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The Teen Scene Inc. is 
not affiliated with any 
other newspaper or or-
ganization. We are reg-
istered in the State of 
North Carolina dba 
Cape Fear Voices. We 
are a nonprofit 501(c)(3)  
(pending), funded by 
advertisements, contri-
butions, and grants. 
Your support is needed 
to allow  Teen Scene 
and Cape Fear Voices to 
achieve our mission 
and help promote and 
publish the work of 
creative minds in the 
Cape Fear area. We can 
be contacted at editor-
teenscene@gmail.com 
or 
editorcfv@gmail.com.

All rights to the con-
tents of this paper are 
reserved to Teen Scene, 
Inc., Cape Fear Voices, 
and the      writers of 
each piece.

In 1979, I was a young 
staff person for the    U.S. 
Senate Foreign Relations 
Committee, Subcommittee 
on Foreign Aid. I re-

searched topics like 
population control 
and narcotics con-
trol programs in my 

small and very insignificant role. It was 
said that I had the best of both worlds - 
drugs, and sex. 

   In December that year, I was sent by 
the committee to New York to attend a 
conference on population at the Rocke-
feller Plaza. I arrived for my first-ever 
visit to New York about the second 
week of December. My mind went 
crazy with Christmas overload. I had a 
two- year- old and a 6- month- old at 
home, and Christmas now had new 
meaning to me.  The weather was brisk 
with occasional snow flurries.  I 
couldn?t believe what I was seeing. I 
wanted to bring my family back to see 
what I was witnessing. Although my 
wife had been an Army brat and a world 
traveler, I was sure she had never seen 
anything like this.  

As I walked out of the meeting and 
into the Plaza, I stopped to watch the 
ice skaters. The area had been cleared 
out for one skater's performance, Jo Jo 
Starbuck, the three- time United States 
pair skating champion and two- time 

Olympian. As I watched her skate, a 
light snowfall began to cover the area. 
Christmas music was echoing through 
the Plaza. The flags surrounding the 
Plaza were gently blowing in the 
breeze, and I fell in love with New York 
at Christmas. I did bring my family 
back to New York for Christmas on 
several occasions. It was everything I 
had hoped it would be. We were able to 
meander through Central Park and 
watch the lovebirds hold hands and 
skate, to take a carriage ride around the 
park, and of course, to shop at Macy's 
on 34th Street. We always took in a play 
or two and was able to get the whole 
family hooked on Broadway.  

The first year I took the family was 
the best. They were as awestruck as I 
had been. We awoke on Christmas Eve, 
had breakfast, and went to see the 
Christmas Spectacular at Radio City 
Music Hall. After the show, we took a 
cab to the airport, flew home, and had 

Christmas Eve dinner in the comfort of 
our own home. The next morning, we 
were all still excited about the adven-
ture. It was then that I realized just how 
much shopping we had also done.

  I have gone to New York for Christ-
mas at least a dozen times in the last 25 
years. It never gets old. I had planned to 
go again this year but obviously will 
have to put those plans on hold for an-
other year.

New York  and Chr ist m as

   Ours is a blended fam-
ily which, especially 
during the holidays, often 
means you have three 
children and only two 
drumsticks.  Sometimes 

it means that 
your old family 
traditions fade 
away to make 

way for new ones. And, there are times 
when you wonder if your family is 
blended or strained. But there are also 
times when everything comes together, 
and you know this is how your family 
was supposed to be.

   For us, those times were most evi-
dent at Christmastime. I remember our 
first Christmas together as a family. We 
put on Christmas music and got out the 
two sets of ornaments that used to dec-
orate our individual trees.  We were 
blending them like we did our family. 
My daughter was older and taller, so she 
worked on the top of the tree while her 
new brothers filled in the bottom.  They 
worked together and admired each 
other's handmade ornaments.  They 
bantered back and forth about what they 
were going to get for Christmas, and the 
day turned out to be a wonderful mem-
ory. 

   We spent more than 20 years in that 
house celebrating not only Christmas 
but birthdays, proms, football victories, 
graduations, and engagements. The 
children turned into young adults, and 
suddenly, they were raising families of 

their own, and we were ready to retire 
to a warmer climate.   

That warmer climate turned out to be 
Leland, North Carolina. I remember my 
first Christmas in Leland. I flew in from 
Cleveland, Ohio, the week before the 
holiday.  The weather there was snowy 
and cold, so I was wearing heavy 
clothes and boots. I was marching down 
the gate to meet my husband when I 
noticed that everyone around me was 
dressed in casual, lightweight clothes.   
   I passed people sitting in white rock-
ing chairs; some reading, some just 
rocking. White rocking chairs in an air-
port? The only place to sit in the Cleve-
land airport was near the gates in well 
worn, stiff chairs that were all attached 
to each other. No white Christmas here, 
I thought, just white rocking chairs.

   Would I ever get used to seeing 
decorated palm trees instead of ever-
greens?  I had to remind myself that this 
was our dream? a warmer climate for 
retirement.  But, was it the right dream?  
Our grandchildren were all in Cleve-
land, as well as our extended families. 
Our history was in Cleveland. My hus-
band and I were still of the generation 
that stayed in the place where we grew 
up, unlike some of our children who 
scattered to various states when they 
finished college.  

   Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe 
we should stay in Cleveland.  Maybe 
we were too old to make a major move 
like this.  And all of a sudden, I wanted 
to go home.  

My husband 
moved to Le-
land first to get 
our new home 
set up.  I was 
still working, 
and our house 
was still on the 
market, so I 
wouldn't be 
moving down 
until January.  It was hard being in 
Cleveland without him. I missed the 
conversations that we had over dinner. I 
missed being together. This was not go-
ing to be a special Christmas-- it was a 
short visit with a holiday in the middle 
of it before I went back home.  

   And then I saw him. There was my 
husband, standing in a common area 
waiting for me, wearing a Santa hat. It 
was so good to see him again. We went 
to our new home and decorated a small 
tree on our lanai, hanging ornaments 
filled with memories that made our 
Christmas trees in Cleveland special for 
years. We did last- minute Christmas 
shopping, and I laughed at the Santas 
outside of stores ringing bells and 
wearing shorts.   

   That was almost ten years ago.  We 
now have grandchildren in three states, 
but Leland is home now. I don?t laugh 
at decorated palm trees or Santas in 
shorts anymore. Leland is home be-
cause the person I love is here.  Every 
Christmas is special because we are to-
gether.       

ATTENTION ? MIDDLE and HIGH SCHOOL  ADMINISTRATORS, PRINCIPALS, 
AND TEACHERS Please read the special notice on Page 8 concerning Teen Scene!
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Who Are We?

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

Teen Scene Relat ionship t o Cape Fear  
Voices

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

Our  Philosophy

We will work to publish the highest quality prod-
uct. For Teen Scene, we will accomplish this by re-
cruiting dedicated teens who are willing to put in 
the time and effort to develop their skills. Our role 
in either Teen Scene or Cape Fear Voices is solely 
to promote and showcase individuals' creative tal-
ents in the Cape Fear Region. As such, we will not 
publish any religious or political work that may 
otherwise be submitted for publication.

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

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

Our  Funding Sources

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

Donations may be sent to:
 The Teen Scene, Inc.
 Post Office Box 495
Leland, NC 28451

Governance

An appointed Board of Directors governs een 
Scene and Cape Fear Voices. The Board serves in 
an advisory capacity to ensure that both publica-
tions are operated and published in an ethical and 
accountable manner.

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

    Gerald Decker, President
    Eric Mens, Vice President
    Debra Pickett, Secretary
   
Board of Directors
    Claire Boon
    Debbie Channell
    Shelley Haga
    Jenny Stedham
    
Advisory Board
    Howard Cohen   
    Beverly Haedrich
    Emily Rose Thorne
    Elizabeth Wassum

About  Teen Scene and
Cape Fear Voices

Cont act  Inform at ion

For Cape Fear Voices  
editorcfv@gmail.com

For Teen Scene            
editorteenscene@gmail.com
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To centralize responsibility 
for Cape Fear Voices sub-
scriptions, we have estab-
lished a separate email ac-
count for our readers and 
subscribers to use. As a 
practice, we send papers to 
our subscribers during the 
first week of each month. 

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

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

  Cape Fear Voices                                             
P.O. Box 495, Leland, NC  28451

Not ice on Subscr ipt ions 
and Mail ing

How t o Subscr ibe

Cape Fear Voices intends to showcase the works of the area?s many talented local writers, poets, and 
craftspeople as well as the work of local non-profit organizations (e.g., American Legion, Brunswick 
Family Assistance, Kiwanis Club, etc.). 

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

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

- All submissions must be in Times New Roman 12, single spaced, and include the title and au-
thor?s name. Please limit your submissions to 500-700 words. 

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

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

for publication in the following month?s issue. 

Cape Fear Voices  Subm ission Requirem ent s 

We are currently compiling the stories that we have 
received to date and are working with several pub-
lished authors to plan and polish the publication for-
mat. So far, we have received stories from foreign 
countries, from  states, and locally. Even in its early 
stages, ?The Great Lockdown of 2020? is beginning to 
shape up to be the resource that we intended to docu-
ment the challenging times of 2020.

As we approach the time to move forward with pub-
lishing (hopefully, by early January), we must try to 
gauge what level of receptivity/response we should 
expect from the publication?s release. We need to esti-
mate a first- run print quantity to have enough copies 
available. This includes copies that we will donate to 
our local and area libraries.

To help us with that task, we are taking pre-orders 
for ?The Great Lockdown? beginning with the De-
cember edition of Cape Fear Voices. We don?t know 
the exact price for printing yet, so we have not yet set-
tled on a book price. However, we anticipate that the 
sales price will range from $20 to $25 per copy.

To help defray publication costs, we are looking for 
a limited number of corporate advertisers. Our adver-
tising rate for the book is:

$250   quarter page
$500   half page
$1000 full page

Donors in any amount will be listed on the back of 
the book.

Keep in mind that ?The Great Lockdown? is a 
fundraiser for a non-profit (Teen Scene, Inc.) to facili-
tate our continued publication of Cape Fear Voices 
and Teen Scene. Individuals and businesses are per-
mitted to donate in much larger amounts if they prefer.

For now, interested buyers should contact us a 
2020thegreatlockdown@gmail.com. We will arrange 
for payment when the book returns from the publisher.

Thank you to all of you who have participated and 
are contributing to our effort!We cannot do this with-
out your support!

Eric Mens, Editor and Gerald Decker, Editor
Cape Fear Voices/Teen Scene

Im por t ant  Not ice f rom  t he Edit ors

                                                   

       1-Edition   3-Editions

   Full Page          $225       $600

   Half Page  $130       $350

   Quarter Page  $70       $180

   Business Card  $35         $90

   Classified (3 lines)    $15         $45

To place an ad contact us at: 
edit orcfv@gm ail.com

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

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

Special Ad Rat es t o 
Suppor t  Local Businesses

The Great  Lockdown           
of  2020

Cape Fear  Voices
Ad Rat es
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Tips for  Finding Your  Inspirat ion t h is Holiday Season
With the holiday season ap-
proaching, and as perhaps one of 
the most difficult, stressful, and 
unique years in history slowly 
comes to a close, you may be 
struggling with where to find 

your inspiration for the 
upcoming holidays. 
Would it surprise you to 
know that your inspira-
tion, and perhaps all 

you need, is right in front of you and already 
inside you? That?s right, and all you need to do 
is notice it, reach in, grab hold of it, and let it 
out.

