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On December 7th, it will be 81 
years since the skies over the 
naval base at Pearl Harbor filled 
with the drone of more than 350 
Japanese fighter planes and 
bombers. 

In less than two hours the Japan-
ese inflicted terrible destruction 

upon the five military airfields located in Hawaii. 
A handful of US Army fighter pilots got their 
planes into the air to put up a spirited defense 
against the Japanese on that fateful Sunday, fly-
ing  either  Curtis  P- 36  'Hawks' or P- 40 'War- 
hawks.'

Lieut enant s Kennet h Taylor  and George 
Welch  were the two best known of those. Even 
though they had partied late the night before 
and their ground crews advised against it, they 
decided to take off in their P-40s to defend their 
base anyway. One of Welch?s guns jammed, and 
Taylor was wounded during their first sortie, but 
they were credited with eight kills, four in their 
first sortie and four more in their second. Both 
were recommended for the Medal of Honor, but 
it was denied because their superiors said they 
had taken off without authorization.

Lieut enant s Har ry Brown  and John Dains had 
also attended a party late the night before to 
celebrate the end of gunnery instruction. They 
were awakened by the first wave of the attack 
and headed for their ?Hawks.? Brown took off 
dressed in pajama top and tuxedo trousers. Af-

ter Brown got into the air, he found that only 
one of his machine guns was operational. He 
engaged two enemy torpedo bombers, hitting 
one, but assumed it had escaped. The plane 
crashed but was not found until 2002. Brown 
then managed to shoot down another.

Squadron Com m ander  Lieut enant  Lew is 
Sanders made a decision the day before the at-
tack that saved most of his squadron?s ?Hawks.? 
After completing a formation on December 6th, 
he directed his pilots to place their planes on 
the end of the field.  During the attack on the 
7th, smoke from the destruction drifted over the 
parked planes, luckily hiding them. On his way 
to the flight line, Sanders recruited  Lieut enant s 
John Thacker ,  Phil ip Rasm ussen  and Gordon 
St er l ing and told them to find the first available 
plane and follow him. 

Once airborne, the group encountered a forma-
tion of six bombers and chased them off. 

Sanders pursued the leader and sent it into the 
ocean. He then spotted Sterling following an-
other bomber. Behind Sterling another enemy 
was shooting at him that Sanders quickly en-
gaged. The plane that Sterling was attacking 
crashed, but Sterling was also shot down. 
Sanders meanwhile shot down the second 
bomber.

Rasmussen had jumped into the cockpit of his 
P- 36 wearing only pajamas with a pistol 
strapped on the outside.

He took off following Sanders.  Rasmussen had 
charged his guns, only to have them start firing 
on their own unintentionally, but then shot 
down a Japanese fighter that passed in front of 
him.  He shot down a Japanese Zero and was 
able to cripple another before two enemy pilots 
raked his plane with gunfire inflicting several 
bullet holes. His plane was badly damaged by 
that time and fell into an uncontrolled plunge 
until he regained control.  The canopy on his 
cockpit was blown off, but he managed to land          
without brakes, rudders, or a tail wheel with .or 
a tail wheel with over 500 bullet holes.

.Dains, who had taken off with Brown,  shot 
down one Zero, but, on his final mission, he was 
misidentified by Army gunners on the ground 
and shot down while trying to land. He was, 
therefore,  a "friendly fire" casualty. Sterling was 
the only pilot lost in actual combat. 

These  six brave  American pilots  who  got their

                                           ...See "Pear l Harbor  P2  

The Dar ing Pilot s Who Defended Pear l Harbor          
Frank  T. St r it t er , Holden Beach

 Their  courageous response and super ior  sk il ls 
set  a high st andard for  t hose who would fol low.

A book club I belong to recently read Priya 
Parker 's book, The Art of Gathering: How We 
Meet and Why It Matters. Her point is that 
we often get together (be it for work or 
pleasure) and tend to focus more on the 
logistics of an event than the purpose or 
the people. ......................................................   
                    ...See "Ar t  of  Gat her ing"  P4

The Art of Gathering
At Holidays, Work or Anytime

 Hear twar m ing Stor i es for  the Hol i days

When I was a litt le girl, my sister and I anticipated the thrill of 
our visits with Santa Claus during our annual Christmas 
journey with our parents to Washington, D.C. Before leaving 
home, our mother filled our tummies with a bountiful 
breakfast, cautioning us to eat every bite. There might be a 
long line to see Santa, and we wouldn?t have lunch until after 
our visit. My sister and I accompanied our parents on other 
shopping trips to the city, but Christmas season was special.                                   
......................................................See "Visit s w it h Sant a"  P8                            

 *  Visit s w it h Sant a  Nancy Bryans, Brunswick Forest

Janet  St iegler , Brunswick Forest
There is a bracelet that wraps around my rear-view 
mirror; inexpensive, mostly plastic, priceless only in 
sentiment. Explained, it is a mini rosary with a guardian 
angel in the middle. Several years ago, I attended a 
church in Newtown ,Connecticut. My attendance in this 
church or any house of worship was infrequent. My 
conversations with God took place in private and 
usually early in the morning.

                                              ..See "Reason t o Believe"  P3

Out f it t ed in our  favor it e dresses, coat s, hat s, purses, gloves and shoes, m y 
sist er  and I squirm ed w it h excit em ent  t he closer  we approached t he cit y. 

 *  A Reason t o Believe  Nancy Mer lino, Surf City

What's
 Inside

Can I w r it e about  m iracles? Believing? Would you t urn t he page? Or  be cur ious?
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"Pear l Harbor "  f rom  P1....... ........... 
planes into the air destroyed 13 
Japanese aircraft. Taylor and Welch 
were awarded the Dist inguished 
Service Cross, Brown, Rasmussen 
and Sanders were awarded the Sil-
ver  St ar  and Sterling, was awarded 
the Dist inguished Service Cross 
posthumously.

Each of these pilots made an out-

standing effort to defend Pearl Har-
bor that day. However, the  destruc-
tion and the loss of life overshad-
owed their ac-
complishment. 
Their coura-
geous re-
sponse and 
superior skills 
in the air set a 
high standard 

for the many pilots who would fol-
low. They were among the first 
American heroes of World War II.

 Ad Rat es
                    3-Edit ions    6-Edit ions   12-Edit ions

 Full Page          $ 600        $1,100         $1,900

 Half  Page         $ 350         $   630         $1,070

 Quar t er  Page   $ 180         $   325         $   550

 Business Card  $   90         $   160         $   280

Cape Fear Voices 
Subm ission Requirem ent s

.

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

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

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

- Any photos intended to accompany a 
submission must be sent as JPG files and 
include any required photo credit.

- All written works must be sent to 
editorcfv@gmail.com and received by the 15th 
of each month for consideration in the 
following month?s issue.

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. 

*  Jadon Sm it h , Wilmington

Christmas is a special time of the 
year. We celebrate the nearing 
conclusion of the current year in 
festive traditions. Everyone gets a 
break from their busy lives to see 
loved ones they have not seen in 
months, while feasting on turkey leg 

and roast beef. Maybe your relatives live a block away or 
live in different countries, but no matter where you live, 
the holiday seems to be universal -- a celebration found 
in all different cultures.

Let?s venture into some of these holiday traditions by 
reading stories from Latin American and Spanish friends. 
To start off our journey, we begin in Argentina with a 
college student studying to become a pharmacist, 
described by many to be the ?mother? of her friend group.

?I'm Belén, I'm from Argentina and down here we 
celebrate Christmas in pretty much the same aesthetics 
as North America; Christmas trees, Santa Claus (he is 
called Papá Noel here), bunches of red and green lights, 
feasting on foods packed with calories, y?know the whole 
shebang! During the holidays we also have smaller 
celebrations for the children based around the three 
biblical magi?s, in which kids leave their shoes out at night 
to receive gifts from them, and also two bowls with grass 
and water to feed the camels.?

Belen continued, ?During the holiday season I do not 
partake in many traditions to be honest, however, my 
mother usually prepares decorations. During Christmas 
we have a huge dinner with the family, and of course she 
always tries to get me and my brother gifts. We usually 
eat stuff like mortadella which is a large Italian sausage 
made with ground heat-cured pork and  flavored with  
black pepper.  For snacks, we have garrapiñada. That?s  
roasted peanuts in a combination of sugar, water and 
vanilla essence. You eat them when the peanuts are 
completed coated and the syrup hardens. 

For dessert, we have mantecol,  a peanut butter fudge 
with hints of cinnamon. We also eat fruit salad. The 

holiday season comes in summer, so it?s a bit strange to 
see decorations that one would associate with cold 
weather while it?s actually burning hot most days. My 
family takes Christmas and New Year 's very seriously. So, 
I always try to participate in the nice dinners because at 
the end of the day we have family time and good food.?

A special thank you to Belén for sharing your family 
traditions for Christmas. I can definitely relate to the 
experience of having a mother who is super big on the 
holiday. My mother every year, always tries to get me to 
put up our family tree as soon as Halloween is over.

I also 
reached 
out to a 
friend in 
Guaynabo 
City in 
Puerto 
Rico.   
Ricardo is 
an artist, 
currently 
majoring 
in theater.

?The 
holidays 
are a very special time for me and my loved ones. We eat 
lots of tasty food such as concinar lecheon (cooked pig), 
arroz con gandules (Puerto Rican rice with peas) and 
coquito. The best way to describe coquito is Puerto Rico?s 
take on eggnog, but it tastes like a pina colada. Coquito 
can be given in small bottles as a gift."

"Now, for the parrandas (parades) we have in Puerto Rico. 
When it is Christmas time, we party HARD and LOUD!  
Think of them as street carnival parties, akin to Christmas 
caroling but with fireworks and music.?

No matter where you are from, Christmas is a universal 
holiday anybody can enjoy. Happy Holidays! .....................        
......................... *  A welcom e t o one of  our  new  wr it ers.

Chr ist m as Tradit ions of  Lat in Am er ica

Sub-headings

The st reet s com e t o l i fe in Puer t o Rico. 



Not long ago I was happy to participate in a choir 

practice when we began singing ?Sleigh bells ring; are 
you listening?  In the lane snow is glistening.? I was 
instantly transported to a time when my brother and I 
were youngsters on a Christmas morning.

We must have been old enough to enjoy Christmas, but 
not to attend school yet. After all the gifts were opened, I 

clearly remember mother hurrying both of us to put on our snowpants and 
heavy woolen coats. Neither one of us could understand why we were 
dressing to go outside. Usually, mom kept us in after breakfast until there 
was some sun shining outside, and we could play for a litt le while in the 
snow without freezing. But this morning, mom helped us with scarves, 
hats, boots and mittens until we could barely waddle around. Then she put 
us out on the front porch and said, ?Listen!? That was all she said.  In a few 
minutes we clearly heard the jingle bells.  Far down our country lane, we 
could just make out two huge work horses plowing slowly through the 
deep, deep snow.

In just another few moments we could see a huge sleigh and driver coming 
closer to us. When the horses reached the driveway to the house, we saw it 
was Mr. Tyler, an old farmer who lived about five miles away in the 
country. Our father delivered coal to him, and they were good friends.  
Mother then explained that Mr. Tyler was going to take us around town in 
his sleigh. Ping-pong size bells hung along the side of the sleigh, and more 

on the horses? harnesses.

