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 This is one of those stories.
Our family was on a na-
tional parks tour when we 
saw billboards advertising 
the Circus, Circus Hotel 

and Casino Re-
sort for rooms at 
bargain prices 
and free circus 

acts in Las Vegas NV. ?Life?s a Circus. 
Let?s Play.?, they said. What a wonder-
ful playground for both adults and chil-
dren, my husband and I thought. Ads 
that assured a safe and secure environ-
ment for all ages encouraged us to 
check it out. The children could visit 
the circus while we adults took in the 
adult entertainment.

Arriving at Circus, Circus was just 
like entering the Big Tent at Barnum 
and Bailey. Circus animals in their ap-
propriate wagon cages lined the entry-
ways, waiting for the Grand Opening 
Parade. Sideshow entertainers? the tat-
tooed lady, Siamese twins, the fire 
eater, and more? lined another hallway. 
The Splash Zone waterpark with three 
slides from a 50' water tower, a splash 
pad, and waterfalls also included a 
huge pool for adults. Of course, there 
was The Casino.

Circus Acts included The Flying Poe-
mas, a trapeze act; Hossein, the strong 
man; Naira, the aerial dancer on a rope 
of silk, Clowns, and Jugglers.

There was so much to take in? all in 
one location. We decided on the promo-
tional 40% discount 3- night package, 
checked in, and went to our adjoining 
rooms. Lou and I had a king bed while 
Michelle and Jake each had a twin bed 
in the other of our circus- themed 
rooms. The fancifully colored rooms 

appeared freshly cleaned, with a 
lemony fresh scent. What a lovely 
arrangement for such a great price, I 
thought.

After dinner and an exciting circus 
performance, we returned to our rooms 
for a peaceful night?s sleep. Lou and I 
awoke the next morning refreshed and 
ready for the day, as did Michelle. Jake, 
however, complained that he didn?t 
sleep so well; something kept scratch-
ing his back, he said. Lou checked for 
bedbugs but found none.

?It must have been your imagina-
tion,? Lou told Jake. And off we went 
for our first full day of fun.

We returned to our rooms for our sec-
ond night, tired and ready for bed after 
more shows and water park activities. 
The next morning Michelle and Jake 
both commented that there was an odor 
in their room that none of us could 
identify. I said I?d leave a note for 
housekeeping.

Walking along the Vegas Strip, 
watching the Bellagio fountains, the pi-
rate show at Treasure Island, and 
checking out the gondolas at the Venet-
ian took up a large part of our day. 
Again, we returned to rooms for a rest-
ful night's sleep before checking out the 
next morning. After Lou and I had been 
asleep for a while, a dejected Jake 
padded into our room. Not only did the 
room still smell, he said, but something 
was really scratching his back. Reluc-
tantly, Lou got up to check on Jake?s 
complaints.

Almost simultaneously, there was a 
knock on our door. I answered the door 
and was shocked to see two police offi-
cers. They asked to come in so they 
could explain the situation to us. I 

obliged, and when Lou re-entered from 
the kids? room, he appeared somewhat 
disconcerted.

Detective Phillips explained that they 
had been investigating a murder com-
mitted by a man who had just con-
fessed and named the location of the 
body. They wanted to check our rooms 
to verify the man?s confession. The 
murderer said he had put the body in a 
large heavy- duty plastic bag and then 
hidden it in a twin mattress in one of 
these rooms.

Now Jake's complaints were becom-
ing ghastly clear ?  the odor turned out 
to be a decaying body, and the scratchi-
ness on Jake?s back was, in fact, the de-
caying body?s teeth as they began to 
protrude through the plastic. The reve-
lation of all this was too much!

We immediately packed and were on 
our way out when the manager stopped 
us to profusely apologize for our ?in-
convenience? and offer us a generous 
$5000 check. In order to claim the 
check, there was a non- disclosure 
clause? whatever happens in Vegas- -
especially at Circus, Circus- - stays in 
Vegas.

 

?What  Happens in Vegas St ays in Vegas?

  When our daughter, Leah, 
was in the second grade, 
she announced that she 
wanted to dress up as broc-
coli for Halloween. Leah 
sometimes marched to the 

beat of a different 
drummer as a child, 
so I asked if we had 
heard her right.

Me: ?You want to go as a what??

Leah: ?Broccoli.?

Me: Broccoli? The green vegetable 
that looks like a tree? You want to go as 
a vegetable?

Leah: Yes.

Me: ?Ah? okay? that?s different. 
And creative, too. But don?t you want 
to go as something scary??

Leah: Broccoli is scary.

Now you?re probably wondering why 
my daughter would find broccoli not 
just distasteful, as one of our former 
Presidents did, but downright scary. So 
here?s the backstory:

Several months earlier, I was making 
a chicken and vegetable stir-fry for our 

family dinner. Stir-fries have long been 
one of my ?go- to? meals because they 
are low in fat, and the variety of colors, 
textures, and flavors present well. 
Served over pasta or rice, it is generally 
a crowd- pleaser. As my husband, son, 
and I started to dig into our meals, I no-
ticed Leah staring intently at her plate 
and moving some of the food around 
with her fork.

Me: Is something wrong, love?

Leah (looking up aghast): There are 
bugs in my food!

Me: Nonsense.That?s just some dried 
thyme or basil.

Leah: They?re moving!

Me: No, that?s just the spices floating 
in the sauce.

Son: Wait. I have bugs too! (Having 
taken several bites already, son runs to 
the bathroom to eject what he had 
eaten.)

Husband (star ing at his plate): Oh, 
my God! There are bugs in this dish!

Needless to say, dinner went into the 
garbage that night. I later read that 
broccoli can frequently be infested with 

insects such as aphids, spider mites, and 
broccoli worms. You have to pull apart 
and steam the florets to find them. 
Since the purpose of a stir- fry keeps is 
to keep the vegetables somewhat crisp, 
not all those buggers died in the process 
and were parading around on our food. 
My lame attempt to point out that some 
cultures eat bugs for protein did not 
seem to resonate.

So back to Halloween. Turning Leah 
into a stalk of broccoli turned out to be 
fairly simple. We bought her a jade 
green top and tights, then tied some real 
broccoli crowns onto a straw hat. We 
were proud of our ingenuity, and Leah 
seemed pleased with the result.

Later that evening, we were eager to 
hear how the costume parade at school 
went.Seated on the couch in a slump, 
Leah folded her arms and stuck out her 
lower lip, pouting.

?What?s wrong, Leah? Didn?t they 
like your costume?? We were puzzled.

?Yes, the teachers thought it was 
cute,? she answered in a huff.
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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 prod-
uct. For Teen Scene, we will accomplish this by re-
cruiting dedicated teens who are willing to put in 
the time and effort to develop their skills. Our role 
in either Teen Scene or Cape Fear Voices is solely 
to promote and showcase individuals' creative tal-
ents in the Cape Fear Region. As such, we will not 
publish any religious or political work that may 
otherwise 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) (pending). Our Employer Identification 
Number (EIN) is 45-0539098. Donors can deduct 
contributions they make under IRS Code Section 
170. Teen Scene is qualified to receive tax-
deductible bequests, devises, transfers, or gifts un-
der Section 2055, 2106, or 2522. We will acknowl-
edge all donations in our monthly publications un-
less 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 mis-
sions 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 een 
Scene and Cape Fear Voices. The Board serves in 
an advisory capacity to ensure that both publica-
tions are operated and published in an ethical and 
accountable 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
    Debra Pickett, Secretary
   
Board of Directors
    Claire Boon
    Debbie Channell
    Shelley Haga
    Jenny Stedham
    
Advisory Board
    Howard Cohen   
    Beverly Haedrich
    Emily Rose Thorne
    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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To centralize responsibility for Cape Fear Voices 
subscriptions, we have established a separate email 
account for our readers and subscribers to use. As a 
practice, we send papers to our subscribers during 
the first week of each month. Recently, as reflected 
in several emails we have received, mail delivery is 

experiencing delays. These delays may be due, in part, to the fact that 
Leland- area deliveries are first sent to the central USPS sorting facility in 
Charlotte, NC, before being returned to the Leland Post Office for delivery to 
area customers. Our local postal facility is prohibited by policy from ?hold-
ing? mail for Leland deliveries at the local facility as was previous practice. 
We ask for your patience as we encounter and work through these delays. All 
subscription-related emails should be sent to cfvsubscriptions@gmail.com

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

We continue to work with our 
web site developer to hopefully 
bring our web site online by the 
end of the year. In the same 
vein, we plan to establish a 
Facebook presence soon. Please 
bear with us as we continue to 
grow. Thank you for your 
support!

We thank everyone who has 
submitted poems, stories, 
and photos for our special 
publication, ?The Great 
Lockdown of 2020.? It ap-
pears that many people want 
to share their stories and 
thoughts about how the 
COVID- 19 pandemic has 
affected their families, lives, 
and livelihoods. With a sig-
nificant election season 

around the corner, and the approaching Thanksgiving and Christmas holi-
days, we have decided to extend our deadline for submissions to ?The Great 
Lockdown.? This will allow us to publish additional poems, stories, or pho-
tos that we expect will add significantly to the final product. 

The new deadline is January 1, 2021. We anticipate publication in early 
2021. While we normally do not publish religious or political stories, we will 
publish stories that relate directly to the author?s personal experiences during 
this year of pandemic lockdown. Entries should be no more  than 500-700 
words, single-spaced, and in Times New Roman 12 Font. Email entries to 
editorcfv@gmail.com.

Ext ension of  Due Dat e for  ?The Great  
Lockdown of  2020? Publicat ion

Social 
Media 
Progress

Websit e and 
Facebook com ing soon

Not ice on Subscr ipt ions and 
Mail ing

?So, what?s wrong?? We won-
dered if the other kids might 
have teased her for being a cru-
ciferous vegetable.

?Nobody guessed that I was a 
scary broccoli. They thought I 
was a leprechaun!?

Today my children have only 
a vague recollection of what 
they wore for Halloween each 
year. But they don?t let me for-
get that I scarred them for life 
the night I served them bugs for 
dinner.

Broccoli
From Page 1

How t o Subscr ibe

Progress with Teen Scene - A 
recent Zoom meeting with an As-
sistant Principal and two English 
teachers at Leland Middle School 
elicited a lot of enthusiasm from 
the staff for student participation 
in Teen Scene. We have had simi-
lar reactions from the staff at Town 
Creek Middle School and are 
hopeful that by year?s end, we will 
have several teen writers engaged 
with us on writing for Teen Scene.

Partnership with BAC - We re-
cently had a very productive Zoom 
meeting with Mary Beth Livers, 
Executive Director, and members 
of the Brunswick Arts Council 

(BAC) Board. The BAC mission is 
to support, sustain, and enhance 
quality arts- related experiences 
and opportunities in Brunswick 
County. This is accomplished 
through a variety of quality cul-
tural events, arts education, and 
appreciation- of- the- arts programs 
available to the diverse range of 
county residents. BAC programs 
include the performing, visual, and 
literary arts. Partnership with Cape 
Fear Voices and Teen Scene will 
enhance the latter programs. Be-
ginning with the November issue 
of Cape Fear Voices, BAC has 
committed to sponsor one page of 

the Voices to provide our commu-
nity with the latest arts- related 
news as well as to provide an addi-
tional creative outlet for artists as-
sociated with BAC. This partner-
ship will allow BAC to expand its 
literary focus in our community. 
We are very excited and apprecia-
tive of this great opportunity to 
partner with a well- known and 
community-focused partner whose 
mission meshes well with that of 
Cape Fear Voices and Teen Scene 
? to showcase the works of the 
many creative and talented people 
in the Cape Fear Region.

Teen Scene and Cape Fear  Voices                                                               
Developing Par t nerships in t he Com m unit y

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 (e.g., American Legion, Brunswick 
Family Assistance, Kiwanis Club, etc.). 

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

- 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 
author?s name. Please limit your submissions to 500-700 words. 

- We will print excessively larger works in serial form, but it is the author?s responsibility to 
determine proper cutoff for each piece, keeping in mind the 500-700 word limitation per each 
submission. 

- 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 



 A Bet t er  Cost um e
   I love the fall. Leaves change colors, the 
air is crisp, and the heat of the summer is 
blown away by cool breezes. Fall is shorter 
days, new school shoes, and Halloween.