The word inspiration, as noted in Merriam-
Webster?s dictionary, has the following mean-
ings ?
- an inspiring agent or influence
- a quality or state of being inspired
- the act of drawing in, specifically the drawing 

of air into the lungs
- a divine influence or action 

When I see the definitions above, my mind 
goes to my personal habits, habits I have devel-
oped over the past ten years, and routines that 

I practice regularly -
- Live gratefully
- Live Inspired. Make your days great
- Breathe. Just breathe.
- Say, "thank you."

As an author and motivational speaker, one 
statement I routinely share with my readers and 
audiences is, ?Life doesn?t al ways go as you 
planned, or as you wished.  That?s L ife.  I t?s 
what you do next that matters most!?*

For many, 2020 has not gone anything like 
you planned or as you wished. I don't know 
anyone that hasn't in some way been affected by 
COVID- 19. I have personally experienced job 
loss (my wife) and a family member becoming 
ill from it (my daughter-in-law). Add to that all 
the friends and business owners I know that 
have been negatively affected in some way, and 

I agree that 2020 could not leave us fast 
enough. The truth is none of us know how long 
into 2021 and beyond the effects of COVID-19 
will linger. What can you do? What should you 
do?

I t?s what you do next that matters most!.

If you are struggling to find your inspiration 
now and as the holidays approach, let me re-
mind you of my habits and routines. 
- Live gratefully
- Live Inspired. Make your days great 
- Breathe. Just breathe 
- Say, "thank you."

Get started today. Begin a practice of being 
grateful. Make a habit of answering the ques-
tion, "What am I grateful for today?" Consider 
all that you have, and think less about what you 
don't have or what you wished you had. Each 
day I consider receiving the gift of the new day, 
and another day, because I know some won't 
receive that gift. 

I reflect on things that can easily be over-
looked, such as waking up in a warm bed, tak-
ing a hot shower on a cold day, receiving text 
messages from friends and loved ones, and the 
beauty and sounds of music, nature, and the 
ocean. Consider that nothing is guaranteed, and 
begin to appreciate and celebrate what?s good. 

Do this. Practice it. Inhale the inspiration. 
Begin a practice of living inspired and mak-

ing your days great. Make a habit of answering 
the question, "What would make today great?" 
Nothing is too big or too small. It's your great. 
No guilt. No stress. No worry. After you answer 
the question, get busy working on your an-
swers. Isn't a great day worth it? Aren't you 
worth it? Remember this:  You don't "have a 
great day," you "make it a great day." Feel the 
inspiration.

In moments that test your patience, or when 
you find yourself worried and rushing, stop.  
Breathe. Just breathe. Take a breath, or a series 
of deep breaths, and bring yourself back to your 
gratitude and your great. NOTHING is worth 
guilt, stress, and worry - they steal your present 
and peace. So, when you find yourself losing 
control of your present and peace - BREATHE. 
Just breathe. Let your breath inspire you.

Finally, practice saying ?thank you? more of-
ten. Say ?thank you? when your eyes open in 
the morning, say ?thank you? every time some-
thing positive happens to you. Train yourself to 
realize when positive things happen for you and 
others around you. Appreciate it all. Celebrate 
more. 

Find inspiration. Live inspired. Be inspiring. 
You and others around you will be better off for 
it.

 *From the book " Chuck's Lemonade,  A 
Recipe for Inspired Thinking and L iving, 
Finding Gifts When L ife Gives You Lemons, 
and Turning Your Lemons into Lemonade!"

 
Chuck Schwartz lives on Hilton Head Island, 

South Carolina, with his wife Renee.  He is the 
father of three children. Chuck is an author, 
speaker, and the creator of Chuck?s Lemonade 
Col lec tion® of inspirational books, journals, 
presentations, andmore.Visit www.chuck sle-
mon ade.com for more information and for a 
daily dose of Chuck?s Lemonade.  

By Chuck Schwartz, 
Guest Columnist,     
Hilton Head, SC

Gifts are a quintessential part of the 
holiday season, and an overwhelmingly 
popular way of exchanging gifts is to 
play Secret Santa. The game is primar-
ily a Western tradition; a philanthropist 

named Larry Dean Stewart 
is thought to be the "origi-
nal Secret Santa" who came 
up with the idea of giving 

anonymous gifts during the holidays. According to 
USA TODAY, for more than 25 years, Stewart se-
cretly donated $100 bills to people in Kansas. 

Other names for the game are Pollyanna Swap, 
Thieving Elves, Snatchy Christmas Rat, Grinch 
Game, Yankee Swap, Sneaky Santa, UK?s Kris 
Kringle, and Ireland?s Kris Kindle (adapted from 
"Christkindl," which means "Christ Child"). Some 
of these names suggest a slightly different playing 
method than the one I was familiar with.

The experience of being anonymously surprised 
is almost more exciting and fun to me than finding 
out what the actual gift is. Just the idea that some-
one thoughtfully picked an item out for me specifi-
cally makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.

Our Secret Santa process included a week of giv-
ing three ?smaller? gifts and culminated with a Fri-
day party where all the Secret Santas were re-
vealed. After opening their present, the giftee had 
to guess which member of the group was their Se-
cret Santa; the guessing was as much a part of the 
fun as receiving the gift.

The Secret Santa group, all females as it turns 
out, consisted of about 20 members - teachers, sup-
port staff, and me, the Principal.  

One of my Secret Santa experiences left me won-
dering. My first gift appeared on my desk on Mon-
day morning, with a note. It said that I could use 
the pen when I needed to clear students out of the 
boys or girls rooms. It may come as a surprise, but 
sometimes high school restrooms were used for 
things other than their original purpose. When I 

took the cap off the pen, I quickly realized it was a 
skunk scent pen, usually used for hunting. My Se-
cret Santa must have a weird sense of humor. How-
ever, considering all the participants, that didn?t 
narrow my choices of who my gift-giver might be.

Wednesday morning on my desk I found a small 
cage with three white mice in it.  What was I to 
think of this gift?  Ultimately, my 11- year- old 
daughter adopted Harry, Rusty, and Fatso - her 
names for them. We later found out that they were 
rescue mice who were originally destined to be a 
snake?s dinner.

Friday morning, a miniature fabric Christmas 
stocking was on my desk. Oh, how nice I thought - 
until I opened it and found a large lump of coal. 
This Dutch tradition of giving coal to naughty chil-
dren made me wonder what I had done to deserve 
this from my Secret Santa.

My usual warm and fuzzy feelings had waned a 
bit by the time for Friday evening?s Secret Santa 
reveal. Who could come up with such unrelated and 
unappealing gifts? And what kind of final gift 
would I receive? Everyone in our group knew I had 
a healthy sense of humor, but? .

I had gone out of my way to find unique snow-
man gifts - including a snowman nativity - for my 
Secret Santa recipient to add to her collection. I 
couldn't see any additions to my collections since I 

didn't have any.
The moment we all had been waiting for, the Se-

cret Santa Reveal, arrived for me when I opened a 
watercolor painting entitled, "Falcon Over Sacan-
daga." It was a beautifully done original that hangs 
in my living room to this day. Our physical educa-
tion Renaissance- woman teacher had painted the 
picture especially for me.  The school mascot was 
the falcon. Our school was located on the Sacan-
daga Lake; it was an idyllic forest scene with the 
falcon in the foreground and the lake in the back-
ground. 

My warm and fuzzy feelings returned when my 
Secret Santa stepped forward. Those obnoxious 
gifts became the biggest laugh for all of us. Maybe 
the next year the game could be called the ?Christ-
mouse Swap??

The Secret  Sant a Chr ist m as 

By Janet Meuwissen, 
Brunswick Forest

http://www.chuckslemonade.com
http://www.chuckslemonade.com
http://www.chuckslemonade.com
http://www.chuckslemonade.com
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2006-12-20-santa-secret_x.htm
http://www.kriskringle.com/
http://www.kriskringle.com/
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 ?Happy Birthday, Dear Mommm, Happy 
Birthday to youuuu!? filled the dining 
room with the familiar tune sung by my 
family.  
   Then Lennie, our ?every family?s got 

one? kid, handed me a large 
colorfully wrapped present 
with holes in the package. I 
guessed that the kid with the 

sense of humor had gotten me some bunny slippers. 
There was no bunny when I opened it, but a silky 

gray part- Siamese kitten staring up at me and 
mewing quietly.  Jake, Kurt, and Karrie all laughed 
hysterically while my husband Jeff and I just 
looked at one another.

Squeak quickly became a member of our family 
and a source of some amusement. Whenever she 
wanted attention, her mouth would open, and that 
quiet, secretive meowwww would let us know she 
was there. She wouldn?t stop either.  Except one 
day before Christmas, no meow was to be heard---
until the decorated tree fell over, with Squeak in the 
middle of it.  The chaos that followed muted her 
cry as we determined that she was unharmed. We 
couldn?t say the same for the tree.

December 25th drew nearer, and all six of us 
were busy finding gifts for one another. Lennie told 
me that since Squeak had been such a hit on my 
birthday, now I needed a puppy. ?I do NOT need a 
puppy!!? I emphatically told her. ?One cat is 
enough! The puppy would need to be trained and 
taken for a walk several times a day. Who would 
make sure it was fed? What would we do with the 
puppy when we?re all at work or school?? 

?Ok, Mom, but I still think you need a puppy. I?ll 
help take care of it,? concluded Len as she closed 
the door to her room.

?Thanks, but no, I don?t need a puppy.? I didn?t 
want to discount her good intentions, but, of course, 
the care would ultimately come back to me.

The festivities of the week before Christmas 
filled our house with all the activities of the holi-
day. Secrets about presents and whispers among 
family members abounded.  As I walked down the 
hallway from my bedroom past Lennie?s room to 
the kitchen, I thought I heard a strange noise com-
ing from her space.  

Our house rule was that your room was your do-
main.  Keep the door shut if you don?t want anyone 
to see how neat it is, or it isn?t. As a result, Lennie?s 
bedroom door was always closed, and no one dared 
to enter. At one point, we had an exterminator re-
move ants who had discovered Len's stash of un-
finished breakfasts and snacks. Therefore, a strange 

noise or a strange anything was not uncommon to 
be emanating from her lair? this time, a Christmas 
secret, perhaps?

The next time I went by her room, I thought I 
heard a dog?s yip. It must be my imagination; she 
couldn?t be keeping a dog in there. On my way 
back to my bedroom, I heard something again. I 
kept trying to dismiss it. I really didn?t need the 
fight of getting a puppy I didn?t want. 

It was now Christmas morning, time to open pre-
sents, and I was anything but happy about what 
could soon be happening.  My smart daughter came 
bouncing out of her bedroom awkwardly carrying a 
box all wrapped in red foil and tied with a huge 
sparkly bow.