The sleigh was not a passenger sleigh, sleek with curved up steel 
runners, but instead was a wooden box with flat wooden runners. I 
expect that it was used to carry heavy logs out of the woods or 
large bales of hay from the snow-covered fields. The Clydesdale 
horses we see these days pulling the brewery wagon are similar to 
Mr. Tyler?s pair pulling the huge box sleigh. However, I don?t think 
they were very graceful or very fast as their purpose was not for 
show but for hard work.

Mother walked out to the sleigh and helped Wally and me climb 
into the box. Then she covered both of us up with large brown 
blankets, and we were warm enough to make it through the cold of 
the north pole. Mr. Tyler spoke to mom for a few minutes then 
clicking to the horses, we were off on a trip through our litt le 
country town. Because it was Christmas, snow plows had not made 
their trips around town, so streets were blanketed with lovely fresh 
snow.

Soon other kids came out of their homes. Mr. Tyler pulled up the 
horses, and we were joined by a dozen kids bundled up like Wally 
and me.  It was then that I realized that the jingle bells on the 
horses and all along the sides of the sleigh were calling parents and 
children out to the streets.  Mr. Tyler drove the horses slowly 

around the four corners that we called "up-street." The street light on that 
corner blinked red and green, a perfect set of colors for Christmas 
morning. Slowly the gray clouds parted and the morning sun shone on the 
new snow. Everything we saw was covered with glistening diamonds: 
bushes, trees, buildings and snow banks.

All too soon, Mr. Tyler began dropping kids off at their houses, and finally 
Wally and I were the last. Mom again appeared at the side of the sleigh and 
handed Mr. Tyler a hot cup of coffee. Dad came out from the barn and 
shook Mr. Tyler?s hand and said, ?Thank you so much, Bert. I know the kids 
really loved this trip in your sleigh.?

?Glad to do it for you, Walt.  Good thing we had enough snow so I could 
drive up here.? Bert replied, and then I understood that Dad must have 
asked Mr. Tyler to bring his sleigh and horses and take us for a Christmas 
morning ride.

Mom helped Wally and me out of the sleigh, and the smell of roasting 
chicken greeted us when we went back into our litt le house. My older 
sisters were setting the table for Christmas dinner as mom helped Wally 
and me out of our snow clothing. When I think of it now, in many ways it 
was one of the most perfect Christmas mornings that I have ever had.

Over the years, I have had professional sleigh rides in upstate New York 
and Vermont, but none will ever stay in my memory as the sleigh ride with 
bells jingling and snow glistening around my hometown in Mr. Tyler?s 
wooden work sleigh.
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"Reason t o Believe"  f rom  P1          ...............................................................
On this occasion, Mother?s Day, I accompanied a friend to Saint Rose and 
during the course of Mass the priest asked every mother in the church to 
stand. Mothers, so many of us, rose from the pews. The 
priest spoke of the Lord?s gratitude. As he delivered his 
prayer several ushers began gifting us bracelets, the very 
one I keep in my car.  The bracelets, and all the mothers 
received a special blessing.

The brief ceremony was very moving, particularly for me 
as my mother had died and its symbol of protection 
reminded me of her. In truth, the heaviness of emotion lay 
deeper, because this was the parish of the Sandy Hook 
families who grieved the senseless loss of twenty of its 
children, and six adults murdered on December 14, 2012.

Solace can be found in unexpected places with mundane objects, or 
unexplained signs. That day the bracelet had given me and many others 
reassurance; a speck of hope and a reason to believe. I wore the bracelet 
on and off until the day I purchased a new car and decided to place it high 
on the mirror to keep us safe.

A few more years elapsed. My children were parents and those children 
multiplied. One day something very extraordinary happened. The bracelet 
fell, not from a touch or an intention, but from something unseen. My 
oldest granddaughter had been crying and worried about her brother who 
cut his foot on broken glass. Her parents asked me to take her out while 
they sought medical help. Did the bracelet have the power of reassurance? 

I believed it did. Without hesitating I said the bracelet had given us a sign. 
This turned out to be true and more than just a coincidence. Since then, 
the bracelet has managed to slip onto the floor, a lap, or into a shoe, at 

least a half dozen times.  The same message prevailed: 
everything will be okay.

Last month I drove through a popular car wash where 
vacuuming is free. The crunch and clatter of the bracelet 
being sucked into the massive vacuum system tested 
my story. Is this how it ends? I left a name, number, and 
a brief description with the young man in the office.  His 
words were kind, but his eyes said not a chance. Two 
days later an unknown phone number rang through: 
dodging all the blocks and silencers.

?We?ve found your bracelet.?

?I?m coming. Thank you.? First there were a dozen Krispy Kreme donuts to 
pick up for the staff and a few calls to make. When I handed off the donuts 
at the car wash hungry smiles greeted me.

?The bracelet must be very special,? the young man said. ?We don?t usually 
find missing items like this.?

I nodded, expressed my gratitude, and held tight to my lost and found. This 
story may be never ending. Do yourself a favor, be grateful, hug your 
family, tell them they are loved, have a Merry Christmas or a Happy Holiday 
and remember to Believe.                    *  A welcom e t o one of  our  new  wr it ers.

Laughing Through the Golden Years

A Sleigh Ride on Chr ist m as Morning
MaryAnn  Nunnally, Porters Neck

When you're a k id, t here's not hing quit e so exhilarat ing as your  f ir st  sleigh r ide.
                                                                PHOTO by Andrea Stark on UNSPLASH
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A Sim ple Chr ist m as Blessing
*  Bil l  Cavanaugh , Brunswick Forest 

?m getting cold 
stares as I 
occasionally look 
up. It seems the 
Christmas spirit 
has left the 
room. At this 
point, I am 
numb to all of it. 
My kids have 
been unruly 

since the plane took off. My three- 
and five-year-old both are not 
cooperating, and I just don?t have 
the strength or energy to control 
them.

The flight home is just shy of three 
hours I will hide from the ?control 
you kids, lady? glares of those 
around me. I can hear whispers of 
contempt, disgust, and I?m not 
interested in any eye contact, just 
to see eye rolls.

The last couple months have been 
extremely difficult. I can barely 
hang on. My husband has 
informed me he is moving out for a 
younger, sexier version.   His 
delivery and tact have been classic 
Neanderthal for delivering this 
news. This has come out of the 
blue, as I was blind to the fact that 
our marriage was failing. I?ll admit 
the playfulness of our relationship 
has dissipated, and it seems our 

lives have been consumed with 
other things such as the kids, work, 
and his travels.

But to add to all of this, the doctor 
has informed me the lump on my 
breast is cancerous. The mass is 
larger than what was anticipated, 
and chemo will begin soon. I don?t 
know how I will deal with school, 
babysitters, the neighbors, and 
friends. This mountain just seems 
too high to climb right now.

I had hoped that my parents would 
have been a bit more 
understanding. Staying with them 
this past week was actually a week 
too much. I should have known 
they would blame me for all of this, 
and offer no real sympathy or 
support. It?s always been this way 
and I should have known better. It 
just sounded good to get out of 
town for a week. I was wrong.

Thankfully, our seats are up front 
in economy, but we are far from 
isolated. My three-year-old is now 
screaming, and in my arms. I shrug 
off the flight attendant who just 
offered some help. At the moment, 
joining in with the weeping seems 
appropriate. A moment later, a 
middle-aged gentleman from 
behind, is now standing by my aisle 
seat. He looks down at me, and 

sees my daughter?s head buried in 
my shoulder crying. He sees my 
puffed-up eyes, and tear-streaked 
face, as our eyes meet.

The gentleman speaks. ?I don?t 
mean to bother you.?

Hearing his voice, my daughter 
stops crying, and looks up.

He continues. ?I have a daughter 
about the same age at home. I 
stopped in the airport gift store 
and purchased this stuffed animal 
to take to her.?

With his right hand, he swings 
around from behind a now visible 
stuffed animal kitten.  ?Do you 
think you daughter would like 
this??

My look to this gentleman is one of 
gratefulness, as I mutter a soft, 
?thank you.?  I hand it to my 
daughter and ask her if she?d like 
the kitten? She took it in her 
shaking hands, and tightly held it 
against her litt le body.

?I can get another one when we 
land.?

He then said to my daughter, ?This 
is a gift. Take good care of her.?

I again sniffled, and stumbled 
another ?thank you.?

He wished us well, and walked 
back to his seat.

*  A welcom e t o one of  our  new  wr it ers!

Som et im es a sim ple act  of  k indness can be just  t he t ouch som eone 
needs.

 "Ar t  of  Gat her ing"  f rom  P1

She gives an example of a baby shower, where planners focus on the food, 
decorations, and games rather than the real reason they gathered--to help 
a new couple transition into parenthood.

The book has eight chapters devoted to making any gathering more 
meaningful, but the three that had the greatest impact on me were:

Have a Clear  and Specif ic Purpose. Use the purpose as a filter for what 
you do and who attends.

Be a Non-Chil l  Host . Demonstrate ?half-Egyptian, half-German authority,? 
which combines the right balance of warmth and order.

Welcom e a Lit t le Heat .Too much harmony can make an event dull, while 
some good (structured) controversy can make a gathering more 
memorable.

Parker believes that our meetings and get-togethers have more meaning 
when we emphasize human connections. For example, she tells a story 
about when she presided over a small dinner party of second-tier 
international leaders. The idea was to get them to turn off their elevator 
pitches and connect more authentically as humans before hitting the 
negotiating table the next day. During dinner, each person had to tell a 
personal story illustrating "a good life." The last to go would have to sing 
their answer, thus ensuring everyone spoke up.

To prime the pump, Parker told the group of mostly men a story of when 
she got her first period. Pretty daring, right? But the idea behind the 
vignette was about seeing and being seeing. In the Indian culture, her 
mother celebrated her transition into womanhood with a party. Her 
mother 's female friends brought daughter Priya presents and shared what 
they liked about being a woman. A good life for Parker was being 
recognized and celebrated by a close and 
generous support network of women.

Do you need to tell such an intimate story at 
your holiday dinners? No, but here are a few 
ideas for sparking thoughtful conversation and 
making your,,gatherings just a.. tad more fun:

- Pick a t hem e (gratitude, generosity, 
happiness, a good life) and have each 
guest tell a story related to that theme 
that no one has heard before.                    
................................................../ / / / / / / / / / / / / /

- Share what seemed at the time to be an incident al event  that you 
later realized was a signif icant  t urning point  in your life. For 
example, the incident could be a choice you made or did not make, 
a comment someone made to you, or a person you bumped into 
by chance.  .......................................................................................                                                                                       

- What would be your ideal occupat ion if money or talent were not 
an issue? In what ways is it different or similar to the occupation 
you have or had?                                ........................................................ 
                                                       .          
Describe a per fect  day (24 hours). What would you do? Where 
would you go and with whom? Be specific. Explain why such a day 
appeals to you.              ............................................................................

- Talk about five things on your ?bucket  l ist ? (things you hope 
to do). And five things on your ?ant i-bucket  l ist ? (things you 
definitely don?t want to do!)  .. 

- Ask guests to send in advance one or two photos of 
themselves in a happy moment during the past year. Before they 
arrive, t urn t he pict ures int o holiday t ree ornam ent s and use 
the tree as a fun conversation starter.
                                                       Cabin photo P1 by  Ian Keefe on UNSPLASH

Gat her ings have m ore m eaning when we em phasize hum an connect ions.                                               
Photo by Rajov Parera on UNSPLASH
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I have been thinking about secrets lately. What makes 
a secret interesting, hard to keep and scarce with 
details?

