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Providing an Outlet for Creativity in the Cape Fear Region

Change Can Be Good
by Chuck Schwartz, Guest Writer*, Hilton Head, SC

The Fall season is here. And even though I am a summer 
and beach guy at heart, the change of seasons is a reminder 
for me that change happens, and that change can be good. 

Is there something in your life that needs to change? A fam-
ily challenge? A relationship challenge? Something work re-
lated? Or some other life situation that has you feeling badly 

or negatively? 
The truth is that these challenges (and most others that you experience) 

can come with many negative emotions and feelings, and they can be 
strong — and strong enough to keep you living your challenge. Things 
like anxiety, fear, guilt, pity, stress, and worry, can keep you from chang-
ing whatever needs to change. So you don’t change it, you don't break the 
cycle, and whatever “it” is continues. 

Do you see yourself in this picture?
The truth is you can change whatever needs to change, and it starts with 

you.
The “S” in H A B I T S, the ingredients in Chuck’s Lemonade, is for Ser-

vice, as in love and serve, yourself, and others. Notice “yourself” is before 
“others”. Yes, you read that correctly. It’s not selfish. You shouldn’t feel 
guilty about it. You shouldn’t worry about it. Because the best “lovers” 
know how to love themselves, and others.

Many only worry about others. It is what you are conditioned to think. 
I say this thinking is flawed. Because to truly have what you need to love 
and serve others — and do it from a place of pure joy (real love, not love 
from guilt, pity, or any other negative emotion or feeling), you must love 
and serve yourself too.

Yesterday’s eyes used to struggle with this concept. Much of my up-
bringing, conditioning, and what I was taught by role models, was dif-
ferent. I was strongly influenced by anxiety and guilt, and this caused me 
to feel a lot of stress and worry all the time. It may have benefited others 
that got what they needed or wanted from me, but it wasn’t good for me.

Today’s eyes know better. They know that the real and true path to 
joy, love, and peace, starts within me. By serving me and my needs and 
changing whatever I need to change (for me.) No guilt. No stress. No wor-
ry. Because when I do this, I have more of what I need to love and serve 
others, and from a place of pure love and pure joy. And what a great love 
that is. I highly recommend you try it!

What’s the secret? It’s really no secret at all. It’s all within H A B I T 
S, the ingredients in Chuck’s Lemonade. Honesty. Acceptance. Beach. 
Inspiration. Trust. Service. Tough habits, but great habits for loving and 
serving yourself, and others, and changing whatever you need to change 
(for you). 

Think about it.

*Chuck Schwartz is the author of “Chuck’s Lemonade, A Recipe for Inspired 
Thinking and Living” and The Chuck’s Lemonade Collection of inspirational 
books, journals, presentations and more, all designed to help you think better so 
you can live better. Visit www.chuckslemonade.com to and subscribe to receive a 
daily dose of Chuck’s Lemonade.

I always get contemplative in the fall. 
It is, for me, a time of new beginnings: 
a new school year and a new age for me 
(since my birthday is in September). I 
get to really thinking about what I’ve 
learned over the last year and what I 

want to do in the new one. 
Here’s what I’ve been thinking about lately, 

thanks to some awesome students who are throwing 
the “should”s of their lives out the window:

I think where so many people make mistakes in 
their lives is when we listen to the “should”s. We 
tend to believe that our lives “should” follow a cer-
tain path, and then we follow it even if it doesn’t 
work for us as individuals. “I should go to college 
right after high school,” we say to ourselves, even if 
we are unsure, it’s the right move. “I should marry 
the person I’m with because it’s the next logical step 
in our relationship.” “I should stay with the person 
I’m with, because they’re good and kind and, well, 
what if there’s no one else out there for me? I should 
stick to what I know.” “I should finish what I start-
ed at this job,” we say to ourselves, even when our 
mental health is seriously suffering and our personal 
relationships are falling apart as a result.

I don’t say these things to judge anyone — I’ve 
done them, too! But I know that the times I’ve made 
the best decisions of my life have been when I threw 
the “should”s out the window and did what was 
right for me. The times I’ve gone against what other, 
(mostly) well-meaning people have advised me to 
do, because I knew in my heart that those decisions 
were wrong for me. It means that I have basically 
majored in disappointing other people. More im-
portantly, it means that what I *don’t* have a ton 
of experience in is disappointing myself. Some of 
the ways I’ve been explicitly told I’m a disappoint-
ment to others in the last decade alone (but that I am 
not ashamed of OR regret) have included: getting 
divorced, quitting a job, moving 1000 miles from 
my family, “living in sin” with a man before mar-
riage, and taking COVID seriously / raising con-
cerns when others put my family members’ health in 
danger. Honestly? These are some of the decisions 
I’m most proud of. (I guess minus the “living in sin” 
thing; I never saw it as sinful or shameful… what I 
truly am: super proud and thrilled and so, so lucky to 
be with Jon.) These decisions were difficult to make 
at the time, but they were — or are — ultimately 
the right decisions for me. I’d rather make the right 
decision, go through whatever difficulty awaits me 
after making it, and lead an authentic life. I hate the 
idea of being unhappy forever because someone else 
thinks I “should” stay in a particular situation. 

Sometimes, the decisions that we have to make 
as individuals will disappoint or hurt other people. 
Hurting other people is never my goal — even mild-
ly inconveniencing other people makes me cringe 
— but it’s something I have accepted. I have to live 
my life in such a way that I can sleep at night, that 
I can find happiness, and that I can bring happiness 
to those around me. (If you’re not living your life 
in a way that is authentic, TRUST ME - you are not 
doing anyone else any favors, even if it feels like 
you are.)

Next time someone tells you or even implies that 
there’s something you “should” do that you just can’t 
(or won’t), just know it’s ok to make your own way. 
Pay attention to what you really want, what you can 
live with, and what you can’t. I believe in you and 
your own ability to know what is right for YOU.

The Should’s 
by Jenny Stedham, Guest Writer 

Plans are underway for our 2nd Annual Writers Award Banquet to be held at 
the Leland Cultural Arts Center on March 12, 2022. Please save the date.  

We are very happy to announce that our corporate sponsor for the event is 
Debra Pickett, Financial Advisor with Edward Jones. Event Sponsors for the 
program will include ATMC and the Brunswick Forest Farm Bureau Insurance 
(Mark Ellenburg, Adam Clark, Ryan Huffman, Jared Speight, and Blake Hund-
ley). Josh London, State Farm Agent located in Brunswick Forest is also a spon-
sor. 

Award winning local artist Evonne Phillips has donated one of her original 
acrylic paintings for the auction part of our program. Terri and Jim Delfino, own-
ers of Delfino Vineyards in Roseburg, Oregon have also donated a case of their 
award-winning wines for the auction. (https://www.delfinovineyards.com/) 

Tickets will go on sale in January 2022. This event is open to the public, but 
seating is limited to 80 people, so all of you Doo Wop fans should plan to get 
your tickets early.

We would like to thank our early sponsors of this program whose support will 
make for a great evening and fundraiser to support continued publication of The 
Teen Scene/Cape Fear Voices.

The Brunswick County Branch of the NAACP has also offered to fund a 
scholarship to be awarded to select writers. Details still to be determined.
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Cape Fear Voices 
Submission Requirements

Cape Fear Voices intends to showcase the works 
of the area’s many talented local writers, poets, and 
craftspeople as well as the work of local non-profit 
organizations.
- We are looking for contributors to submit their 
poems, stories, pictures, or articles for 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 500-600 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 500-600 
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.

How to Subscribe
Individual subscriptions to Cape Fear Voices 
are available on an annual basis at a cost of 
$25, 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 Subscription
P.O. Box 495
Leland, NC 28451

Thanks to Our Sponsors in the Issue

Teen Scene and Cape Fear Voices started publication in 
North Carolina in June 2020. Readership has grown from 

600 in June 2020 to 5,600 in Sept. 2021. That does not 
include our email list of nearly 3,000 per month or reader-
ship from our website. Although we have subscribers and 
followers in other states, our readers are predominantly in 

the greater Cape Fear region. Visit us at cfvts.org.

New Ad Rates Effective
Oct. 1, 2021

  3-Editions   6-Editions    12-Editions
Full Page  $300       $550  $1,000
Half Page $175       $225  $530
Quarter Page  $ 90       $165  $275
Business Card  $45        $ 80  $145
To place an ad contact us at editorteenscene@gmail.com

Teen Scene and Cape Fear Voices
Contact Information:

For Cape Fear Voices
editorcfv@gmail.com

For Teen Scene
editorteenscene@gmail.com

For more information on 
The Teen Scene and Cape 

Fear Voices, visit our web-
site at capefearvoices.org
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 Member SIPC

Deb Pickett 
Financial Advisor

1144 East Cutlar Crossing 
Suite 101 
Leland, NC 28451 
910-383-3797



http://capefearvoices.org          November 2021     Cape Fear Voices    Page 3

Robert Frost,  in a Poem entitled 
“My November Guest,” wrote 
that November days are “deso-
late, deserted trees, faded earth, 
heavy sky,” which pretty well de-
scribed the days in the little, up-

state New York, rural town where I grew up.  I 
remember November as a cold, drizzly month 
with snow flurries and bare trees; even the ev-
ergreens looked miserable and shivery.  But I 
loved November despite the dreary days.  No-
vember was Thanksgiving with a magnificent 
feast with at least two roasted chickens and 
wonderful fall vegetables.  But better yet, No-
vember was my birthday month.

Although we had very little money after 
WWII, my mom managed to make a fabu-
lous celebration of my birthday.  There was 
always a homemade cake, flavor and icing of 
my choice, with weird candy letters on top 
that spelled out my name and Happy Birth-
day.  I could choose the menu for the birth-
day dinner as long as it was a healthy meal, 
in other words, not ice cream, candy and 
gum.  I always picked macaroni and cheese 
with canned spinach, tossed salad and hot 
dogs.  After dinner there would be some brain 
games that pitted my brother Wally and me 
against our parents.  Then I would be allowed 
to open my gifts.