I heard one of those same whimpering noises as 
she very deliberately set the box in front of me.  
OH NO! I said to myself as I began the unwrapping 
process.  I hesitantly picked off the tape, pulled 
back the paper, and opened the top of the box, ex-
pecting to have a cute little puppy lick my face. It 
wasn?t a cute little puppy - it was a tape recorder! 

Lennie was laughing uncontrollably at the look 
on my face as she wished me, ?Merry Christmas, 
Mom!? 

?Thanks for not giving me what I didn?t want. 
You had me guessing all week long. YOU really 
are the Christmas Present,? I responded as I 
wrapped my arms around her and gave her a kiss 
on the cheek. I?ve never had another present quite 
like that tape recorder!

The Present s of  Mind

  I am not sure how to feel about 
Christmas at this stage of my life. 
The meaning and       significance are 
easily lost in the blitz of catalogs, TV 
ads, colorful decorations, etc. I 
believe it is for the young or devout. I 

am long past the first. The 
other is? well, suffice it to 
say I am not devout.  
I have many memories of 
Christmas as a child. They 

were bright Christmas tree lights and the smell of 
oranges, cloves, and balsam. As a young boy, I had 
the luck to get a couple of paper routes. I earned 
enough money to obtain the things my parents 
would or could not fund. My profits were primarily 
spent on myself and some on Christmas gifts for 
the family.   

My Dad warned me that the paper route was my 
responsibility and expected me to do it on my own.  
There were some exceptions. The first was my 
very first day on my first route on a cold dark 
Sunday. With super loaded bags strapped on my 
shoulders, I had started to my new route realizing I 
had lost the delivery list. After a neighbor heard 
me crying, she called my Dad. He called the 
newspaper and got enough papers for every house 
on the route.  The other times were on some 
Christmas mornings.  

We lived in Lubbock, Texas, when I started 
junior high school and got my second paper route 
with the Lubbock Journal.  The Journal ran an 
annual Christmas donation campaign for money 
and toys for needy children.  Families were 
nominated anonymously.  Volunteers were asked to 
help with the massive job of filling toy bags for all 
the requests.  Bags had an attached paper form 
specifying each child?s name and age for a family.  

We would run around the room to find an 
age-appropriate toy for each child. The room was 
the size of a basketball arena. During one session 
of volunteering, my picture was taken with a sea of 
bags behind me.  I was surprised and proud when 
my picture made the newspaper.

One December night, Dad turned to me during a 
break in a TV show he was watching probably 
?Gun Smoke.?  He asked, ?Son, do you want me to 
help you deliver some toys on Christmas??  

Not sure where this came from, I said, ?Yeah, I 
would, but I need to deliver my route? The toys 
were to be delivered before 6 AM on Christmas 
day.  Surprising me even more, he indicated he was 
planning on helping me deliver my route.  Dad was 
a good father but not that involved.  He and I did 
not really do ?projects? together.  This was an 
opportunity to do something significant with him.  
To be honest, I was walking on air with the idea of 
helping others with Dad.

There were challenges in delivering toys at such 
an early time in the dark.   The trick was that an 
address might not be posted on the house, or the 
address on the information sheet may have been a 
guess.  Imagine knocking on a door to check if this 
was the right family.  A few neighborhoods had a 
reputation for being less than hospitable, and some 
people had used weapons to ward off intruders; it 
was daunting.  Dad and I did deliver most of our 
bags.   

We continued our Christmas tradition for three 
years in a row, delivering toys, and doing my paper 
route.  I still remember my time with Dad while 
doing something for children who would not have 
a Christmas.  You may say I have a less than jolly 
view of this season, but Christmas to me is doing 
something that makes a child happy on a special 
day.

  Christmas is a season for joy - a 
season for love, hope, and happiness.
   The holidays are a time to be 
blessed for what we have and be 
grateful to spend time with our loved 

ones. This holiday sea-
son, we also need to be 
grateful to be safe, 
healthy, and happy.

  We must pray for all those who have fallen on 
hard times - who have lost loved ones, lost their 
job, or are in financial trouble due to the pandemic. 
We must pray for the poor and homeless who are 
unable to enjoy a nice hot meal. We must pray for 
our soldiers who are fighting for our country and 
are away from their families during the holidays. 

At Christmas and during the holidays, I always 
love spending time with family and going to 
church. The Christmas season always puts love in 
my heart and makes me feel happy.

My wish this holiday season is, for all those who 
have lost jobs during the pandemic  to be able to 
find work soon, for all the small businesses who 
are struggling to survive, to find relief soon, for 
schools to be able to open safely soon, to stop all 
the rioting and violence in our country and for 
peace and love to be restored to the world.

We should all consider donating money, food, 
water, and unwanted clothing to give to the poor 
and needy during this holiday season.

We need to put love and good thoughts in our 
hearts and minds and spread the holiday spirit all 
around the world.

After such a difficult year, it would be nice to 
give people something to smile about and provide 
them with some hope for next year.

Fish Bites is where you'll find the BEST seafood around! 
Just 1.5 miles past Monkey Junction on your way to the 
island is where you can find us!  Call us at 910.791.1117.

By Janet Meuwissen, 
Brunswick Forest

By Brendan Connelly, 
Brunswick Forest

It ?s Chr ist m as Again?

By Stan K. 
Washington,
Brunswick Forest

Christmas 
Wish

Will: Where do snowmen keep their 

money?

Bill: Beats me.

Will: In a snow bank.
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Bonnie?s phone rang ? 
it was Richard.
?Hi.?
?Hi ? where are you??
?I?m getting a few 

things for 
Monica.?
?I called her ? 
there was no 
answer.?

?She?s probably sleeping ? look, 
I?ll be home soon, OK??

"OK ? see you later."
She turned to Jack.  ?Jesus!  How 

does anybody ever get away with 
this?? 

Jack just shook his head.  ?I know 
? it?s never easy.?  They began walk-
ing to their cars.  Jack stopped and 
took her hand.  ?I really enjoyed this 
? I hope we can do this again soon.?  
And then he drew her close to him 
and kissed her.  Not a passionate kiss 
? just a nice, soft kiss on her lips.  

"Jack? ? .," she purred and threw 
her arms around his neck and shoul-
ders and kissed him back.  A long, 
soulful kiss that electrified them both 
? years of frustration suddenly 
washed away in a cascade of emo-
tion.  At this moment, they were the 
only two people on the planet.

And then it was time to go back to 
reality.  Jack walked Bonnie to her 
car, kissed her one more time, and 
told her to get home safely.  They 
probably could have floated home on 
a cloud - both of them - but their cars 
were a little safer.

  Sara asked Jack how the meeting 
went.  He gave her a thumbs up and 
said things look promising.  Richard 
asked how Monica was.  She told 
him she was OK and how grateful 
she was to have such a good friend.  
Of course, Bonnie was the grateful 
one.

Jack?s phone buzzed.  He had a 
new text.

?I miss u (smiley face emoji)?
He smiled.  We just saw each other 

last night, and we miss each other 
already.  What's going on here?      
When is the last time I felt like this?  
He couldn't remember.

 ?Miss u too (smiley face with a 
wink)?

?Are u going to the picnic 
tomorrow??

 ?Yep - u??    
?Yep.  See u there (smiley face with 

sunglasses)?

They all had things to do today ? 
errands to run, household chores, all 
the usual nonsense.  Sara and 
Richard went about their day with 
nothing special on their minds.  Just 
another day in Paradise.  Do this, do 
that, don?t forget to walk the dog at 
the right time.  

For Jack and Bonnie, the day 
seemed to last a lot longer than 24 
hours.  They were never far from 
each other's minds.  The community 
picnic was at 1:00 the next afternoon.  
About 20 hours from now.  Now 19 
hours. Now 18 hours.  Every hour 
seemed like a week.  This is insane, 
Bonnie thought.  Totally insane.

Bonnie made her famous broccoli 
slaw.  Sara made some little crab 
balls.  Time to go.  Jack and Bonnie 
are both thinking the same thing ? 
How do we greet each other?  A 
quick little hug?  Try not to smile too 
much (easier said than done).  

Everyone got there around the 
same time, so there were many quick 
little hugs, many ?Hi, how are yas?? 
in short order.  Nothing to arouse any 
suspicion. 

The men quickly gathered to start 
the cornhole game.  The women 
talked about their tennis games, their 
bridge tournaments, the latest ex-
ploits of their grandchildren.  The 
gray clouds nearby raised a little 
concern, but that was life in this part 
of the country, so everyone agreed 
that if we just ignore them, they?ll go 
away.  

Every once in a while, Jack and 
Bonnie glanced toward each other, 
waiting for an opportune time to get 
a little closer and chat.  Jack?s team 
lost their cornhole match, so they had 
to sit out for a while.  Time to go 
over and grab a beer.  Bonnie wan-
dered over, too.

?Hi, Jack.  How have you been??
?Oh, same old same old ? how 

about you?  How?s your tennis game 
these days??  He actually knew all 
about her tennis prowess, having lis-
tened to her talk about it at length the 
other night.  But it seemed like an in-
nocent way to prolong this quick 
conversation.  As they spoke, they 
were both thinking the same thing ? I 
wish I were alone with you!  

Alas, this would have to wait for 
another time.

To be continued...

Jack  and Bonnie                     
(Par t  4) 

Jim m y's First  Chr ist m as 

   For a full day and two nights, we 
had wandered through the 
Christkindlmarkt in Munich's historic 
town square, searching for the perfect 
Bavarian gifts to send home.  Marien-
platz was packed with locals and 

tourists, many shopping like us, 
others simply out enjoying the 
evening ambiance with family 
and friends.  A five-piece band 

played Christmas tunes at one corner of the square, 
while vendors manned steaming carts of roasted 
almonds, baked apples, and grilled sausages.  Two 
couples sat at a nearby beer garden, the women 
cradling their Gluehwein (mulled wine), the men 
alternately digging into a pair of Bratwurst and 
raising their Steins in a toast.

 We edged our way to one twinkling stall with 
handcrafted nativity scenes and ornaments.   "Do 
you think your mother would like these?" my hus-
band Paul asked, pointing to some delicately 
shaped wooden angels and trees. 

I shifted the baby carrier on my back and leaned 
into the stall to get a better look. "They are beauti-
ful, but won?t they get crushed getting mailed 
across the Atlantic?  Maybe the metal ones would 
make more sense."  As magical as the night was, 
finding and shipping gifts for all our family mem-
bers in time for the holidays was stressful.  I took 

out my list.  In 
three outings to 
the market, we 
had bought only 
a pair of leather 
gloves, some 
jewelry, and a 
few wooden 
nutcrackers.  
Paul shook his 
head and 
sighed.  What 
he saw as 
unique, I saw as 
impractical.  
Whereas he 
took in the 
mood, I was on 
a mission. 

Jimmy had slept through the first half-hour of our 
excursion against my back, but the music, laughter, 
and intermingling smells had now roused him from 
a nap.  He pointed his stubby finger at a mobile 
with little wooden skaters hanging from the stall 
ceiling.  "Ah, it looks like he wants us to get this," 
Paul said, not waiting for my response.  Jimmy 
gazed in awe at the colorful rotating figures until 
the woman unhooked the mobile and packaged it 
for us. 