I was widowed in my early 
twenty's and suddenly was a 
single mother. My daughter 
and I made our way in the 

world, but not without a lot of help. Part of that help 
came in the form of some of my co-workers. A number 
of us were either single and not looking for a relation-
ship or were single parents from a variety of circum-
stances. As a group, we grew closer because of those 
circumstances and often went out on the weekends 
together.

One of those weekend group outings happened to be 
on Halloween. The moms in the group skipped the cos-
tumed drinking parties and opted to take our children 
out trick-or-treating. A few of the men in our group de-
cided to go with us as long as they got ?a cut? of the 
candy!

So out we went, with strollers, bags, and dressed up 
children. We marched up porch steps and encouraged 
our collective children to join us in saying, "Trick or 
Treat," and "Thank you" for every piece of candy they 
received. We took pictures destined to hang on our re-
frigerators to capture the memories we made that 
night. We admired cut-out pumpkins and smelled the 
fragrant aroma of burning logs from fireplaces in the 
neighborhood.

We were an eclectic group? black, white, men, 
women, and all sizes of children. One of the men in 
our group was a technology programming genius. He 
wasn't married and recently moved to our city, so he 
was happy to be included in our activities as our agen-
das were to have fun, not fix each other up.

He was very tall, had a full beard and long, shoulder-
length hair. He always wore a poncho, no matter how 
cold it was outside. He had what people referred to as 
"bubble eyes" that were kind of creepy until you got to 
know him.

As the night wore on, the younger children were tired 

of walking up steps and carrying their bags of candy. 
The group invading illuminated porches grew smaller 
and smaller until there were just two moms, two little 
girls, and the "programming guy."

We got to what would be our last house, and our little 
girls were just too tired to get any more candy. They 
sat down on the sidewalk to rest. The ?programming 
guy? didn?t realize that we weren?t behind him as he 
bound up on to the porch and, in a loud voice, said, 
"Trick or Treat!!!" 

The homeowner came to the door and looked at this 
lone man on his porch. He stared at the poncho, the 
hair, and the eyes and said, "Look buddy, Halloween is 
for kids, aren't you a little old for this and aren't you 
ashamed of yourself for taking candy from people 
when you can probably go out and buy some of your 
own??

The ?programming guy? looked around and realized 
he was alone. Anticipating how silly he was going to 
look up there all by himself, the other mom and I hid 
by the bushes in front of the house with our kids, snap-
ping pictures and laughing.

The homeowner closed the door and turned off the 
porch light on the poor ?programming guy? who was 
starting to understand what had happened. My daugh-
ter pointed at him and asked me, ?If he?s done getting 
candy, can we go home now??

The ?programming guy? came down the steps and 
said to us, ?Well, thanks, that guy thinks I?m an idiot.?

My daughter looked up at him and said, ?Don?t 
worry, we?ll get you a better costume next year.? And 
to me, she whispered, "Mommy, what is an idiot?"

By Jan Morgan-Swegle, 
Compass Pointe

   While waiting in the dentist's office, I 
glance at an ad emblazoned with the 
words "Maine Invites You." A lovely 
place to visit with its rocky coast, light-

houses, and lobster. It has 
been years since we vaca-
tioned there. So many 
memories!
Our first trip to Maine was to 

Frye Island, located in the middle of Sebago Lake. 
We rented a pet-friendly, A-frame for a week and 
headed north. Both our kids lived outside Boston at 
the time. They took a long weekend and joined us. 
The 10-minute, open-air ferry ride held three cars. 
Initially, intimidating to our beagle, Sam, he soon 
hung his head out the window with the wind blow-
ing his long floppy years.

Maine is known for its cold, clear lakes and 
streams. Warm August temperatures made the lake 
waters tolerable, once you got past the initial shock 
to your system.

On the mainland, we found a quintessentially 
Maine "lobster shack." The tiny, ram shackle hut 
housed a cashier and a small kitchen. The real 
cooking went on in the back. Someone would go to 
the end of the dock, pull up a trap, and select an ap-
propriate lobster. It would then be plunged into the 
boiling water by a grizzled old man with two-
inches of ash hanging from his cigarette. Served on 
paper plates and eaten on nearby picnic tables, the 
taste was divine. You can't get any fresher lobster 
than in Maine. We ate this crustacean so frequently 
that the dog was beginning to develop a taste for it.

We returned again for the next four years but 
moved to various areas in mid- to- lower Maine. 
Once, we vacationed on Bailey's Island in the mid-
dle of the Casco Bay. Another time, we stayed on 

the border of New Hampshire in deep woods where 
we looked for moose. We even rented a place on 
remote Pleasant Lake.

Upon arriving, we discovered that the lake was 
initially called Rattlesnake Lake. You can be sure 
they didn't include that in the descriptive write-up. 

Also unmentioned was approximately eighty bats 
that would begin to depart from the high- pitched 
roof returning in the morning's early hours. Actu-
ally, they were pretty good neighbors, only making 
noise at sunset and no mosquitoes.

Mosquitoes remind me of our last Maine vaca-
tion. It was a lovely old cottage on one of Maine's 
many peninsulas, so the ocean was never very far 
away. The house was situated deep in the woods. A 
small trail led to a bluff where you could watch the 
lobster-men checking their traps. A homey concrete 
bench sat at the crest.

The wet summer had bred many flying monsters. 
Walking to the top of the bluff, we barely made it 
to the bench before being attacked by the blood 
sucking critters. Trips from the house to the car to 
go sightseeing became an exercise in evasive ma-
neuvers. I would remind Paul, "Make sure you put 
on the netting that we found here in the house." 

Followed by a reminder, "Here's the can of Deet. 
Make sure you get any exposed skin."

We sprayed ourselves liberally before dashing to 
the car. Mosquitoes would swarm around us as 
soon as we ventured out. Failure to wear mosquito 
netting resulted in large welts that itched something 
awful. At first, we left the dog unprotected, but 
even the dog got a quick spray of bug repellent by 
the third day. We wiped him down in the car,so he 
wouldn't get sick.

An excursion to a nearby beach was a disaster. 
We were gathering our things and admiring the 
view when the mosquitoes found us. We descended 
to the beach, spread our towels, and remarked that 
we practically had the beach to ourselves.

Suddenly, I jumped as something bit my ankles - 
sand- flies! I wrapped myself in a towel when my 
husband complained about something attacking his 
arm. It was a bottle-nosed fly, and their bites were 
extremely painful. We decided to go to the water to 
get away from all the attacking insects. Standing at 
the shore, we ventured into the water. It was frigid! 
My ankles soon began to ache from the cold, and 
the bottle- flies had found us again. We called it a 
day and headed back to the house. Guess, we now 
knew why the beach population was so scarce.

Then, the rain began. At first, it wasn't too bad. 
We could still run the gauntlet of mosquitoes and 
head inland where the rain was a mere drizzle. But 
the rain intensified. Remnants of a hurricane were 
coming up the coast like a typical Nor'easter. Pre-
dicted rain amounts were enough for us to cry, 
"Uncle." We packed our bags and set out for home 
at first light - two days early. Since the "Year of the 
Mosquito," we have never returned to Maine, but 
maybe we should reconsider. After all, we did get 
invited back - just read the ad.

By Ronnie Pastecki, 
Brunswick Forest

Maine Invit es You

What  it  Means t o 
be a Vet eran

What it means to be a veteran (in case we 
need to remind ourselves):

For some of us, it was a chance to invest in 
something other than ourselves ? our 
country.

For some of us, it was a chance to get away 
from home ? to see the world.

For some of us, it was a chance to better 
ourselves ? to learn a trade or skill.

For all of us, it meant the possibility of not 
coming home unharmed.

For all of us, it was a chance to proudly 
wear our country?s uniform.

For all of us, it was a chance to serve our 
countrymen and women.

For all of us, it has been a chance to say 
?thank you? to our fallen comrades.

For all of us, it has been a chance to say, 
?We served our country.?

For all of us, it is a chance to stand tall and 
proud.

Yes, we are veterans.We understand what it 
means to serve.

Written for my friend Greg

By Er ic Mens,
Brunswick Forest
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   When I moved to the 
south from New England, 
the last thing I expected 
was to see my cherished 
wife turn into Gladys 

Kravitz, the fic-
tional busy body 
from the TV show 
"Bewitched" of 

the 1960s / '70s. It happened!
It was subtle at first, then it gradually 

became an obsessive behavior focused 
on just one day of the week and one ac-
tivity, the Trash Guys! That's right, Fri-
day morning is trash pickup day here 
when a two- man crew comes through 
with a large trash truck to pick it all up 
and haul it away. Gladys (alias my 
wife) rises from bed in darkness, then 
with coffee in hand, glues her nose to 
the window waiting for her now 
beloved trash guys.

You see, we didn't have this service 
in our rural New England town where 
we lived for 27 years. We had to make 
trips to the dump every Saturday, sort-
ing and throwing everything by hand 
into the milieu of dumpsters supplied 
for recycling and garbage. It was ex-
hausting and tedious but necessary, so 
we just lived with it. Now that we don't 
have to do that anymore, it has com-
pletely overtaken my wife's curiosity 
that people actually come to our curb, 
pick up our trash and recycling then, 
like magic, they take it away. They 
even supply the barrels!

This apparently is too much for her to 
take; she has to see it over and over 
again to validate that it really happens. 
If I am up and near her when this 
choice activity is occurring, I get a run-
ning commentary from her something 

like: "Kenny, look at these guys, one 
short, one tall," or "wow Kenny, there 
is a new crew this week," or "Jeez, this 
time they sent an older guy with a 
much younger one, and they have 
stopped at our curb to discuss some-
thing for the longest time, I wish I 
could hear them? " Finally, there is the 
fact that being nosey like this requires 
practice and skill. Changing from the 
first- floor window to the second- floor 
bonus room window, where the view is 
better, meant she no longer had to hold 
a blind slat up to peer out with one eye-
ball. I surmise it has been a learning 
experience for her.

Inadvertently an added bonus came 
to her from this activity. She can now 
view what the neighbors might be do-
ing at that hour. I often get called to the 
window to see completely inane things 
that she wants company observing: 
someone out walking on their morning 
constitutional, the ever-present chore of 
getting the dog walked for relief, or 
early morning landscape maintenance 
people heading for the golf course.

The sad part for me is that this is con-
tagious, so much so that on a Friday 
morning, if she is still in bed, I will get 
her up to see her trash guys! No one 
will ever know the true nature of joy 
my wonderful wife now brings me but 
stay tuned because Gladys is 
evolving? .

Gladys and t he Trash Guys

By Ken Formalar ie, 
Magnolia Greens

   Grey Man and the 
Lady died a hundred 
years apart, joined 
now at the Opry. 

The show ends, the dead ones come 
out to play better than they ever did 
in life.Just for each other and the 
walls - everyone else is home. If 
you play or sing that strange blend 
one time, you can never escape nor 
forget country music.

Three chords, singing through the 
nose and remember the farm loneli-
ness makes a song. Four songs 
make a career. Unhappy Hank sang 
the sadness a million fans felt. Lis-
ten now and hear him far, faint and 
broken- hearted. Grey Man spirits 
the halls with his banjer longing for 
the Ryman and the good old days. 
He plays whenever the dead show 
is over. Patsy sings in the halls for 
some to hear, none to see. Fruit jar 
liquor from White County, soft 
echoes pale images, those that 
made it, those that didn?t, no mat-
ter! They come here when they 
have no place else to go. Death 
closes all doors.

Hundreds died in cars and trucks; 
sometimes, the wings came off. 
Comin to the Opry to hear or sing, 
going to spread the songs. All 

sleepy and mortal! Curse of the 
Opry. Ridin? to Rocky Valley 
school on a Friday night for a good 
clean family show: pickin? and 
singing. Big show by Kermit and 
The Ramblers, The Flat Gap Boys 
along with little Jeanie Rose the 
Poor Valley Blue Bird, her mama 
on Autoharp, Papa on the fiddle. 
Curtis and the Ganns on the same 
program, Granger County style. 
Funnyman Roy Show and the Har-
lan Pickers grinning.Bus went over 
the side off Animal Hill. All killed 
or dead by morning.Buried at the 
Shiloh Baptist Church Mountain 
Assembly, all playing the Opry 
dead now as they never could alive.