The month before my birthday, mom hand-
ed me the Sears catalog and instructed me to 
pick a toy or two, not over four dollars total 
for my gifts.  But the best present was always 
a new dress.  Because we had little or no cash, 
my mom made all my clothes, but the new 
dress was definitely store bought.  One year it 
was brown and white with puffed sleeves and 
a wide sash to tie in the back.  Another year 
the dress had tiny red and blue figures holding 
hands all around the hem and collar.  What 
I could not understand was how my mother 
purchased those dresses for me.  I knew she 
did not go to the city to shop, and the dresses 
were way too expensive to have come from 
Sears.  Still, every year until I was a pre-teen, 
there was a beautiful new dress on my birth-
day.

The year I turned twelve, the mystery was 
solved.  I overheard mom telling my dad that 
there would be no more missionary boxes 
coming to us in the fall and spring.  Mission-

ary boxes?  Then it dawned on me.  Each year 
we would get a huge box that dad picked up 
at the post office.  Whenever I asked about it, 
mom would say, “Oh, that is just the mission-
ary box.”  And then she would ask my dad to 
carry it up to the attic.  I never thought more 
about it.   Mom often had old clothes, etc. to 
donate to the church, and I believed that the 
box contained donations from others to go to 
the annual giving campaign. 

The explanation was not complicated.  
Mom had some very good friends in the state 
of New Jersey who were very wealthy.  Their 
daughter was a year older than I, and while 
their son was a year younger than my brother, 
he was a big kid so his clothes fit my broth-
er, and I could wear the daughter’s beautiful 
dresses.  Mom kept the clothes hidden, and 
that’s how I received an expensive, lovely 
dress for my birthday each year.  The mis-
sionary box stopped when the couple got a 
divorce, and I guess the daughter did not get 
gorgeous clothing anymore.  At any rate there 
was never another missionary box with ex-
pensive dresses just for me.  

I really did not miss the missionary dress-
es that much.  When I turned thirteen, mom 
persuaded my dad to drive us to the city.  We 
went out to lunch, an unheard-of treat, and 
then mom and I went shopping for a new 
birthday outfit.  I think now that mom must 
have saved money out of what little we had 
and sacrificed her clothing budget for me.  
How I wish I could tell her how much I loved 
my missionary dresses that I believed were 
brand new, and how much I appreciated the 
way she kept them hidden so I would never 
know that they were hand-me-downs.

Laughing In The Golden Years
The Missionary Box

by Maryann Nunnally, Porters Neck

Rowing on the River
by Mark Wilde-Ramsing

Just a few years ago, a group of dedicated oarsmen and oars-
women formed Eagles Island Community Rowing and received 
non-profit status for their commitment to advance the sport of 
rowing and promote its importance to the local community, with 
particular outreach aimed at those in the surrounding area who 
are underserved and unaware of its health benefits and the natural 
and historical surroundings in which rowing takes place. You may 
have seen their boatyard at Brunswick Riverwalk Park, or perhaps 
been drawn to the quiet, steady progress as they rowed by on the 
Brunswick River, which is wide, beautiful, and largely protected 
from the wind. Belville’s park provides a premier gateway to an 
ecosystem rich in coastal flora and wildlife species. 

Rowing and paddling is a time-honored tradition in the Cape 
Fear region out of necessity because its sandy and swampy terrain 
made traveling the waterways vital. Evidence from the paintings 
of the Lost Colony’s artist John White and findings by underwa-
ter archaeologists reveal that Native Americans were paddling as 
far back as 4,000 years ago. One discovered dugout canoe, hewn 
from a cypress log with fire and clamshells, was over 30’ long 
and carried dozens of people. European settlers brought plank-
built, oar-propelled watercraft of all sizes from small skiffs to 50’ 
bateaus navigating far up North Carolina’s rivers. Ferries were 
rowed across every river and creek in the region, such as the Mar-
ket Street ferry in Wilmington that transported goods and passen-
gers, including George Washington, to destinations to the south 
and west. 

But that was for work; what about rowing for sport and plea-
sure in this area? That goes back pretty far as well. Native dug-
outs were adopted for use in the local waterways and rowed by 
African Americans to carry produce and people from the planta-
tion to city markets. The good old competitive spirit would rise 
when boats met and the race was on according to journal accounts 
from the antebellum south. This led to competitive regattas held 
on the waterfront of Charleston during the 1850s in which crews, 
both black and white from the Wilmington area competed. The 
prize purse for the day’s race featuring the largest boats, rowed 
by as many as ten oarsmen, was $500, a whopping $17,812.34 
in today’s dollars! By the 1870s Wilmington was holding its own 
weekly rowing competitions that brought the whole town to the 
waterfront to revel in the excitement and wager their bets, much 
like today’s college and professional football games. By the mid-
1880s, however, interests were drawn elsewhere and rowing went 
by the wayside until the Cape Fear River Rowing Club came into 
being in 1989. The club continues today training and competing 
for regional regattas. 

This brings us back to Eagles Island Community Rowing and 
their goal to engage the community in recreational rowing for the 
benefit of health and camaraderie. This is not a new idea as ev-
idenced in a Wilmington Morning Star article that appeared on 
May 29, 1875: “A rowing club for our city is the newest with the 
endorsement of several gentlemen, great lovers of the many art 
of rowing, who appear to see more fascination in a long pull, a 
strong pull, a pull altogether, than in the excitement of a yacht 
race.” Negotiations are currently underway to create the Belville 
Community Aquatic Sports Center at Brunswick Riverwalk Park, 
which has the collective goal to provide physical activity and ed-
ucational opportunities through rowing, as well as sailing and 
other non-motorized boating, for people of all skill levels. 
Hopefully, you will be able to join in soon!

An Unbelievable Feel-Good Story
by Brenden Connelly, Brunswick Forest

I would like to share with you 
an unbelievable feel-good story 
that happened to my brother Bry-
an, sister-in-law Deana, my niece 
Emmaline and nephews Grady, 
Ean & Declan on their recent trip 

to North Carolina from New Jersey this sum-
mer.

It seemed like everything was going fine, 
however, once they got into Virginia, Bryan 
called my mother to give us an update on their 
progress. He said everything was going well 
except that their car carrier which had been 
strapped on top of their car was gone. Most of 
their clothes and the kids' buddies appeared to 
be gone, never to be seen again.

Once they got here, the next day my parents 
took them out shopping for clothes.

A few weeks later, my father got a phone 
call from a young woman, Jennifer, who lives 
in our old house in Harrington Park, New Jer-
sey. She received a letter in the mail intended 
for my father from a woman, Yolonda,  from 
Maryland, asking if we were missing luggage.

Yolonda and her husband were driving 
back from New Jersey and saw the car carrier 

off on the shoulder of the parkway. Yolanda’s 
husband pulled over to take a look at it and 
once he saw it had children’s stuffed animals 
in it, he decided they better retrieve it and find 
the owner. 

They saw my brother had asthma medi-
cine in it and he still had our old address in 
Harrington Park on it. Yolanda did extensive 
research to find our family. Once Yolanda 
retrieved Bryan’s asthma prescription, she 
called CVS Pharmacy asking them to help her 
locate Bryan. After CVS was unable to help 
her, she then decided to write the letter.

Once we found out they live in Maryland, 
we asked my brother Tom who lives in Vir-
ginia to go up to their house and pick up the 
luggage.

A few days later, my brother Bryan drove to 
my brother Tom’s place in Virginia to finally 
pick up their luggage which they thought they 
would never see again.

It just goes to show there still are really nice 
people out there in the world and miracles can 
happen. 

The buddies are safe and sound back at 
home in New Jersey! 
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The homeless vet brushed a stringy lock of hair from his face and sat on his heels.  
Despite an unkempt appearance, he was not bad-looking.  His long, wavy hair framed 
a tanned but smooth complexion.  Straight white teeth peeked out from behind his 
beard as he chewed on a stogie. A wheelchair perched behind him on the grassy com-
mons held bags of clothes, food, and other belongings.  Strumming a beaten guitar 
with one missing string, he eyed the passersby, hoping one or two would open their 

wallets.   
Choosing this location in downtown Los Angeles was 

deliberate.  It was less than a mile from several tourist 
attractions, and being surrounded by other vets provid-
ed purpose and camaraderie. It was not that cold, but the 
homeless man pulled a blanket around his lower half, hid-
ing his disability.

Suddenly, a smartly dressed woman stopped when she 
saw him.  "It's Lieutenant Dan!" she said, pulling on her 
girlfriend's arm.  Her friend was eager to walk on, but the 
woman was mesmerized.  "Look, look, Lucinda!  It's Lieu-
tenant Dan from Forrest Gump," she said to her girlfriend, 
pointing at the homeless man.  

The woman approached the homeless man and asked if she might take a picture.  He pointed to 
the plastic pail in front of him, indicating that a snapshot would cost something.  "Of course," she 
responded blushing, then asked to get in the picture with him.  He gave her a rakish smile as she 
crouched next to him.  Lucinda snapped a few pictures of the pair before plucking a five-dollar 
bill from her purse and placing it in the pail.   

By this time, a small crowd had gathered around, wondering why two well-heeled women were 
taking pictures with a grubby homeless man.  "Is he someone famous?" asked one man.  "I heard 
her call him Lieutenant Dan," said another.   "Whose Lieutenant Dan?" asked a woman, standing 
on tiptoes to get a better view.  

"You remember," answered her husband, "the Army Lieutenant in Forrest Gump who believes 
it's his fate to die in combat but loses both his legs instead.  The actor was nominated for an Acad-
emy Award.  This guy is the character's spitting image!" 

At least twenty people had gathered around the homeless vet, taking pictures and filling his pail 
with bills and coins.  Periodically, the man would shake his fist at the sky and yell, "Is this all you 
got?  You call this a storm?  I'm right here, come and get me!"  Some people were frightened by 
his random outbursts until a few movie buffs explained that they were just lines from the movie.    