Why hadn't I noticed it before? It wasn?t some-
thing you could buy in the United States and would 
be a treasured keepsake for almost any family 
member.

 At another stall, Jimmy pointed to a wooden 
train set surrounded by a village of Tyrolean 
houses.  The carved houses even had balconies and 
painted flower boxes.   The vendor handed Jimmy 
a red train car to play with after wrapping up the 
rest of the set.   At a third stall, Jimmy gave his ap-
proval to a pair of striped mittens and a matching 
woolen hat. Now we were on a roll.  For the next 
45 minutes, we let Jimmy's wonderment guide our 
purchases of paper stars, wooden angels, and 
sheepskin slippers. I stuffed the list back into my 
pocket, figuring I?d figure out who got what later.  
It wasn't the most conventional way to shop, but it 
was fun and surprisingly fruitful. 

Hungry and weighted down with purchases, we 
settled into a restaurant?s wooden banquette for a 
late dinner.  Jimmy nestled between us, eating a 
warm bowl of Spaetzle (egg noodles).  I couldn't 
help but smile and relax.  He radiated 
Gemuetlichkeit, a feeling of coziness and belonging 
that comes from being surrounded by the warmth 
of family and friends.  His childlike wonder in-
fused us once again with the holiday spirit.

By Janet Stiegler , 
Brunswick Forest

By Paul Stutz, 
Brunswick Forest

?Tis better to give 
than to receive. Since 
childhood, our 
parents, pastors, 
teachers, and TV 
programs have always 

told us that. 
And then 
along comes 
Santa 

wanting you to tell him what you 
want for Christmas. As a child, it's 
very confusing to think that we 
should ask for nothing for ourselves 
while being bombarded with TV 
commercials telling us what we 
should want.  It?s natural to be a little 
self-centered and to feel that it 
should be all about ?me.?

As we get a little older and realize 
who Santa truly is (even if we 
pretend not to),  we become more 
aware of our family's economic 
limitations and learn to share the 
bounty with our siblings.  The gifts 
become fewer but, in most cases, 
more expensive: a bicycle or scooter, 
electronics, maybe even a car.  There 
are parties and functions at school 
and church celebrating the Christmas 
season.

 There were six in my household - 
an older brother and younger sister, 
mom and dad, and grandmother.  On 
Christmas morning, our toys were 
displayed around the tree as if Santa 
had just visited us.  That tradition 
continued after I had my own family; 
it was quite a joy to see the 
excitement on my daughter?s face.

  My relatives were numerous, and 
after celebrating Christmas mornings 
in our own homes, we all assembled 
Christmas Day night at my Aunt and 
Uncle's house for a gathering.  
Usually, between 35 and 40 of us 
were there with the adults in the 
kitchen and den and the kids upstairs 
playing in the attic.  Or watching reel 
after reel of black and white home 
movies.  I remember the first time 
my daughter saw the movies (she 
was 5) and wanted to know who was 
the little fat girl with glasses?  That 
received a great laugh as she was 
informed it was her mother at her 
age of 5.

I was fortunate to grow up in 
Burlington, with 80% of my relatives 
living there. We knew each other 
intimately by the time we started our 
own families, and the support and 

love were abundant.  That's the way I 
remember my Christmas holidays in 
the '40s, 50?s, 60?s, and 70?s.

To me, Christmas is all about 
family.  I never missed a Christmas 
Day away from my parents or my 
mother after my father died.  When 
my daughter was born, my family 
and my husband's family were 
always together at Christmas.  After 
we divorced in the '70s, my daughter 
and I moved away;  yet, we always 
came back to Burlington for 
Christmas.  And most years, her 
father was there to see her come 
blasting into the living room to see 
what Santa had delivered.

  Christmas is a time for gathering, 
for laughter, for memories.  The gifts 
ended years ago, except for the 
young ones in the family.  Our 
families are much smaller than when 
I was growing up.  We have all gone 
our own ways to different towns and 
jobs.  Most of the aunts and uncles 
have passed away.  But my family 
still tries to keep the tradition alive.  
The table may only be set for 8 or 
10, but we celebrate our family and 
all of the family, not with us.  The 
memories flow along with the tears 
and laughter.

We are being taught a hard lesson 
with COVID-19. 2020 has been 
difficult, to say the least.  Children 
still see the programs and 
commercials, but I doubt Santa will 
be holding many on his lap, scaring 
them to death with his ho-ho-ho-ing. 
Christmas has become so 
commercialized (I have a feeling I 
say this every year!). But this year, I 
feel we will all be remembering 
those holidays when 30 or 40 loving 
family members would gather to hug 
and laugh and tell stories about each 
other.

This year we will give thanks for 
all we have and give each other love 
either in person or in that virtual 
state we have been forced to enjoy. 
The important thing to remember is 
that Christmas is about a Holy Night 
in Jerusalem that completely 
changed the world by giving us a 
spirit of love and sharing, hope, and 
joy.  Reach out to your loved ones - 
be with them if at all possible.  Share 
your feelings and listen to them 
when they share theirs. Take the time 
to say, "I love you."  It truly is better 
to give than to receive.

By Sharon Copland, 
The Reserve at Mayfaire

Meaning of  Chr ist m as 

?In the eyes of children we find the joy of Chr istmas. 
         In their hear ts we find its meaning.? 

- Leland Thomas
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   It was five days 
before Christmas.  
A long line at the 
mall waited to see 
Santa.  One pretty 

little girl in 
line stood 
out. She 
was alone, 

about eight years old, dressed in 
clean but shabby clothing. Her 
hair was braided meticulously 
in cornrows. When her turn 
came to see Santa, she flashed 
an enormous grin with 
sparkling white teeth. 

"Hello, what is your name?"
"Kadisha, Santa. I've got a re-

quest for you."
Santa gave his infamous ?Ho, Ho, 

Ho? and said, "Ask away." Like 
other children that day, he guessed 
she wanted the latest hard-to-find a 
toy for herself. 

"I only want one thing for Christ-
mas - a real Christmas tree with 
lights. I've never had a tree before."  

Santa was surprised, "Where do 
you go to school?" 

"Arbor Hill Elementary.  My 
teacher is Ms. Price.  I?m in Fourth 
Grade.? 

?Who brought you to the mall 
tonight?? 

?I did," Kadisha said.  "I took the 
city bus here.  I ride the bus with 
my grandma a lot, so I know what 
to do.? She fidgeted. "She's going to 
be worried, so I can't stay long. 
Please bring me a Christmas tree, 
Santa." Then, she was off and 
sprinting towards the mall entrance.

Santa, not sleeping well that 
night, thought about the little girl 
with one wish.  The next morning 
he called Mrs. Chalmers, Kadisha?s 
principal.  "I know this is a little 
strange? I'm Santa at the Colonie 
Center Mall.  I need to ask someone 
about one of your students."  Mrs. 
Chalmers listened and assured Santa 
that Kadisha was safe in school. 

"What a relief! She had one wish. 
I want to make it come true."

?I?ll have her teacher Ms. Price, 
call you after school.  Maybe she?ll 

have some suggestions.?
Ms. Price called Santa after re-

ceiving permission from Kadisha's 
grandmother.  Her grandmother was 
upset that Kadisha had gone to the 
mall alone at night but was grateful 
for any help.

"Kadisha, her brother, and sister 
live with her grandparents.  Her 
grandfather is a WII vet and is 
wheelchair- bound. Grandma works 
evenings.  Her mom is in rehab, and 
there is no father in the picture.  Her 
sister Adayia is seven years old.  
Her brother Jamil is five."

"Grandma scrapes by with her 
husband's disability check and so-
cial security.  Her stove doesn't 
work, and she must buy a replace-
ment. There will be no Christmas 
for the family.?  Ms. Price said.

"Well, let's see what I can do.  
Would you let Grandma know we 
will visit her Christmas eve in the 
afternoon?  Could you find out what 
sizes the children and grandparents 
are.?

"Wonderful!  I'll send the address 
and meet you at their home Christ-
mas Eve at 2 pm.?  

"It's a date! We won't be able to 
stay long - that's my busy night," 
chuckled Santa. He hung up and 
asked his wife, "Alright, Mrs. 
Claus, what are we going to do?"  

"First things first. Let me tell my 
work friends.  Why don't you check 
with the tree lot on the corner?  I'll 
start the ball rolling on my end." 

Mrs. Claus worked at a high 
school. Once the staff heard 
about Kadisha, she was 
overwhelmed with gifts and 
donations.  Andy, a burly, 
gruff custodian, volunteered 
his truck to deliver the tree, 
presents, and a stove that he 
mysteriously obtained.  
By Christmas Eve, the pre-
sents were collected, 
wrapped, and labeled.   
Santa, Mrs. Claus, and sev-
eral volunteers drove with 
Andy, following in his heav-
ily laden truck.  Ms. Price 
was waiting at the apart-
ment.  

Kadisha answered the knock on 
the door and immediately hugged 
Santa. "You remembered me!" she 
cried. 

"Ho, ho, ho! I decided to visit 
early so you can decorate.  You'll 
need to wait until Christmas morn-
ing to open your presents!"  

Kadisha and her siblings jumped 
with excitement as Santa's helpers 
brought in the tree and decorations. 
"A tree, a real tree!  Kadisha, you 
got us a tree!" said her little brother 
Jamil.  

"I didn't. Santa did!" she said with 
a wide grin.  The family started 
stringing lights and decorating 
immediately.

Grandma was thrilled with the 
stove.  "I can cook Christmas dinner 
at home now.  We were going to the 
shelter tomorrow for a holiday 
meal.? 

"Not only can you cook, but your 
feast is here too," Santa said.  He 
showed her several containers with 
a fresh turkey and all the trimmings.

After all the presents were in the 
house, Santa announced, "I have a 
long night ahead of me, so I must 
go.  Merry Christmas, everyone, 
and to all a good night!" 

Kadisha ran to Santa. "Thank you, 
Santa.  I will always remember this 
- it's the best Christmas ever!"

"Me too, Kadisha," Santa whis-
pered with a barely discernible tear 
in his eye.

Kadisha?s Wish  

By Ed Harvelchuck, 
Boiling Springs Lake

By Teena Miller , 
Brunswick Forest

Out laws                   
vs                                          

ln-Laws! 

In-laws are meaner than outlaws. 
This seems to be perfectly clear.

In-laws drop by more than outlaws. 
They come many times in a year.

Outlaws don't pick on one family.
They spread their attention around. 

They must avoid the policeman 
And cannot afford to be found.

Outlaws don't want to cause trouble. 
They don't want to upset your wife. 
They know that there is no profit

In ruining your private life.

In-laws will plague you with phone calls -
They drag on for hours at a time.
Policemen try to catch outlaws,
But being an in-law is no crime.

So, let's make in-laws illegal. 
Put signs on the post office wall!