Big names, headliners that stood 
in the circle at the mike there, Roy, 
Slim and Duke an ?em haunt the 
halls now, just more dead acts. Still 
sell a record or two. Man in Black 
and the Highwaymen on TV. The 
Opry is comin? and going with the 
trapsets beatin? and frammin?. 
Clear channel stations looking 
other ways, maybe preachin? or a 
ball game.

Heaven for pickers and singers is 
somewhere in Nashville - it gets 
mighty crowded with Patsy and 
them.

Phant om  of  t he              
Grand Ole Opry

   I am a person who 
takes things very seri-
ously, and things 
have to be just right. 

In these very 
serious 
times, there 
can be way 

too much of that.
I am very particular about the 

slippers that I buy. They have to be 
just right, and the most important 
element is the softness and supple-
ness of the sole ? nothing firm be-
neath my feet ? just comfort.

My favorite pair is no longer be-
ing made by Totes. They were re-
ally a knitted sock with a soft 
leather sole. It seemed to me much 
like what a dancer would wear. 
When my third pair wore out, I 
found that they were no longer be-
ing made, and I had to make do 
with something else.

The ones I have now I can usu-
ally find at J.C. Penney's during 
December. I typically buy two pairs 
each year, whether I need them or 
not. I have about six pairs in my in-
ventory. The boot portion is a soft 

fuzzy type of fabric, and the sole is 
as soft and supple as it can be even 
though it is not a soft leather that 
would wear longer.

I put these on after I finish my 
supper and wear them until bed-
time. I put them on again the next 
morning and wear them until I put 
on my outdoor shoes. They just feel 
so comfortable on my feet.

When I take them off, I do not 
use my hands. I kick up my foot 
and watch as the slipper flips over 
and lands on the floor. Sometimes 
it turns over one and a half or two 
times. Often it is turning so fast 
that I cannot count the rotations. 
There is no right or wrong. I'm not 
giving myself a score, and it 
doesn't matter if it lands upside 
down even though there is a feeling 
of victory if it lands upright.

I have realized that it is just pure 
fun. The kind of thing that a child 
does naturally ? play. I?m having a 
small moment of fun in a very seri-
ous time, and I appreciate the smile 
it brings to my face and the joy it 
places in my heart.

 Making Fun

By Lorraine Gilmore, 
Brunswick Forest

By Bill Holt, 
Wilmington

Fish Bites is where you'll find the BEST seafood around! 
Just 1.5 miles past Monkey Junction on your way to the island               

is where you can find us! 
Call us at 910.791.1117.

   It?s day 17. Supplies are 
running low. The peanut 
butter jar has enough for 
another sandwich or two to 

get me into tomor-
row. I lick my 
knuckle, which 
grazed the jar's side 

when I dug down to the bottom with 
the plastic knife. The strawberry jam is 
already gone. I'd love a glass of cold 
milk to wash it down; tap water will 
have to do. Can?t store anything in the 
fridge, in case someone comes in.

I wipe my mouth, tuck the napkin 
into my jeans' side pocket, and glance 
outside the plantation shuttered window 
for a quick look. I don?t expect to see 
anything.

Ever since the world turned upside 
down and the governor ordered people 
to stay home, it?s been deadly quiet out-
side. No construction trucks rumbling 
down the pockmarked road, oblivious 
to speed limits. No hammers, relent-
lessly pounding like a bad headache 
that won?t go away no matter how 
much Tylenol you choke down. No re-
altors show houses, promising the 
moon, and stars, too, to convince peo-
ple to sign on the dotted line.

It must be nice to afford a shiny new 
house like this, with all the bells and 
whistles. I see the women who live 
nearby, with their fancy granite coun-

ters and matching stainless steel appli-
ances that hardly get used. You learn a 
lot about people when you clean their 
houses. These kitchens are all for looks. 
Do they eat out every meal? When was 
the last time they had peanut butter and 
jelly for dinner? Did they always have 
a sugar daddy?

I admit it - I used to be one of them, 
spending my morning at the beauty par-
lor, swilling down two-martini lunches 
with the girls, playing cards in the af-
ternoon, then rushing home for happy 
hour and dinner out somewhere. I run 
my red, rough hands through my oily 
hair, recalling when my nails were per-
fectly lacquered instead of looking like 
I trimmed them with pinking shears.

Reversal of fortune, they call it. Yeah, 
I was sitting pretty until the day Nord-
strom refused my American Express 
and all my other plastic. That same day 
I discovered there was no money in our 
joint bank account - the day I waited all 
night for my husband to come home.

After the house foreclosure, I got by 
on my friends' largess, staying in gue-
strooms and in- law suites until I over-
stayed my welcome, like a three- day-
old fish. You can only bounce around 
like that for so long. Your so- called 
friends stop calling and disappear, just 
like my sorry husband.

To be continued

By Jane Webster, 
Brunswick Forest

In t he Shadows                                           
(Part 1)

Inspirational quotes (from the internet)

1."Winning is fun, but those moments that you can touch someone's life in a very 
positive way are better." -- Tim Howard

2."However difficult life may seem, there is always something you can do and succeed 
at. Where there's life, there's hope." -- Stephen Hawking

3."I find that the harder I work, the more luck I seem to have." -- Thomas Jefferson

4."However difficult life may seem, there is always something you can do and succeed 
at." -- Stephen Hawking

5."Life doesn't require that we be the best, only that we try our best." -- H. Jackson 
Brown Jr.

6."What you lack in talent can be made up with desire, hustle and giving 110% all the 
time." -- Don Zimmer

7."Today's accomplishments were yesterday's impossibilities." -- Robert H. Schuller
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  My name is John Anthony Sey-
mour. I was born in 1952. My story 
goes unheard because the earth re-
veals nothing on its own. I am in a 

distant place, far from a 
breathing reality where I feel 
nothing; neither cold nor 
hunger disturbs me. Yet I am 

aware of the passage of time, observing the one 
who wiped out my living presence.

You are looking at a photo taken of me on my 
fifth birthday, a week before I found myself in this 
place of no return. You have to admit, I was a 
handsome boy. My mother's friend, Janet, always 
said I would be a heart breaker someday. That's 
just one of the many unfulfilled prophecies.

You may question that my conversation far ex-
ceeds that of a five-year-old. You are quite correct, 
arriving at that assumption. With the transit of 
time, my brain and my soul advanced.

Every day since I was murdered, I've followed 
my slayer's trail. If I may issue a pun, I will say 
she has gotten away with murder. I remain in the 
darkest of worlds while she lives the good life. As 
a television spokeswoman, her voice is heard 
daily, while she has silenced mine.

You certainly would recognize her. Not only is 
her speech flawless, her grooming near perfection, 
but also she espouses humanitarian causes. Yester-
day, while wearing a marine blue silk dress, shoul-
dering a Gucci ecru scarf with a printed array of 
blue fluttering butterflies, my assassin displayed 
an air of sheer confidence.

The Devil wears Gucci. We do get movies 
below.

Her ludicrous message was a clashing contrast to 
her childhood crime. It was entitled: Bullying 
MUST STOP!

This, coming from the absolute bully of all 
times. What makes matters intolerable is that 
everyone has it all wrong: the police, the public, 
and my family. And here I lie.

News continued after my disappearance until 
four days later, word of my demise was released:

?Sadly, police discovered the body of five-year-
old John Seymour, after dredging the small pond 
located a short distance from the Ashwood play-
ground. Authorities determined that the drowning 
was accidental.

John's mother displaying 
inconsolable grief, re-
ported that John had 
brought a toy mechanical 
boat, a favorite birthday 
present, to show his 
friends.

Despite his parents' 
warning, John left the oth-
ers to try out his new toy. 
None of the other children in-
volved in a hide and seek game 
saw him. The boat is missing.?

I was buried in a blue- striped 
jacket, navy bow tie, and my fa-
vorite saddle shoes, never able to tell my parents, I 
didn't ignore them. I have no listeners for my tale 
that begs to be heard.

The journalist you have all come to admire, at 
age five, was an expert at bullying. She appeared 
angelic, often wearing gingham dresses with an 
impeccably ironed white pinafore as an overlay. 
All the while, a demonic persona dwelt within.

She followed me, asking me to give her my boat. 
Frightened, I began to run.

I hadn't noticed, trying to get back to my parents, 
that I was heading in the wrong direction. The 
pond appeared as I realized my mistake. Soon this 
demon was next to me, trying to steal the boat. 
With one hand, she grabbed my hair and, with the 
other, slipped out of her black patent Mary Janes? 
along with her white socks.

When both hands were free, with hands tightly 
clenched on my hair, she pushed me forward, so 
my face was underwater. Finally, when I stopped 
struggling, she took the boat and threw it on the 
dirt at the pond's edge.

The savage dragged me deeper, holding that pink 
dress up so it wouldn't get wet while shoving my 
head until she assumed the muck was a permanent 
grave. Racing back, stopping only to hide the boat 
in a fallen tree's hollow trunk, she joined a small 
group, finished with their game.

Thirty years later, her name known to all, was on 
a live interview, tracking her fame. As she spoke, 
her granddaughter, dressed in a white pinafore 
over a pink gingham dress, played with a toy me-
chanical boat nearby.

 The Devil Wore Gucci

By Patr icia Dischino,
Brunswick Forest

The word ?ice cream? had no meaning 
for the little gir l.

  Her mother had promised her a special treat for 
her 9th birthday ? ice cream ? without any further 
explanation. She was wondering, what it could be??? 
There was a new Cafe, which had recently opened in 
their neighborhood. Soon, she found herself sitting 
on the Cafe stool, in her best new dress, at a small 
table with her mother, waiting impatiently.

A young woman in a pretty apron brought over two 
glass dishes with vanilla wafers sticking out on top 
and placed the dishes in front of them. Her mother 
encouraged her to try but admonished her not to eat 
too fast, since the ice cream would be very cold, and 
to be careful not to spill anything on her new dress. 
The little girl put a spoonful of the mysterious 
concoction into her mouth and let it glide over her 
tongue.

What a strange and tantalizing sensation! This was 
a very new taste experience, like pudding, she 
thought, but frozen, and it made her tongue feel very 
cold, almost numb. It was so wonderful, this new 
treat, and she asked her mother if they could come 
back some time soon. She also learned that there 
were several other flavors besides vanilla. There was 
chocolate, and then a fruit flavor ? strawberries ? 
when in season. They returned after that, not too 
often, but always for a "special treat."

The following year the little girl had to have her 
adenoids removed. The thought of the impending 
surgery frightened her; she had no idea what to 
expect. When she was told of the only thing she 
would be able to eat for the first couple of days 
afterward, her fears abated. She was then much more 
preoccupied with the idea of enjoying that new and 
wonderful frozen treat ? ice cream!

Ice Cream                 
(f rom  childhood m em or ies)

   My eleven-year-old grandson and I 
participate in writing old fashioned 
letters to each other once or twice a 
month. He types his on the computer, 
and so do I. However, not long ago, I 

asked him if he could 
write in cursive. He 
readily confessed that 
although he could read 

cursive, he saw absolutely no reason to use it to 
write anything. He said, "Grandma, why would I 
use cursive when I can type what I want on the 
computer?" When I pointed out that if the power 
was shut off, he might want to write in cursive, he 
rejected that argument summarily by saying, ?I can 
just use my printing skills.?

I know when I?m beaten, but I persisted by 
explaining that cursive was a quicker method of 
writing than printing.Grandson shot back with: 
?Grandma, how quick are you at texting?? I 
thought I was pretty good since I use it every day, 
and I said so. ?Okay,? Grandson answered, ?let?s 

have a contest.?
The rules were quick and clear:each of us would 

send the other a text that would read, ?The excited, 
quick red fox jumped over the lazy brown dogs,? 
using every letter in the alphabet and completing it 
in thirty seconds. Then we were on. I typed as fast 

as I could on that darn little keyboard on my phone 
and did not try to see what I was getting down.In 
less than fifteen seconds, Grandson?s text arrived 
on my phone without a single mistake. In over one 
minute, I finally sent mine out.

?Grandma, is wiocl some kind of shorthand or 
weird spelling?" he asked, and I detected the smirk 
although we were not on face time. I said, ?Look 
here, smarty, my thumbs are big and clumsy, and I 
did it as fast as I could.? ?Okay, Grandma, now I 
see why you think cursive writing is so great,? and 
I knew he was openly laughing at me. Then he 
added the final insult to the injury.? You are right; 
you better stick to using a pen or pencil if you are 
in a big hurry.? And I knew right then and there, I 
had better shut up.