The other wounded vets watched the spectacle with amusement, and a few inched closer to see 
if they could benefit from the unexpected windfall.  It seemed to work.  Passersby waiting to get 
a picture with Lieutenant Dan wandered over to the other homeless men and dropped money in 
their pots.  By the end of the afternoon, Lieutenant Dan had made $329; as a group, they had just 
under $460. 

The crowd slowly dwindled with the waning sunlight.  Satisfied, Lieutenant Dan slowly stood 
up, folded the blanket that had hidden his lower limbs, and brushed the leaves off his jeans.   The 
other vets watched with puzzlement as he divided his take among them. 

Suddenly, a car cruised to a stop by the sidewalk where the homeless men had gathered.  The 
window on the passenger side lowered.  It was the well-heeled woman who had started the after-
noon's ripple of excitement.  "Come on, Gary," she shouted.  "You don't want to keep the Marines 
waiting!" 

Lieutenant Dan turned back to the homeless vets.   "That's my wife, "he explained to their 
curious looks.  "She doesn't shy from playing the celebrity card to make things happen. Then he 
removed his wig, put it in a shopping bag, and sped off in the car.  

Huddled together, the men dug into the bags of food and clothing Lieutenant Dan had left 
behind.  A page of a discarded newspaper swirled across the commons and caught against the 
spokes of the abandoned wheelchair.  The headlined article: "Oscar Nominee Gary Sinise and the 
Lieutenant Dan Band performing tonight at Camp Pendleton: Forrest Gump Role Leads to Life 
Supporting Veteran Causes."  

(Note:  Although this story is fiction, actor Gary Sinise co-founded the Lt. Dan Band in 2003, and the 
group frequently performs for veteran causes and at military bases around the world.) 

Billable Hours
aka The Lawyer’s Lament

by Alan Sturrock, Wilmington, NC
I had a friend once, Duncan L,  and we often fre-

quented the same bar [The Bank at College Green in 
Dublin] for a couple pints of plain and a bit of cra-
ic*. Unplanned, chance meetings. Kind of eased the 
way into the evening. We apparently enjoyed each 
other's company, and he seemed fully engaged in 

the moment. The topics were far and wide-ranging--philoso-
phies, politics, football, recent books and movies sampled, lat-
est musical offerings-- to name a few. Much of it was a kind 
of cultural concierge service that we provided for each other. 
We never set a date for these chance meetings...that would have 
smothered the spontaneity of the idea. I didn't have his secretary 
call my secretary or anything...it wasn't that formal. There were 
days and days when we never chanced to meet; other times, we 
were literally falling over each other.

Then one day something happened. At first I didn't notice the 
difference. Then I began to notice small changes. His bathroom 
breaks seemed to take longer, and invariably he would return 
with a cell phone clenched in his left hand. Soon he began to 
sneak a look at that cell phone and hurriedly put it away again, 
mumbling something incoherent all the while. Then, one after-
noon, he excused himself and went outside. I paid it no heed 
until I noticed him, outside the window, pacing up and down the 
sidewalk outside, engaged in serious un-craicly conversation.

One afternoon, I brought up the subject, tentatively. He told me 
that he seemed increasingly more preoccupied with work, but I  
couldn't help but notice these small twitching 'assignations' he 
was holding with his cell phone [which, indeed, turned out to be 
the latest iPhone]. He brushed me off with a not-a-bother ges-
ture, and for the remainder of our meeting, steeled himself to be 
cell-deprived. A couple of times I saw him surreptitiously reach 
for his left hand pocket only to quickly retrieve the hand and 
place it somewhere where I and the world could see it.

At our next meeting I heard this insistent, vibrating sound em-
anating from his lower waist area. He excused himself to take 
a call outside. The following 
meeting he took three calls in-
side the bar [that's when I no-
ticed that it had Wi-Fi], so I 
started up a conversation with 
a young man on my right hand 
side at the bar. Call it craic-in-
terruptus or something, but 
it was like he was there and 
wasn't there. At our penulti-
mate meeting, he spent almost 
the entire time outside talking 
on his iPhone.

At our final [though I didn't know it then] meeting, I asked 
him point blank what was happening to him. He looked ear-
nest for a moment--his eyes "sicklied o'er with the pale cast of 
thought" [Hamlet]--then he said in a seemingly prepared, terse 
statement: 'I was recently made a partner. It's all about billable 
hours..........'

*an Irish word meaning amusing and enjoyable conversation

Channeling Lieutenant Dan
by Janet Stiegler, Brunswick Forest

Part I ...Donkeys
During the Spring of 1999, my 

husband and I decided to leave the 
bustling cities in Hampton Roads 
Virginia and relocate to the pristine 
countryside of Isle of Wight Coun-

ty, also in Virginia.  We continued to commute 
to our professional jobs in national defense and 
public administration until our retirements in 
2001.  

We purchased an 11-acre place that had sev-
eral out-buildings including a 5-stall horse barn 
with 2 adjoining fenced pastures, an equipment 
shed, and of course, a house for us to live in.   

After moving in, we decided that we needed 
something to live in the barn and eat the pasture 
grass [less mowing for us]…  We nixed the idea 
of cows, simply because, as we discovered, it was 
best to get them when they were a day-old.  This 
meant that the calf/calves would need to be bot-
tle-fed.  I really did not want anything I had to 

bottle feed  -- and then a few years later, take it to 
the slaughterhouse to put meat on our table.  

We opted for a pair of donkeys: Luke and Lillie.   
A half-brother & half-sister who were both a year 
old.  These two sweethearts had never seen grass 
before and they were mesmerized by it.   Shortly 
after they arrived I stood in the barn doorway to 
the pasture one afternoon and called for them to 
come and have their evening feed.  Lillie came 
gleefully galloping toward me.  It seemed that 
she had no desire to stop and I was concerned 
that she might run me over.  At the same time, I 
thought that if I moved or showed fright in any 
way, she would have the upper hand in our rela-
tionship.  So I stayed put and did not move.  She 
stopped about 5 inches from me and proceeded 
to nibble on my shirt.  I had won her over.  She 
was mine.  Luke, on the other hand, was a bit of 
a stoic and ambled up to us to see what was go-
ing on.  He began to nibble on my shirt sleeve.  
Seems I had won him over as well.  

Jump start a few years and Lillie was ready to 
become a mom.  With a little networking, I found 
a male donkey, Nick, owned by Eddie.  So we 
made a date for Lillie and Nick.  Eddie showed 
up, riding a horse & leading Nick.  There was also 
a Beagle who trotted along.  Beagle did not be-
long to me or to Eddie.  Seems he just wanted 
to join the parade.  Reminded me of a long-ago 
read of Don Quixote.  The play-date did not go 
as planned, much to the chagrin of my curious 
neighbors who showed up with their folding 
chairs to witness the encounter.  After about an 
hour, with Lillie standing behind me & looking 
over my shoulder at Nick who was standing be-
hind Eddie, looking at Lillie, it was decided to 
take Lillie on a little vacation to Nick’s pasture.  
Lillie returned a week later and promptly fell 
asleep in her stall.  Ten months later, I went into 
the barn early one morning and saw two sets of 
eyes looking at me.  Sophie was born!

Musings of a Retired Hobby Farmer
by Nan York, Magnolia Greens
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Early College High School
Moon Poem

by Karleigh Quinn, 10th GradeVolume 2, Issue 11
November 2021 As I sit alone,

 waiting for something magnificent 
to happen,
 I turn to the moon. 
The one who has seen evolution as 
a whole, 

And never spilled any of his secrets. 
The one that carries the weight of the uni-
verse,
And never complains.
The one who we turn to in 
times of need,
For guidance and hope. 
But who does the moon 
turn to?
For the sun is too far away 
to be of any real condo-
lences.
And the stars are too playful to be helpful 
in his time of need. 
So in the night sky, when you look to the 
moon,
Let him look back.
Listen.
And if you are lucky, you'll be the one to 
hear him say
“Stand here with me.”

Fall Spirit Week 
by Margie Steve, 11th Grade

The first spirit week of the 2021-
2022 school year was held at Brunswick County Early 
College High School to start off the year full of creativity 
and excitement. Students and staff participated throughout 
the week from October 4th to the 8th. They dressed up 
for meme day on Monday, tacky day on Tuesday, dress 

as your future on Wednesday, dress as the first 
letter of your name on Thursday, and finished 
spirit week with a huge glow out day on Fri-
day. 

Throughout the week students and staff got 
to see each other's creativity and craziness that 
we normally don’t get to see at school. What 
was your favorite spirit day? 

(above) Margie Steve and Sophia 
Dettore

(below) Mr. Ford, Dr. Fisher & Ms. 
Henry

(left) Mr. Elliott and a student

 FREE

Mr. Christian Clark is 
the student-centered and 
very funny new addition 
to the Firebird Family. The 
6’2” teacher shared with us 
that when he was 13 years 
old a doctor told him that 

he would not grow anymore. 
On October 5, 2021, Mr. Clark was in-

terviewed by Nathanial Brown (Fresh-
man) and Margie Steve (Junior). While 
interviewing Mr. Clark they 
found out some interesting 
and fun things about him 
from him, his students and 
the faculty and staff here at 
Brunswick County Early 
College High School.   

Mr. Clark teaches World 
History to the freshmen of 
ECHS and he loves it. Mar-
gie and Nathanial asked him 
questions during the inter-

view and here are his re-
sponses: 

Question: “What was 
your inspiration to teach, 
especially at an early col-
lege?” 

Answer: “My love for 
thinking about why human beings do the 
things they do.”

Question: “What is a goal for you and 
your students?” 

Answer: “To enjoy the 
time here and for them to 
gain a new perspective of the 
world.”

Students and staff were 
interviewed as well and here 
are their responses to why 
Mr. Clark has been chosen to 
be the teacher of the month of 
November.  

Alex Sellers (Freshman): 
“He has a good way of teach-

ing that keeps the students engaged” 
Katie Truong (Freshman): “Mr. Clark 

has the best personality and has the best 
hairstyle” 

Other people like the principal here at 
early college high school, Ms. Absher 
said “I like that he is energetic and loves 
what he teaches.” 