You have probably had many secrets that are not 
secrets. There are the family secrets like Aunt Jane 
keeps her Schnapps in the knitting basket, Uncle Tom 
likes to have young nieces sit on his lap, or grandma 

smokes in the outhouse. Usually, they are not really secret because we all 
know about them!

I have had some secrets that are doozies. The problem is once you have 
one, what do ya do with it? You have to tell someone. Don?t you? It?ll burn a 
hole in your psyche until you tell someone. Open up to someone who can 
start a rumor faster than a rocket. Secrets dissipate around them in no 
time.

I hold most secrets close unless it is knowingly false. The secret is a really 
weird phenomenon. You have something that is embarrassing or really 
bad. Why do people decide to tell someone about a secret? Is there 
something in our nature to not keep secrets? Why do we have to share 
them?

I will at times, when someone is about to reveal all, ask them to not to tell 
me about it but no, they have made up their mind to commit the sin of 
repeating ?the secret.? I do try to tell them I can?t keep a secret. They come 
back with, ?That?s ok it isn?t that big of a secret!?

Then there is 
the idea once 
you have a 
secret what 
can you do 
with it. 
Nothing!! You 
shouldn?t tell 
a soul. There 
is no fun in 
having a 
secret. There 
is no one you 
should share 
it with so you 
have no one 
to relish the juicy details. As kids we would make up stories and tell 
someone to find out how fast it got around. As adults, we don?t necessarily 
make up a story but we do embellish them when they are repeated. Mary?s 
getting a hair weave becomes a viral rumor about a red dye job and a wig 
made out of horse hair!

A real secret hasn?t got a chance of remaining a secret, so why care? There 
are some secrets that should remain ya know secret. I will close with this 
idea rambling around my head. Do you want to hear a secret about Aunt 
Helen or the one I just heard about you?

Secret s  
St an Washingt on, Brunswick Forest

  Secret s -- always easier  t o be t old t han t o hold. ............                  
                                                   Photo by Saeed Karimi on Unsplash

Her name was Sister Mary Judas;*  the students called 
her ?Scariot.? She was the red-faced principal of our 
Florida elementary school in the ?60s whose most 
relaxed expression was a scowl. Her nun?s habit 
dripped with resentment, and the white flag at her 
forehead was not a sign of surrender.

When she wasn?t scouring the halls looking for 
someone to devour, we imagined she blasted steam 
out of her head like Tom Terrific. Celibacy must be 

hell. Why does a woman become a nun? Is it an act of love or contrition, or 
more likely, revenge?

Once at lunch, two tough boys squirted ketchup on each other and broke 
into a fistfight. A teacher pulled them apart, but strangely they weren?t sent 
to the principal?s office. Five minute after lunch though, Sister Mary Judas 
stood in the doorway of our 6th grade class glaring. She summoned one of 
the pugilistic boys to the front. Bending him over the teacher?s desk, she 
beat him with a stick until he whimpered and cried. The other boy met a 
similar fate, and they both spent the afternoon in front of the class sitting 
in trash cans.

At 8:35 one morning, Sister Mary Judas broke in over the PA fulminating: A 
boy in uniform had heaved a rock from an overpass and struck a car, 
narrowly missing the windshield and inflicting $1,750 in damage. Waves of 
anger vibrated the wall speaker. The guilty boy was too terrified to confess. 
--That day I promised never to find myself in Scariot?s crosshairs.

Early one December, our class went to a matinee of ?The Robe,? which 
followed the robe-winning solider after the crucifixion. At the end, the 
Romans filled our (now) Christian hero with arrows. For me, it was worse: 
I?d been sitting on a wad of Bazooka gum for two hours. Surprisingly, in the 
rush to leave, no one noticed the pink Rorschach on my butt. It was a long 
ride back to school though, and when I rose from the seat of my 
classmate?s station wagon, a gooey string stretched lugubriously behind. I 
tiptoed away and wrapped a sweater around my waist.

Arriving back to class last, I alerted the teacher to my predicament. She 
sent me to the principal?s office. The secretary directed me to the nurse?s 
room; the nurse was out, but I should wait. My stomach jumped on a 
trampoline. A dark form finally appeared in the doorway, then flew in. The 
raven was not smiling. ?Take your pants off,? she said.

I t r ied t o st all: ?Why??

She roared at me. I was now in such a hurry I couldn?t wrestle my pants 
over my shoes. She watched, then screeched--?Take your shoes off first! ?This 
maneuver prolonged the agony. (That I had donned underwear without 
moth holes that day was no consolation.)

Topping things off, there was a freezer in the chilly room. The nun popped 
a cube from the ice tray and showed me how to rub it fast to harden the 
gum and pick it off. My brain taunted: ?You?re standing next to Scariot in 
your Fruit of the Loom?s.? She left after the demo, but Bazooka is tenacious.

Eventually, she returned to see my sticky situation, and said they?d call 
home. My mother didn?t drive, so I wasn?t sure how this movie would end. 
Yet 47 minutes later, a taxi arrived with clean pants.

Thinking back on it, I realize now that Sister Mary Judas may have roared 
like a lion, but there was probably a kitten under the hood.............................

     The movie my classmates could never see...

Sister  Mar y Judas Roar s
   Char les Bins, Brunswick Forest

Chuck Bins

https://unsplash.com/@saeedkarimi?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://unsplash.com/@saeedkarimi?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://unsplash.com/s/photos/Secrets?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
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On Turning 80
*  Judy Downs Henline, .......... 
Leland................................

Photos taken at my birthday 
celebration revealed a shock-
ing visage of an old lady. The 
most striking photo with my 
tall grandsons shows a short 
granny with a big tummy. 

Where did the tall slim woman go? Wrinkles are 
the least of a sagging face with crepey skin. If the 
external body is any indication of what the inter-
nal organs, what is the likelihood of a long life of 
90 years?

The aftershock of turning 80 leads to thoughts of 
future years. How long do I have left? Will I out-
last my money? Where will I live if my husband 
dies first? I do not have to fear living too long 
because I have a good support system.

The most practical thing that I did was to call a 
local funeral home for an appointment.

After moving from ?home? to a downsized town-
house, I needed to change locations for prepaid 
funeral plans. The next step was revising the 
obituaries to reflect change of city.

Reflecting on why we chose to prepay funeral 
arrangements over 20 years ago, I recalled the 
reason we chose to do that. I had recently taken 
my dad and mother to the attorney?s office to 

get Power of Attorney. After completing that, 
Dad wanted to stop at the funeral home. Mother 
said that they will not have time to see us. Dad?s 
friend, ?little? Tommy Tucker completed the 
transactions. We only had to select caskets. Dad 
made jokes about his casket being too short? he 
is well over six feet tall. I teased Mother about 
selecting a pink casket. Mother was having none 
of the conversation. She refused to decide on a 
casket so Dad told Tommy to give her one like 
his.

                  Bias About  Obit uar ies

Dad died shortly after making the arrangements. 
I had to write his obituary. I have a bias about 
how obituaries are written--correct grammar is a 
must! Genealogy has led me to examine many 
obituaries in search of a female relative. If the 
obituary lists her as Mrs. Husband?s Surname, it 
does not provide her given name as well as her 
maiden name. It irritates me to read that the de-
ceased has gone to heaven to become an angel.

My uncle?s obituary stated that he was at Pearl 
Harbor although he was not enlisted in the Navy 
until 1943. I chose my photo (above) to reflect 
me at my best not when I am old and sick. An 
obituary is a medium for telling a person?s 
unique life story.

My tall daughters, granddaughter and I chose a 
beautiful dress for my mother?s funeral. When 

we went to the funeral home to provide the 
dress, we towered over Tommy Tucker. The girls 
got the giggles about us being the Amazon 
women. I have not chosen my clothing to wear 
to the cremation!                                                  ....*  
Wel.............................................
*  A welcom e t o one of  our  new  wr it ers!

The aut hor  w it h t wo grandsons on her  80t h 
bir t hday.

?It?s just a cat,? my 
neighbor said. ?Why 
are you crying??

I proceeded to 
knock him to the 
sidewalk.

Adrenaline and 
grief are a powerful combination; they 
mix well. How could I have the energy 
to do that with my senior arthritic 
body? I apologized and continued to 
walk my dog in my grief-stricken state.

I met up with another neighbor playing 
with her French bulldog. ?I thought of 
you all day yesterday,? she said. ?Did 
you have the courage to keep your 
scheduled appointment for Mr. 
Sherman??

?Yes,? I said sadly.

She then said, ?I?ll be right back,? and scooted into her house. She brought 
out a small baggie filled with peanut butter chocolate chip homemade 
cookies. Then, she hugged me.

She ?got it.? She, too, lived alone; with her canine, Nicholas.

So, I guess I started contemplating my life with my joyful addition of Mr. 
Sherman, aka ?Smokey? at the New Hanover Sheriff?s Animal Control back 
three days after Christmas in 2008. The staff left me alone with the cats in 
10 separate cages. I had the freedom to stay a few hours as I wanted to 
interact with each of them and hopefully choose one to take to his ?forever? 
home.

The first cat was jungle size. He was a Maine Coon, a huge boy with long 
hair. I took him out of his cage and he instantly bit me. ?Ouch! Sorry buddy,? 
I said, ?you need to be back in the state of Maine in your own comfortable 
environment.?

A further choice was a Tuxedo boy who was too frightened to let me haul 
him out of his cage. His crate note said,My family moved to Europe. ?Oh well,? 
I thought. This excuse ranked up there with the ?I?ve developed allergies? 
one. This cat definitely had abandonment issues and so did I so this 
wouldn?t be a good match.

My other choices were not good. After 
about an hour, I poked into the final 
cage #10. Two huge green eyes with a 
silver grey fur coat were watching me 
intently. ?I dare you to try,? this cat was 
saying.

I love a challenge. I opened the cage, 
lifted him out, and was surprised that he 
immediately rolled over on his belly and 
let me scratch and pet him.

He?s the one. He trusted me. His tag said 
he was about 4 years old. I had a 
purpose in life now. I signed the 
paperwork, paid the adoption fee, and 
the shelter girl said to pick out a collar 
that was included in the process. I didn?t 
want one but she insisted, so I picked 
one out with sunflowers decorating it.

My new companion said, ?I dare you to 
try to put that girly collar on me? as he 

rolled his eyes at 
me. I snapped it 
on?
I said, ?let?s go,? 
and we were out 
the door. He was 
quiet on the car 
ride home but I 
swear his mouth 
was turned up in a 
smile.

And almost 17 
years later, Mr. 
Sherman, aka 
?Smokey? left me 
for his journey to 
the Rainbow 
Bridge?

Sheryl Keiper , Brunswick Forest

Just  a Cat

Losing a loved one is never  easy, especially for  a cat  lover . Mr .    
Sherm an (above) was a par t  of  m y l i fe for  17 years. Yet  it  seem s l ike 
only yest erday t hat  I picked him  out  and brought  h im  hom e...
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(How do you want  t o be 
rem em bered?)

*
How is it  going t o be t h is Decem ber ,
When anot her  year  on ear t h has 
ended,
Did you help your  fel low  m an?
Or , did you t urn your  back  on him ?
We all have t o face t he choices t hat  
we m ake?