As my saintly mother always said, "Don't be 
afraid of the new tools, especially if they help you 
do something quickly and more efficiently," but as 
for me, if I am in a big hurry, the tool of choice will 
be a pen.

By Maryann K. Nunnally, 
Porters Neck

Laughing in t he Golden Years - Grandson?s Cursive Wr it ing

By Mar ianne Ziegler,           
Harrington Village, Leland
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  "Can you help me?" 
the quivering voice 
called out.I approached 
to see a grey- haired 
woman in an odd-

looking running 
suit awkwardly 
positioned in the 
brilliant autumn 

leaves.
"Are you okay? Do you need an 

ambulance?" I asked.
?No, No! I?m okay.I just slipped 

and need a hand up." She looked 
quite frail, and I estimated she was in 
her 80's, but she nimbly leaped to a 
standing position when I extended 
my hand.

?Is there anyone I can call?" I 
asked. "I'm fine. I just need to sit for 
a few minutes. I?d love the company 
while I recoup, would you join me 
over on that bench?? she queried.

"Sure," I said, thinking she might 
be an interesting person to get to 
know. We walked to the bench. I ob-
served she was dressed very eclecti-
cally in a burgundy jacket with nu-
merous pockets, neon green running 
shoes, and bright orange running 
pants.It was a combination, sure to 
be noticed.

We settled on the bench, and she 
told me her name Edith Clarke* . She 
confessed she did not regularly jog 
but wanted to get out for fresh air 
and exercise. I silently questioned 
her explanation and thought her fall 
might be an excuse to meet people. I 
introduced myself, and while we 
were talking, she noticed a little boy 
around 7 years old was attempting to 
set off a small model rocket nearby. 
Edith called him over and explained 
he needed to change the wires to the 
battery as she deftly rewired the con-
nection. I was more and more inter-
ested in this unusual woman and be-

gan questioning her. I asked, "Where 
do you live? Do you have someone 
to make sure you're okay?"

?Don?t worry about me.I live in the 
old Clarke house on the other side of 
the park, and I do quite well." "I 
thought that the house was empty. 
There have been so many stories of 
ghosts and hauntings at that old 
house.I think it?s creepy!? I laughed.

"Oh no, dear, you would be sur-
prised what a comfortable home it 
has been. It's the perfect place for me 
but very lonely, and it's so nice to 
visit with someone."

"You know, we should meet regu-
larly," I said.I believed Edith's "fall" 
was fake. Surely living in that enor-
mous, old house had to be depress-
ing, and I liked this strong, interest-
ing woman. "That would be delight-
ful," she responded and positively 
glowed with joy.

We made plans to meet at the same 
bench each Monday .I brought coffee 
and muffins to our little picnic, and 
we talked about her fascinating past. 
She claimed to be the first woman to 
become an electrical engineer and 
later, the first woman professor of 
electrical engineering at the Univer-
sity of Texas. She was reluctant to 
talk about her present situation, but I 
enjoyed listening to her stories while 
remaining dubious of her claims. She 
wasn?t old enough to have done the 
things she said, but she was a fasci-
nating 
conversationalist.

*Edith Clarke (1883-
1959) was the world's 
first female electrical 
engineer. She later be-
came the first female 
Professor of Electrical 
Engineering at the Uni-
versity of Texas in Austin.

(To be continued)

 Clarke House                                  
(Part 1)

By Teena Miller, 
Brunswick Forest

   One thing you do 
not about me is that I 
am a big Green Bay 
Packers fan. I would 
like to share a story 

about some 
unforgettable 
experiences I 
had on a cou-

ple of memorable vacations with 
you.

In February 2018, my parents and I 
went on a Packers Fan Cruise. Sev-
eral retired and current Packers play-
ers would be on board. There were 
several fun events, such as an auto-
graph session and day at the beach to 
have fun with the Packers.

One of the players who was on this 
cruise was Leroy Butler. Leroy is fa-
mous for starting the Lambeau Leap- 
Jumping into the stands after scoring 
a touchdown.

Here I am pictured with Packers 
legend Leroy Butler. 

I would like to share with you the 
story of how I met him and how we 
became friends. We met him on the 
Packers Fan Cruise in 2018.

Our dinner partner Gabe really 
comes to our rescue, as we only 
brought a small notebook for auto-
graphs. Gabe brings a suitcase full of 
print out photos of all the players 
who were going to be on the cruise. 
He was nice enough to lend me some 
of his pictures.

There were several specialty din-
ners on the cruise where you pay ex-
tra to have dinner with the players. 
Our dinner partner Gabe did this a 
couple times.

The first dinner was with Ha- Ha 
Clinton Dix which was worth $500 
per person. While at dinner with him, 
Gabe tells Ha-Ha about me, and Ha-
Ha surprises me by coming to our 
dinner table, and he signs a football 
for me.

A couple of nights later, Gabe goes 
to another specialty dinner with 
Leroy Butler, which was worth $1K 
per person. Gabe had yet another sur-
prise in store for me.

While at dinner with him, Gabe 
starts talking to Leroy about me, and 
Leroy said I would like to meet Bren-

dan. The next thing, Leroy leaves his 
dinner upstairs and comes down to 
our table to take a picture with me. 
He then tells me to stay put. Roughly 
a half-hour later, he comes back with 
a miniature Packers helmet and signs 
it in front of me.

That was an incredible moment and 
an unforgettable experience!

We flash forward to this year, 
where we go on another Packers 
theme cruise, and Leroy is back 
again.

The greatest moment of the entire 
cruise occurred at the autograph ses-
sion on Thursday morning. We enter 
the autograph room, and the first 
player table is Blake Martinez. The 
cruise staff had one rule. Everyone 
could only get one autograph per 
player.

We get to Leroy?s table, and he re-
membered us right away from the 
first cruise. After we take a picture 
with him, we show him printout pic-
tures of us that we brought from the 
first time that we were going to give 
to him. He instead signed them as 
well and gave them back to us.

The lady running the event later 
told us that she should have said 
something to Leroy about signing too 
many things. Still, she let it slide be-
cause she felt it was too special of a 
moment.

I hope you enjoyed this story. It 
just shows how genuine a man he is.

By Brendan Connelly,
Brunswick Forest

   Bonnie grew up 
in the city of 
Philadelphia and 

lived there all her life. Moving here 
was a bit of a culture shock for her 
because of how people interacted 
with each other. In a big city like 
Philadelphia, couples go out socially 
with each other, but all the conversa-
tions and interactions are couple- to-
couple. Of course, that is not true in 
one's workplace, where couples 
rarely work together, and you go to 
work every day knowing who you 
are going to see, more or less. If you 
go food shopping after work, the 
odds of seeing anyone you know are 
slim.

Fast forward several years, and 
Bonnie now lives in a retirement 
community, where nobody works 
full-time, and everyone is always out 
and about running errands or partici-
pating in the many activities spon-
sored by her development. The odds 
that one member of a couple will run 
into a member of another couple are 
pretty high. So there are many op-
portunities for people to get to know 
each other as individuals, not just 
part of a couple. It took a little while 
for Bonnie to get used to this dy-
namic, but she is becoming increas-
ingly more comfortable with it. 
When she and Jack were speaking 
the other night, she caught herself 
thinking, "I'm not in Philadelphia 
anymore."

Jack grew up in upstate New York, 
living mostly in small communities 
similar to the one in which he and 
Bonnie now live. He was used to 

running into people without their 
spouses at the local shopping center 
or at the gym.He was comfortable 
conversing alone with the feminine 
half of a couple he and Sara knew 
socially. So, when he and Bonnie 
happened to be at the local grocery 
store at the same time, it was quite 
natural for him to approach her.

"Bonnie, hi."
At first, she felt a bit awkward, but 

it passed. "Jack? How are you?"
Jack told her how much he enjoyed 

speaking with her the other night. 
Bonnie smiled and nodded her head. 
He asked if Richard was being nice 
to her. She rolled her eyes and shook 
her head from side to side. "Is Sara 
being nice to you?" That part of the 
equation had never been broached. 
The look on Jack's face spoke vol-
umes ? his relationship wasn't much 
better than hers.

They both wanted to continue the 
conversation, but they couldn?t. Not 
there. One of them had to reach out 
and suggest they meet somewhere 
else when they would have more 
time. Of course, it was Jack. He'd 
been down this road before. When he 
was still living in New York, he had 
a couple of dalliances, one of which 
led to a brief affair. This was all new 
to Bonnie. Again, she felt uncertain. 
So many questions. How could they 
get away unnoticed for any length of 
time? What if somebody saw them? 
What if Richard found out? What 
they agreed to do was think about it 
and touch base in a couple of days. 
And so it began.

By Paul Stutz,                    
Brunswick Forest

A Great  Packers Mem ory

Jack  and Bonnie                        
(Part 2)

Funny Facts
A football fan once dedicated his obit to insulting an NFL team.

True story: A lifetime Cleveland Browns fan and season ticket holder 
requested in his obituary for "six Cleveland Browns pallbearers" at his 
funeral. Why? "So the Browns can let him down one last time." Burn!

The Supreme Court has its own private basketball court with an amazing 
nickname.

There's a basketball court on the top floor of the U.S. Supreme Court 
Building. It's nickname? You guessed it: "the highest court in the land."

What is the blob of toothpaste called? It's called a "nurdle."

President Coolidge had a childish sense of humor.

Believe it or not, the 30th U.S. president thought it was hilarious to push 
the emergency buzzer on his desk and then hide when the Secret Service 
came running.

http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/dispatch/obituary.aspx?n=scott-e-entsminger&pid=165695591
http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/dispatch/obituary.aspx?n=scott-e-entsminger&pid=165695591
http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/dispatch/obituary.aspx?n=scott-e-entsminger&pid=165695591
http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/dispatch/obituary.aspx?n=scott-e-entsminger&pid=165695591
https://www.si.com/nba/2018/07/25/supreme-court-building-basketball-court
https://www.si.com/nba/2018/07/25/supreme-court-building-basketball-court
https://www.si.com/nba/2018/07/25/supreme-court-building-basketball-court
https://www.si.com/nba/2018/07/25/supreme-court-building-basketball-court
https://www.si.com/nba/2018/07/25/supreme-court-building-basketball-court
https://www.si.com/nba/2018/07/25/supreme-court-building-basketball-court
https://www.reuters.com/article/colgate-glaxo-nurdle/colgate-glaxo-settle-toothpaste-nurdle-lawsuit-idUSN1E7A622B20111107
https://www.unz.org/Pub/NorthAmericanRev-1930may-00513
https://www.unz.org/Pub/NorthAmericanRev-1930may-00513
https://www.unz.org/Pub/NorthAmericanRev-1930may-00513
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   I am always the one holding the towel. 
I live vicariously, which is fine with me. 
While others do battle, I stand on the 
sideline with their extra lance just in case. 

I am Sancho Panza in a 
world full of Don 
Quixotes. I am less 
bruised. My body has 
lasted through more 

wars, but I wear no medals. I have tasted the victory 
of others on the edge of their greatness.

The sun is blazing down on my broad- brimmed 
hat. My granddaughter is thirty-five feet above on a 
heavy- beamed tower. I hold the beach towel and 
camera, my head tilted up to not miss a minute.

Words of encouragement above from Trevor, the 
head counselor, ?You can do this, Penelope! It will 
be fun! Just like flying.?

I see my son's angst- filled face with his summer 
beard looking uncertain and knowing that he has to 
lead by example.

A bit of father- son telepathy enters my brain, 
?What have I gotten myself into, dad??

Morgan utters uncertain encouragement, "Okay, P, 
you're a good swimmer, and this is all over water. 
Just step off with me."

?I don?t know, daddy. It?s so high!?
I wish I could be up on the zipline tower in my 

granddaughter?s place. Oh, no, wait! I am Sancho 
Panza. I guess I wouldn?t trade places.

Forty- eight hours before, we had loaded up my 
son?s pickup with sunscreen, bug spray, and all the 

fans we could find for our trip stripped down to our 
tee shirts and shorts. Morgan surprised us, taking 
the long way through Beaufort. As the salt air 
splashed us from the front of the ferry, Penelope ex-
pressed her excitement.

?I want to go motorboating, and kayaking, do 
archery and tennis!?