 Mr. Ford and Mr. Clark have been 
able to get to know each other very well 
as they are both first-year teachers here 
at ECHS. Mr. Ford said “Mr. Clark is re-
laxed and personable, he is like my skin-
ny, tall brother from another mother. He 
is flexible and he has a calm demeanor.” 

Mr. Orrock, the Assistant Principal at 
BCECHS said “Mr. Clark is a wonderful 
and dedicated educator, he is definitely 
student centered and tries to create les-
sons and engages students and ensures 
their success within his class.”

Did you Know?
Did you know that Mr. Clark 

has tattoos on his arm? What do 
the tattoos represent, you may 
ask?

Mr. Clark’s tattoos represent 
people and symbols from his-
tory. He has many tattoos on 
his arm including a symbol that 
represents two different cultures, 
Anubis weighing the souls of the 
dead (right), and the Athenian 
Owl from the City of Greece 
(right bottom) that represents 
wisdom of the people. Notice the 
yin and yang symbol in the eye 
of Horus (Egyptian mythology)? 
(below) How cool is that?

He Is Funny, He Is Bald
by Margie Steve, 11th Grade and Nathanial Brown, 9th Grade
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Nobody expects to be affected 
by a category one hurricane. Hurri-
cane Florence made landfall south of 
Wrightsville Beach, North Carolina, 
on September 14, 2018, with sustained 
winds of 90 miles per hour. Many 
places throughout the Carolinas were 
devastated from the flooding, includ-
ing Boiling Spring Lakes where there 
were problems from the dam breaking, 
break-ins, flooded roads, and roads be-
ing completely washed out. 

Mom and Dad told me not to be 
worried, but I couldn’t help but won-
der why we had to do all this prepara-
tion. After they shut down the schools, 
Mom and I went to the grocery store 
and got lots of food and water. She 
said we had to look for things that 
would not rot and could be kept in 
the pantry. We went down aisles and 
picked things up one by one: granola 
bars, crackers, cookies, chips, cereal 
and more peanut butter than usual. 

Later, finding gas was more diffi-
cult. I could feel Mom getting tense. 
I can always tell because she clenches 
the wheel, grits her teeth, and cusses 
under her breath. Finally, we found a 
gas station that had gas. 

When we got home, Dad was filling 
every water bottle in the house and the 
bathtub with water. There were more 
preparations to be done. Mom and Dad 
kept saying, “It won’t be that bad,” 
“We’ve been through this before,” 
and “Everybody else is overcompen-
sating.” Suddenly, Dad came into my 
room and told me to pack a “To-go 
bag”, just in case we needed to leave 
in a hurry. 

Later that night, everything shut off. 
I could feel my bedroom getting hot 
and didn’t hear the humming of the 
power that is usually going through 
the house or see the time that is usual-
ly lit up by the clock. I tried to go back 
to sleep but could not stop listening to 
the rain hitting the roof and the wind 
howling through the air. Finally, I fell 
asleep.

The next morning our house felt 
sticky from the humidity. Mom tried 
to keep it still smelling nice, so she 
used a specific Febreze scent that I 
would later hate from the memories 
it gave me. The first breakfast we had 
was eggs, sausage, and toast that was 
made on the grill outside. Dad kept go-
ing out into the storm to get videos for 
his friends in other parts of the coun-

try and every time he went out, Mom 
would get mad at him and tell him to 
come back in. 

Each passing day it got worse. On 
the second day, we didn’t have any 
eggs for breakfast and there was no 
more warm water to shower with. 
There was more flooding and a story 
of a man getting stuck in the water. 
The third day was just toast for break-
fast and we lost water. The good news? 
No more flooding. The bad news? The 
previous night, the dam had broken 
and when the water rushed out, so did 
the roads. My parents showed a dis-
tressed look that day as Mom started 
throwing things out from the refrigera-
tor and freezer that had gone bad. 

By now, we were trapped. Roads on 
both sides of us had washed out and 
we had no way to get out. She kept 
describing it to people as “anarchy”. I 
didn’t know what that meant until one 
night when I couldn’t sleep, I looked 
out my window and saw my dad sit-
ting on the front porch. In one hand, 
he had his flashlight and in the other 
hand, he had his pistol. I knew then 
what my mom was talking about. The 
rumors were true. People were going 
around and stealing things out of emp-
ty houses or stealing gas out of cars. I 
knew my whole life was changing.

The next morning, we only had 
crackers to eat for breakfast. We drove 
by a big field in our neighborhood 
with crowds of people there. I asked 
what they were doing and Mom said 
they were waiting for MRE’s from the 
National Guard. She explained that 
MRE’s are food that people in the mil-
itary eat, but why would we need to eat 
them if we aren’t at war? Then I real-
ized, this was a war. A war to survive 
and to be able to survive when every-
thing was back to normal.

Almost three years later and we 
are still not achieved full normal. We 
still have broken roads, people who 
couldn’t have their houses recovered, 
empty lakes, and memories, or night-
mares. One amazing thing that is al-
ways remembered is seeing the com-
munity come together to help those 
who had it worse than them. From 
those National Guard members who 
air-lifted food, to those who cleaned 
the yards and cut down trees, they are 
thanked and appreciated.

Washed Away
by Josie Tharp

“Not too close, not too 
far.”

This is an oxymoron; 
what this meant was always 
a puzzle to Enola’s younger 
self as well. Now, however, 

among the lessons she has learned from 
my parents, this one stuck and made the 
most sense to her present self.

Enola has always been in groups 
of three. The closest and best friend 
groups she has been in are made up of 
herself plus two; she was that friend 
who had to walk behind as they walked 
through sidewalks because not all three 
of them can fit the area that was paved. 
For a while, Enola was also the “third 
wheel” of her family as she was an 
only child until twelve. Even when she 
gained sisters, she was the odd one out. 
Yet, she still stands out as the eldest and 
a decade older than her siblings.

And so, she constantly tried to fit in 
and belong. Everyone else had some-
one with whom they had a significant 
connection, so she envied how they had 
someone to bond with on a deep level. 
Perhaps the reason why she craved that 
feeling was because she was different. 
Ever since Enola was young, her par-
ents have already instilled in her mind 
that they were meant to go somewhere 
where the grass is greener. There was 
always that inevitable subtle thought to 
not be too attached at the back of her 
head as they would be leaving sooner 
or later. When her family did seek out 
greater opportunities, she felt insecure 
about the fact that her goals and visions 
were not similar to her peers’. At such a 
raw age, this made Enola struggle even 
more in building that connection be-
cause there would always be a discrep-
ancy in the way her peers and herself 
lived our childhood—no one was really 
ever able to relate to hers and she was 
also not able to relate to theirs.

Feeling homesick, she used to call 
her best friend, but she never responded 
enthusiastically.

Enola had to initiate the dialogue 
with, “Hello, friend! How are you?”
In turn, her friend says, “I have 
been doing well! How about you?”
“Good,” She says, and continues 
with, “Were there any eventful 
things that happened recently?”
“No, nothing much.”
The then interesting and fun-filled 
talks we had shared in the past 

turned into automated respons-
es. As a result, Enola had become 
more introverted, opting to observe 
instead of engaging with others. She 
was too engrossed in the past and 
in keeping herself in her friends’ 
lives even though her sequence for 
their story was up.
The situations she has experienced 
led her to realize that the world is 
indeed a busy place. We can be the 
main character to our own story, 
a supporting character to others, a 
villain—though hopefully not—to 
some, and an extra to the rest of the 
7.7 billion stories of the world. Ev-
eryone is in distinct situations, and 
if Enola were to get too hung up in 
trying to fit in, she would simply be 
wasting chapters of her life’s narra-
tive.
So, she decided to focus on making 
the most of her book’s pages; she 
decided to focus more on herself. 
Once Enola did spend time writing 
out and piecing together her own 
novel and seizing each moment—
even if she was alone, everything 
came into place. It is as if that void 
of not having company was filled by 
her own effortlessly. Because she fo-
cused on building herself, Enola at-
tracted the right people to surround 
her. Although they may come and 
go, she has learned to enjoy the 
moments that they are a part of and 
let go when it is time to. 
Only at this point did Enola realize 
what her parents truly meant when 
they said, “Not too close, not too 
far.” It meant to be fiercely inde-
pendent but also not closing off the 
door to welcome others. Being sur-
rounded by people who care is nice, 
but there are times when one must 
enjoy their solitude. Again, we are 
all main characters of our very own 
story, with various settings, charac-
ters, and plots. Being alone does not 
mean being lonely. 
(The main character of this story 
is inspired by the wordplay men-
tioned in Enola Holmes, but the 
story itself is not.)

Alone
by Arabella Ong, 11th Grade

Going Out With A Bang
by Margie Steve, 11th Grade & Bella

After a long week of fun and learning, students and staff ended the week with a 
dodgeball competition. Students signed up for their teams and competed against 
each other on Friday, October 8, 2021 during club times. Students were split up 
between pink, yellow, green, white, and blue teams. During the games we asked 
students what their favorite part of dodgeball is. Here are their responses:

Josie Tharp for the green team said ¨The competitiveness¨.
Karen Feaster, a staff member said ¨The thrill of moving fast, dodging the ball 

and letting the other opponent think they are able to get me out¨. 
Matthew Prince for the green team said “I like how it is competitive but still 

lots of fun.¨       

After multiple competitive rounds 
of dodgeball and cheering from the supporters of other students and staff, the 
pink and yellow team made it to the semi-finals. Pink team ended up winning 
the semi-finals and moved towards the final round where they went against the 
staff of BCECHS and the SROś of our school. Pink team won the final round of 
dodgeball and at the end everyone got to play dodgeball for fun. What a great way 
to end off another great week of school with fun, teamwork, and sportsmanship.
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Leland Middle School
Far Cry 6 is an action-adventure first-person shooter. Ubisoft was 

developed and published in Toronto with a release date of October 
6th, 2021, as the 6th installment of the “Far Cry” series. The Game can 
be played on most platforms, including Xbox Series X and S, Xbox 
One, Playstation 5 and 4, Amazon Luna, Google Stadia, and Micro-
soft Windows.” (Ubisoft). My reviews have been how the Game has 
gone over the top with its hilarious writing 

and emotional beats. Far Cry 6 is an amazing game with 
so much to do and so much to see. Whether it’s chick-
en fighting or helicopters getting struck by lightning, 
there’s never a dull moment in store.