That will make marriage more pleasant 
And be a relief to us all!
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   Becoming a grandmother was 
not in the cards for me based on  
my children?s ages and inclina-
tions. Stored mementos in the 
attic, a doll cradle that my father 

built, and my son?s 
toddler- sized jean 
jacket, sat unused 
alongside a wooden 

train set.
Whenever I came across these items, I 

would consider donating them. Still, they al-
ways seemed to remain when other clutter 
was removed.

In 2015, my daughter informed us that she 
and her husband were exploring the possibil-
ity of adoption. I was thrilled. I knew first-
hand how adopted children could enrich a 
family. Fifteen years ago, my brother and his 
wife had adopted three sisters from Russia. I 
learned how hungry they were to belong, hav-
ing been placed in an orphanage. Adoption 
brings additional unknowns to the uncharted 
waters of parenthood.

My daughter and her husband?s journey to 
adoption was different from my brother?s ex-
perience. Still, it was also fraught with expec-
tations and disappointments. They submitted 
reams of paperwork describing themselves 
and why they wanted a child, and they waited 
and waited, and waited. Two years later, ?The 
Call? came, a baby would be available, and 
they were selected by the birth parents. It 
would be an ?open adoption? where pictures 
and updates to the birth parents would be 
shared, but it was legally binding, and the 

child would always be 
theirs.

The social worker in-
formed my daughter that the birth was immi-
nent. They drove four hours to the hospital 
and met their new daughter. They arrived a 
few hours after the birth and were soon able to 
hold her. Alarmingly, the baby?s weight 
dropped, and she was placed in the NICU for 
ten days. When my husband and I arrived, we 
saw this precious little bundle connected to 
tubes and wires, cocooned in an incubator. 
Tears of joy were shed as I held her. ?I have 
waited a lifetime to meet you, little girl,? I 
whispered.

Fast forward to 2020. My granddaughter is 
three and a half years- old (always makes a 
point of including that half-year mark). She is 
a happy and healthy dynamo with an infec-
tious smile and a delightful sense of humor. I 
have been privileged to share special times 
like trick or treating at Halloween and open-
ing presents on Christmas morning. My heart 
soars at being able to sit and read to her, play 
blocks, and watch her grow. Like every other 
grandparent, I find her to be brilliant and de-
lightfully charming.I treasure each moment 
spent with this adorable child both in person 
and via FaceTime. I am thrilled each time she 
calls ?Namma? to get my attention.

I know the hours spent now together will 
lessen as she becomes her own person. But I 
cannot be more blessed than I am this Christ-
mas morning by this gift from heaven. She 
may not be of my blood, but she could not be 
more loved and cherished than she is today.  

   When four of our kids got to-
gether in the oldest girl's room, 
my husband and I knew that 
something was being cooked up. 
We were not wrong. That 

evening at the din-
ner table, the oldest 
girl, then twelve 
years old, opened 
the conversation by 

saying that they had had a meeting to talk 
about Christmas this year. They had agreed 
that they wanted something different: to trade 
all their gifts in for a skiing trip.  

To our surprise, they had worked out all the 
details. If we agreed to their plan, we would 
drive north to their grandmother?s house in 
the foothills of the Adirondack Mountains, 
where we would spend a week. Each day we 
would drive about twenty miles to a ski lodge 
where they could learn to ski and enjoy the 
skiing every day until we returned to North 
Carolina. 

?But what about the little guy?? I asked. 
Almost three years old, he could not spend a 
week skiing, and he would need a Christmas 
tree, a stocking hung, and some Santa 
presents.

?We thought about that,? said middle child, 
a boy of nine.  ?We will take complete care of 
Santa for Teddy, and we will trim a tree at 
Grandma?s just for him.?

So, the week before Christmas, we packed 
up the car with presents hidden in the trunk 
for the little guy and drove the thousand miles 
to Grandma?s house.  

Once we arrived and settled in, the older 
four trimmed a small tree and showed the lit-
tlest guy where he would hang his stocking 
by the fireplace.  Having taken care of all 
that, we were ready to try out some skiing. 
Grandma had four ski suits for the four oldest. 
Leaving the littlest guy with Grandma, we 
drove the twenty miles to the ski lodge.

The parents settled in for hot chocolate 
while the kids were taking skiing lessons. Re-
laxing in large comfortable chairs by a picture 
window, we could watch the kids learning to 
ski. When they came in to warm up, father 
told them that they would have to climb the 
bunny slope since the lift tickets were 
seventy-five dollars a day, and that was not in 
our budget. No one argued, and in a few min-
utes, we watched them shouldering their skis 
and climbing up the beginner?s slope.

I had knitted each of the kids a colorful hat 

with pomp- pomps on the top, which made 
spotting any of them very easy. Before long, 
the caps were climbing the adult slopes, and 
we could see them flying by the window as if 
they had been skiing all their lives. Later, to 
our shock, we saw all four caps on the ski lift.  
Father was instantly infuriated. When they 

came in for lunch, he lit into them in no un-
certain terms about their complete 
disobedience.

?Oh, we?re riding the lift for free,? ex-
plained oldest boy.  

Doubting that, I said, "How can that possi-
bly be?"

Oldest boy then explained, "You know how 
Julie can put on a thick southern accent?  
Well, the lift conductor asked us if we were 
the kids from the South, and Julie drawled,? 
?Oh, yes, suh, and we are just lovin? this.  We 
all gave up our gifts from Santa to come here 
to ski.?  

?Then,? said oldest boy, ?The conductor 
said, ?Wow, if you all gave up your presents, 
the least I can do is let you ride the lift this 
week for free.?  ?And then he pinned a ticket 
on each of us.? 

Over the years, as we gather for holidays, 
someone brings up the year that Santa gifts 
gave way to a magical week of skiing. 
Youngest boy remembers that he had a great 
time with Grandma baking sweet treats. 
Sooner or later, he asks, "Do you all remem-
ber getting up with me at four o'clock in the 
morning to get my stocking?", and someone 
always says, "Yeah, that was great practice 
for when I had to get up with my own kids.?

As for me, I remember that that was the 
loveliest Christmas of my life with all five 
kids together loving one another and learning 
that wrapped presents are not the only way to 
celebrate.

LAUGHING IN THE GOLDEN YEARS 
Exchanging Santa Claus for Skiing    At every Christmas gathering, Margot, now                          

eighty- five, recounted one remarkable Christ-
mas Eve. 
  The task of preparing for the holiday with a 
family gathering, plus fulfilling Santa?s 

promises to the very young, proved ex-
hausting for Margot. When the children 
attained adulthood, an exceptional event 
took place. Margot documented her per-

sonal account, which she read every Christmas Eve. No matter 
how often her growing family heard it, Margot?s account en-
tertained them.                                                                                                                                  

?It began with a gift received fifty years ago when I was the 
recipient of a chic, quite stylish dress, several days before 
Christmas from my husband, Arthur. The gift was given in ad-
vance to wear on our New York City Christmas Eve celebra-
tion. A red plaid dress would fit right into the holiday?s swirl of 
events.? 

Earlier that day, our son, Martin, said ?I?m going to be a bit 
late as I have to deliver a promo video for my company at six.? 

?Oh, Mom, guess who is going to be at the ?Russian Tea 
Room?? My boss, Peter Vanderman, has reservations. He takes 
to dressing up for the holidays. The advertising business incor-
porates all types; look at me.? 

That statement brought forth an understanding chuckle. 
Marty was the role model for the nonconformist -  always had 
been. I can?t wait to see this unconventional boss, I reflected. 
Arthur and I left after lunch on December 24th with Rocke-
feller Center as our first stop to admire the mélange of colors 
draping a magnificent tree. The tree matured to its height, 
never knowing it would become the most famous tree in the 
world. Next, we visited other attractions. Storefront displays 
portrayed a variety of scenes. Lord and Taylor?s theme was a 
century-old display of miniature holiday gatherings with turn 
of the century parties, as ladies, clothed in resplendent attire, 
waltzed, to and fro, evoking memories of a golden age of 
glamour. Even though the lines were long, it was well worth it.

The prospect of ending our sojourn at ?The Russian Tea 
Room,? with dazzling holiday decorations, lay before us - just a 
step away. "Keep an eye out for Martin's strangely attired 
boss," I noted. ?We have to at least say hello.? Arthur grinned 
in response.

While eating, an incident posed a distraction. At a table for 
two, within our sight, was the reason. One of the gentlemen 
sported a shiny white suit - eccentric by itself. The only excep-
tion to his attire was a bright plaid tie. Mr. White Shiny Suit 
kept smiling at me and waving his tie.

?Arthur, don't look now, but the man in the white suit keeps 
smiling at me and waving his tie. That must be Martin?s boss.?

?Probably.  Just smile and enjoy your meal," Arthur replied.
Mr. White Suit with wagging tie and his companion com-

pleted their meal and walked directly to our table. I realized 
that somehow Martin?s boss recognized us.

?Isn?t it interesting? We both are wearing the same plaid,? 
referring to his tie and my dress. ?It?s my favorite. That dress is 
lovely. It suits you so well.?

The conversation then went on in great detail about the sec-
tion of Scotland, the origin of the plaid of my dress. He left, 
offering another compliment. The name, Martin, never passed 
his lips. 

We returned to our interrupted meal with a few remarks 
about the conversation that lacked even a reference to our son 
from his boss.

As dessert was served, the familiar voice of our son reached 
our ears. ?Oh guys, so sorry, but everything took longer than 
expected. My boss walked here with me. This is Peter Vander-
man.? 

His boss, accompanied by a date, was decked out in a Santa 
hat topped off with reindeer antlers. Arthur stood up to greet 
the new arrivals. After a brief chat, Peter and his date were 
ushered to a table beyond our vision. 

Our expression startled Martin, assuming Peter?s headwear 
elicited the gapes. ?I told you Peter would wear something 
outlandish,? he said, totally unaware of our earlier encounter.

When our waiter cleared our plates, I asked, ?Do you happen 
to know the man in the white suit who talked with us earlier?? 

?Oh, I thought you knew him well. You spoke for quite a 
while. That was Calvin Klein? 

Not only was this a case of mistaken identity, but also a 
world-famous clothing designer who liked my dress. That, for 
the average woman, is akin to being awarded an ?Oscar.'

Margot ?s Gif t  

By Ronnie Pastecki, 
Brunswick Forest

By Maryann Nunnally, 
Porter?s Neck

By Patr icia Dischino, 
Brunswick Forest

My Great est  Chr ist m as Gif t  

"You only live once             
but if you do it right,         

once is enough."

-Mae West
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The Teen Scene Inc. is 
not affiliated with any 
other newspaper or 
organization. We are 
registered in the State 
of North Carolina dba 
Cape Fear Voices. We 
are a nonprofit 
501(c)(3) (pending), 
funded by advertise-
ments, contributions, 
and grants. Your sup-
port is needed to allow  
Teen Scene and Cape 
Fear Voices to achieve 
our mission and help 
promote and publish 
the work of creative 
minds in the Cape Fear 
area. We can be con-
tacted at editorteen-
scene@gmail.com or 
editorcfv@gmail.com.

All rights to the con-
tents of this paper are 

reserved to Teen 
Scene, Inc., Cape Fear 

Voices, and the      
writers of each piece.