?What do you want to do the most?? I asked.
"I want to roast s' mores just like daddy!"
My heart melted like the coming fate of the 

marshmallows and chocolate bars.
This was Family Camp near New Bern, NC. I had 

conceded to accompany my son and granddaughter 
to Camp Seagull. Morgan had been a camper and 
boating counselor here twenty- five years before. 
The price had more than doubled, and so had my 
age. I would participate as much as my old bones 
would allow.

My son had forgotten one prerequisite for Pene-
lope earning her swimming band ? no goggles. My 
granddaughter panicked when she first hit the 
murky lake water for her swim test. She got 
halfway through the treading water and one lap or-
deal when she could go no further. We watched her 
break down in tears from our distant vantage point 
outside the fence. We did our best to distract and re-
assure her that she had done her best.

She instantly said, "I am going to try again 
tomorrow."

I handed her the dry towel that she had not thrown 
in and hoped for the best. Tomorrow and the day af-
ter arrived, and that determined little person took 

and retook the test. She 
finally finished her lap 
to success, jumped in 
the air, and beamed all 
the way back to the 
chain- link fence with 
her purple neckband of 
victory. Overcoming 
this, she could try the 
other challenges of 
camp.

So now, on the last day, I stand below, looking up, 
holding the same towel. I am once again Sancho 
Panza while my granddaughter tilts at windmills. I 
set the camera on sports mode to get every possible 
frame of greatness. They travel up and up and up, 
trying not to get splinters from the weathered 
handrails. Finally, they are at the top.

?I?m not sure, daddy.?
Trevor, the expert at pushing small children over 

the edge of the precipice into the chasm of uncer-
tainty, suggests, "Try sitting on your butt, your back 
to the lake, Penelope.?

She hesitates but sits down and inches to the edge. 
They check the safety line above and all the harness 
connections.

Morgan says, ?Okay, let?s do this on three!? He 
counts, ?One? two? three," and he pushes off?  by 
himself. But surprisingly, Penelope is one count be-
hind as she kicks away from the tiny platform. She 
screams with glee as she soars into the bright after-
noon sun.

By Lee Norman Mehler, 
Brunswick Forest

 The Zipline

November 11 is Veterans Day.  Cape Fear Voices would like for you to share 
some before and after pictures of yourself or your loved ones from their time in 
the service- a service picture and a recent picture.

The caption should say who, where they served, what conflict, any service-
related awards, and what they did after the service.

Not all submissions will be published because of space. But we will keep them 
for future editions.

Your submission will be considered your consent to publish as submitted.

Submit to editorcfv@gmail.com

Veterans Day-we need your pictures
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A Shor t  Let t er  for  Those 
Feeling Ment ally St uck  in 

Quarant ine
 Heading into the 
6-month check-in of 
being in quarantine, 
we find ourselves 

comparing where we used to be 
at the beginning of this process 
to now. The quarantine's start 
felt really nerve-racking and 
mostly isolated for people, 
wondering about when this 
virus will start to die down. 
Having to distance ourselves 
from our busy lives and worry 
about the health of your friends 
and family.

However, there have been 
some benefits to this period as 
well. Life has been put to a 
pause on reality for a bit to 

allow us to be present with 
ourselves. Having so much free 
time, taking time out of the day 
to find personal interests that 
truly make you happy can boost 
your productivity. Many young 
people wanted to come back 
from this isolation with a 
refreshed mindset for the new 
school year. One of the benefits 
of this quarantine was 
advocating self-care habits. It 
allows us to grow our creativity, 
imagination, and self-esteem 
despite the chaos in the world.

Often in times of distress, we 
think of the worst possible 
outcomes, which can be 
dangerous for our mind, 
continually feeding into that 
doubt. However, self-care can 
play a role in how you view 

Justin McQueen, 13, is an 8th grade student 
at Cape Fear Center for Inquiry is using his 
spare time to learn woodworking from his 
Dad, Joe. Justin also enjoys playing games, 

writing and even enjoys doing his 
homework.

Day has ended,

Night has come.

Moon swings up,

Past sleeping sun.

Midnight hour,

Sweetly deep,

No one hears-

I sing to sleep.

Bright stars dance,

Through shadowed skies.

Sun is rested-

Soon will rise.

A golden dawn-

Earth holds her breath.

Black sky turns blue-

Night's daily death.

My slumber ends

At morning bright.

New day to face,

With no foresight.

What will come?

Only God knows.

No promise, just faith.

At least the sun rose.

The Sun Rose
By Denise Holman
7th Grade

Josh Bence

Courtney Bennett

Denise Holman

Ana Johnson

Ben Manner

Justin McQueen

Mallory Wilkerson

By Ana Johnson,
Cape Fear Community College
Wilmington

See Feeling Page 9

I was talking to my mom about how I had 
taken a quiz in Readers Digest. It was the 
October issue so the quiz was Halloween 
related. One of the questions in the quiz caught 
my eye: a question about a ghost ship! I am 
fascinated with ghost stories so I had to take the quiz.

After answering the questions, I went online to research ghost ships. I found 
one article online about a ship called The Queen Mary at 
http://www.gettysburgghosts.net/queenmary.htm. The Queen Mary was a ship 
that was used to transport supplies and soldiers during WWII. They were 
rounding Ireland when she was attacked by German U-boats. The German 
U-boats did not complete the mission of sinking The Queen Mary. The Queen 
Mary actually collided with one of her own allies. The results were tragic, 
Three hundred thirty-eight people died.

After several years The Queen Mary was turned into a floating hotel. During 
the renovation, several ghost sightings occurred on the ship. Sailors observed a 
woman attempting to dive into an empty pool. They shouted at her to stop, she 
disappeared.

A marine engineer also heard voices of panicking men screaming in horror. 
There were also sounds of rushing water and ripping metal pipes.

Although some stories can be quite scary, various stories are funny to me 
because of how the ghosts behave. Like, why was the woman diving into the 
empty pool? Stay tuned for more stupid ghost stories!

Ghost Ship!

Troopship l iner  Queen Mary

A Night to Remember
Ben Manner ,
11 grade

I stepped out of my car into a 
cold and bleak November evening. 
As I walk through the parking lot, 
the wind slaps my face like an 
angry girl. My bones ache from the 
cold. I approach the door and begin 
to open it. The wind pushes harder; 
we struggle against each other like 
good and evil. I pull it open 
enough to squeeze inside; then it 
violently closes behind me.

The warm air encompasses my 
body, and the rich aroma from the 
coffee beans flows into my 
nostrils. I remember why I love 
Starbucks so much. I look around 
the chic coffeehouse and notice the 
warm feeling the lightly colored 
wood gives the room. The light 
reflects off the glossy enamel of 

See Night Page 9

By Mallory Wilkerson,
8th Grade

This edition sponsored by Nolan Formalarie and Discover NC Homes

http://www.gettysburgghosts.net/queenmary.htm
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  As the fall season approaches, 
around 50 million kids will be 
starting the 2020-2021 school year 
as it slowly comes back into full 

session. With 
COVID-19 
protocols still in 
effect, many states 
have had different 

policies and arguments on reopening - 
whether fully online or in-person. The main 
concerns that were highly discussed were 
students' being able to social distance, wear 
masks, and make sure schools are properly 
sanitized for each student's safety.

Each school's policies are very dependent 
on who is in charge and how much funding 
each school is getting at that time. Since we 
are still in the middle of a recession, lack of 
finances in each school district can affect how 
slow or fast a school reopens, no matter how 
much vocal push there is to open back up. I 
wanted to hear some input from the local 
students' perspective. Besides, they are the 
ones that are having to deal with this matter 
head-on.

Throughout the South-Eastern North 
Carolina area, many districts have done 
different options with their schooling ideals. 
With New Hanover County Schools, the 
board had planned on going through with 
Plan B (students could choose/rotate their 
schedule with an alternative A/B day plan), 
but due to the conditions of the pandemic, it 
got canceled and resorted to Plan C (fully 
online for the first nine weeks of the 
semester).

At local institutions like the University of 
North Carolina - Wilmington or Cape Fear 
Community College, there has been an option 
of online or in-person classes or even a mix 
of the two. With most students being at home 
though, using online platforms can be 
difficult to use, whether with internet 
connection problems, log-in issues, or not 
always having a computer with you at all 
times. However, being virtual can allow 
students to have a more comfortable learning 
space as they work through the semester.

I asked a few students, ranging from high 
school to college, about their thoughts on the 
idea of their school reopening. Many college 
students were frustrated seeing that their 
school could or did get shut down due to lack 
of social distancing, unnecessary partying and 
events, etc. As one college student puts it, 

"My school really, really messed up, I regret 
starting at all. Being sent home has been 
devastating and embarrassing."

All of the students I've spoken to have been 
using the online school format for the past 
couple of weeks. Many spoke about how they 
enjoy having a flexible schedule and going at 
their own pace. However, the format can be 
confusing, and it can be easy to lose focus if 
you don't have a tight schedule in place. A 
student from a New Hanover County school 
expressed the benefits and concerns of being 
at home - "It's definitely had better pacing as 
far as the workload, but I know this semester 
will be a lot for teachers to adapt to a new 
format. Having to come up with new material 
for your students as well as converting it 
online can be difficult if they are not 
experienced in technology."

A contender that could affect the spread of 
COVID-19 is the upcoming flu season. Even 
though the flu can be caught year-round, it 
usually spikes the highest towards the fall 
season. Starting as early as October, millions 
of individuals attract the flu, and with 
COVID-19 in place, it is important to stay 
healthier than ever now. An individual 
commented on how this issue could cause 
their public school to close completely, "I 
think it'll definitely have more people on edge 
if they're sick with the flu or COVID-19. 
That's also a reason why I'm nervous about 
possibly going back to school in this part of 
the year."

However, for students going in-person, 
teachers are trying to enforce correct protocol 
with the conditions of this pandemic - 
"Teenagers are very unpredictable, and I don't 
think all of them will follow correctly. They 
might treat it as a joke." This could possibly 
be true as the semester continues, and the 
rules could start to slowly deteriorate. I asked 
another college student about their experience 
with the students' following protocol - "Most 
did, but the outliers who were too selfish to 
restrain themselves from partying and 
irresponsible socializing cause outbreaks that 
threatened us all."

It will be intriguing to see how the school 
year will play out as we move forward with 
so much speculation and uncertainly. Despite 
that, hearing students out on their difficulties 
and struggles during this tough time is 
important to help us work through this 
pandemic together.

The Thought  of  Reopening Schools 
f rom  St udent s' Perspect ive

I want to watch the stars bloom in your eyes
Like fireworks exploding into the night.
I can't hide--
Your heart is beating in my chest,
Unmercifully reminding me of every picture 
in my head.
The world is so still,
Barely breathing;
And I think of you
In the quiet of these moments.

"Blooming"

By Ana Johnson,
Cape Fear Community College
Wilmington

your mental health, which has been back and 
forth for many people this quarantine. When 
you feel stuck in your routine and want to 
venture out into something new, finding things 
that entertain you can help bring some positive 
energy into your schedule.

These interests could be journaling, 
gardening, dancing, yoga, painting, 
craft-making, reading, cooking, etc. These 
activities help to develop your brain and are a 
way to express yourself while still being safe in 
self-isolation. There are also lots of online 
resources, websites, and videos that can guide 
you along the way with whatever activity you 
choose to do. One of the new activities that I 
picked up over quarantine was mediation 
practice; it helped ease my mind and connect 
with my emotions during periods of 
anxiousness and fear during the pandemic. 
Eventually, it got embedded in my everyday 
life!

Finally, during this period of uncertainty, keep 
in mind that every day is different and 
constantly changing. Quarantine has been 
teaching everyone patience - whether they like 
or not. At the end of the day, we are all in this 
together; most of us have never been through 
something this severe, let alone a worldwide 
pandemic.

Remember to conserve your energy and put 
effort into things that can help calm and relax 
you. Keeping your soul and mind intact should 
be one of your top priorities, as it can affect 
how you portray yourself as a person. On the 
days where you feel stuck in this isolation, try 
to observe moments that you?re grateful for, 
count your blessings, re-evaluate your 
emotions, personality, character, etc. Take this 
extended free time to work on abilities for you 
to come out stronger on the other side.
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Feeling
From Page 8

Courtney Bennett,
10th Grade

the wood onto the glasses of an intellectual 
looking girl studying and drinking coffee. 
Her eyes stay fixed on the book even as the 
wind brushes through her golden hair like 
the wheat of the Midwest. She raises her 
green coffee cup to her cherry-colored lips. 
She looks up at me, and I see eyes as 
beautiful as the ocean. I quickly glance 
away. I don?t want to seem weird.