“FIFA 22 is a video game that revolves around soccer 
created by Electronic Arts as part of the FIFA series. 
It is the 29th installment, despite being named 22, and 
was released on October 1st, 2021. You can play it on 
these consoles: PlayStation 4, Xbox Series X and Series 
S, Xbox One, Google Stadia, Nintendo Switch, Play-
Station 5, and Microsoft Windows.” (Origin). In the 
past, FIFA games felt like they were copy-pasted, with 
how alike they have been from each other.

Some fans feel as this is true. This version of the Game has some updates and 
is a slight improvement, meaning fans will be excited to see what EA does with 
it in the future.

“For Nintendo players: Get ready for Metroid Dread! MD is an action-adven-
ture game developed by MercurySteam, released on October 8th, 2021. Players 
control the well-known Samus Aran as she faces her enemies on Planet ZDR.” 

(Nintendo) The Game was tremendous and 
crafted to attract your attention. Overall, 
Metroid Dread brings the game series to an 
end with a decades-long story with its excel-
lent level design and excellent combat system.
Nintendo. Metroid Dread. https://www.nintendo.
com/games/detail/metroid-dread-switch/
Origin. FIFA 22. https://www.origin.com/usa/en-
us/store/fifa/fifa-22
Ubisoft. Far Cry 6. https://www.ubisoft.com/en-us/
game/far-cry/far-cry-6

Far Cry 6 and FIFA 22 - A Review
by Grady Rice, 7th Grade

Giancarlo Esposito plays the main bad guy as 
Anton Castillo in Far Cry 6

Minecraft fans, it's a great day to hear that the second part 
of Caves and Cliff will be released in December. We were al-
ready given Part One, including Goats, Axolots, Crystals, Spy 
Glasses, Geodes, Tinted glass, Copper, Lighting Rods, Powder 
Snow, Lush Cave, Dipstone Cave Blocks, Deepslate, and One 
Variants.  And, there is now a sleeping rule for java only. 

When the update came out, we were quickly surprised to see 
that the Glow squids had come back headstrong. Mojang Stu-
dios had removed the added glow squid from the 'Experimental 
Features' toggle due to an excessive number of crashes reported 
by players. However, the glow squid (and its related items) were 
causing crashes and issues even for players that didn't have the 
"Experimental Features" toggle enabled.  

By far, everyone is excited about the soon-to-be-added boss, 
'The Warden.' The snapshots show a sizeable blue monster in 
the caves. It was told by Mojang and Game Theory (A YouTube 
Channel made by MatPat) that the Warden is blind. The vines 
shown in the picture next to the Warden is told to move when 
you make too much noise. 

We were also told there will be new Cave Generation chang-
es and Deep Dark biome. Shulk Sensors are what I could only 
guess is the thing that lets the Warden know when the noise has 
been detected. 

One further comment I would like to make is that for many 
reasons, Minecraft isn't for everyone, Some like Call Of Duty 
and others like Apex. Whatever game you like, just know that 
you shouldn't judge others for what they play or watch. It's dis-
respectful and could reflect poorly on yourself. Personally, I've 
been bullied about the people I watch, but I didn't care. They 
didn't make me stop watching or playing Minecraft just because 
they found it weird. I don't speak for anyone. This is just for me 
personally, but some people get bullied for it.

Minecraft 1.18 Update
by Keiran Daniels, 8th grade

LMS Science Class Hard at Work...
(left and right) Science in Ms. Andrew's class is 
hands on and collaborative! They studied the prop-
erties of water in labs and made flip grids for climate 
and ocean study.

(above) Leland Middle School 
8th Grader, Kaylee Allred, 
practicing her clarinet. “I en-
joy playing the clarinet. I love 
the sound it makes and the feel 
of the instrument. I play for 
improvement. I think joining 
the band was one of the best 

choices I ever made.” 

(right) Leland Middle School 
Journalism Club hard at work. 
Picture here are Andrew Aydell 
and De andre Jones in the front. 
Second row- Keiran Daniels and 
Deja. On the Left side is Gabriel 
Taylor, Alayia Durrant and Viola. 
In the back row is Kaylee Allred 
and Erica Cook. 

A Puzzle by student Erika CookSchool Life in Pictures!



Page 4    The Teen Scene   November 2021             http://capefearvoices.org

The Scorpion Community would like 
to take the opportunity to congratulate our 
very own Dr. Steven Sullivan for being 
named Brunswick County School’s 2021-
22 Principal of the Year!

Dr. Sullivan’s hard work and dedication 
to the entire North Brunswick family does 
not go unnoticed and we are very proud to 
have him leading us!

North Brunswick High School

West Brunswick High School
SGA Senior 

Parking Spot & 
Rock Painting

(Reprinted with permission from the 
West Wind)

Students gathered after 
school at an event organized 
by the student government 
to paint the class rocks and 

senior parking spaces.
by Lauren Nelson, Junior 

Each year the student government or-
ganizes an event after school to bring 
more life and character to the campus. 
The senior class is given the opportu-
nity to paint an assigned parking spot. 
In advance, they must submit their in-
tended design and an allotted amount of 
money. The money collected helps pay 
for the paint and other supplies needed. 
Students look forward to this event as 
they get to showcase their creativity 

and personality. It is a special way for 
them to claim ownership of a parking 
spot by personalizing it for the year. 

This event was not just exclusive to 
seniors. The four big rocks located in 
the front of the school building are giv-
en to the classes to paint each year. This 
year’s theme was Marvel characters. 
The senior class had Iron Man, juniors 
had Spiderman, sophomores had Black 
Widow, and freshmen had Hulk. Stu-
dents gathered to help paint their class 
rocks under the chosen theme. These 
will be showcased for everyone to see 
for the school year.

Facebook and Its Rise In Controversy
(Reprinted with permission from The West Wind)
by Aiden McKenny, Sophomore

Facebook is one of the most used social media platforms. In 2004 Facebook 
came into being and has risen in popularity since. However, the platform has 
recently faced many accusations and has had controversy surrounding it.

The controversy is varied but mainly is focused on addiction, privacy con-
cerns, and effects on mental health because of problems such as jealousy and 
online bullying. 

While many of these concerns do not affect everyone, concerns like privacy 
can affect anyone. 

Many are not concerned with the risks, however many are. Events such as 
‘Cancel Facebook Day’ and boycotting have taken effect as a result of Face-
book’s controversial practices. “At 
the end of the day, we clearly need a 
more healthy and safe environment 
for social platforms.”, Steyer com-
ments.

While Facebook has faced many 
financial struggles, as well as con-
troversy, it remains a frequently-used 
and popular social app that has not yet 
seemed to outstay its welcome.

The Town of Leland held a ribbon cutting ceremony 
this week on the Old Fayetteville Road Multi-use Path at 
Founder’s Park. The track team at North Brunswick High 
School was on hand for the dedication. 

Thanks for helping us cut the ribbon on the Old Fayette-
ville Road Multi-Use Path North Brunswick High School 
Cross County! Go Scorpions. (Copied from Facebook)

First Graders Dodge HOA Complaint To 
Raise Money For a Local Shelter

by Sarah Delabastide, Waterford Community
First graders, Mila and Amelia wanted to find a way to raise money for the homeless. 

They asked to have a lemonade sale. Through bold determination, they were able to ma-
neuver around rumored complaints to the HOA. In an hour and a half, they raised $409.13 
thanks to the sweet residents of Waterford. Their parents will now take the girls shopping 
for gloves, socks and toothbrushes and then donate to a local shelter. One of the parents 
added, “Thanks to our community for helping us teach our children a valuable life lesson.”

1: Voice (The name of the 
newspaper)

2: Crossword puzzle
3: Paper

4: Journalist
5: Letters
6: Printers

7: journalism

Crossword Answers 
from Page 3

A Beautiful Day, a Proud 
Mayor Brenda Bozeman, 
Leland Town Council and 
the North Brunswick High 
School Track Team.
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Stretching over 3,100 acres, Eagles 
Island lies between the Brunswick and 
Cape Fear Rivers of Southeastern North 
Carolina. There are approximately 20 
acres located by the Battleship North 
Carolina that is in New Hanover County. 
However, the rest of the island resides in 

Brunswick County. Now, the Eagles Island Central 
Park Task Force is looking to elevate awareness for 
all of Eagles Island by carrying out longtime efforts 
to protect, preserve, and restore the area.

To discuss the background of this conservation 
group, I had the opportunity to speak with Evan 
Folds, an elected Supervisor for the New Hanover 
County Soil & Water Conservation District. For 
nearly twenty years, he has actively worked on sev-
eral initiatives that focus on the realm of regenerative 
agriculture. Some of these include Project Manager 
for the Northside Food Cooperative and representing 
as Senior Consultant for his consulting agency, Be 
Agriculture. 

“The premise of my work is to show that agricul-
ture is about more than farming. We are all part of the 
agricultural system with a landscape of food, farm-
ing, and health. Those are the three ecosystems that 
I see that tie together here.” Folds said. Throughout 
his journey as a writer, teacher, regenerative business 
consultant, and serial entrepreneur, he has refined the 
vision around the magic of agriculture and how it 
connects us all. 

Currently, Folds sits as one of the Co-Chairs of 
the Eagles Island Central Park Task Force, alongside 
Lloyd Singleton, County Extension Director for the 
NC Cooperative Extension. For over a year, their pri-
mary vision has involved the ultimate connection of 
conservation, education, and recreation. “I became 
aware of Eagles Island as an entity through the work 
of being an elected Supervisor.” Folds said. At that 
time, he was not aware of the magnitude of resources 
on the island and believes many people do not make 
that agricultural connection at first glance.