Teen Scene wants to help you produce 
a monthly school paper. We want your 
creative and enthusiastic students to 
have the opportunity for their creations 
to be published for the public at large to 
see. Students who learn to write their 
thoughts confidently are truly the voices 
of tomorrow.

In our conversations with many of 
you, you have told us that public out-
reach is a plan of yours. We are open to 
adapting to your needs to make that 
happen. We can start with 3- 6 articles 
per month on any topic and submitted to 

us as a package from your school. We 
will publish and designate a place in the 
paper, so all your particular school 
pieces are in one place.

We will assume that any submission 
from you will have school and parental 
approval. For the time being, we are 
waiving our requirement that we talk 
with parents as a prerequisite for student 
involvement in Teen Scene. We will not 
edit or modify any submissions.

We ask that you send a head- shot of 
each writer and indicate their grade 
level. Since we are assuming all the 

costs for this venture, we also ask that 
you not sell the paper or attempt to raise 
money based on this working 
relationship.

We encourage articles, poems, photos, 
book reviews, music reviews, sports 
pictures with captions, haiku, opinions, 
and interviews. School schedules, plans, 
rules, and public announcements are 
also welcome. Student submissions re-
garding religion or politics must be of a 
first-hand nature. All submissions must 
be sent to editorteenscene@gmail.com 
no later than the 15th of each month.

SPECIAL NOTICE t o all Middle and High School 
Adm inist rat ors, Pr incipals, and Teachers!

Teen Scene is Tom or row ?s Voices Today

Whenever there is a signifi-
cant conflict, one of the 
most prominent solutions to 
solving that division is 
through the concept of vot-

ing. This 
could be 
a show 
of hands 

to decide who is the student leader in a 
classroom, or as significant as picking a 
political candidate to appoint to the 
United States government. This Novem-
ber, we witnessed our federal election, 
which consisted of tug- of- war promo-
tions between parties, campaign trails, 
and broad news coverage. 

This year's election process has been a 
little different due to COVID-19 proto-
cols in place. However, the turnout has 
never been so exponential. Over 140 
million citizens went to cast their votes 
to make a clear statement. The early 
voting period started on October 15th 
and went until October 31st  in North 
Carolina. Moreover, the traditional 
Election Day was held on November 
3rd, where many people could vote at 
libraries, government buildings, college 
campuses, etc. According to the North 
Carolina Board of Elections, over seven 
million people were eligible voters. At 
in-person sites, most voting stations re-
quired social distancing, masks upon ar-
rival, and hand sanitizer before a voter 
could cast their ballot. 

The main reason why people had an 
easier experience voting in this difficult 
year of quarantine is because of absen-
tee voting. This concept of voting has 
been around for many years.  It allowed 
voters to participate in elections outside 
of the traditional polling place. As tech-
nology made its way into our everyday 
lives, voting- by- mail became a much 
easier process. 

In North Carolina, voters would have 
had to submit their absentee ballot re-
quest by October 27th. Ballots would be 
completed with the verification signa-

ture of one eyewitness and mailed or re-
turned in person to the appropriate 
County Board of Elections. Since the 
spread of this pandemic this year, it is 
estimated that around 50.3% of the votes 
were through absentee ballots/mail- in 
voting. This is a huge increase in voting 
opportunities compared to the 2016 
Federal election. According to Pew Re-
search, in 2016, only 24.9% of the 96.8 
million general votes were cast through 
absentee voting. 

Due to many people still staying safe 
in their homes, many are having more 
social interaction online. This leads to 
sharing among social media apps. For 
example, networks like Instagram, 
Facebook, and Twitter have been putting 
informative advice about getting their 
audience to register to vote or to firmly 
encourage a friend or family member. 
This is very favorable for younger peo-
ple (specifically between the ages of 18 
through 29) since they are more likely to 
use these apps frequently. Young voter 
turnout is essential to building up the 
next generation for the future. Accord-
ing to CIRCLE (Center For Information 
& Research On Civic Learning And En-
gagement), around 15 million Ameri-
cans have turned 18 and are eligible to 
vote since the 2016 primaries. 

I spoke to a college student here in 
Wilmington about their input on getting 
to vote this year. "In light of recent 
events and more access to news through 
social media, young voters have been 
more exposed to politics within recent 
years. This has caused a more deter-
mined obligation to vote and have our 
voices be heard. It will be a period to 
remember.? 

However, there are some concerns 
about how social media could do more 
harm than good if it is not carefully in-
spected in this election season. Many 
claims have shown where voter misin-
formation sites were trying to persuade 
potential voters - from fake robot calls 
to sway opinions on casting a vote, to 

false voting guides to mislead people on 
materials. All these possibilities have 
had an effect on trying to keep the 2020 
election season unfair. 

When speaking to this college student, 
they elaborated on how at first, they 
were concerned about certain online 
sources. ?There was definitely a lot of 
voting misinformation being spread, 
which causes confusion and frustration 
for undecided voters. Also, this could 
lead to people?s votes being suppressed 
if they don?t look into it properly.? 

Hopefully, people with questions 
checked with their local Boards of Elec-
tions and did not use third-party sites to 
obtain their information. During the 
2020 election cycle, most citizens went 
out to vote with a mission to make deci-
sions based on human morals, no matter 
which party they were affiliated with. If 
we continue this process as time goes 
on, the number of registered voters can 
only increase.

  

The Increase in Absent ee Vot ing Made          
This Elect ion Hist or ical 

At t ent ion Area High Schools
Teen Scene is reserving space for your writers, photographers, and poets. Contact us today at 

editorteenscene@gmail.com

The Teen Scene is looking for the pics of school events. If you would like 

to have your pics published, we are the place. Contact us today. 

By Ana Johnson,
Cape Fear Community College, 
Wilmington

The difference between 

an educated and 

uneducated person is 

their thought process, 

mentality, and behavior.  

Education is for one's 

knowledge ...An educated 

person thinks logically 

about every situation in 

life.  An uneducated 

person may or may not 

do the same.

(fom the internet)

How impor tant is one vote?
*  In 1645, one vote gave Oliver Cromwell 
control of England.

*  In 1649, one vote caused Charles I of 
England to be executed.

*  In 1776, one vote gave America the 
English language instead of German.
*  In 1845, one vote brought Texas into the 
Union.
*  In 1868, one vote saved President 
Andrew Johnson from impeachment.

*  In 1876, one vote changed France from 
a Monarchy to a Republic.

*  In 1876, one vote gave Rutherford B. 
Hayes the Presidency of the United 
States.
*  In 1923, one vote gave Adolph Hitler 
leadership of the Nazi Party.
*  In 1941, one vote saved Selective 
Services just 12 weeks before Pearl 
Harbor.
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Dear Santa,
  I am a teenager who loves 
to write (and have been 
VERY good this year!). 

This summer I got involved with The Scene, a local 
teen paper that is the best thing that?s ever hap-
pened to me. I?ve made many great new friends 
(like Kera, Richard, Faith, Tucker, Kyle and Riley, 
just to name a few) that I never would have met 
otherwise. We?ve all become close and we have so 
much fun every time we get together. We even have 
fun at the fundraisers and seminars we do, even 
when we?re just handing out papers, volunteering 
with CAST, painting windows or hanging out with 
Mr. D and Annette. But the best part by far is the 
experience I get writing. Without being part of The 
Scene, I would never have learned how to do a pro-
fessional interview, what a Chamber of Commerce 
meeting was like, how a business works, or even 
how to get the word out about a new publication.

Okay ?  now to my Christmas wish. I don?t want 

anything for myself this year. I?m not asking for a 
million dollars, my own personal theme park, or a 
pony (which you still owe me, by the way. I mean, 
new socks and toothpaste have their place, but 
come on! Put the spirit of Christmas into it!). Back 
to my point? The Scene needs BENEFACTORS. 
SPONSORS. ADVERTISERS. Unfortunately, we 
are a business that requires more than a few wacky 
kids with their heads and notebooks full of crazy 
ideas. We must have money to run. Without it, the 
awesome newspaper that we teens have created out 
of a little inspiration and a lot of ink won?t be able 
to be continued.

Although it may seem I?m asking for a lot, it just 
takes a few people with some spare change and a 
desire to lend a hand to teens that aren?t misbehav-
ing or being destructive, but who started a wonder-
ful paper together. Santa, please help me find 
someone who wants the voices of tomorrow be 
heard. Help us find someone who truly wants to 
help in the development of young journalist.

Love,
Courtney

P.S. Don?t forget your milk and cookies! Last 
year you forgot to even taste them, and I cried my-
self to sleep. Just because I?m fifteen years old 
doesn?t mean I don?t have feelings, you know.

My Only Chr ist m as Wish
By Cour t ney Bennett,                                 
10th Grade

Every cul-
tural heritage 
comes with a 
story - one 
filled with 
the perspec-

tive of history and traditions. It can be 
passed on from generation to genera-
tion, leading to other individuals ac-
tively learning about their roots. This 
leads to a sense of community within 

each other to be de-
pendent on social 
benefits and oppor-
tunities. From tasty 
food, social habits, 

festivities, handmade artwork to spiritual music, 
these are just some of the aspects of crafting that 
can make a culture prosper. Over time, you start to 
see the growth within these particular groups living 
their everyday life and learn that those traditions 
can be so unique to one another. If you don?t expe-
rience the backstory behind what influences you, it 
will be hard to communicate it along to others. 
And, when you have that allowance to pass your 
cultural roots down to those younger than you, 
your heritage is slowly being preserved rather than 
forgotten.

Along the Eastern U.S. coast ? from the Caroli-
nas to Florida - Gullah Geechee descendants are 
working to preserve their heritage. The culture has 
more intact Africanism than any other African-
American heritage in America. The historical sto-
ries of pain, tributes, and lessons strengthen their 
people to continue to grow with their practices. 

The Gullah Geechee people were brought from 
the West and Central parts of Africa through en-
forced labor and enslavement. These parts included 

Senegal, Gambia, Angola, and Sierra Leone - huge 
rice-producing countries. The African ?Rice Coast" 
stretched from Senegal down to Liberia. In the 
mid- 1700s, they were brought from Africa to the 
Coastal Carolinas to work in expanding rice culti-
vation in America. The coast was ideal, as the soil 
was relatively flat and rich, and the weather facili-
tated the rice crop. 

Up until 1865, there were more than 40 rice 
plantations in Brunswick County alone. Many 
plantation owners chose the Gullah people over 
others as they were experts in their knowledge of 
rice cultivation. These owners were willing to pay 
more for the Gullah people since they realized that 
they produced the best quality work. This made the 
rice industry one of the most profitable crops in 
America at the time. When they were taken, most 
of the population settled in North and South Car-
olina, where they made a significant cultural and 
economic impact on their surroundings. 

Even though they were stripped away from their 
homeland, the Gullah people managed to adapt 
their old traditions into a new environment. The 
connection between the rice coast of Africa and the 
Southeastern coast of America influenced their 
spiritual practices, storytelling, and language, 
which promoted the preservation of their culture. 
After the Civil War, many moved to the coastal is-
lands to avoid the invasion of white settlers.  With 
their freedom granted, this allowed them to connect 
with their West African roots. They put their focus 
on having ownership together to create a family, 
not separated by their counterparts. 