*
And how do you want  t o be Rem em bered,
When your  t im e here on ear t h has ended,
As som ebody who was k ind each day?
Or , one whose m ind was f i l led w it h hat e?
You know it ?s up t o you, and everyt hing you do?
*
Spread your  l i fe out  on t he t able,
And sor t  t hrough it , i f  you?re able,
To separat e t he good f rom  t he bad?
Then brush t he bad ont o t he f loor ,
To be forgot t en, everm ore,
And be t hank ful for  t he good you have...
*
Take a look  deep inside your  Soul,
All t he answers w il l  be t here I know,
I hope you?ll choose t o spend your  m om ent s in t im e
By doing good and being k ind?
*
And t ake a look  deep inside your  Hear t ,
That ?s where peace, love and k indness st ar t ,
I hope you?ll choose t o spend your  moments in time,
Spreading k indness, love and peace of  m ind?
*
Just  a moment in time, is al l t hat  i t  t akes,
When you choose t o be k ind what  a dif ference it  m akes,
In t he blink  of  an eye your  whole wor ld could change,
And your  l i fe could be def ined by just  a m om ent  in t im e.
*
And now anot her  year  has com e t o pass,
It 's f inal m idnight  approaches fast ,
We?ll sing our  songs of  Auld Lang Syne,
But , how  w il l  we choose t o spend t hese
*
,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,moments in time?*

(c) Copyright 2021 Dan Neizmik

May 2023 f ind you Happy, Healt hy and Prosperous.
Have a Safe and Happy New Year !
                                            Image by Jonathan Knipper on UNSPLASH

A Mom ent  i n  Tim e
Dan  Neizm ik ,  Leland

Upon my approach it doesn?t 
look safe enough to enter, but 
as I step onto the porch, it feels 
sturdy enough. Peering 
through the cracks in the door, 
the smell is familiar but not 
one I can identify. It gives me a 
mental preview of what I might 
find inside.

The door surprisingly opens with ease. One big 
room: Dark, with piercing rays of sunlight forcing 
its way through slats in the broken plaster.  It?s 
old. I feel a sense of excitement for what I may 
find, but at the same time a sadness for the 
abandonment of this place, these items left 
behind, and the memory of the people that 
once occupied this space.

As I move slowly and carefully through the 
space, even the softest of footsteps stir up dust 
that speckles in the sunlight. The furthest corner 
to my left is very dark. The texture of the wall is 
different. I reach my hand out and touch it. It?s 
very cold. A stone wall blackened with soot from 
a fireplace. No sign of any wood, or ash is 
present. The opposite wall has a steep staircase. 
Each step is smaller, not as deep as today?s 
typical construction. A reminder of how much 
smaller people were 100 or so years ago.

At the top of the staircase is a small window. The 
second floor is the exact footprint of the first. 

Against the wall is a double 
bed frame. Another sign of 
the smaller stature of our 
ancestors past. A very small 
night stand on one side of 
the bed is just big enough 
for a candle and a book. A 
few feet away is a single 
chair in front of a larger 
window. I imagine a young 
girl sitting in it, brushing her 
hair as she gazes out the 
window, possibly looking 
into a field of golden wheat 
blowing in a soft summer 
breeze. A man emerges 
from the field. She could see 
the ring of sweat around his linen shirt and his 
wool hat. His one arm swings with his stride and 
the other holds the reigns of a healthy-looking 
mule pulling a hand plow.

Snap-back  t o Realit y                                             .                                             
.. .........................................                                                      
.I suddenly snap back to reality as a 
gas-powered lawn mower fires up outside the 
window. So loud, disrupting my peaceful 
daydream. I take one more look around the 
room, and make my way back down the 
treacherous staircase. A quick glance at the soot 
covered fireplace has me imagining an iron 

kettle hanging in place filled with a hearty 
venison stew. I get a feeling of simplicity and 
comfort mixed with uncertainty and exhaustion. 
I wait for the landscaper to make his way 
around back, and then exit the cabin, secure the 
door and make my way back to my very modern 
vehicle. For the remainder of the day, I can?t 
help but feel bothered by noise and fumes from 
modern day vehicles and equipment I 
encounter. I  struggle between longing for a 
simple life and having such conveniences of 
today.............................................
Could I survive if I was suddenly dropped in 1885?..                         
............. ....*  A welcom e t o one of  our  new  wr it ers!

*  Debra L. Andrews, Brunswick Forest
The Cabin

Drawing by Debra Andrews

I felt  a sense of  excit em ent  for  what  I m ight  f ind.

Mem or ies Hardw ired in My Head

Fifty years ago, our nation was staggering through far too many cataclysmic 

months. For many of us it was a life changing time. A time when idealism 

clashed with fear and a background of groundbreaking music from The 

Beatles, Jimi Hendricks, Aretha Franklin, Janis Joplin and The Rolling Stones.

Each night the evening news reported on the lives lost in Southeast Asia, the 

protests against the conflict and the ever-growing demand for change. There 

were men orbiting the moon and folks testing the limits of counter-cultural 

freedoms. Our nation seemed to be moving toward two societies, each extremely different in 

political ideologies.

Today we are facing rising sea 

levels, changing political 

seasons and the threat of new 

disease outbreaks seemingly on 

a daily basis. Tensions increase 

as we experience these in 

addition to shrinking supplies of 

drinking water and rising prices 

of food and other sustainable 

commodities.......

How can we change t h ings?  What ?s possible?  What ?s next ?...................................                                      

What if we could set aside judging each other, think less about what we see as the right way 

and more about what we can learn from listening to other?s point of view? Making the effort 

to hear someone else?s viewpoint might not change our minds, but it could more fully impact 

our own thinking and help us better understand others.

Karen Phil l ips Sm it h, Wilmington, NC 
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 "Visit s w it h Sant a"  f rom  P1                                                                                        

My father pulled our car into a large parking 
garage, greeted by attendants who opened our 
doors and gave us a time-stamped receipt. 

We arrived before the stores opened, hurrying 
down the sidewalk to view holiday decorations. 
Large department store plate glass windows 
sparkled, festooned with green garland, red 
bows and colorful lights. Behind the big glass 
windows, holiday scenes changed each year, 
with each theme carried out from one window 
to the next. Themes included, among others, 
scenes from ?Twas the Night Before Christmas,? 
?A Christmas Carol,? and ?Rudolph the 
Red-nosed Reindeer.?

I remember the anticipation one year of seeing 
animated dioramas instead of the usual 
stationary mannequins at Woodard & Lothrop, 
our favorite department store. Children and 
adults queued along the sidewalk, standing in 
amazement before the elaborate displays, not 
wanting to miss a single detail as electric current 
rotated figures and objects as if bringing the 
depicted Christmas scene to life. After we 
viewed the holiday window displays, we entered 
the decorated store at its balcony level, which 
overlooked the entire first floor, enchanted by 
the gorgeous seasonal décor. My parents 
shopped their way to the main event for 
us? Santa!   We meandered in a line back and 
forth in front of Santa, seated in a winter 
wonderland while he listened to each child?s 
Christmas wish list. My sister sat on one knee 
and I sat on the other as we told Santa what we 
wanted for Christmas. A photographer snapped 

our keepsake 
photo.

One time my 
father was not 
along for our 
Christmas trip. 
My older sister 
was instructed to 
hold my hand 
while viewing 
window displays 
and shopping. 
After seeing 
Santa and eating 
lunch, we walked 
down the 
sidewalk to 
Woolworth?s, a 
store I loved. A 
big red scale 
stood near the 
entrance door. It 
cost a penny, and 
to my delight my father always weighed me, 
acting surprised at the result. Inside a man 
stood on a platform, barking gadgets no one 
could possibly live without. My father bought 
dozens for our mother who tried each purchase 
once, then donated it to the church bazaar. She 
was not a gadget person. This particular holiday 
shopping trip caused our mother alarm when 
she realized my sister was not holding my hand. 
Distraught, she scurried about the crowded 
store searching for her litt le girl. Desperate, she 
alerted clerks and managers. A loudspeaker 
announced my description, but I was nowhere 

to be seen. Then someone spotted me on the 
big red scale, averting further pandemonium. 
Seeing my mother?s expression, I was glad my 
visit with Santa preceded shopping at 
Woolworth?s.  Every year afterward, until I was 
old enough for my mother to trust me, my 
father accompanied us on city shopping trips, 
holding my hand to prevent my wondering 
away.

But it seemed like a toss-up of who enjoyed our 
Christmas shopping adventure more, my 
parents or the two of us on our visits with Santa 
Claus.

Sant a, seat ed in a in w int er  wonder land, l ist ened t o each child's Chr ist m as 
w ish l ist .                                                                                  Photo by Mark Armey on UNSPLASH

Wishing you a very Merry Christmas  
and Happy New Year to all of our  

writers, readers and supporters. 
Thank you for all you do to make 
this little adventure an exciting ride 
for all of us. We truly hope that this 
past year has been kind to you and 
that 2023 will be the best year ever.  
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Tomorrows Voices Today

Over the past twenty 
years, Hollywood has 
had a massive influx 
of child stars. 
Whether it?s 
childhood movie stars 
or social media 
influencers, children 
in entertainment 

careers have become increasingly 
more common. The question is: is 
childhood stardom harmful to the 
developing psyche?

When children are placed in the 
spotlight at a young age, 
disastrous effects can occur. 
Many ex-child stars have testified 
to the feelings of a stolen 
childhood and lack of a personal 
identity. They are forced to deal 
with overwhelming scrutiny as 
children, often leading to 
substance abuse issues and erratic 
behavior. The job of a child 
celebrity becomes their whole 
life. Managing money and 
keeping themselves out of public 
criticism becomes all-consuming 
because the amount of stress is 
much too great for a child. In 
addition, when children are 
isolated from their peers at such a 
critical time in their lives, they 
lack the basic skills ingrained into 
children's minds, such as empathy 
and selflessness, producing 
self-centered adults with poor 
social skills. Her mother was 
extremely overbearing, like most 

mothers of child actors, and 
controlled every aspect of her 
career. She felt trapped and was 
forced to live a life she never 
wanted. She sought outlets for 
control, which manifested in the 
form of disordered eating and 
substance abuse. After her mother 
died of cancer, she quit acting and 
began therapy. For years, she has 
been recovering from the trauma 
she experienced and wrote her 
book to highlight the abuse within 
the entertainment industry.

In conclusion, while childhood 
fame is becoming increasingly 
more common, it has proven to 
have disastrous consequences. It 
is important to address these 
issues with the industry to hold 
those accountable who profit off 
of the misery of children. Though 
sometimes we may be jealous of 
these child stars, they are not as 
happy as they seem. The anxiety 
that accompanies maintaining a 
positive image can increase to 
dangerous levels as time in the 
spotlight increases. Jennette 
McCurdy, famous for her roles on 
Nickelodeon TV shows 
likeiCarlyandSam and Cat, 
recently wrote a book titled I?m 
Glad My Mom Died, describing 
the effects of her time as a child 
actor. She opened up about her 
struggles with eating disorders, 
addiction, and unhealthy 
relationships. 

Childhood Fam e: Cool 
or  Cruel?
Ashley Subach,

11t h Grade

The Boast  of  Aaron
Aaron Maynor ,

12t h Grade

Twas I, one who has 
been chosen to be the 
crossbreed of the Egg 
Goddess and Satan.