I stroll to the counter to order my coffee. I 
casually slide my hands in the pockets of 
my old thrift-store blazer. I keep a half 
smile on my face as I look around. I want to 
appear to be full of life, a vibrant and happy 
person. I get my coffee and then delicately 
move across the hardwood floor, trying not 
to interrupt her. I begin to fill my cup with 
cream, but I can?t stop looking at her. 
Before long, my coffee becomes as white 
and pure as her skin, but it still has color, as 
does she.

I think about going up to her. What will I 
say? Can you just walk up to someone and 

try to start a relationship? What will she 
think? Will I be a dork for telling her hat her 
eyes are blue and cool like the ocean? Her 
eyes remind me of summers on the beach. I 
feel warm and comforted as I gaze into 
them.

I decide to talk to her. I start to walk over 
to her. My heart begins to pound and rush 
furiously like a train that will never stop. I 
breathe harder now. I tell myself not to be 
nervous, but how can I not be? As I get 
closer, I slide my fingers together realizing 
how much they?re sweating. I push them 
across the denim of my jeans, hoping they 
will absorb the sweat.

I approach the table; my mind goes blank. 
I try to stall by taking a gulp of coffee. It 
scalds my taste buds, and before I can think, 
I am showering this girl in a mist of coffee. 
I watch in horror as brown drops of 
moisture are absorbed into her red blouse. I 
apologize thinking I?ve blown any chance I 
could have with her, but I couldn?t be more 
wrong. She says, ?It?s okay. I needed a 
shower today.?

Shaking with embarrassment, I say, ?I?m 
so sorry; I?m just having a bad day.?

Then she says, ?Why don?t I buy you a 
cup of coffee to make up for it.?

My heart begins to slow as I say, ?Sounds 
great.?

We walk to a couple of armchairs that 
look as comfortable as clouds. We sit down 
and talk while enjoying the silky-smooth 
jazz playing overhead. I keep thinking to 
myself how wonderful this moment is. If 
heaven were not a place, but a moment in 
time, it would be right now. I?m sitting next 
to an angel. She has a glow and a radiance 
to her as bright as the sun. I want this 
moment to never end.

As the coffee house closes, and we are 
preparing to go our separate ways, I ask her, 
?Would you be up for a stroll in the park??

Eagerly she replies, ?I would love too.?
We leave the blanket-like warmth and 

protection of the coffeehouse. She starts to 
shiver, so I give her my jacket. She puts it 
on and then takes my hand in hers. I feel the 
moisture on her hand. We walk 
hand-in-hand as two nervous people 
wanting desperately to get to know each 
other. I wonder what will happen between 
us; I guess only time will tell.

Night                                       
From Page 8
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  Many years ago, I was an Associate 
Professor of Political Science at 
Jacksonville State University in Alabama. 
As I was preparing for my first semester of 

classes, I ran across an article 
where someone had done a survey 
of recent Ivy League graduates 
who could not pass a basic 

Citizenship Exam. The VFW had done a similar 
study. Both studies found that only about 30 percent 
of recent college graduates could pass the exam.

I gave the exam to my students on the first day of 
each  semester. I told them they would have to pass 
the exam before they could take their final exam in 
my class. Several passed the first day. But each 
week, more were taking another stab at it. On the 
day of the final, I still had two students who came in 
early, still trying to pass it. Everything on that exam 
had been part of my lectures during the semester.

An NBC report from 2018 talked about a new poll, 
which showed only 36% of Americans would pass a 
basic multiple-choice U.S. citizenship test.

(The survey, released Oct. 3, 2018, by the 
Woodrow Wilson National Fellowship Foundation 
with the research firm Lincoln Park Strategies, 
sampled 1,000 American adults. It showed that only 
36 percent actually passed the test.)

According to that survey, "respondents 65 and 
older scored the best (74 percent), while only 19 
percent of test-takers 45 and younger passed.?

?More than half (60 percent) of those surveyed did 
not know which countries the U.S. fought against in 
World War II. Fifty-seven percent didn?t know how 
many justices are on the Supreme Court, despite 
recent media coverage.

Think that is a sad situation? Well, let's see how 
you do?

You must answer 21 correctly to pass.

   What is quality health care? Particu-
larly in the COVID-19 Pandemic, is it 
possible to have all your medical needs 
properly met?
I recently had the privilege of talking 
to Dr. Wes Hickman, a pharmacist and 

the owner of Hickman?s Phar-
macy in Leland, NC. Origi-
nally from Shallotte, NC, and 
with a Doctor of Pharmacy 
Degree from the University of 

North Carolina at Chapel Hill, Hickman decided to 
leave his job at CVS and start his own pharmacy 
after becoming dissatisfied with their corporate 
practices. He was tired of an administrative agenda, 
which he felt prioritized profits over patients. After 
putting his money where his mouth was, he opened 
Hickman?s Pharmacy last November and now fo-
cuses all his time on providing quality health care 
to his patients.

Hickman sees himself as a health care provider, 
rather than a pill-pusher. He believes that building 
trust with patients over time improves his ability to 
properly care for and give treatment to them. Now 
in the age of COVID- 19, he sees his role as a 
healthcare provider as more important than ever. 
Hickman noted that there is a ?gap? in healthcare 
now and that pharmacists are ?much more accessi-
ble? than physicians because of the pandemic.

Hickman believes that it is a pharmacist's respon-
sibility to bridge the gap between healthcare and 

those who need it. By leveraging their knowledge, 
he thinks that pharmacists should help patients with 
questions, teach patients how they can protect 
themselves against COVID-19 via proper hygiene, 
and even coordinate treatment plans based on a 
physician?s diagnosis.

Pharmacists nationwide have been pushing on a 
federal level to give state- licensed pharmacists 
"provider status," which would reimburse them un-
der Medicare Part B for services within their scope 
of practice, such as health and wellness testing, 
medication, chronic disease management, and im-
munizations. This would promote increased access 
to health care to medically underserved communi-
ties, which is extremely important now due to the 
immense strain on our healthcare system due to 
COVID-19.

Hickman has admitted that COVID-19 has made 
life as a small- business owner more difficult for 
him. However, he refuses to compromise on patient 
care. At the onset of the pandemic, he was forced to 
limit his business to curbside operations to protect 
his patients and staff. Now, as scientists began to 
understand how the virus works, Hickman ordered 
some personal protective equipment, built a plexi-
glass shield for the counter, and reopened his doors. 
He understands that patients are now less apt to 
come in because of the pandemic. Nevertheless, Dr. 
Wes Hickman is still working hard to make health 
care more accessible for patients, as your local 
pharmacist and health care provider.

By Gerald Decker ,
Magnolia Greens

The Role of  Pharm acist s dur ing 
COVID-19                                                                                                         

The most accessible branch of Health Care

Questions:
1. How many branches of government are there?
2. Who makes the laws in the United States?
3. Who elects Congress?
4. .How many Senators are there in Congress?
5. Who are the two U. S. Senators from your State?
6. How many representatives are there in Congress?
7. How long do we elect the representatives?
8. Who selects Supreme Court justices?'
9. How many Supreme Court justices are there?
10. What is the executive branch of our government?
11. Who is the Vice President of the United States today?
12. Who becomes President if the President and Vice President were to both 

die in office?
13. How many terms can a President serve?
14. In what month do we vote for President?
15. What is the head executive of a state government called?
16. Who has the power to declare war?
17. What do we call changes to the Constitution?
18. What is the introduction to the Constitution called?
19. Name 3 rights or freedoms guaranteed by the Bill of Rights.
20. What is the basic belief of the Declaration of Independence?
21. Who was the main writer of the Declaration of Independence?
22. Which President was the first commander in chief of the U. S. military?
23. What country did we fight during the Revolutionary War?
24. Who said, ?Give me liberty or give me death??
25. Why did Pilgrims come to America?
26.Who wrote the ?Star-Spangled Banner??
27. Who were America?s enemies in World War II?
28.How many stars are in the U. S. flag?
29.What is the capital of your state?
30.Who is the current governor of your state?
31. How many years are Senators elected?
32. How many times can a Senator be reelected?
33. Who is the Chief Justice of the U. S. Supreme Court?
34. Who are the two main political parties in the United States?
35. Who elects the President of the United States?

Answers on Page 12

By Giovani Leone,
Brunswick Forest
Staff Writer

   I happened to be at the 3rd 
Field Hospital near the Tan 
Son Nhut Air Base in III 
Corps, northwest of Saigon. A 

fellow soldier had been hit in the head and evacu-
ated to the hospital. He was lying dying on a gur-
ney. His face was still intact, but he had been se-
verely wounded around the rest of his head. He 
was talking and smiling and saying that he was 
going home. I think that maybe he had a tear of 
joy in his eyes. As I recall (at least in my mind), 
everyone was standing back and probably felt 
horrified and helpless like me. The doctors had 
determined he could not be saved and were biding 
time until his death. I don't think there was a dry 
eye from anyone who saw this, and just like me, I 
suspect the scene still lives with them in some 
nearby memory. I never attempted to learn his 
name as I felt that would be too much reality to it.

Mem or ies of  a 
Medic in   

Viet nam  '68
By JB,    
Ar lington, VA 

https://woodrow.org/news/national-survey-finds-just-1-in-3-americans-would-pass-citizenship-test/
https://woodrow.org/
https://woodrow.org/
https://woodrow.org/
https://woodrow.org/
https://woodrow.org/
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  ?What a dweeb I was?? Staring at 
the photograph, neatly preserved in 
Mother?s photo album, its fabric 
edges worn. I can?t believe she 

dressed me up like a ven-
triloquist?s dummy, right 
down to the bow tie and the 
saddle shoes.
Placing the book down, it 

automatically opens to this page. She must have 
spent hours staring at this.

Sitting in the faded lounge chair by the bed-
room window, I survey the room where my 
mother spent her last years. The decor just 
screamed ?old lady? everywhere you looked, 
from the doilies to the old fashion lamps. Mother 
was at home here in the relics of the past. You 
could almost hear Elvis singing about hisBlue 
Suede Shoes.

Judging by the missing baby teeth, I must have 
been around six when this studio picture was 
taken. Money was usually tight, so this must have 
been before Dad died.

Mother was always a rigid person, argumenta-
tive, and opinionated. She was convinced she al-
ways knew the correct way to do things. By the 
time I was 18, I was more than ready to leave for 
college without looking backward, primed to take 
on the world. Having worked since I was 14, I 
knew I?d be able to make it on my own.

Returning to live in Oakdale was never in the 
plans. I?d come back for holidays, but even that 
fell off the radar after a few years. Once I got 
married and had children, there was always 
something else to do. Weekly phone calls became 
once a month and then just birthdays and anniver-
saries. We didn?t seem to have anything to talk 
about anymore.

Mother was always harping at me growing up, 
?I don?t see you reading that library book? Close 
your mouth when you chew.No one wants to see 
your food! ?No wonder I wanted out.

Even when I won a scholarship to the local en-
gineering school, she wasn't happy. "Guess you'll 
still need spending money. You better start saving 

your grocery store paycheck. Don't expect me to 
come up with any spare cash."

As my eyes traveled around the room, I realize 
that the furnishings were second- hand, and 
Mother?s dresses are all old and well-worn. I re-
call the college care packages of new jeans and 
sweaters sent each year. Guess, now I know how 
she afforded my new clothes.She never got any-
thing new for herself

I continued going through her things, deciding 
what to save, what to donate, and what to trash. I 
am truly disheartened to see the vast stack of 
boxes in the attic. Opening the first one, I realize 
that Mother has saved all of my baby clothes, the 
crib, and the highchair. Were she and Dad plan-
ning to have more children, I wonder?

I work my way through the residue of my child-
hood. My tricycle is here as well as my toy train 
set. There are even all my trophies from Little 
League. She kept all these things.

Emerging from the attic, covered in dust, I sit 
on the stairs to rest. The empty house resounds 
my footsteps. Memories of birthday cakes bubble 
up. Things weren?t always bad living here. 
Maybe she wasn?tthe only rigid person. I, too, 
can be argumentative and opinionated. I like to 
think I always know the correct way to do things.