According to South Carolina Public Radio, one 
million Gullah descendants still live along the 
coast. With the rich Gullah history, communities 
across the South help spread awareness on the im-
pact Gullahs made in the Carolinas. The Gullah 
Geechee Cultural Heritage Corridor, established by 

Congress in 2006, is a federal National Heritage 
Area. Congress established the Commission to rec-
ognize the unique culture of the Gullah Geechee 
people who traditionally resided in the coastal ar-
eas and the sea islands of North Carolina, South 
Carolina, Georgia and Florida ?  from Pender 
County, North Carolina, to St. Johns County, 
Florida.

The federal Gullah Geechee Cultural Heritage 
Corridor Commission, charged with helping to rec-
ognize, sustain, and celebrate the important histori-
cal and cultural contributions of the Gullah 
Geechee people, is located in John's Island, South 
Carolina. Another important site is the Gul-
lah/Geechee Nation Headquarters located in St. 
Helena Island, South Carolina, which focuses on 
facilitating economic empowerment within the 
Gullah community as they promote their people's 
cultural importance. 

There are some concerns in recent years about 
the rapid development that altered how the Gullah 
people live off the coast. Many landowners are 
making offers on cultural land, causing the de-
struction of many of their traditions that can cause 
a slight halt. According to National Geographic, in 
2004, the National Trust for Historical Preservation 
placed the Gullah/Geechee coast on its list of most 
threatened places. Many descendants have men-
tioned how if this continues to interfere with their 
home, the Gullah culture may be relegated to mu-
seums throughout the area. Even though this can 
possibly save them for the near future, their unique 
culture could slowly lose its rich and vibrant his-
tory. Gullah descendants are battling with new 
landowners and government officials to keep their 
rightfully owned land and to have the resources 
that make their culture one of a kind. We must keep 
their name and stories alive in today's age to mold 
the next generation.

By Ana Johnson,                     
Cape Fear Community College, 
Wilmington

The Cr it ical Tim eline Behind t he                                                                   
Gullah Geechee Cult ure in t he Carolinas

Nor t h Carolina Rice Fest ival

Dear Moot,
My boyfriend dumped me for another girl, but only 
after he cheated on me for three months, my par-
ents won't stop yelling at me, my little brother is 
driving me crazy, and I spilled cherry Kool-Aid on 
my new white pants.
Angsty 

Dear Angsty,
Oh, dear! It sounds like you need to curl up in your 
room with ice cream (or something else non-
destructive). First of all, NEVER let anyone mis-
treat you like that. If your boyfriend?s cheating on 
you, dump him first! He doesn?t deserve to call you 
his girlfriend (unless, of course, you?re cheating on 
him as well). Second of all, why are your parents 
yelling at you? Is it something you?re doing 
wrong? Are they having trouble at work or at home 
that makes them irritated? Find the source of the 
problem first, and then you?ll be able to fix it.
According to Google.com, you can apply a glyc-
erin solution to your Kool-Aid stain (diluted 1 part 
to 2 parts water), leave for about an hour to soften 
the stain then wash in detergent. If the stain is on 
white fabric and is stubborn, before it is allowed to 
dry, apply a peroxide solution (20 volume strength 
1 part to 6 parts water) and then wash again. Hope 
things look up!

The Jew ish Festi val 
of L ights - Chanukah, 
or Hanukkah, lasts for 
eight days, beginning 
the 25th of the Hebrew 
month Kislev 
(November- December). 
It celebrates the victory of Judah the Maccabee 
over the Syrian tyrant Antiochus over 2100 years 
ago.

Is lam - Muslims around the world celebrate 
Ramadan, which marks the month the prophet 
Mohammed is believed to have had their holy 
book, the Koran, revealed to him by God.

Kwanzaa - Kwanzaa is a cultural festival dur-
ing which African Americans celebrate and reflect 
upon their heritage as the products of two worlds. 
It begins 26th December and lasts for seven days. 

Hindu - December 25th is considered to be the 
birthday of the Hindu god, Krishna, as well as 
Mithra, the Greek god of light.

How Ot her  Religions Celebrat e 
Chr ist m as
(from the internet)

What do you call an elf wearing         

ear muffs?

Anything you want. He can?t             

hear you!

Dear Moot
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I flip the switch, turning off 
the overhead lights. I am 
"Pop" and in charge of such 
things. My wife strikes the 
match to ignite the first can-
dle. Then the "Shamus" is 
used to light the other eight 

on this last 
night of 
Hanukkah.
Penelope, age 

four, and Theodore, one, are bathed with 
the warm flickering of the twisted wax 
cylinders as they melt down toward the 
menorah base. They cuddle in their parents' 
arms. Great Grandma smiles at the scene 
that reminds her of so many others over the 
years. Our soft harmonies of traditional 
prayers wafts through the dining room's 
smoky air.

"Happy Hanukkah!" I exclaim. We con-
clude the ceremony of our ancestors for the 
Festival of Lights. "One last present, Pene-
lope! Let's go into the garage to see what 
you are getting tonight."

The cars have been moved out to the dri-
veway. The garage is slightly warmer, still 
retaining heat from the late fall sun. In the 
middle of the garage is the gift, draped in a 
rose- colored bed sheet with a white bow. 
She races down the steps and struggles to 
pull the sheet off the prize.

"Oh, wow. Just what I wanted!" Penelope 
shouts as she sees the 'Frozen' themed bi-
cycle. Silver streamers flow off the handle-
bar ends. Pictures of Anna, Elsa, and Olaf 
on the front bumper and blue snowflake 
pedals demonstrate Disney's mastery of this 
completely themed transportation mode.

It is too late, dark, and cold to take the bi-
cycle outside, so Penelope twirls around the 
garage with parents, grandparents, and 
great grandmother forming a guardrail. 
Theo escapes from his mother's grasp as 
Penelope's gift spins out of control. She 
falls but instinctively catches herself, 
avoiding injury. A four-year-old doesn't un-
derstand that an adult miscalculation caused 
this.

Three days later, the fear of her new bike 
is fading, and the sun warms the air outside. 
It will be easy to try her first ride on our 
low traffic circle in our cloistered 
neighborhood.

"Let's try the bike again, Penelope! Out-
side this time. It will be safe on our street 
around the park."

"I'm not sure, Pop."
"I promise I won't let you fall."
After several minutes of grandfatherly re-

assurance, she agrees. The garage door 
churns open, and we squint in the sunlight. 
I realize that we do not have a helmet to 
protect her cute little head.

"Let's go to Wal-Mart, Penelope. Maybe 
we can find a helmet to go with your 
'Frozen' bike."

I try to strap her into the booster seat, but 
she waves my hands away. "I can do it my-
self." 

We are off on our adventure. Penelope 
knows just where the bike section is. 
Pulling me along through the football field 
size store, we rush past row after row of 
Christmas toys as if they did not exist. 
"Pop, here?s a 'Frozen' helmet!"

"Darn - too large for your 4- year- old 
head. Let's try this one with the Disney 
Princesses."

"Perfect!" she squeals as I secure the pink 
chinstrap. "Can I wear it in the store, Pop?" 

How can I say no? I'm thankful that she 
did not insist on the purple, hairy trolls' 
helmet. "Okay, I guess. But I can't remove 
the cardboard brim on the front until we get 
home." 

We happily stroll hand- in- hand to the 
self-checkout. I don't have the heart to tell 
Penelope that she has to part with her nog-
gin protection to pay for it. Sometimes it's 
like the clouds part, and the sun streams 
through as I have a pure moment of 
revelation.

"I'll tell you what. If you want to keep it 
on, I think I know how to do this. What do 
you think?"

She looks at me, and I look at her as we 
share a silent moment of understanding. 
Her body stiffens in anticipation. I pick her 
up like an undersized surfboard and aim her 
head down at the scanner. It takes two stabs 
as the laser beam scans the bar code. We 
both yelp with glee at the satisfying beep of 
success.

"Please place your first item into the 
bag," the scanner directs.

We look at each other, and we say, "Nah!" 
in unison. She won't fit in the largest bag, 
even though she is small for her age.

The shoppers around us applaud our effi-
ciency - Penelope curtsies to the apprecia-
tive audience. I quickly insert my credit 
card, and we run for the door. Her bike 
awaits.

Penelope and t he Bike Helm et  

By: Lee Norman Mehler , 
Brunswick Forest

He had never 
seen a creature 
so large and as 
white as the 
falling snow.  
Astride the beast 

sat a tall 
figure hold-
ing a long 
staff and 

wearing a strange peaked hat.  
He sported a long white beard 
and a flowing red robe elabo-
rately fringed in gold.  As he 
rode along, he waved to the 
children standing at the curb.  
Sometimes, he appeared to 
even point a stern finger at a 
child, causing the child to 
break into tears and hide be-
hind their parents.

Dark two- legged creatures 
walked on each side of the 
horse.  One held onto the 
horse?s bridle and carried a 
large sack on his back.  An-
other carried a large, lumpy 
bag and a bundle of birch 
switches.  Both were dressed in 
strange colorful red, yellow, 
black, and blue costumes that 
ballooned around their waists 
above legged thighs.  Behind 
them, a band struck up.  The 
crowd began to sing.

As the strange sight drew 
closer to the trio, the boy tight-
ened his grip on the woman's 
coat.  His heart raced.  The 
rider and his helpers stopped at 
the corner.  The boy stared at 
the man on the horse and then 
at his helpers.  Ominously, the 
horse neighed, snorted, and 
raised his head before dropping 
it.  The man on the horse 
looked down at the boy.  Was 
that a hint of a smile in the 
man?s eyes, or was it a sign of 
something else?

So, the stories were true! The 
boy thought.  His racing mind 
filled with dread.  THEY do 
know if I?ve been good or bad!  
Is it true that the horse could 
fly?

The pro-
cession con-
tinued to-
wards the 
Town Center.  
The trio fol-
lowed for a 
short distance 
and then 
headed home.  
Tonight, the children would 
place their wooden shoes by 
the fireplace.  In anticipation of 
the visit, the children would lay 
a small bundle of hay in the 
shoes for the horse and some 
carrots.

As he lay in bed that night, 
the boy wondered if THEY re-
ally listened or spied on the 
children to see who had been 
well- behaved.  He hoped that 
he would find some candy, an 
orange, or maybe even a small 
toy in his shoes in the morning.  
He slept fitfully, waking at the 
slightest creaking in the house. 

What was that noise. Is 
someone spying on us?

Morning came, and as they 
awakened, the children rushed 
to the fireplace to see what had 
been brought in the night.  He 
hung back, fearful of what 
might be in his shoes.  His sis-
ter and step- siblings squealed 
with delight.  Each had found 
candy and an orange in their 
shoes.  The din quieted as they 
pointed to his shoes.  As he ap-
proached, the boy saw several 
pieces of coal in his shoes.

The older boys shouted, 
?THEY know that you?ve been 
bad!  You talk back too much!?  
Squealing with delight, they 
ran off to find their parents.  

The boy stood alone.  His 
sister hugged him.  ?You know 
that it?s just a story, don?t 
you?? she cooed softly.  He 
stood silently, tears streaming 
down his face.