Was I who was born in 
slums of the purgatory in 
Greensboro,

And it was I who made boon 
companionship with my seed givers 
demons.

Twas those demons who attempted to 
slay my juvenile core.

Now, those demon?s guillotined head 
lay in my lap

While the soulless corpse of the 
slayed hang high in the great hall of 
the mind of thou.

I am the voice of the ones with no 
voice,

And I exist to the despairing as hope.

Let me not be remembered a hero,

Rather I am a friend.

The Boast  of  
Karsen
Karsen Hanna,

12th Grade

Hailed from the land of 
maize fields and Bucks 
eyes,

Descended of golden hair, 
child of the emerald eyes.

One amongst the median in 
my family; Of sound and song, I am 
fulfilled.

Traveler of distant land, bearer of the 
timeless soul,

A spirit unbound from this world and 
denizen of the greater wild,

A heart unbound by the prison of the 
peoples purpose;

A seamless connector of man and maker, 
the negotiator of the sky?s guardian and 
His subjects.

An alternate Icarus, a spirit of flight and 
fire;

Powerful yet persuasive, cunning, yet 
compassionate, dyed to the wool yet 
detached from any outside authority.

One of the winds? heart, in pursuit of true 
freedom,

Bound till and to death by the goal of 
true life.

Anger  Issues
Kennedy St one,

12t h Grade

It is the warmth of the sun
The red of an autumn leaf
Steam shows the volcano
Eruption is fate
Anticipating outbreak
Suddenly everything fades
Sat with the silence
Not a daring sound
The volcano does not have to 
win

Pages bind into a book
Twists and cliffhangers that leave you with 
a hook
Ink on a page that makes a person 
entertained
A love that makes people deranged
Page after page you cannot stop
Boys and girls who put your standards to 
the top
Can read at any time and any place
The bigger the book, the happier the face
Leave a party in a heartbeat
Books are all I need to be complete
Escape from reality is what we all need
Readers like me can agree
Exciting and cute parts make you scream
They will also make you gleam

Escape
Niyah 
Messer ,
12t h Grade

Ar t  by 
Kar leigh
Kar leigh Karnes, 
12th Grade

Legolas 
Greenleaf 
from Lord 
of the 
Rings with 
pressure of 
his father?s 
hands on 
his 
shoulders.

Smaug the 
dragon from 
Lord of the 
Rings sitting 
on all of his 
treasures, 
and Bilbo 
hiding in 
them.

Sout h Brunsw ick  High School 

The Teen Scene
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For once, I finally 
wake to silence... 
Wait.
Silence?

There's no silence in the city. It 's 
filled with the honking of cars, 
the bustling of people walking 
down the streets, people yelling 
and talking to one another.
? But never silence.
For a second I think someone is 
playing a prank on me or that I 
somehow went deaf overnight.
Curious, I slowly make my way 
to the window and peer outside. 
Strangely, I see no one outside.
I slip on some shoes before 
heading out of my apartment. 
As I walk towards the apartment 
building entrance, I take note of 
the absence of people.
I notice barking and meows to 
animals as I leave the building.
Empty.Everything is empty. No 
one is here. Why?
I wandered for hours, searching 
for anyone, but to no avail; there 
was not a soul in sight.
Defeated, I slump against a 
nearby building, alone in this 
now desolate world.
[5 years later]
Five years.Five years in this 
nightmare of an earth. 

Five years spent hoping, 
dreaming of a time when I could 
talk to someone? But that 's all in 
the past now.
Now, I'm walking up and down 
the streets I've walked hundreds 
of times. 
After a few more hours of 
wandering around, I see it. A 
small hole in the side of one of 
the buildings.
Hesitantly, I make my way over, 
crawling through the hole. On 
the other side was... a makeshift 
home? 
Inspecting the home, I find a few 
old photos, litt le trinkets here 
and there, and other things that 
you would normally get at a 
store.
Suddenly, I was interrupted by 
the sound of metal hitting the 
floor. Whipping my head 
around, I stare, wide-eyed, at the 
person in front of me.
An actual person!
Suddenly, the feeling of joy of 
meeting someone in 5 years 
washes away, quickly replacing 
the overwhelming feelings of 
when I was alone. Finally, after 
five years?  after spending days, 
weeks, years alone, in this 
desolate city.
The last of us... it 's too hard for 
me not to cry... a tear for us... a 
tear for the last of us.

Rumi Bennett, 10th Grade

Ashlyn Baldw in
11t h Grade, BCECHS

 Library services are 
often free to 
patrons but require 
funding from the 
government or 

their school to purchase sources 
and evolve with technology. As 
government funding is already 
being spread thin and technology 
moves faster than ever, the 
question presents itself: should 
libraries remain free to patrons?

The answer is yes - to an extent. 
Many children rely on their 
school libraries to experience 
new books and get computer 
access that may not be available 
at home. Some families are not 
able to purchase their own books 
or afford to keep up with 
consistent computer access, and 
turn to public libraries as a 
solution to read or complete 
digital documents. In his article 
?Why We Need Free Public 
Libraries More Than Ever,? Keith 
Michael Fiels states, ?given the 
overwhelming proof that library 
use makes better readers, higher 
achievers, and more successful 

workers, we want our young 
people to feel comfortable 
coming into their local library, 
whether or not they have money 
in their pocket.?

However, there is still an artificial 
understanding of how ?free? 
library services are. Most services 
are free to patrons, but the 
services themselves cost money 
that the library has to pay for. 
Government funding of public 
libraries is running thin, so how 
are libraries and their workers 
meant to keep up with demand? 
Some libraries offer a certain 
number of free pages to print 
and then require payment for 
any extra sheets. 

In the end, libraries are a public 
service, and it is in the public?s 
interest to keep services free. Yet, 
with that being said, patrons 
should not be outraged at small 
fees such as printing extra pages 
or paying for an overdue book. 
The fees may be an 
inconvenience at times, but they 
contribute to keeping library 
services up-to-date and 
cost-effective in the long run.

Should Libraries Remain Free? 

Kar leigh  Quinn, 
11t h Grade

On November 
5th, 2022, 
Brunswick 
county?s 15th 
annual 
intercultural 

festival was held at Odelle 
Williamson Auditorium. 
Every year, this celebration 
has done a great job of 
recognizing and displaying 
the importance and beauty 
of different cultures. 
Through food, dancing, 
social events, and art, each 
culture was displayed in a 
respectable and 
informational way. This 
festival was free to the 
public, and invited people 
of all ages to attend. There 
was henna, food trucks, and 
entertainment such as 
bellydancing. The event was five 

hours long (11 am to 4 pm) and 
began with the parade of nations.

This event also led to a lot of 
student volunteer opportunities. 
There were a lot of jobs for 
students to aid with, from helping 
people navigate the event, to 
sharing different facts on culture 
and geography. When speaking to 
David Utz, who is the student 

volunteer director 
and vice president of 
the schools 
international club, it 
was apparent how 
much work went into 
this event. When 
asked what people 
who were unable to 
attend the event 
should know, he 
expressed that 
?There were a lot of 
musical and dance 

performances, from an impressive 
variety of cultures. The artwork for 
the event was really good. Plus 
meeting people from other 
countries (and cultures) is always 
fun.?  Overall this event gave 
everyone an amazing opportunity 
to experience other 
cultures through a 
variety of activities.

Photos by 
Samantha Becker, Kenopisa

Brunsw ick  Count y Ear ly College

Em m y Russ, 10t h Grade

It is a well 
known fact 
that the 
business 
world can be 
difficult 
to 

succeed in, no matter 
who you are. Despite 
this, a  junior at 
Brunswick County Early 
College High School, 
Taylor Sipe, has decided 
to dive in headfirst with 
his clothing business. Sipe 
started his business, Sunny 
Dayz, by selling clothing with 
his own designs, but has 
expanded to taking designs 
from other students and then 
transferring them to fabric for 
them.

Of starting his business, Sipe 
said, ?The idea for my business 
wasn?t really to make a profit to 
begin with. It?s because I 
wanted to do something 
unique and hoped to inspire 

others considering this to do 
what they have a passion for.? 
He is hoping to show that you 
don?t have to wait for 
opportunities to come to you, 
and can instead go out to 
pursue your goals on your 

own.

Sipe says that this 
business has already 
taught him valuable 
lessons, and he?s learned 
that ?Time is a valuable 
and necessary 
commodity, and that it is 
important to build trust 

and relations with people.? 
Building relationships helps 
him to market to those around 
him, as he has the whole 
student body as potential 
customers.

Lastly, Sipe says that if anyone 
else is considering starting 
their own business, they 
should: ?Just go for it. If you fail, 
at least you?ll understand what 
to do better next time. Don?t 
worry about what others think 

This Sm all Business Has a Sunny Fut ure

?Time is a 
valuable and 
necessary 
commodity, and 
that it is 
important to 
build trust and 
relations with 
people.?- Taylor 
Sipe

The Teen Scene

Int ercult ural 
Fest ival
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Every year, people make New Year?s resolutions to better 
themselves and accomplish new goals. Some resolutions 
people make may be to exercise more, be more organized, 
lose or gain weight, and find new hobbies. According to ABC 
News, 43% of Americans made New Year?s resolutions in the 
year 2020. However, CNN revealed that 80% of these 

Americans abandoned these resolutions by February.

This raises the important question: are New Year?s resolutions effective 
or detrimental to a person?s overall health?

Over the years, I have made many New Year?s resolutions, but I rarely 
stick to them. I commonly become discouraged because I feel as if my 
resolutions are too unrealistic and unreachable. After reading the 
statistics from ABC News and CNN, it is clear that the majority of 
Americans have very similar experiences.

It is important for people to make goals so that they can constantly 
improve themselves and become better people. Although making goals 
is important, many people wait until January to make them, and then 
they give up on their goals due to them being too unrealistic. I think that 
a good alternative to New Year?s resolutions is to make short term goals 
throughout the year. These goals should be specific, measurable, 
attainable, realistic, and time-bound. These are called SMART goals.

When people use these strategies while making short-term goals, they 
are more likely to be successful and continue to strive for more. Taking 
small steps one at a time to achieve a larger goal is more efficient, and 
people are less likely to give up after a few days.

I think that this approach is more effective than making New Year?s 
resolutions because people can make short-term goals and be successful 
instead of making the same unrealistic New Year?s resolutions every 
January. Therefore, I think that New Year?s resolutions are generally 
detrimental to a person?s health because people set themselves up for 
failure right from the beginning.

Are New Year's Resolutions Effective? Student Perspective

Kyler Terry, 10th Grade

New Year ?s Resolut ions?How Ef fect ive are They?

Angela Mabry, ECHS Mat h Teacher

It?s that time of year again. We are headed 
toward the winter holidays and a new year. 
You know what that means. It is time to 
ponder what my New Year?s Resolution 
should be for 2023.  Although I have skipped 

some years, I almost always make one. They are quite 
diverse?from saving more money to running a 10K to getting 
my master?s degree. I am basically all over the map from year 
to year, and I bet it does not surprise you that I have failed to 
stick with many of my New Year?s resolutions. The concept 
sounds so amazing?starting a new year with a clean slate and a 
brand new calendar/planner, followed by recording my 
resolution for the year. Although I start off strong, by around 
February, I have lost my mojo and the resolution has gone by 
the wayside.