 “Particularly, in New Hanover County, from my 
experience, we do not have traditional farms, and 
we will not. We have long since abandoned the idea 

that we are an agricultural county. I actually see the 
almost void of the agricultural reality where we are 
working as an opportunity. Because it is such a po-
tent and real connecting piece to our vitality and our 
humanity that when we lose it, we cannot count for 
the externalities that are created.” Folds said.

According to Star-News Online, conservation ef-
forts for Eagles Island began in 2002 with an unsolic-
ited donation of 53 acres to the New Hanover County 
Soil & Water Conservation District. In addition, the 
District and the Cape Fear Resource Conservation 
purchased over 500 acres of land on the island. “This 
triggered the idea of wanting to create conservation 
for all of the island.” Folds said. With this notion, 
the Eagles Island Coalition was formed a little over 
a decade ago, and the conversation of addressing the 
ecological, historical, and recreational challenges 
garnered attention.

During this time, Renaissance Wilmington Foun-
dation CEO Bill Graham took the initiative to curate 
a project that consisted a “Central Park” for the south 
on Eagles Island. The group wrote up a scope docu-
ment, published in 2011, that dreamed up the idea for 
a cultural center and other environmental uses. When 
Graham recently moved out of North Carolina, that 
idea was still in the works, then passed along. “When 
Bill brought that to my attention and Lloyd Single-
ton, the purpose was to take the baton from the Ea-
gles Island Coalition that formed over a decade ago 
and wrote that report.” Folds said.

According to Folds, the group became pigeonholed 
in a sense due to bureaucratic involvement. This is 
because people that lived in city and county munic-
ipalities could not speak freely about the advocacy 

that needed to happen around this effort. Now, under 
the newly-established task force, these eager conser-
vationists are breathing life back into foundational 
projects while bringing their own flavor to the table. 

“We want to tell the story of our region through 
Eagles Island. If we can do that in a way that edu-
cates people and brings more opportunities for out-
door enjoyment in a park environment, then that is 
a slam dunk,” Folds said. It is not a single factor, 
but the multiple components that tie into generating 
a significant impact. One of those is the importance 
of the Gullah/Geechee culture and how the people 
created the original enterprise of Wilmington and its 
surrounding areas through rice and indigo cultiva-
tion. “You can go to Charleston and see the cultural 
impact of the Gullah/Geechee corridor there, and in 
other areas. You do not see that at all here.”

Eagles Island played a substantial role in Gullah/
Geechee history, as it contains the remnants of rice 
canals that were designed, hand-dug, and tended by 
the enslaved Africans. “This history has never been 
told,” Folds said. “The complete obliteration of the 
history of the original enterprise of Wilmington, be-
ing a slave-oriented enterprise of the Gullah/Geechee, 
is a story that deserves proper recognition and histor-
ical positioning.” Also, this opens up the chance for 
the task force to acknowledge other historical layers 
on the island, whether from an agricultural or social 
standpoint.

Another component is the understanding of living 
with the water. With the crucial conversation of rising 
sea levels along the coast, concerns have increased 
about current flooding conditions. “On the conserva-
tion and environmental end, there is about 2 ½ acres 
that is above the 100-year flood plain on Eagles Is-
land. So, it does not make sense to develop anything 
over there. However, it is difficult and dicey when 
you come across as presumptuous to somebody’s pri-
vately owned land. We are a land ownership civiliza-
tion.” Folds said. 

For more information about the Eagles Island Cen-
tral Park Task Force, visit: www.facebook.com/eagle-
sislandnaturepark

The Eagles Island Central Park Task Force and Its Vision for 
Conservation, Education, and Recreation (Part One)

by Ana Johnson, Cape Fear Voices

I awake to Jamie using a tissue to 
wipe away my drool coming from my 
sleep induced gaping mouth.   Jamie is 
my grandson.  He was nine last Feb-
ruary.  Jamie is here more times than 

not.  His family Iives two blocks way.  Jamie 
smiles and throws the tissue away.  My dream 
starts to fade to where I can only remember Julie 
was in there.  Julie is or was my wife. She passed 
six years ago. 

Jamie smiles at me and informs me, “Grand-
ma told me she loves you and to say hello to my 
mom.”  Jamie is somewhat of an enigma as he 
can sense things no one else can.  His mom was 
the same way when she was young.  She scared 
the bejeebies out of me then.  I have gotten used 
to Jamie for now.   I ask Jamie, “How do you 
know that?”  He shrugs and doesn’t say how he 
is able to do what he does.  He sits in front of me 
watching not moving like normal nine year olds 
should be doing. 

Jamie has the ability to sense things in peo-
ple.  He once walked two miles from home to 
talk to Sara, who is my friend from church.  She 
was sitting on her porch and Jamie took a seat 
on the porch swing.  After swinging for a cou-
ple minutes, he tells her she needs to call 911.  
Sara knows how Jaime is and immediately got 
her phone.  It wasn’t five minutes until she felt 

the crushing blow to her chest.  She called 911.  
She was told had if she called any later she would 
be dead now.

His mom told me he had a feeling last month 
about a friend at school who was going to break 
her arm that day.  The girl fell from a gym set and 
broke her arm.  This has happened very often.  
Jamie is an average student and is average in all 
aspects except for one major exception.

Jamie does not know how to explain what is 
happening but he just accepts the “visions” as 
normal.  He has brought me a glass of water.  He 
sits down in front of me and waits for me to drink.  
I know he has something to say.  

I nod my head for him to go ahead.  “Grandpa, 
I saw grandma in your dream.  At least, I think it 
was a dream.  You were there.  Grandma whis-
pered to me that she was glad to ‘see’ us both.  
She told me that she misses you.”  I know better 
than to challenge Jamie’s visions.  

He gets up and says goodbye. Before he opens 
the door to leave, he turns and says, “Grandma 
also told me that you would be able to see her 
soon. She said I should not tell you. I thought 
about it just now.  I am not sure what she meant.  
I think I know what she was saying.  You will 
leave me soon.”

I look at Jamie and I can see the apprehension 
in his face.  Jamie runs to me and hugs me.  “Tell 
grandma I said hello.”  

I sit down again after Jamie left.  I close my 
eyes and fall asleep.  My dream starts over again, 
my love is there.  I take her hand as we walk away.

Jamie’s Gift
by Stan Washington, Brunswick Forest,

Coastal Carolina Writers Club

Ode to Bob
"The Long Good-Bye"

by Marianne Ziegler,
Harrington Village, Leland

Sometimes God works in a mysterious way,
why, when and how, who can say?
He had been hanging in there all the way,
but now he could no longer stay.

He lead a long and productive life,
and right by his side was Steph, his wife.
Eric, Jay, and Jared three boys they raised,
and grandchildren later, life be praised.

Their home was always an open door,
they parented neighborhood children galore.
and he's now playing golf in fields afar,
we'll miss you, Bob, may the course be par...
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"Give me your tired, your poor, Your 
huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming 
shore. Send these, the homeless, tem-
pest-tost to me, I lift my lamp beside the 
golden door!”

Thanksgiving is almost upon us; a time 
to be grateful to all our ancestors for blazing a trail, 
filled with hardship, to start a new life in an unfamil-
iar land. Unless you are a direct descendent of Sitting 
Bull or were forced here as a slave, you are the prod-
uct of immigration. 

My great, great-grandmother was a seamstress in 
the court of Czar Nicholas II and his wife Alexan-
dra.   She and her husband along with their daughter 
fled Russia during the pogroms, attacks against Jews, 
and immigrated to Hungary. Her daughter and new 
husband sailed to the USA to become citizens. How 
brave to leave all that is familiar to forge into a world 
of uncertainty.

Joe, husband of 65 years, has interesting as well as 
inspiring roots. His great-uncle left on a ship during 
the mass migration on what was referred to as ‘cat-
tle or pickle boats.’ Packed in steerage class, below 
deck, filled with rats, and rampant disease, the con-
ditions were unsanitary and appalling. Many of the 

passengers descended the ship with white hair. Lice 
transformed its color.

Great Uncle Dan was the first to emigrate from 
Gaeta, Italy to America. He made his way to Welles-
ley, Ma, then, a small quiet farm-
ing area. He managed to get hold 
of a pushcart while asking local 
farmers to sell him fresh produce. 
Unfamiliar with the language, it 
couldn’t have been easy, pushing 
his wares throughout the town. As 
Wellesley grew, Dan purchased 
plots of available land, eventually 
owning three-quarters of Welles-
ley’s Main Street. Luxury shops 
and town buildings filled the emp-
ty lots as well as the pockets of im-
migrant Dan and his progeny.

Others may not have attained 
financial wealth but became useful, hard-working 
citizens, for whom we are grateful. Our country is 
diversified and productive owing to its bravery.

All of us in this town, this state, and this nation 
have similar stories to share. Humans, disenfran-
chised by a cruel or dysfunctional homeland, aspire 
to have what we, as citizens, take for granted in the 

Bill of Rights: The right to Life, Liberty, and the Pur-
suit of Happiness.

People escaping from despotic governments are 
no different than our ancestors except that now their 

journey to success is steeped 
with stumbling blocks. Pov-
erty is coupled with fear of 
death that prompting a favor-
able outcome is almost unat-
tainable.

Tragedies in recent times 
find people traveling thou-
sands of miles to search for 
not just a better life but plain-
ly survival.  Fragile as well as 
tyrannical governments have 
forced their most vulnerable 
to escape. Many of Haiti’s 
population, bombarded with 

misfortune, were recently found in deplorable condi-
tions under a Texas river bridge, to plead their cause. 
No one should have to endure such despair.

As we sit down to share our Thanksgiving bounty, 
thanks to our immigrant ancestors, maybe some cre-
ative individual will find a spot in our vast nation to 
help the Statue of Liberty fulfill her promise.