Finding the old photo album in the ?save? 
stack, I again study my portrait and ruefully think 
I was dressed as a dweeb here, but sadly, I be-
came one as an adult. I could have called more 
frequently.

Regrets were useless unless they show you a 
better way. I can still do something about my re-
lationship with my own children. I won?t wait to 
let them discover that they were cherished. I can 
show them how much they mean to me now.

Being strict about studying and manners, well, 
that?s just being a good parent. A grumbling 
teenager means that you are doing the job 
correctly.

After I have stowed the final items in my car, I 
walk through the house for the last time. I slowly 
close the door and whisper, Thanks, Mother, for 
being my Mom.

 Som eone?s Lit t le Boy

By Ronnie Pastecki, 
Brunswick Forest

   I cannot imagine a better place to be 
than where we already are-at home in 
P. V. With, let's say, 299 OTHER 

residents, how can we ever feel alone? For myself, 
except when I prefer to be alone, I'm often looking for 
a friendly soul to chat with. It comforts me to know 
that if I wander inside or out, I'll meet someone who is 
also seeking the same and is also considered a 
"senior."

This thought often comes to mind. As there is no 
longer the possibility of a new job, a new house, or 
even a return of middle age, what are my choices? 
Answer. Simply make the most of each day. As I've 
been blessed with good health and am the most senior 
member of my remaining family, i. e., in my 90?s, 
there should be A Plan in place.

Quite simply The Plan:

a). Divest yourself of all things unnecessary - such 
as your Mix Master, your old sweaters, i. e., reduce 
your inventory.

b). Learn a new thing, i.e., a foreign language, or 
how to grow artichokes, visit a Greek restaurant.

c). When you eat, eat at a table. Sit down. Light a 
candle. Use a nice napkin and a placemat.

d). Visit a manicurist for a pedicure. Really nice and 
feels great.

e). Call someone and tell that them you miss them.
f). Make future plans to visit a restaurant or play 

cards.
g). Polish your shoes and set them all in order.
h). Clean out the fridge.
i). Try on pants you?ve eaten yourself out of and 

admit you probably won?t get back into them.
j). Use your computer and try to find your old friend 

who moved to California a few years ago.

Your plan is probably substantially different from 
this one. Perhaps yours could broaden my perspective. 
Mine has been diminished somewhat by the Virus.

Please write.

By Ann Robins,   
Wilmington

Alone in a Crowd
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  As September fi-
nally arrived, we 
were underway for 
Hue, Vietnam. 

Over the 
next week, 
we had a 
number of 
refueling, 

supply swaps, and General 
Quarters drills. During one of 
our refueling events steering 
in the Pilot House went out. 
My shipmate on the helm did 
a great job holding it in place 
and avoided a collision. The 
flu bug had gotten most of us 
after the weather in Subic. We 
had to stand a lot of watches 
covering for those who were 
sick.

Back in the "world,? Jerry 
Lewis was holding his 3rd 
Annual Muscular Dystrophy 
telethon. Two of the top 
movies of the month were 
Hang'em High and Oliver. 
Funny Girl premiered. Arthur 
Ashe won the U. S. Open, 
and Harper Valley PTA was 
the top song.

Before we left Hue, we en-
countered Tropical Storm 
Bess. It was a category 2 with 
96- 110 mph winds. We left 
for Da Nang on September 
7th, but not before I received 
a letter from my Father. I had 
not heard from him since I 
was 5. He wanted to become 
pen pals. It didn?t happen.

We arrived in Da Nang a 
couple of days later in a hard 
rain. I felt bad for the 
Boatswain Mates, who 
worked right through it. I was 
thankful that I wasn't one of 
them. While they worked, we 
usually read books, wrote let-
ters, listened to music, slept 
in back rooms. Working 
above the 02 deck level had 

its benefits.
One afternoon I was talking 

to the Captain and XO on the 
bridge about our mail. I told 
them I was missing 10 letters, 
and they asked me how I 
knew I was missing 10. I told 
them my girlfriend always 
numbered her letters. I had 
received #81 but had not re-
ceived #71-80. The XO could 
not believe that I have gotten 
80 letters already (81 letters 
in 131 days-not too bad.)

Several days later, during an 
afternoon helo run, a mailbag 
was dropped over the side. 
After recovering it, we found 
my missing letters.

Each day led into another 
day. Work, drills, stand a 
watch, chip, paint, eat, sleep. 
Wake up and do it all over 
again. To break the monotony 
and to beat the heat, the Cap-
tain did announce a couple of 
swim calls. Hundreds of us 
jumped in as soon as the 
whistle sounded. Not the best 
decision I ever made.

Since the attack in Da Nang 
last week, we have been 
pretty busy. We had been 
pulling into Da Nang one day 
a week to load and offload. 
All ships were ordered out of 
the harbor by sunset. There 
was one night we had to an-
chor in the harbor for the 
night. All night machine guns 
and grenades were fired 
around the ship to ward off 
saboteurs. It made for very 
interesting sleep below decks.

On September 21, following 
a long day of drills, we had a 
talent show on the mess 
decks. It was actually pretty 
good until we heard, ?General 
Quarters- all hands man your 
battle stations. This is NOT a 
drill.? It was the real thing. It 

was only a fire in the aft mag-
azine. A magazine is where 
ammunition and explosives 
are stored on a ship.  (Only!!)

Boredom was so bad I took 
up reading books. Until then, 
I had never read a book from 
cover to cover. I spent a lot of 
spare time in the ship's library 
(albeit tiny library) reading 
whatever I could find on the 
day's politics. For me, it was 
the beginning of the discov-
ery that I had been very lazy 
in school. I even registered 
for two college correspon-
dence courses in business.

  "60 Minutes" and "Hawaii 
Five-O" premiere in America

Janis Joplin announces she 
is leaving Big Brother and the 
Holding Company

Beatles' "Hey Jude" single 
goes #1

During a mid-watch on Sep-
tember 29th, off the coast of 
Da Nang, we had 0400 
reveille for an UNREP with 
the USS Mars and the USS 
New Jersey. It was the first 
day in Vietnam for the ?The 
Big J.? After refueling with 
them, we hung around and 
listened in on the radio to the 
New Jersey, having its first 
gunnery exercise in Viet-
namese waters. Amazing 
display.

On the 30th, we anchored in 
Da Nang harbor. My section 
finally got liberty. We were 
taken to China Beach. It was 
a beautiful beach with plenty 
of cold beer. Fun day. It was 
great to relax and daydream 
of home? only two and a half 
months to go. The wedding 
plans were coming together.

        
To be continued

West  Pac ?68                                            
(Part 5)

Answers - Citizenship                        
from Page 10

1. 3
2. The Legislative Branch; Congress
3. Voters
4. 100
5. Tillis and Burr
6. 435
7. 2 years
8. President appoints, Senate confirms
9. 9
10. The President and bureaucracy
11. Pence
12. Speaker of the House
13. 2
14. November
15. Governor
16. Congress
17. Amendments
18. Preamble
19. Freedom of  speech, freedom of and from 

religion, right against unlawful search and 
seizures, right to trial by jury, right to keep 
and bear arms. For more, see the Bill of 
Rights.

20. That all men are endowed by their creator 
with certain inalienable rights

21. Thomas Jefferson
22. George Washington
23. Great Britain
24. Patrick Henry
25. Religious freedom
26. Francis Scott Key
27. Germany, Japan, Italy
28. 50
29. Raleigh
30. Roy Cooper
31. 6 years
32. No limit

By Gerald Decker ,
Magnolia Greens



 A generous gift of 
$200,000 from the WJ and 
Sibyl McLamb family in 
2019 recently allowed 
Brunswick Community 

College (BCC) to 
acquire a special-
ized vehicle that 

significantly increases BCC?s capa-
bility and presence in Brunswick 
County. The McLamb family has 
been long- time BCC supporters 
through their generosity in giving 
gifts of time, talent, and treasure to 
support the mission of the College and its Foundation.

The vehicle, known as the Brunswick Community College Mo-
bile Certification and Enrollment Vehicle, went into service in 
June 2020.The vehicle can transport the necessary equipment to 
any location in Brunswick County to assist students/job seekers 
with earning certification in safety, precision measurement, 
work-ready skills (Mike Rowe Certified), electrical, and OSHA. 
It serves as a platform for BCC students to qualify for their pro-
fessional certifications in Welding, Safety, HVAC, Machining, 
Precision Measurement, Digital Literacy, Electrical Wiring, and 
Conduit Bending/Terminals. The vehicle is also equipped with 
Wi- Fi to serve as a mobile enrollment vehicle at community 
events to allow residents to register for classes at BCC.

The National Coalition of Certification Centers (NC3) provides 
industry- recognized certifications that include branded partners 
such as Trane, Snap- on Industrial, Lincoln Electric, Greenlee, 
Starrett Precision Measurement, and IC3 Digital Literacy. The 
Certifications include  Welding, Safety, HVAC, Machining, Pre-
cision Measurement, Digital Literacy, Electrical Wiring, Conduit 
Bending/Terminals.

Students are taught in their chosen specialty field via face to 
face instruction by an NC3-certified instructor using NC3 web-
site training modules.  In most cases, the certification examina-
tion is administered by an NC3 certified instructor who is em-
ployed at the College.  Training and testing materials are pro-
vided by NC3, the certification issuing body.

Certification is achieved when students demonstrate, through a 
web- based assessment, that they have mastered the competen-
cies and skills that are provided in the specific area (i.e., Trane- 
HVAC;  3M- Safety;  Greenlee- Electrical Technician;  Starrett 
Precision Measurement ? Metal Working;  Work Ready Skills-
Mike Rowe)

Over the spring and summer of 2020, BCC awarded over 200 
industry- recognized credentials. The College wants to ensure 
that the general public knows that training and credential attain-
ment will occur throughout Brunswick County in the future. 
Scholarships are available to help with registration costs.

To learn more about scholarships, contact Elizabeth Was-
sum, BCC Foundation Executive Director, at (910) 755-6530 or 
wassume@brunswickcc.edu. 

To learn more about the Mobile Workforce Cer tification 
and Enrollment Vehicle and course registration, contact 
Greg Bland, BCC Vice President for Continuing Educa-
tion/Workforce Development at (910) 755- 7374 or 
blandg@brunswickcc.edu. Scheduled vehicle locations are 
publicized through BCC social media updates and #McLamb-
Mobile spottings.

Brunsw ick  Com m unit y 
College News

By Er ic Mens,
Brunswick Forest

Y our Community 
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Art Work by

Josh Bence,
10th Grade

L-R below ? Elina DiCostanzo, former 
BCC Foundation Executive Director; 

Elizabeth Wassum, current BCC 
Foundation Executive Director; and   

Dr. Gene Smith, BCC President



Wilmington, NC ?  Cape Fear Open Source Medical Supplies (OSMS) 
is proud to announce the launch of a CARE (Community Appreciation 
of Returning Educators) Initiative to provide front line educators with a 
backup care kit, including masks, sanitizer, and supplies for both the ed-
ucator and students. This initiative will be the largest undertaking for the 
community group founded just months ago by Dr. Kyle Horton and 
Mimi Marquis to fill unmet community needs for PPE with suitable DIY 
substitutes during this pandemic. In forming their group, they joined a 
global Open Source Medical Supply community that now includes over 
73,000 members in 55 countries spanning the globe. As of the end of 
August, Cape Fear OSMS has provided nearly 18,000 items, including 
masks, face shields, gowns, ear savers, and scrub caps to healthcare fa-
cilities, nonprofits, essential workers, and community members.

Founder Dr. Kyle Horton explained, ?Since our founding, we have 
strived to protect those on the frontlines as essential workers, including 
those who serve critical roles in community outreach like feeding, hous-
ing, and caring for seniors, children, and the disabled.? She continued, 
?There?s no doubt our efforts have saved lives, and they need to continue 
given the risks inherent to educating kids in the classrooms during this 
pandemic. To protect our educators is the next logical step to keep our 
community safe? it?s certainly in the hearts of all of our volunteers that 
we want our teachers and school staff to know how much we appreciate 
their service during these difficult and dangerous times.?

Citizens of the Cape Fear region concerned about the safe reopening of 
our schools are invited to join Cape Fear OSMS by volunteering, donat-
ing, and helping spread the word among friends and neighbors who care 
about our teachers and students. The CARE Initiative kit contents were 
developed working in concert with senior administration with New 
Hanover County Schools (NHCS) and the NHC Retired School Person-
nel. Kits will be provided to student- facing, front line educators. They 
will include two hand-sewn and reusable cloth masks, a pack of single-
use disposable masks for backup use, an 8-12 oz bottle of hand sanitizer, 
an ear saver, and some school supplies.