As a result, I do not think resolutions are particularly effective, 
at least in my life. Many of mine over the years looked like 
?pipe dreams? which ultimately did not end well. Well-known 
motivation coach Tony Robbins, says, ?Transforming your life 
requires deep self-reflection, overcoming your limiting beliefs, 
and building new habits. The best New Year?s resolutions are 
about setting goals and making a dedicated plan to achieve 
them? (Robbins, n.d.). In my case, it seems that I never commit 
to make the necessary life changes to achieve success. But all 
may not be lost! I can turn it around this year and take the time 
to really put together a SMART goal and a plan for success this 
year. Who knows? Maybe next year, I will be able to write about 
how effective New Year?s resolutions can be.

Robbins, Tony. (n.d.). ?Why New Year?s Resolutions Fail.? The 
Tony Robbins Blog. Productivity & Performance.

Retrieved from https:// tonyrobbins.com.

Chr ist m as Movies

Makayla Proct er , 
9t h Grade

Most people who love 
the holidays love 
Christmas movies. There 
are so many movies to 
choose from and 
everyone has different 

opinions of their favorites. After asking the 
students of Early College High School their 
input there was a variety of answers here 
are only a few of the movies brought up.

The Nightmare Before Christmas is about a 
character named Jack the Pumpkin King, 
who has become tired of the same routine 
of Halloween. As he is taking a walk, he 
discovers Christmas town. He is astonished 
by all the warmth and color that he decides 
he wants to take over Christmas by 

kidnapping Santa Claus and stealing his job. 
But Jack soon discovers that being Santa is 
more complicated than it looks. This movie 
came out on October 13, 1993 and is still a 
popular for both Halloween and Christmas 
movie nights.

The Polar Express is about an inspiring 
adventure where a doubting young boy 
takes a train ride to the North Pole. As he is 
on the train, he takes a journey of 
self-discovery that shows him he should 
have more faith and belief. This movie came 
out on November 10, 2004, and has been 
very popular ever since.

The Grinch is one of the most popular 
Christmas movies and has multiple versions. 
The Grinch and his dog Max live a solitary 
life on a mountaintop top. Even though he 
lives in a place that loves Christmas he hates 
it especially since the Whos celebrate so 

loudly and cheerfully. He decides he is going 
to ruin Christmas by dressing up as Santa 
Claus on Christmas Eve and stealing the 
town's presents, food, Christmas trees, and 
decorations. He was so sure this would ruin 
Christmas for the town until the next 
morning after the town discovered their 
things were gone, they all joined together 
and started singing and that is when the 
Grinch realized that Christmas is not about 
objects but so much more and he returns 
everything.

The Elf is a holiday favorite to many. It is 
funny, heartfelt, and exciting. This movie is 
about an elf named buddy who was 
accidentally sent to the North Pole as a 
toddler. But unable to fit in, he moves to 
New York in search of his real father. After 
finding him they try to grow a relationship 
with many catastrophic outcomes. This 
movie came out on November 7, 2003.

Mary Said, 10t h Grade

One of the most well known 

debates around Christmas time 

is a real tree or a fake tree to 

decorate? When interviewed, 

many people said they prefer a 

real tree because it smells better, is 

traditional, and it 's more authentic. 

English Teacher Megan Smith and Data 
Manager Tracy Earnhardt, said that they 
both prefer fake trees for the reason that 
they are simply less messy and less 

maintenance. Although real trees are more 
authentic and traditional, fake trees reduce 
the money wasted on buying a new tree 
every year. 

Although Science Teacher 
Lorry Henry said that she 
prefers a real tree because, 
?It 's authentic, and reduces 
plastic!?  She says fake trees 
can increase the plastic in 

the environment and real trees are easier to 
dispose of. Sophomore Marci Wood said 
that she and her family have a special 
tradition to buy a real tree at the same 

place every year. She also agreed with 
Henry that these real trees are easier to 
dispose of and are more authentic, 

therefore more 
meaningful. 
This debate has gone on 
since we started this 
tradition. Fake and real 
trees both have their 
benefits but both are 

equally traditional. Regardless of if you 
prefer a real tree or a fake tree or even 
none at all, it doesn't change how Christmas 
is celebrated!

Real Tree vs. Fake t ree for  Chr ist m as  

The Teen SceneThe Teen Scene
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Trauma Dumping vs. Venting
Erica Cook, 

Leland Middle School
The Last  St ar

Malia Flaverney, 6th Grade

 In a 
peaceful and 
lonely 
village.

The night 
sky glistened 

brighter than ever.

The townspeople watching 
the boundless void.

With only the droplets of 
diamonds filling the 
sapphire abyss.

The next nights were not as 
bright.

Soon after that night, the 
next nights were slowly 
fading.

They were getting dimmer 
and dimmer.

Until one night when the sun 
said goodbye.

Only one star appeared to 
be bright.

Out of more that 41,000 only 
one shines.

The humans began to panic 
and tried to protect the last 
star.

When the sun rose and set 
the next day, they realized it 
was just an empty void.

They only cared and tried to 
help when it was too late? .

When it was all gone, and 
there was nothing left.

 The smell of 
pine and 
honey at noon

The sounds of 
a blue jay 
chirping, 
hummingbird 

humming, and Woodpeckers 
pecking in the morning,

These are the sounds and 
smells of the wilderness.

The rushing creek flowing to 
the lake is full of colors that 
move in snake-like ways

Suddenly a mouth filled with 
claws like rocks, jagged and 
stiff, plunged into the water.

A redness fills this underwater 
scene. A bear has gone fishing

The mighty mountains off in 
the distance bring a presence 
to the wilderness

The fragrance of flowers in 
bloom light up the valley as if 
a painting

And the painter 's brush 
blessed with the most 
beautiful shades of ruby red 
and lavender

Suddenly a woosh in the air, a 
shadow gliding up above

As black as night and as fast as 
a lightning bolt

A creature sent by death 
himself to keep the land 
covered in fear.

Wings as wide and big as logs 
lumbering on its shoulders;

Claws sharp as daggers 
slashing and ending the lives 
of all they touch.

But there is a silver lining in 
this gloomy cloud.

This animal keeps the lands at 
bay, stopping them from 
overrunning with creatures of 
all sorts

And, amidst the death, there is 
life. The bird swoops to a nest 
like a fortress protected at all 
sides.

This bird feeds the babies with 
the kill that she claimed

And the wolf lonely, its fur 
singed with icicles in the 
winter, its coat blending with 
its surrounding.

Waiting for the rabbit to climb 
out of its abode, but litt le does 
it know death lies forward in 
its path.

But for this is mercy for this 
death will bring life to others, 
the fungi in the ground and 
more wolves.

For life is balanced in this 
meadow, the chain that all are 
connected by tied to this plain.

All are connected in this ring 
of death, for all are renewed 
within the land.

For in the wilderness, there is 
serenity and order within the 

chaos.

Michael Hawkins III , 8th Grade  

The Wilderness

My dear bird, you're so bright

All though it 's not daylight

You're taking a flight. 

You dive through the trees.

I can feel the light breeze.

The breeze flowing through your 
hair

There is nothing better to do than 
stare.

You stare into the sky

you look so shy

I wonder, and wonder

But all I heard was thunder.

I sat in my yard waiting for you

But then, finally, I knew

You left me staring

With a baring.

     My Dear 
Hummingbird

Willow  Shoem aker , 7t h Grade

One word, one whisper is all it takes,

To start a storm that no one knew was 
about to break.

It was not true. That's what they said, 
but no one will listen during the storm.

The chaos is unleashed as the wind's 
whispers are heard throughout

No one knows who is wrong or who is 
right. The roar of the storm blocks out 
the real truth.

It might take a week and a day or even 
a year to clean up a storm's mess.

No one knows for sure; just remember 
to be careful when you hear a storm's

whisper.

The St orm
Bailey Pat r ick , 8t h Grade

Listen, I?m 
not even 
going to 
have an 
introduction. 
I just want 
people to 

know the difference and to 
please stop telling me your life 
problems. I'm not mentally 
stable enough to help.

Venting: Venting is when you 
talk to another person, who is 
willing to listen and try to offer 
solutions to your problems, or 
are there for general support, 

think like a friend who is willing 
to talk to you about your 
problems, or like a therapist 
who is there to help you.

Trauma 
dumping: 
Talking about 
your 
problems at 
an 
inappropriate 
place and or time; like, let?s say 
you?re talking about work and 
stuff and they start talking 
about how their partner 
cheated and all their problems 
without you allowing them to 

tell you their problems, another 
example is that you?re asking 
about math notes and they 
randomly start talking about 

their childhood trauma.

Trauma dumping also 
leads to feelings of 
anxiety, sadness, and 
depression in other 
people, and although it 
makes you feel better, it 

makes the other person feel 
worse. Venting on the other 
hand means the person is 
allowing you to talk to them, 
trauma dumping is not.

It doesn?t make you a 

narcissistic person, or a bad 
person, you might not even 
realize you are trauma 
dumping, it also doesn?t mean 
the other person is a 
narcissistic or a bad person for 
setting boundaries about you 
venting/trauma dumping on 
them.

Venting is good; trauma 
dumping is not.

Trauma dumping also 
leads to feelings of 

anxiety, sadness, and 
depression in other 

people

The Teen Scene
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Cedar  Grove Middle School

School has 
made us 
robots. I 
want you 
to think 
about what 

are you worried about right now 
in school. It is probably the 
EOGS, the test that decides if we 
go to the next grade.

The school is still teaching us 
how to be a factory worker. Just 
think, we are sitting in desks 
that have been pre-determined 
for us. We can't speak unless we 
raise our hand. We have to ask 
to go to the bathroom. We are 
told when we can leave and 
when we can eat by a bell.

Two people made a great point 
on this subject. Their names are 
Albert Einstein and Prince Ea Sir 
Ken. Albert Einstein once said, 
"Everybody is a genius, but if 
you judge a fish by its ability to 
climb a tree, then it will live its 

whole life thinking that it is 
stupid." A fact you probably 
didn't know about Albert 
Einstein; he dropped out of high 
school at 16 years old in 1894 
and found school intolerable.

Similarly, Prince Ea revises 
Albert Einstein's quote when he 
says, "Not only do they make 
the fish climb a tree, but they 
make it do a ten-mile run." What 
he was saying was that not 
every kid is going to be able to 
fit into the expectations that the 
school wants us to.

The next point I want to make is 
that both men are true 100%. 
Schools are turning us into 
robots, saying that if we aren't 
the best at math, not the best at 
ELA, or not the best at social 
studies or science, then we are 
not smart. No one will be the 
best at everything, but they 
make us think we have to be.

Schools claim to prepare 

students for the future. But in 
reality, are schools trying to 
prepare students for the past or 
the future?" They didn't use 
chrome books or smart boards, 
but how has that changed what 
you are teaching us?

New Zealand's dropout rate is 
less than 1%, and the U.S. 
dropout rate is 25%. What 's the 
difference between The U.S. and 
New Zealand? The first one is 
that schools work more on 
students' gifts in New Zealand. 
If one kid is good at art, they get 
him more art classes. They help 
kids in the subjects they are 
struggling with too. They also 
make student mental health 
much more of a priority than 
here in the U.S.

I think we need to learn from 
New Zealand to care more 
about the students than making 
them stressed on a piece of 
paper that means nothing.