According to my old, 
yellowed paperback Web-
ster’s II New Riverside 
Dictionary copyrighted 
1984, the definition of 
obsession is a persistent 
preoccupation with an 

idea or emotion. Well, maybe I’m not 
that far gone, with the word ‘preoccu-
pation’ in there. After all, I do have a 
life, or I wouldn’t be writing this. 

Some obsessions are obvious - I 
know a whole lot of people whose 
behavior and conversations revolve 
around food. Right after breakfast, 
there’s some concern - more than 
mere curiosity - about what’s for din-
ner. Endless comparisons regarding 
restaurants, menus, and what days are 
less crowded. This is getting to be an 
absolute planning nightmare. 

I called a popular place in Wilm-
ington mid-week for the weekend, 
and it was suggested that I reserve 
for the following weekend since they 
were getting booked up a week plus 
in advance. I figure this is the result 
of THE PANDEMIC and too many 
retired people who don’t know the 
difference between a weekday and the 
weekend. Yes, that includes me. 

Another obsession is travel. Have 
you tried to book a trip in 2022? Holy 
moly! No time for any discussion 
regarding itinerary or “let me think 
about it.” Get that wallet out before 
someone else grabs the spot! Getting 
a flight before 5:15 a.m. will definite-
ly cost you. These are public obses-
sions.

This is my private obsession. My 
skin is very dry, and at the tender 
age of 14, my mother introduced me 
to Elizabeth Arden’s skin creams. 
This has been a problem ever since! 
Any advertisement for a facial cream 
or lotion with the words “smooth,” 
“brightening,” “elasticity,” etc., and 
I’m there. 

Years ago, the cosmetic industry 
came up with a new idea of layering. 
Serums were introduced, so now we 

have to first put on a serum followed 
by a cream or lotion, then, of course, 
the final coup d’etat is sunscreen. 
Eyes, face, neck all need different 
attention- cleansing, toning, firming, 
and moisturizing; jars for daytime, 
tubes for nighttime. And don’t forget 
the special treatments - mud exfolia-
tions, overnight honey facials. Ahh-
hh! It never ends! 

And let’s not forget the other side 
of the coin. I think it started with men 
using shaving cream, which I under-
stand. After all, soap can be very dry-
ing. But now I notice there are a pleth-
ora of products for the menfolk. Yes, 
moisturizers, eye cream, etc. Join the 
fray! Why not? Y’all have skin too.

Every single item contains the 
words “Tested by dermatologists.” 
Well, who are these people, and 
where are they located? I certainly 
don’t need to know their full names, 
addresses, and social security num-
bers, but gosh, could a location be 
printed, like maybe somewhere in the 
good ole U.S.A.? 

I tried the drug store stuff, but the 
fragrance isn’t as nice, the packaging 
isn’t as pretty, and you don’t get that 
little spoon to measure out the cream. 
And, of course, you don’t get the 
special goodies that you don’t need 
or want that come in the pretty bags.   
My friend Ellen has made a very suc-
cessful career out of designing them. 
But the customers line up for those 
events! 

Even though the first and foremost 
ingredient in almost all of the prod-
ucts I’ve bothered to read the very 
fine print of is water, I figure it must 
be some special kind of water at that 
price, right? Maybe from Fiji or the 
Himalayan Mountains taken down 
by enlightened donkeys - surely not 
TAP WATER recycled from the local 
sewage plant!! Hmm, it’s about that 
fragrance. 

PS - Don’t get me started on body 
lotions….

I used to be a Blogger.
I never met a blog I didn't 

like to write.
I even used other peo-

ple's throwaway lines as 
blog 'fodder'. But, some-

how, the anti-Irtnog [an EB White es-
say]  effect happened. Blogs and blog-
gers increased exponentially, flooding 
the blogplace with blog after blog. So I 
began blogging, more and more, as if I 
was on a blog treadmill.

  Now, looking back from the high 
hill of blog insanity, I give you some of 
the pitfalls that aspiring and would-be 
bloggers should think about before be-
ginning:

"At the bottom of the literary food 
chain are bloggers.." [Jesse Kornbluth, 
Harvard Magazine]

Really. That boggles, or better still, 
boggles the mind.

But...we bottom-dweller bloggers 
know that life is just not that simple. 
That would be like shrinking Dante's 
nine circles of hell into three. Our blog 
world can't be Irtnog-ed that easily. No 
sir, no madam. I can think of at least 
four more levels to our blogging uni-
verse, and I offer them to you--with 
maximum esprit de corps--in descend-
ing order of importance....

The Serious Blogger Usually has a 
iPhone [or 2] and an iPad. Connected, 
24-7, to all the important news service 
engines. News is instantly digested 
and analyzed. Analyzed to death. Then 
posted, posted, and posted some more. 
Pores over comments, and types almost 
instant[and sometimes boilerplate] re-
plies. Voracious reader of other blogs--
"I've never met a blog I didn't like'.

A distant cousin to compulsive run-
ners--you know, they tower over you 
after their morning 20K run, glistening 
with sweat, and stare at you with 'so 
what have you run lately?' eyes.

Like you are a 'tub o' guts'[Jack 
Falstaff] or something.

Actually, I resemble that allusion to 
Jack Falstaff. Well, just a tic.

They trawl coffeehouses and trendy 
wine bars searching for followers. Talk 

incessantly [and loudly] on one of their 
three cells so that everyone can hear.....
as if they are re-negotiating the 'Treaty 
of Paris...'

Oh....and they never say 'please' or 
'thank you'....

The Semi-Serious Blogger Most 
of the above, except that they have a 
winning sense of humor. Can laugh at 
themselves...that is if they can remem-
ber where they last put themselves. 
Cell phones are usually on 'vibrate' or 
'stun', and out of sight [but not out of 
mind]. Can be found at the remain-
ing Starbucks or the ubiquitous, Star-
bucks-Barnes-Noble bookstores, but 
easily distracted by [i] adjacent conver-
sations, [ii] nearby magazine racks, and 
[iii] a delightful child throwing a tan-
trum in the coffee shop.....

Don't usually live inside their 
heads.....

The Occasional [Flirty] Blogger Blog 
every now and again. Operate on the 
principle that if that thought had really 
been important, it long ago would have 
become insignificant[Tao te Ching]..

The task of blogging is never a chore, 
so it never becomes habitual. Amuse 
themselves quite easily. Mostly hap-
py in their real work, which puts them 
firmly in the minority range. Distract-
ed, especially by throwaway lines from 
chance conversations that just might be 
blogworthy. Have been known to have 
a moleskin book or two handy, just in 
case......

The Epiphanal Blogger Only blog as 
the inspiration takes them. Their best 
work can be summed up, in Puck-speak: 
"The more the thoughts are strangers to 
each other, and the longer they have 
been kept asunder, the more intimate 
does their union become.."[William 
Hazlitt]

Rare posts. Other blogs quote them. 
But nevertheless brilliant.

Always brilliant.
The Zen Blogger ".....thinking dust in 

a blind wind"[John Fowles].
Our man Yorick couldn't have said it 

better....

A Blogger’s Lives
by Alan Sturrock, Wilmington

Private Obsessions
by Vivien Monnie, Brunswick Forest

A Thanksgiving Musing
by Patricia Dischino, Brunswick Forest
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Patricia, Jennifer and 
Janice had been friends 
since high school. It all 
began because their math 
teacher had seated them 
alphabetically and they sat 
behind one another for a 

whole year. They passed notes to each 
other, sometimes swapped answers to 
the pop quizzes and then walked to-
gether to their next class which was 
English Composition.

Perhaps they also bonded because 
of their home environments, which 
were similar. The Daniels, Elliots and 
Fagan parents were hard working, but 
there was not a lot of money left over 
after paying the bills. All of them were 
Catholic with five or six children, but 
the girls were growing up among a lot 
of brothers with no sisters. 

The three of them went to the com-
munity college in town, but all of them 
married and got pregnant and did not 
graduate. This probably worked out 
well because they married men who 
had blue collar jobs and had not gone 
to college. 

As the years passed, they shared rec-
ipes, child raising tips and any wisdom 
they had about domesticating their 
husbands. They liked the same mov-
ies and tv shows and all of them liked 
country music. They also got together 
every Tuesday afternoon for a game 
of gin rummy. Small snacks and a tall 
glass of sweet tea were usually served 
by the hostess.

Today they were getting together at 
Patricia’s house. 

When the doorbell rang, she looked 
through the side light window to see 
Janice standing there. Without opening 
the door, she called out.

“Hi, Janice.”
“Hi, Patricia.”  There was a pause.
“Well, are you going to open the 

door or not?”
“The last time we spoke you still had 

not gotten the Covid vaccine. Has that 
changed?”

“Patricia, I’ve told you more than 
once that I am not going to get that 
vaccination. I’m going to trust my im-
mune system because I don’t have a lot 
of faith in this vaccine.”

“Well, we have people in our neigh-
borhood who have been vaccinated 
and are getting breakthrough Covid. I 
think you should stay in your house if 
you don’t want to get the vaccine.”

“Look, Patricia. It’s my body, my 
choice.”

“I hear you, Janice. If that’s the way 
you feel, then you need to stay away 
from everyone else. It’s the unvaccinat-
ed people who are continuing to spread 
this awful virus. They are the ones who 
are getting sick and making other peo-
ple sick. And, I’m going to choose to 
keep my body away from you.”

“After all these years, this is the way 
you treat your best friend! I can’t be-
lieve it.”

“And, I can’t believe that you care 
so little for your friends and neighbors 
that you would be so irresponsible.”

Patricia watched as Janice turned 
and stomped toward her car. She felt 
bad about the loss of a good friend but 
as scared as Janice was of the vaccine, 
Patricia was even more scared of get-
ting the virus.

She turned and walked back into 
the living room as tears ran down her 
cheeks. 

“That’s one of the hardest things I 
have ever done.” She said to herself. 
She looked over at the card table and 
noticed the empty glasses waiting for 
the pitcher of cold sweet tea.