As there are nearly 4,000 staff in just the NHCS with just under half in 
direct student classrooms and support roles, Cape Fear OSMS is calling 
on the community to rally in support of efforts as students may return to 
in-person instruction as early as 9/25. Our all-volunteer effort of home 

sewists have already begun sewing the 8,000 masks we will need, but 
supply needs are estimated at $2.50/kit. The media is asked to assist with 
informing the community on ways they can help:
1. Donate via our Go Fund Me with a goal of $10,000 to cover supplies: 

www.gofundme.com/f/osms-care-kit.
2. Volunteer as a maker or in a support role with Cape Fear OSMS: 

www.capefearosms.com/volunteer.
3. Share the CARES Initiative with Educators, Neighbors, and Friends 

who may be willing to volunteer or donate: 
www.gofundme.com/f/osms-care-kit.

Co-Founder and Group leader Mimi Marquis said, ?Cape Fear OSMS 
has been incredibly successful because of the unending dedication of our 
volunteers who sew into all hours of the night. Without any fanfare, we 
just put our heads down and went to work to provide our community 
with the needed protection. As a beginning maker myself, I?ve evolved 
from knowing little about sewing or masks to now making complicated 
masks with clear view windows to assist those who need to lip read. 
Now others are asking for my opinion on our biweekly volunteer calls.? 
She continued, ?Although we are almost to the incredible milestone of 
18,000 items supplied, this will be our most taxing effort, and we need 
all hands on deck in our community to protect our educators through 
CARE.?

Both Founders Dr. Kyle Horton and Mimi Marquis agree, ?The ingenu-
ity, time, and love that goes into sewing and making DIY medical supply 
items is something we hope everyone will recognize? it?s now time to 
send that same loving support to our schools.?

More on Cape Fear OSMS:  www.capefearosms.com

Cape Fear OSMS on Facebook:
https://www.facebook.com/groups/capefearcovid19supplies/
The Global OSMS group:
https://www.facebook.com/groups/opensourcecovid19medicalsupplies
Previous Media:
https://opensourcemedicalsupplies.org/the-osms-cape-fear-story/

Cape Fear  Open Source Medical Supplies Launches     
CARE Init iat ive t o Prot ect  Educat ors and                           

Invit es Com m unit y Suppor t
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Y our Community 
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http://www.gofundme.com/f/osms-care-kit
http://www.capefearosms.com
https://www.facebook.com/groups/capefearcovid19supplies/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/opensourcecovid19medicalsupplies
https://www.facebook.com/groups/opensourcecovid19medicalsupplies
https://opensourcemedicalsupplies.org/the-osms-cape-fear-story/


Leland VFW Post  12196 is recruit ing members  t o join our new post .

We meet  t he second Tuesday of  each mont h at  7 pm via Zoom                               
( unt il f urt her not ice) .

Cont act  us at  910.408.1934  or  email at  vf wpost 12196@gmail.com

VET ER ANS NEEDED

 Mrs. Anita Hartsell is 
the Department Head 
and Senior Veterans 
Service Officer (VSO) 
for the Brunswick 

County Veterans 
Service Office. 
The office pro-
vides informa-

tion and assistance to Brunswick 
County veterans and eligible family 
members in applying for benefits 
through the Department of Veterans 
Affairs (VA) and other agencies. 
This includes but is not limited to 
information and assistance on ob-
taining disability benefits, burial-
related benefits, and educational as-
sistance. Applicants must be 
Brunswick County residents to be 
eligible for assistance. In the fiscal 
year prior to COVID-19, the three-
person office assisted 2,238 veter-
ans in person and handled 7,687 
phone calls.

To reach veterans in the commu-
nity, the office advertises in local 
newspapers. It sends out next- of-
kin letters to recently deceased vet-
erans' family members to ensure 
that they are aware of any potential 
benefits. The staff also makes pre-
sentations to and sets up informa-
tion booths for local veteran and 
civic organizations. The VA 
Brunswick CBOC Clinic in Supply 
is stocked with business cards that 
are provided to any veteran they 
encounter who needs or requests 
assistance. The office also assists 
with the Veterans Experience Ac-
tion Center Event (VEAC) hosted 
by the American Legion.

While the office cannot provide 
information to local veterans' orga-
nizations when new veterans move 
to the area, the official website in-
cludes a link to a list of veteran's 
organizations in Brunswick County 
and any contact information that 
has been provided. If a veteran 
does not have access to the internet 
and asks for the information, the 
office prints the information and 
gives it to the veteran.

Anita has worked for the 
Brunswick County Veterans Ser-
vice Office since 2001. In 2006, 
she became the Department Head 
and Senior VSO. Anita received 
her Bachelor of Science degree in 
Interdisciplinary Studies and a Mil-
itary Resilience Certificate from 
Liberty University. She is accred-
ited with the North Carolina De-
partment of Military and Veterans 
Affairs, the American Legion, Dis-
abled American Veterans, and the 
National Association of County 
Veterans Service Officers.

Originally from upstate New 

York, Anita has 
been a resident of 
Brunswick County 
since 1985. She 
and her husband of 
30 years live in 
Bolivia. As an 
Army wife during 
the Gulf War, she 
knows the strug-
gles veterans and 
their families have faced. It is her 
life mission to help give back to 
those who have served. Her exten-
sive knowledge of federal and state 
laws and regulations on veterans' 
rights and earned benefits has pro-
vided invaluable assistance to innu-
merable veterans and their eligible 
dependents to obtain and maintain 
benefits. Anita strongly believes 
that it is an honor to work with vet-
erans and their families to receive 
benefits they have rightfully earned 
through their military service.

When asked how she started in 
her profession, Anita responded, 
?Mrs. Shirley Hewett, an amazing 
woman who was a former Assistant 
VSO for Brunswick County, whom 
I had met when I was in high 
school, contacted me out of the 
blue before her retirement. She 
suggested that I apply for the posi-
tion because she thought I would 
be a great Assistant VSO. I was 
working elsewhere at the time and 
had no plans of changing careers, 
but I feel like the good Lord put 
things in my path to change my 
course, and 19 years later, here I 
am.?

Veterans who need assistance 
should schedule an appointment to 
see a VSO. This will give the VSO 
sufficient time to familiarize them-
selves with the veteran?s claim and 
otherwise prepare before the vet-
eran comes into the office. When 
the appointment is scheduled, 
Kendra Starnes, the Veterans Ser-
vices Technician, will review with 
the veteran what they will need to 
bring or have on hand for the inter-
view. If the veteran has an email 
account, she will email the veteran 
what they need to have with them 
to be adequately prepared.

Individuals needing assistance 
may call Kendra Starnes at(910) 
253- 2233 to schedule an appoint-
ment. The office is located 10 Ref-
erendum Drive (Building F), Gov-
ernment Complex, Bolivia. Hours 
are Monday through Friday from 
8:30 AM to 5 PM.More informa-
tion can be found at 
https://www.brunswickcoun-
tync.gov/  veterans-services/.

To be continued

 Com m unit y Mem ber  Prof i le                     
Anit a Har t sell (Par t  1)

By Er ic Mens,
Brunswick Forest

Mil itary News

 Each year on September 11, our Nation observes 
Patriot Day to commemorate the lives of those who 
died in the 2001 terrorist attacks on the World Trade 
Center in New York City, the Pentagon in Virginia, 
and hijacked United Airlines Flight 93 that crashed in 
Pennsylvania.On September 11, 2020, Leland VFW 
Post 12196 led a ceremony of remembrance at the 
Belville Veteran?s Memorial, Brunswick Riverwalk 
Park, Leland.The ceremony was livestreamed via 
Zoom. In- person participants included members of 
the public, John E. Jacob?s American Legion Post 68 
Leland, and the Leland Police and Fire Departments. 
The ceremony started at 8:30 am and lasted one 
hour.Speakers included Leland Fire and Police 
Chiefs, John Hacker, Commander Legion Post 68, 
Belville Mayor Mike Allen, and Leland Mayor Brenda Bozeman. Keynote 
speaker William Bishop, Jr., Lt Col USAF (Retired) gave an inspiring speech.

 
Army Lt Dominick Calderone returned home 

on Thursday, September 17th, following an 18-
month tour of duty in the Middle East. Lt 
Calderone is also the Senior Vice Commander 
of VFW Post 12196 Leland. On Friday, Sep-
tember 18th, family, friends, Leland Mayor 
Brenda Bozeman, and members of VFW Post 
12196 and American Legion Post 68 surprised 
Lt Calderone at a ?Welcome Home!? breakfast 
at Blossoms Restaurant in Magnolia Greens.

 
National POW/MIA Recognition Day is ob-

served on the third Friday of each September. 
This year, the day was observed on September 
18, 2020.The day honors those who were pris-
oners of war and those who are still missing in 
action.Gerald Decker, Commander, VFW Post 
12196, and Eric Mens, Post Jr. Vice Comman-
der, set up a remembrance table in Blossoms 
Restaurant, Magnolia Greens, to honor POWs 
and those who are still missing. Each item in 
the display has its own unique ritual 
significance.

Anita Har tsell

Leland VFW Post 12196 will be holding its first annual Golf Tour-
nament on March 3, 2021 at the Magnolia Greens Golf Course in 

Leland, NC. This is a major fundraiser for this new                     
VFW Post located in Leland.

The proceeds from the sale of ads, sponsorships and contribu-
tions for the tournament go a long way to help us meet the        

financial obligations created by the fulfillment of our                 
Mission and Vision.

If you are interested in supporting this effort, please contact    
Leland VFW Post 12196 at 910-408-1934 or at 

vfwpost12196@gmail.com.

VFW t o host      
Golf  Tournam ent

March 3, 2021

VFW POST 12196 NEWS

Y our Community 
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Layout Editor
The Scene, Inc and Cape 

Fear Voices need intelligent 
young person who is good 
with Microsoft Publisher to 

do layout for monthly 
newspaper. Pay is very 

modest but experience is 
priceless.

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         

for all positions.

 Help Want ed/Adver t ising Rat es

Cape Fear  Voices
Ad Rat es

                                                        1-Edition   3-Editions

   Full Page           $225     $600

   Half Page           $130     $350

   Quarter Page $70     $180

   Business Card $35       $90

   Classified (3 lines) $15       $45

To place an ad contact us at: 
edit orcfv@gm ail.com
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GENERAL FUNCTION:
As an outside sales rep you will be making contact 
with local community and businesses on a daily 
but unstructured basis. You will set your own 
hours to be compatible with your school workload 
and other obligations as a student. This position 
offers a very generous commission plan for the 
right student.

ESSENTIAL DUTIES AND 
RESPONSIBILITIES:
- Contact individuals and businesses in the Cape
Fear area to promote Cape Fear Voices and Teen 
Scene.

- Effectively communicate the 
company?s procedures for donations and 
advertising.
- Follow up with donors and advertisers to verify 
contributions used as promised.
- Maintain records of all revenues received.

MINIMUM REQUIREMENTS:
-Ability to develop and implement a work plan.
-Ability to work without supervision.
-Good communication skills.
-Clean criminal background and valid NC Driver?s 
License

Outside Ad Sales Rep Needed
Teen Scene, Inc. is a company that produces a monthly publication called Cape Fear Voices,written by and 

for creative minds in the Cape Fear Region. We also produce a monthly publication entitled,Teen Scene, 
which is written by and for creative teens. We are a non-profit, 501(c)(3) company which depends on 

donations, grants, and advertising revenue as our sole source of revenue.

Cape Fear and Teen Scene Thank Our October  Advertisers

www.piggywigglystores.com

facebook: piggywigglystores

Leland Piggy Wiggly

If you have a favorite local small 
business that you would like to sponsor 
for a 3-month business card ad ($90), 
please send the card and check made 
payable to Teen Scene/Cape Fear Voices 
to P.O. Box 495, Leland, NC 28451.

 We will make sure that we notify the 
small business of your particular 
support. You will be promoting the small 
business to the community and helping 
to defray the cost of publication of Cape 
Fear Voices. We appreciate all of our 
supporters!

Special Ad Rat es t o 
Suppor t  Local Businesses
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