The Problem with the School System 
Josh McGint y, 8t h Grade

The 
Backrooms 
is known 
for its 
yellow 

wallpaper, damp carpets, and 
fluorescent lights. The 
Backrooms was created from 
ASYNC, a facility that plans on 
trapping people. There is a 
theory that the Back Rooms go 
on forever, but if you know a lot 
about the backrooms, you will 
strongly disagree.

Firstly, we have level zero, the 

first Backroom level, also known 
as the tutorial level. Level zero is 
an expansive non-Euclidean 
space, resembling the back 
rooms of a retail outlet. All 
rooms in Level zero share the 
same superficial features, such 
as worn mono-yellow wallpaper, 
old moist carpet, scattered 
electrical outlets, and 
inconsistently-placed 
fluorescent lighting. Aside from 
these common features, no two 
rooms within the level are 
identical.

The fluorescent lighting present 
in Level zero hums at a constant 
frequency. This buzzing is 
notably louder and more 
obtrusive than ordinary 
fluorescent lights. Examination 
of the fixtures to determine the 
source has been inconclusive 
thus far. Secondly, the 
substance lightly saturating the 
carpet cannot be consistently 
identified; it is not water, nor is 
it safe to consume.

Linear space in Level zero is 
altered drastically; it is possible 

to walk in a straight line, return 
to the starting point, and end up 
in a completely different set of 
rooms than the ones previously 
passed through. Due to this 
phenomenon, and the visual 
similarity between each room, 
consistent navigation of Level 
zero has proven very difficult. 
Devices such as GPS locators 
and compasses fail to function 
within the level, and radio 
communications are audibly 
distorted and often prove 

unreliable.

The Backrooms
Tristan Eklund, 7th Grade

The Krampus is 
a half-goat, 
half-demon 
monster.There 
are more 
Krampus 
demons in the 

world than Santa has elves. 

A Krampus is a devilish 
companion of Saint Nicholas. 
Krampen in German means 
claw.

If given a fruit, the Krampus 
will eat it and share it with you. 

It will have a conversation with 
you and then walk away, and 
you will not be harmed.

Hollywood even made a movie 
about the Krampus monster. 

Check it out this holiday season 
for a devilish spin on holiday 
traditions.

Kram pus
Liam  Hardee, 7t h Grade

This is Ms. Murphy. 
She is a loving and 
caring teacher. It?s her 
third year of teaching 
and her first year at 
LMS. She has 
informational posters 
and aesthetic objects all 

around her classroom. She has two 
dogs, Echo and Trixie, who Ms. 
Murphy loves taking to the beach and 
on the boat. She enjoys reading, 
painting, trying out new restaurants, 
going offshore fishing, and listening 
to live music! You might find her 
taking care of her bee hives or 
chickens. Yes, Bees and chickens, 
crazy right? According to the LMS 
page all about her, her goal this year 

is to educate mastery in all subject 
areas and to help foster growth in 
students as individuals. We love her 
with all of our hearts and are so 
thankful for her to be here at Leland 
middle school!

Focus on Ms. Murphy
Chr ist ian Whit e, 6t h Grade

Miss Pender is 
a middle 
school teacher 
who teaches 
ELA and 
Social Studies. 

She is in her 28th year of teaching but 
has only been teaching at the current 
school for about four years (Leland 
Middle School, LMS). She has two kids, 
Hunter and Dalls, 
and that includes 
her two other kids, 
aka her two cats, 
Leo and Sam. She 
used to travel a lot 
because her dad 
was in the military, 
so she never lived 
in one place very 
long, and her dad would always go to a 
library and buy her a book which helped 
her love for books grow even more and 
that helped her come to where she is 
today.According to Malia, Ms. Pender is 

amazing because she has a very bubbly 
personality and is kind to all. She also 
teaches my favorite subject (ELA). She 
is super caring in all she does and always 
puts other people first. First, we come in 
from our electives and go straight to our 
20 mins of 
reading; if it?s a 
Wednesday, we 
will go to the 
library, check out 
a book, and read 
in there most of 
the time. Then we 
start with our 
stems or ideas paper to start our lesson. 
After about 10-15 mins, we do whatever 
she has planned for the rest of class; 
once ELA is done, then we move on to 
Social Studies.  Which is pretty 
straightforward, we do what she has 
planned. Soon it?s time to start packing 
up then we all get dismissed to leave. 

Basics of  Being in Ms. Pender 's Class
Chr ist ian Whit e and Malia Flaverney, 6t h Grade

The Teen Scene
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The 2023 NC Rice Fest ival May Be
at  Brunsw ick  Town/Ft . Anderson

Tecora Galloway,  Shallot t e

With the new year being right around 
the corner, I wanted to take this time to 
update you all on The North Carolina 
Rice Festival. This past year it was held 
at the Leland Cultural Arts Center, and 
it was scheduled next year to be at the 
Founders Park in Leland. These plans 
however were interrupted by the city of 
Leland?s plans to renovate the park. 

The city has plans to add a playground, fitness center, am-
phitheater starting in January, and by March, the time of 
The NC Rice Festival, the construc-
tion may not be finished. This is 
why The North Carolina Rice Festi-
val may be held at Brunswick 
Town/Fort Anderson next year!

Brunsw ick  Town  is a historic site 
that used to be a port town along 
North Carolina?s famous Cape Fear River. It was razed by the 
British during the times of the Revolutionary War. After the 
demise of the land as a town, it was used as a fort during 
the Civil War where Confederate troops defended the area. 
The fort is known for the ?earthworks? left by the soldiers 
and it showcases how the natural terrain had an effect on 
the war.

Brunsw ick  Town/For t  Anderson is a popular  t our ist  
dest inat ion t oday because of  t he hist or ical reen-

act m ent s of  colonial l i fe in t he 1700s.

It holds a special place in the heart of Brunswick County 
residents since most of us can relate to being taken there 
on a school field trip. Viewing everything as a child it was 
hard for me to grasp that there were people that lived so 
differently than me on the same land that I stood on, and 
yet was still able to learn about them and experience some 
of what they experienced. 

Holding The North Carolina Rice Festival here will mean 
sharing this piece of Brunswick County culture with people 
from many different backgrounds. It will not only draw 
more people to Brunswick Town, but also have the chance 
to teach history including Gullah Geechee traditions.  
Whereas, we learned of corn and tobacco that the settlers 
grew and harvested, the North Carolina Rice Festival gives 
us the chance to learn about the rice and greens grown and 
sustained by the enslaved peoples of this time, and how we 
have adapted these recipes into dishes still enjoyed today.

It will be like turning over the other side of a coin, exposing 
the other side of history. The war elements and home lives 
of the white settlers, and the traditions and livelihoods of 
the Gullah Geechee people that lived there as well.

I was in college with Nancy Cronkite, 
daughter of the most 
famous anchorman 
in America. Naturally 
we wanted to exploit 
that situation so we 
asked Nancy to book 
her father to do our 
commencement 

speech. Much to our surprise, he agreed. 
Then, at the last minute, he bailed out 
because President Nixon had decided to 
go to China and Cronkite was going to 
tag along. Talk about lame excuses.

It was only a few months after 
graduating that I found myself in my first 
broadcasting job at KDKA-TV in 
Pittsburgh. (My PIO experience in the 
army which included radio reporting for 
American Forces Network in Germany 
was a huge leg up in getting hired.) KDKA 
was a CBS affiliate, and Pittsburgh?s 
version of the esteemed Mr. Cronkite 
was Bill Burns, probably the very first 
person I?d ever seen on TV and a living 
legend. Wherever I went, no matter the 
event of circumstances, when I told 
people where I worked, the first 
questions was always, ?Do you know Bill 
Burns.? Not only did I know him but we?d 
formed a very close relationship sitting 
next to one another putting the 11 
o?clock news together every evening for 
nearly three years. Even at family 
gatherings I?d get the ?Do you know Bill 
Burns? question.

My goal had always been to be a 
working journalist in Washington, D.C. 
and I was lucky enough to land a job 
there after my KDKA experience. First at 
a TV station and then, just a few months 
later, I was recruited by a former 
colleague to replace him as Press 
Secretary for U.S. Senator J. Glenn Beall, 
Jr. of Maryland. I couldn?t believe how 
fate had led me, an Italian kid from 
Pittsburgh, to places I?d never even 
dreamed of. I was a member of the 
Washington Press Club (not the National 
Press Club? the WPC had come into 
existence under Eleanor Roosevelt as 
the Women?s Press Club and I 
appreciated the historical significance).

I was in t he roast  beef  l ine when I 
suddenly realized I was st anding 

direct ly behind Uncle Walt er  h im self .

The club was holding a big do in honor 
of Ellen Watley, the CBS producer of 
?Face the Nation? who?d just been 
elected president. I was in the roast beef 
line when I suddenly realized I was 
standing directly behind Uncle Walter 
himself. Excitedly I introduced myself 
and quickly told him about my 
relationship with his daughter and our 
botched commencement speech. He 
was delighted to talk about his daughter 
and we chatted amiably for several 

minutes. Then 
he asked me 
what I did for a 
living and I told 
him I?d come to 
my Senate 
position via 
broadcast news 
having started 
at KDKA-TV in 
Pittsburgh.

You can 
probably guess 
what he said 
then.

?Really, do you know Bill Burns??

I couldn?t believe it. I wrote Burns a letter 

telling him I?d never escape from 
his shadow.

Over the following years I had the 
great privilege and pleasure of 
meeting with Cronkite several 
times and each time found him 
as pleasant and engaging. We 
always talked about his family, 
his love of sailing, the challenges 
of local news reporting. I believe 
the secret to his enormous 
success was that he was 
essentially the same person on or 
off camera; he was relaxed, 
intelligent, well informed but 
never spoke down to anyone and 
had a great sense of humor 
which he couldn?t indulge in with 
his broadcast, but I believe the 
public always knew it was there 
under the surface. I was thrown 
in jail once when I was news 
director for the CBS station in 
Atlanta for defying a judge whom 
I believed was interfering with the 
First Amendment (a story too 
long for here). It was Cronkite?s 
personal phone call to that judge 
that opened those bar doors for 
me just a few hours later.

Cronkite, like Burns in Pittsburgh, 
was the last of his kind. They?d 
been forged in the crucible of 
World War II (Cronkite a reporter, 
Burns a soldier who walked onto 
the beaches at Normandy on 
D-Day and lost a portion of his 
leg a few days later). They 
understood the role of a free and 
independent media and had seen 
what happens in countries when 
the representatives of the people 
are silenced. They held a deep 
and profound respect for the 
public. Neither shied away from 
challenging any public official if 
there was reason to challenge. 
Most of all, neither man, despite 
their enormous public appeal, 
thought of themselves as 

anything other than a working newsman. And 
both taught me lifelong lessons about 
humility, honesty and integrity.

Me and Uncle Walt er

Walt er  Cronk it e anchored "The CBS Evening News"  f rom  1962-1981. 

Paul Paolicell i, Brunswick Forest
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As a fam i ly m em ber  of  a veter an, have you ever  thought  about  becom ing a 
m em ber  of  the VFW Aux i l i ar y? 

Contact  us today at  
v fwpost12196@gm ai l .com  

TAKE A BITE OUT OF THE HOLIDAYS
Vict or  Fernandes, Leland

Have you st ruggled w it h 
keeping your  weight  in 

check  dur ing t he holidays?

