed by 
Governor Cooper and a letter of appre-
ciation from the North Carolina Gen-
eral Assembly which was spearheaded 
by Senator Bill Rabon?s office.  U. S. 
Senator Tom Tillis was unable to at-
tend but did send a staffer who read a 
letter from the Senator honoring the 
veterans.

Special recognition was also given 
to the surviving members of Vietnam 
veterans.  These included Ms. Monica 
Lovell, whose father Ronald Storz 
died in a Vietnamese prison camp 
known as Alcatraz.  Storz was known 
as one of the ?Alcatraz 11? - senior-
level POWs who the North Viet-
namese had identified as resistance leaders and subjected to isolation and tor-
ture.  Also recognized were the mother and family members of John E. Jacobs, 
the only Leland-area veteran who died in combat shortly after arriving in Viet-
nam. 

Honorable mention was provided for Petty Officer 3rd Class Donald W. Wat-
son who died April 11, 2020.  His wife is Martha E. Watson was not in atten-
dance, but will receive the Department of Defense Vietnam War Commemora-
tion Certificate of Honor.

Vietnam War Veterans Commemoration March 29, 2021, Belville Memorial 
Park.  

Mil itary News 

Y our Community 
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Some of the nearly 50 veterans recognized at the event.

Commander Decker addressing the crowd.

VFW Post Chaplain Nathaniel Pringle 
introducing Leland Girl Scouts for the 

Pledge of Allegiance. 

Viet nam  War  Vet erans Recognized by Leland VFW Post  12196
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Y our Community 
The Mission of  t he Brunsw ick  Ar t s Council is t o suppor t , 

sust ain, enhance and cult ivat e t he ar t s in Brunsw ick  
Count y m ak ing cult ural event s, ar t s educat ion and 

appreciat ion t he ar t s available t o t he diverse range of  
count y resident s.

We are a community nonprofit working in partnership with NC Arts Council, Brunswick 
County, Parks & Recreation and other businesses and artists to help provide funding for 
programming, plays,  concerts, shows, workshops, festivals, school events and other art  
activities. Operating ?without walls? we hold our own activities in different spaces through 
the county.

 

United States Involvement in the Vietnam Conflict
by Frank Str itter , Holden Beach

How did the US become involved in the Vietnam Conflict?

French Indochina was a French colony, so Nazi Germany's conquest of France in May 1940, allowed the Vichy French government to take control. TheJapanese 
then invaded French Indochina, occupying it until the end of World War II.

In 1941 the Viet Minh, a communist movement led by H? Chi Minh, started a guerilla war against the Japanese.The US liked H? and the Viet Minh because of 
their fight against the Japanese.

When Japan surrendered ln 1945,H?proclaimed the Democratic Republic of Vietnam to be independent of France.France then went to war with the Viet Minh but 
wasonly able to seize southern Vietnam. The Viet Minh resorted to guerilla warfare in retaliation.

In 1946, H? sent several communications to the US asking for support but never received a response. Instead, the US let the world know thatthe Viet Minh were 
communists and that the French presence in Vietnam was imperative to prevent an expansion of communism. Thus, Vietnam was identified by the US as a 
participant in the Cold War between the Soviets and the US.So, the US now turned against H?.

In 1947, the USstated that its US foreign policy existed to assist any country threatened by communism and then in 1950began toback France by sending military 
supplies.

In 1954,French troops were defeated by the Viet Minh at the historic battle of Dien Bien Phu. H? negotiated a favorable ceasefire ending French colonialism. 
French Indochina was dissolved into three countries - Vietnam,Cambodia, andLaos.Failure to abide by the agreement led to the creation of North and South 
Vietnam, and subsequently, the Vietnam Conflict.

In 1955, PresidentEisenhower considered the partition of Vietnam to be a victory for the US in the Cold War. To ensure a noncommunist South Vietnam, 
Eisenhower offered support by deploying 700 military advisors to train the South Vietnamese army and economic aid.