“I don’t think this is a sweet tea 
day.” She said to herself as she contin-
ued into the kitchen where she made 
a pitcher of Bloody Marys. Instead of 
following her usual recipe, she doubled 
the amount of vodka, and then poured 
a tall glass for herself and took a sip. 

The doorbell rang and she walked 
back to the front door, looked out the 
sidelight, and opened the door for Jen-
nifer.

“Sorry to be late. The phone rang 
just as I headed to the door. It was my 
mother-in-law.”

“Is everything O.K.?”
“It’s hard to tell at this point. Her old-

est son has been taken to the hospital 
and is on a ventilator. He has Covid.”

“Oh, no. I’m so sorry to hear that.”
“Well, he has only himself to blame. 

He refused to get the vaccine.”
Patricia opened her arms and Jenni-

fer stepped into the hug.
After a moment she said, “I don’t see 

Janice. It’s not like her to be late.”
“She was here earlier.”
“She couldn’t stay?”
“You might say that. I refused to 

open the door and told her I don’t want 
to have unvaccinated people in my 
home.”

“That must have been hard.”
“It was one of the toughest decisions 

I have ever had to make. My husband 
and I were talking about it last night. 
Janice is not the only person we know 
who is being stubborn about this is-
sue. Harry’s sister and her family are 
not getting vaccinated. They claim it’s 
some religious issue and say God will 
take care of them. We agreed that we 
are going to also be stubborn and not 
allow those people into our home.”

“I suppose you’ve heard that old sto-
ry about the man who drowned in the 
flood.”

“You mean the one who said no to 
the people in the canoe, motorboat and 
helicopter?”

“Yeah, that’s the one. It illustrates 
that God takes care of those who take 
care of themselves.”

Patricia let out a big sigh. “I consider 
it common sense. You know, when we 
were growing up, we got our vaccina-
tions in school and they didn’t even get 
permission from our parents.”

“You got that right. You may have 
seen the news that measles is making 
a return after all these years because 
parents are not letting their kids get 
vaccinated.”

“I did see something about that in the 
papers. And, the other thing – we get 
the flu shot every fall and don’t think 
twice about that.”

There was a pause.
“I’m sorry, Jennifer. Here we stand 

yakking away and I haven’t even of-
fered you a drink. How about an extra 
strong Bloody Mary?”

“Sounds great! You do that and I’ll 
go shuffle the cards. I was planning on 
kicking some butt at Gin Rummy to-
day.”

A Tough Decision
by Lorraine Gilmore, Brunswick Forest

Dinner Quiz
by Jan Morgan-Swegle, Compass Pointe

Years ago, it wasn’t 
uncommon for children 
to remain in the area 
in which they grew up.  
They went to school lo-
cally; they found a job 

locally and they found a place to 
live that wasn’t very far from their 
family.   Birthdays and special oc-
casions were attended by grandpar-
ents, aunts and uncles and tons of 
cousins.   Holidays were the same, 
especially Thanksgiving.  We gath-
ered around a large dining table, put 
up card tables and even TV trays to 
accommodate all of the family who 
were coming and bringing their 
own special contribution to the 
dinner.  

Moving up from “the kids” table 
to the main dining table was a big 
event; but also sad, because that 
meant the chair was recently vacat-
ed by someone we loved and would 
never see again. 

But time has a way of changing 
things, even those things we hold 
dear.  There came a time when chil-
dren went away to college and when 
they graduated, moved to a better 
job market, their dream location or, 
at least a place with a better climate.  
Home was not where they grew up, 
but where they ended up.  

Family Thanksgivings got small-
er and smaller.  We would talk and 
laugh about those old Thanksgiv-
ing memories but we all knew they 
would not be the same as those we 
would share in the future.   

This Thanksgiving my husband 
and I will celebrate with our son 
and his family.  I’m glad that we get 
to see them on this special day be-
cause I remember a time when reg-
ular dinners at our house weren’t 
always a time to be together.   

When our children were young, 
we did the dinner together every 
night thing.   We asked about school 

and even played “Dinner Quiz,” a 
game we made up about current 
events or educational topics.  My 
husband and I would come up with 
questions and aim a question at a 
particular child.  If they got it right, 
they were spared from the next 
round of questions.   If that child 
didn’t know the answer, another 
one got points for answering cor-
rectly.   We didn’t do it every night, 
but when we did, there would be a 
collective groan around the table, 
followed by the words, “Oh no, not 
again.”  They all hate that game to 
this day. 

As they became teen agers and 
got jobs at the mall or in fast food 
restaurants, dinner changed.   More 
often than not, my husband and I 
ate together with the “kids” catch-
ing a meal while they were out.   

This was before we all had cell 
phones, so to communicate dinner 
plans we used to leave a note on the 
dinner table where the person we 
wanted to communicate with used 
to sit when we ate as a family. 

My husband’s place used to get 
notes like, “Dad, working till 10.  I 
have a ride home.  Will get dinner 
there.”  Or, my place would have a 
note saying, “Sweetie, kids are all 
working late tonight, cheese and 
wine later?”  

Years have passed.  Our children 
have children.  Right now, they 
are all young enough to still enjoy 
dinner with the family every night.  
They talk about school and laugh at 
spills and burps.   I’m glad they are 
spending time with us on this holi-
day.  I can’t wait to see their faces as 
the turkey comes out of the oven.  I 
can’t wait to see the children raise 
their juice glasses with ours and 
say, “cheers.”  And, I can’t wait to 
see our son’s face when we yell—
Dinner Quiz!
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Birthdays!!!

The Mission of the Brunswick Arts Council is to support, sustain, 
enhance and cultivate the arts in Brunswick County by making 

cultural events, arts education and appreciation the arts available to 
the diverse range of county residents. 

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

In Person Safe Plates Food Safety Manager 
Certification Classes 

In person classes are back! NC Cooperative Exten-
sion in Brunswick County is offering the Safe Plates 
Food Safety Manager Class in person in November. 
Food safety is the safeguarding or protection of food 
from anything that could harm consumers’ health. 
This comprehensive course is appropriate for food 
service managers and supervisory staff in restau-
rants, hospitals, nursing homes, childcare facilities, 
and other food-handling establishments. 

The November class will be a two day class held 
on Monday, November 15th and Tuesday, November 
16th from 9 a.m. until 4 p.m. each day. The classes 
will meet at the NC Cooperative Extension Training 
Center, 25 Referendum Drive, at the Government 
Center in Bolivia. The registration fee is $125 per 
person. This includes all instruction, materials and 
the certification exam. Participants are encouraged to 
bring their own lunch, snacks, and beverages.

Safe Plates for Food Safety Managers is a food 

safety certification course developed by North Car-
olina State University. Food service managers who 
successfully complete the exam will meet the 2017 
FDA Food Code requirement for an ANSI (Ameri-
can National Standards Institution) approved Certi-
fied Food Protection Manager. Managers will receive 
a certificate to display in their operation which will 
verify to the local Environmental Health Department 
that they are in compliance.

Cheryle Jones Syracuse and Meghan Lassiter, both 
with the NC Cooperative Extension in Brunswick 
County, will be the instructors for this class. Staff 
members from the Brunswick County Environmen-
tal Health will also be available to answer questions.

Certification is provided by Prometric and is based 
on successful completion of the course and passing 
a written examination. This test will be given on the 
second day of class. Virtual training is also available. 
Those taking the virtual class can take the Certifica-
tion Test on November 16 at 2:30 p.m.

Check the NC Cooperative Extension, Brunswick 

County Center website for more details or contact 
LeAnn Weigand at Brunswick County Center of the 
N.C. Cooperative Extension, 910-253-2610. Checks 
should be made out to Brunswick County Coopera-
tive Extension and mailed to PO Box 109, Bolivia, 
NC 28422. Pre-registration is required. Seating is 
limited to the first 15 registered. Appropriate COVID 
prevention policies will be in place.

ABOUT N.C. COOPERATIVE EXTENSION 
N.C. Cooperative Extension is a strategic partner-

ship of NC State University, N.C. A&T State Uni-
versity, USDA’s National Institute of Food and Agri-
culture, and local governments statewide. Extension 
professionals in all 100 counties, and with the East-
ern Band of Cherokee Indians, connect millions of 
North Carolinians with research-based information 
and technology from the universities. Educational 
programs specialize in agriculture, food and nutri-
tion, 4-H youth development, community develop-
ment and the environment. Find your local center at 
www.ces.ncsu.edu/local-county-center.

Starting in November I will be 
offering private lessons at half price 

in my home. Any and all levels in 
any dance of your choice. 

contact at kporterhoyt@gmail.com. Susan Morgan 5th
Maria Winkler 9th

Larry Haggard 23rd

NEWS RELEASE: For Immediate Release 
by Cheryle Syracuse, Family and Consumer Science Team Member

Leland VFW Post 12196 meets on the 2nd 
Tuesday of each month at Blossom’s in 
Magnolia Greens. Dinner at 5:30, Meeting 
starts at 7pm. For more information, contact us 

at vfwpost12196@gmail.com
or call at 910-408-1934

Military News

(left) VFW Post 12196 members are out 
at BELK in Shallotte participating in their 
charity sale. Shown here are comrades 
Gerald Decker and Eric Terishima and 
a visiting Marine veteran. Not shown 
is Larry Johnson and Post Commander 
Jason Gaver (taking the picture).

(above) Mrs. Chrissy Sanford from the 
Honor Flight of Cape Fear was our guest 
at our October Post meeting.
Visit their website for details on how to 
be involved: honorflightcfa.org

(left and above) VFW Post 12196 holds weekly Cof-
fee w ith the Commander. 
Area veterans gather at Port City Java in Brunswick 
Forest every Tuesday at 9 am for coffee and fellow-
ship. Any veteran is welcome to join us. This is not a 
meeting, its comrades talking.  
This was started a few weeks ago by Post Com-
mander Jason Gaver. The numbers, the topics and 
the “hold my beer” stories are different each week. 
https://vfw12196.org/