Yes, me to? Everything looks so 

delicious all the time, especially when we sit 

down for Christmas meals. That?s beyond true 

for me when I head home to New York City for 

Mom?s home cooking. Without fail, she makes all 

of my favorites ? mostly fried, and all within the 

span of a week.

But what if I said that you could control your 

weight while enjoying all the holiday goodies? 

And what if I told you it can be really simple? 

Because it?s not rocket science, no matter how 

much we human beings feel the need to 

overcomplicate matters, especially pertaining to 

health and fitness.

Too often we fall into the trap of believing that 

health and fitness plans need to be complex 

and complicated ? and let?s face it, hard ? to gain 

the desired results. But in reality, the plan isn?t 

different than any other time of the year. We 

simply have more temptations in our faces 

trying to steer us off course (and too often, 

doing a very good job of doing just that).

Anyone who works with me can recite what I?m 

writing next because they have heard it time 

and time again during our time together. Make 

healthy choices. Watch portion sizes. Drink 

plenty of water (preferably half  an ounce per 

pound of body weight). And be active. Still, I 

know how hard how it is to turn away foods that 

you enjoy eating at holiday time. So here are five 

helpful tips when you?re faced with making the 

choices that will help you stay on track with your 

health and fitness goals while still allowing you 

to savor what you love?

1. Eat  in advance.Don?t arrive at any 

holiday gathering famished. That?s a 

recipe for making poor choices.

2. Take your  t im e eat ing. Studies show 

that it takes at least 20 minutes for our 

brain to signal our stomach that we?re 

full. So, eat slowly to prevent overeating.

3. Feel sat isf ied, not  fu l l . When you?re 

starting to feel full, that?s when you 

should stop eating.

4. Indulge? a bit . If you plan, for example, 

to have a piece of pie for dessert, don?t 

have a second helping of the main 

course.

5. Forgive yourself ...because no one is 

perfect. Simply make a healthier choice 

the next time.VFW Post  12196 was t he Guest  of  Honor  at  t he Leland Middle School 
Vet erans Day Program  on Nov. 14, 2022. Post  Com m ander  Gerald Decker  
donat ed a f lag t o t he school dur ing t he cerem ony, which has f lown over  
t he Bat t leship U. S. S. Nor t h Carolina.

Leland VFW Post  12196 
Visit s Leland Middle School

 Past the islands of doom, past the rainbow of forgiveness, 
beyond the never-ending storm, and right over the giant active 
volcano, laid a small town outside of all harm. Men and women 
had no idea how it was to be sacred, or that the mystical 
creatures had always protected their home. But the one who 
put them there and their ultimate protector just so happened to 
be the most terrifying creature of them all.

He had raised his family around the humans, and the humans were too stupid to 
understand that they were all beneficial. The babies were as large as all of the 
children in the town combined. But as they grew older the original creature?s love fell 
very ill. The human saw it as a threat and killed her while he was off. The humans 
had started a war that fate had already decided the winner.

But the humans wanted to get rid of all of them, continuing their honor with the 
oldest and most powerful of them all. The voyages beforehand were all failures.  On 
their last voyage there were harsh winds that were making the sails restless. All of 
the crew members were trying to sleep because of the long hard day of attempting 
to capture the sea monster; Mystic was the name given by the town?s children. He 
was a giant red dragon-looking creature. A creature that had no wings but only a tail 
used only to whip through the water.

The crewmen were getting seasick from the rick...rock...back and forth of the rough 
seas. It was like a slow painful death that the sea had brought to the so-called 
?innocent? men but only gave them a wave at a time, and every time that wave came 
near it got bigger.

Soon a sickness overtook them. They began to cough up blood that turned black the 
second it came past your lips. Warts would start to form on their hands. Then came 
an incurable itch all over your body, every crevice, even between the toes. Warts 
spread from their hands to wherever they touched. And from one man the sickness 
spread to the rest. With the captain dying in the worst way imaginable, he had to 
watch everyone before he died. When it came his time, the pain lasted for another 
week. While the others were just within one hour.

Then on the last day of the captain?s suffering, the boat sank. So, in the end, he 
drowned; but during his last second, he saw the look of joy in the creature?s eyes. 
Bright yellow, with just a hint of green, eyes that were bigger than the captain 
himself. At that moment he knew that good ol? Mystic had won the war.  Was it 
because there was a lack of men, or maybe the storm made such a small crack in 
the boat that it just now began to sink? We will never know, but in the captain?s heart 
that lays at the bottom of the sea, he knows Mystic wanted to show him his victory.

Myst ic
Ashlyn-Claire Morton Leland Middle School, 8th Grade
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Earlier this year, I met a 
woman named Nancy 
Freyberg, who  wrote a book 
about taking in a dog and 
starting a foundation after it 
died.

One day, Nancy was on the 
highway riding behind a van.  The doors of the 
van opened and two men threw a dog onto the 
pavement thinking that if the fall didn?t kill him,  
he would get hit by another vehicle and die.  
Nancy rescued the barely alive coon hound with 
no name, just numbers on a collar.

The hound was tossed out of the van because 

he was too old to hunt anymore and that was 
his ?primary? job.  Nancy and Rena, her partner, 
gathered this dog up from the pavement and 
named him ?Buddy Gene? and that?s where his 
"real? job started.

Buddy didn?t know anything about being a pet.  
Nancy said, ?in the beginning, it was hard.  If you 
got too close to his food, he would get angry.  He 
never made eye contact.  He never had a blanket 
in his wire cage.  We had to take small steps to 
be able to get close to him.  We had to go back 
to the basics with him to get him to move 
forward and enjoy the gift of freedom that we 
gave him.?

It  t ook  a while, but  event ually Buddy cam e t o 
enjoy his new  life.................................................  

He was a treasured pet and it 
suited him well.    Buddy came to 
prefer walks in the park instead 
of running through rough 
hunting grounds.  For the first 
time in his life, Buddy had a 
home, not just a cage.

Like many pet owners, Nancy 
and Rena bought Buddy toys for 
Christmas, but he wasn?t as 
interested in the toys as much as 
he was the human contact he 
came to enjoy.  He shared family 
holiday celebrations by just 
sitting quietly on a blanket that 
Rena crocheted for him and 
listening to the sounds of the 
voices he came to love.

As Rena explained, ?our gift was 
changing Buddy?s life and 
making him feel loved.  The love 
he gave us in return was his gift 
to us.?

Nancy, Rena and Buddy Gene 
were together for 3 years before 
he died? ironically, he was hit by 
a car.  Needless to say, they took 
the loss hard.  But rather than 
just grieve, Nancy started doing 
research on animal shelters.  

One of the things 
she found was that 
few were 
concentrating on 
the needs of senior 
pets and that older 
animals are the 
first ones to be 
abandoned and 
the last ones to be 
adopted.

With the support 
of Rena and a few 
friends, Nancy 
started the Buddy Gene Foundation.  The 
mission is to raise awareness of the plight of 
older animals and provide food, fostering and 
materials for those who are trying to care for 
animals that may be old, but still deserve 
comfort and dignity.................................                               
Go to www.buddygenefoundation.org for more.

The Foundation was built as a celebration of life 
and this season there is much to celebrate.  On 
Thanksgiving Day, the Buddy Gene Foundation 
and St. Jude's Metropolitan Church sponsored a 
Free Thanksgiving dinner for anyone wanting to 
spend the day with others.  They also  helped 
with the North Side's Food Co-op Thanksgiving 
dinner and delivered meals to the Cornerstone 
Baptist Church in Leland for the homebound. 

The Foundation is planning a Christmas 
fundraiser that will feature pictures of pets with 
Santa Claus.  Small bags of animal treats for 
stocking stuffers will be on sale.  Proceeds will 
go to various animal related initiatives for food 
and supplies for their care.

While Nancy and Rena are proud of what they 
and their staff of volunteers have  done in such 
a short amount of time, Buddy?s loss is still 
painful.  As Nancy sat and thought of Buddy, she 
said, ?I would give it all up for one more day with 
him? but look what we have accomplished 
because of him."......................................................

               That?s the spirit of the season.

Melinda Mays, Dec. 14

Fran Per rault -St rong, Dec. 15

Mary Klein, Dec. 19

Tina Turner , Dec. 23

Pat r ick  Cooper , Dec. 25

Olivia Elk ins,. Dec. 26

Gerald Decker , Dec. 26

Elaine Decker , Dec. 26

Decem ber  Bir t hdays Tomorrow's Voices Today

Buddy didn't  know anyt hing 
about  being a pet .

The Spir it of the Season

Jan Morgan-Swegle, Editor

The Buddy Gene Chr ist m as St ory

In the words of Laura Sellers, a 
detective with Brunswick County 
Sheriff?s Office, Cyberbullying is ?Any 
use of an electronic device to 
torment or intimidate someone 
else.? Due to the easy accessibility to 
media sites and contacts through 
devices such as cell phones and 
laptops, cybercrimes have drastically 
increased in the last decade. 

According to stopbullying.gov, a government-run website 
spreading awareness and resources regarding 
cyberbullying, ?16 percent of students in grades 9?12 
experienced cyberbullying.? This can lead to students 
having 
negative 
self-image, 
poor mental 
health, and 
even thoughts 
of self-harm or 
suicide.

Online crime 
is 
surprisingly 
common, especially among teenagers.
 
While it may not seem like it, the creation of and 
distribution of explicit texts and images as a teenager is a 
felony. Due to the PROTECT Act, aka ?The Prosecutorial 
Remedies and Other Tools to End the Exploitation of 
Children Today? Act, taking, sending, and distributing 
nudes is seen as ?child pornography.? Detective Sellers 
highlighted the importance of one being aware of their 
online footprint, and the possibility of nude photographs 
being exchanged or recorded. Even in private streaming 
services and chats, there are programs that allow for 
recording or photography without the sender being 
alerted. This can lead to explicit photos and conversations 
being used as concerns to get one way in a relationship or 
situation. That can quickly become dangerous.

When asked what to do if threatened with the exploitation 
of private conversations or images, Sellers urges one to 
seek the immediate attention of an adult. She stated ?I 
would say to find a trusted adult, a teacher, a guidance 
counselor... It 's going to end up with us either way, but 
you should go to whoever you need to.? The most crucial 
thing in that situation is to get as far ahead of anyone 
receiving the explicit texts or images as possible. If these 
situations cause a crisis, or if parents find graphic images 
on their children's phones, they are urged to call 988 
(suicide prevention updated number) or 911.

Cyberbullying and Explicit  Messages
Kar leigh Quinn , Teen Freelance Writer, BC ECHS

Teenagers and the Online Experience:

Leland 
Middle School
Er ica Cook
Malia Flaverney
Michael Hawkins, I I I

Ashley-Clair e Morgan
Bai ley Patr ick
Wil low  Shoemaker
Chr istian White

Cedar  Grove
Middle School
Tr istan Eklund
Liam Hardee
Josh McGinty

This Mont h's Wr it ers 

 See Pages 9-13

Ashlyn Baldw in
Rummi Bennett
Angela Mabr y
Makayla Proctor

Kar leigh Quinn
Emmy Russ
Mar y Said
Kyler  Ter r y

Brunsw ick  Count y 
Ear ly College High School 

Karsen Hanna
Aaron Maynor

Niyah Messer
Ashley Subach

Sout h Brunsw ick  High School

BC ECHS Journalism Club

LAYOUT DESIGNERS

http://www.buddygenefoundation.org

	Dec. 2022
	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16