In 1959, H?organized a guerrilla movement in the South called the Viet Cong, and the first US soldiers are killed in South Vietnam.US assistance was foundering 
when President Kennedy authorized an additional 500 military advisors toSouth Vietnamin 1961. Kennedy asserted that Americans would "pay any price, bear any 
burden" to support democratic nation-building that would counter communism in Asia.Hesigned theForeign Assistance Actin 1962 that provided "... military 
assistance to countries on the rim of the Communist world and under direct attack" and in 1963, increased military advisors to 16,000. The US was then identified 
with what many believe to have been an oppressive South Vietnamese regime.

In 1963 President Johnson ascribed to the "domino theory," believing that South Vietnam was the victim of communist aggression. He said that if the US failed to 
step in, a negative message would be sent that the US was not committed to containing communism. By 1964 the war was going badly for the South, but Johnson 
hesitated to send more troops, trying to balance his domestic "Great Society" against the mounting crisis in Vietnam.

Later in 1964, the destroyer USS Maddox, was reportedly pursued by North Vietnamese torpedo boats in the Gulf of Tonkin. The destroyer fired warning shots, 
and the Vietnamese boats returned fire. In response,Johnson called for airstrikes on North Vietnamese patrol boat bases. Two days later, the USclaimed that its 
ships were again pursued by torpedo boats, although the US later admitted that the second incident never occurred.Five days later,Johnson persuaded Congress to 
pass theGulf of Tonkin Resolution,authorizing him to "take all necessary measures" against any aggressor.

In 1965 the first American combat troops ? the 9th Marine Expeditionary Brigade ? waded ashore at China Beach introducing US ground forces into the mix. US 
involvement in the Vietnam Conflict escalated from that point until 1973. When our involvement was terminated, close to three millionAmericans had served 
in-country, with close to 60 thousandkilled. Over three hundred thousand had been wounded, and nearly 16 hundred are still listed as MIA. So, all in all, an 
expensive military assistance mission.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kingdom_of_Cambodia_(1953%E2%80%931970)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kingdom_of_Laos
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/South_Vietnam
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/South_Vietnam
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Foreign_Assistance_Act
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Foreign_Assistance_Act
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Foreign_Assistance_Act
https://www.history.com/topics/vietnam-war/gulf-of-tonkin-resolution
https://www.history.com/topics/vietnam-war/gulf-of-tonkin-resolution
https://www.history.com/topics/vietnam-war/gulf-of-tonkin-resolution
https://www.history.com/topics/vietnam-war/gulf-of-tonkin-resolution
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Does your  wardrobe need som e sprucing up?

Cape Fear Voices and Teen Scene shirts are now avail-
able to order. Shirts are available in short sleeve ($20), 
long-sleeve ($22), and short sleeve polo ($25). Please log-
on to www.t hepaisleyum brella.com  to see colors, 
sizes, and designs available. All proceeds benefit Cape 
Fear Voices/Teen Scene.

Cape Fear and Teen Scene Thanks Our April Advertisers

 

Creative Wr iters/Ar tist
Creative people to submit articles, pictures, drawings, poetry or short stories 

for publication in local paper. Ever wanted a place to publish your work? 
Cape Fear Voices might just be what you are looking for. 

Contact: editorcfv@gmail.com         

CEL EBRA TIONS! 
Happy Birthday

  
Brant ley Bargerhuf f

Dave Decker

Sam ant ha Johnson

Cindy Haga 

Kim ber ly McIrney

Am i Sandlin

Have a special event coming up?                                                               
Cape Fear Voices would like to celebrate with you!

Help us build our NEW ?Celebrations? page!

Birthdays, Anniversaries, Graduation, Promotion, Appointments, 
Births, Retirement,  Engagement, Marriage, Mother?s Day, Father?s 

Day, Grandparent?s Day, Any Holiday!

I t?s So Easy!Upload your 3-line message and jpeg photo by go-
ing to the ?Celebrations? tab on the Cape Fear Voices website at:  

http://capefearvoices.org.  Messages and photos must be uploaded 
no later than the 15th of the month for publication the following 

month.  The size of your black and white message with photo will 
be 2? x 2.? 

 You can make your $6.00 payment at cfvts.org  
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