He felt the seeds of doubt 
grow in his belly, fed by the 
tears he swallowed.

Seeds of  Doubt                       
(Part 2)

By Er ic Mens, 
Brunswick Forest
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I should confess at the start that I'm a bit of 
a Francophile.It started in high school when 
my French teacher was a native of Paris. 
The language was so musical.  And, the 

teacher wasn't bad, either.
As a Washington- based corre-
spondent, I later traveled all over 
the world for more than 25 years. 

Two or three months every year. There were many 
challenges.
Fourteen trips to Russia and the Soviet satellites, in-

cluding  Poland, the Czech Republic, Romania, 
Ukraine, Armenia, and Georgia. (The Russians were 
convinced I was a CIA agent and tried all kinds of tricks 
to try to smoke me out.)
Took about as many trips to the Mideast, including Is-

rael, Syria, Lebanon, Egypt, Saudi Arabia, and Jordan. 
(My single- engine Cessna had its engine knocked out 
by a bullet over the Sinai desert. A talented Israeli pilot 
used air currents to glide us safely to El Arish on the 
coast.) 
Several working trips to the Far East, including Viet-

nam, Laos, Cambodia, Thailand, Hong Kong, Singa-
pore, the Philippines, Taiwan, South Korea, and Japan. 
(My Huey helicopter was downed by Vietcong fire over 
the Mekong Delta in Vietnam. Again, a good pilot man-
aged to land safely.)
And of course, Western Europe, including Great 

Britain, Germany, Belgium, Finland, the Netherlands, 
and France.
Hong Kong was my second favorite place, but Paris 

was really special. The food, the wine, the art, the classy 
women, the culture, the farmers' markets, and the 
charming neighborhoods.
Now some of my American friends grouse that the 

French are arrogant. They make no effort to mask 
snickers at attempts by hapless American tourists asking 
for directions, or the price of an umbrella when it rains, 
or when ordering food in a restaurant.
Now my friends should understand that most Euro-

peans learn many languages early on.  European lan-
guages. It's necessary for business, for travel, and even 
for more intimate contacts.
Many Americans expect everybody in the world to 

speak English. Why then should they bother to learn 
other languages?
However, when an American makes an effort to speak 

French- -even if he butchers the language- - it demon-

strates that he is trying not to be the ugly American. 
And that is appreciated.
Let me illustrate. Now I happen to have a mimic's ear. 

Whether German or Russian or Hebrew or Arabic or 
Chinese or French, my accent sounds genuine. I didn't 
develop it; I was born with it. 
Let me tell you about my first working trip to Paris for 

the New York Times.
I got in a taxi at my hotel and said: ?Rue Caumartin, 

trente-sept, s?il vous plait.? 37 Caumartin street. Please. 
Since my accent sounded authentic, the cabbie started 

chattering away.  About the weather.  About women 
drivers. And so on.
At the appropriate moments, I would say "mais oui," 

"d'accord," "uh- huh." And he figured we were 
conversing.
At the Times bureau, I beavered away on a typewriter, 

which we used in those days. By the time I finished my 
story, it was well into the lunch hour, and everyone had 
disappeared.
All I wanted was a chicken sandwich and a glass of 

wine. So, I went down to the street and discovered that 
all the cafes were mobbed.
Must you make a reservation for a quick lunch, I 

wondered?
I waited at the rear of one of the cafes, and when two 

people left a table for eight, two others grabbed their 
seats, ordered, and then the dirty dishes were removed.
So, when a seat opened up, I grabbed it.
A beautiful blonde in a low-cut peasant?s blouse came 

over and asked: "A votre plaisir?" What's your 
pleasure?
Now I'd had four years of French in high school. But it 

was not colloquial French; it was French literature.
However, I really wanted to speak her language.  So, I 

looked into her big baby blue eyes and asked," Vous 
etes sand- wheech poulet?" Are you a chicken 
sandwich?
She stepped back and looked at me for a moment to 

decide whether I was being fresh or was merely making 
a hash of her language?
Fortunately, she decided it was the latter.  So, she 

brought me a chicken sandwich and a glass of wine?  
And a phone number.
Is it any wonder, then, that if I were to choose one 

place to live for a year, it would Paris? 
Hands down.

By William Beecher , 
Wilmington, NC

If  I Had t o Choose One Place t o             
Spend a Year  

Holiday 2020: 9 new original 
Christmas movies coming to 

Netflix

- OPERATION CHRISTMAS DROP.
- JINGLE JANGLE: A CHRISTMAS 

JOURNEY.
- THE PRINCESS SWITCH: 

SWITCHED AGAIN.
- DOLLY PARTON'S CHRISTMAS ON 

THE SQUARE.
- THE CHRISTMAS CHRONICLES: 

PART TWO.
- DANCE DREAMS: HOT 

CHOCOLATE NUTCRACKER.
- ANGELA'S CHRISTMAS WISH.
- JUST ANOTHER CHRISTMAS.

For Your Viewing Pleasure

And Classic Films
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West  Pac 1968
(Par t  7)

   As November arrived, "short- time" fever began to set in. We 
were underway for Subic again and still playing war games every 
day. Six months now, and we still have this much practice!
 At 0800 on Sunday, November 3, we arrived in Subic. Along with 
the short-time fever came a lot of boredom from the routine. Every 

day the biggest challenge became finding a place to 
sleep, hide, or read a book. The long and odd hours for 
watches and drills made resting pretty difficult at times. 
As the song said, "Nowhere to run to, nowhere to hide."

During the nearly round the clock loading of ammo and supplies for our next 
trip to Da Nang, the Viet Cong were demanding peace on their own terms. The 
Beatles released "Hey Jude," and Glen Campbell released "Wichita Lineman".

 In the early hours of November 5, we set sail from Subic to Da Nang. As 
soon as we were in international waters, we went to General Quarters for a gun 
shoot. Then we had breakfast.

 We took a straight shot to Da Nang and arrived at 0500 on November 7. By 
1130, we had offloaded all five cargo holds. Each hold was three stories deep. 
We immediately pulled anchor and headed to Keelung, Taiwan.

 In the news, President-elect Nixon commented that he thought he would get 
along ok with the Democratic-controlled Congress. (How did that work out for 
you, Mr. President?) And the big news of the day, Cynthia and John Lennon 
filed for divorce. On the way to Keelung, we hit the outskirts of Typhoon Lola, 
which had maximum winds of 120 mph. We only had 40-knot winds and 15-
20- foot swell waves. The worst part was that the further north we went, the 

colder it got. We stayed a couple of days in 
Keelung. It was not a place I enjoyed. I did 
spend a day in Taipei, and that wasn't too 
bad. While we were in Keelung, an 
earthquake measuring 5.4 was recorded in 
Illinois. It was the most widely felt earth-
quake in U.S. history, affecting an area of 
23 states and 580,000 square miles. An-
other quake of sorts hit two days later on 
November 11, when John Lennon and 
Yoko Ono appeared nude on their "Two 
Virgins" album cover. As we left Taiwan 
for Sasebo on November 12, we were told 
by the CO that we would be home on De-
cember 12. Two days later, we were in 
Sasebo, and we were all freezing. The 
temperature change was beginning to have 
an effect on all of us.

While in Sasebo, on the 16th, I was promoted to E- 4, Quartermaster 3rd 
Class. Considering that my wedding was about 45 days away, the extra money 
would come in handy. The Navy has a tradition of "tacking on the crow." That's 
when every enlisted man with a higher rank takes a swing at the shoulder with 
the new Petty Officer insignia. My arm was sore for days.

 The very next day, one of the most memorable events in TV history hap-
pened. It became known as the "Heidi Game," when NBC cuts to the show 
"Heidi" and misses the Oakland Raider's rally to beat NY Jets, 43-32. And, the 
new number one song in American was "Harper Valley PTA". We left for 
Yokosuka, Japan, on the 20th. News reports were that the North Vietnamese 
Army (NVA) were firing rockets into Da Nang,Tammy Wynette, and Glen 
Campbell were big winners in the 2nd Annual Country Music Awards, and the 
Supremes and Temptations release "I'm Gonna Make You Love Me." We were 
only in Yokosuka for a day. I had the duty and never left the ship. But the next 
morning, November 23, the flags were hoisted: Designation - Uniform Sierra 
Alfa, which means destination U.S.A. Holiday routine this afternoon. HOME-
WARD BOUND!

 

Thanksgiving was on the 28th! We had an outstanding Thanksgiving dinner. 
Turkey, with all the dressings. Just like at home - overeat and sleep all day.

  One of our favorites is 
Fort Fisher. Until we 
moved here, we were un-

aware of how important this fort was in the 
Civil War. It also served as a WWII "fort" and 
Army training center. The bonus attraction on 
the road to the fort is the WW II museum lo-
cated in the former National Guard base located 
just north of the fort. It's on the right side of the 
road. Just enter the base and follow the street. 
It's only open Friday and Saturday from Noon 
to 4 PM. However, since it's a one-man opera-
tion, it's not always open. Nevertheless, there is 
a Russian tank, an American helicopter, and 
several other armaments outside. Quite inter-
esting inside with some artifacts from other 
wars. No charge but please make a small dona-
tion to both.

Another gem is the "dual" historic site of 
Brunswick Town/Ft. Anderson located 20 min-
utes south of Highway 17 on Rt. 133. It's a left 
turn, and you ride a beautiful designated Scenic 
Highway for 2 miles. Brunswick Town was an 
English settlement in the 1700s that the British 
burned. The walls of the church, a graveyard, 
and foundations remain. During the Civil War, 
a battle took place in February 1865. The huge 
mounds which were for gun emplacements still 
remain. A museum houses the history of the 
area, and a beautiful scenic walk tops it off. 

Closed on Monday. No admission 
charge; however, donations are 
accepted. You might want to 
check for re-enactments and other 
events. When you re- enter Rt. 
133 a left turn takes you to 
Southport 10 minutes down the 
road.

There was an important battle at 
Moore's Creek early in the Revo-
lutionary War. Take Rt. 421 north 
but get instructions and check for 
operating hours. Approximately 
30 minutes north of Cape Memo-
rial Bridge. The battlefield is small; 
however, the significance of the battle 
and the museum offer a worthwhile ex-
perience. The town of Burgaw is nearby 
and has a historic train depot, which 
played a role in the Civil War. Burgaw 
was the town where the TV series "Un-
der the Dome" was filmed.

The Airborne Museum in Fayetteville 
is fascinating. It's about 90 minutes 
north from 74/76 via Rt. 87 and is 
worth the drive. I've been told there is 
another museum in Ft. Bragg, but we 
have yet to visit it so PLEASE check 
both for hours of operation and 
directions.

By Bob Wieland, 
Magnolia Greens

By Gerald Decker ,
Magnolia Greens

Olongapo City, Subic Bay

Y our Community 
Area Hidden War Attractions



Mil itary News 

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

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

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

VET ER ANS NEEDED

Due to lingering concerns with Covid- 19, the Leland VFW 
Post 12196  has decided to postpone their Golf Tournament 
scheduled for March 3, 2021 at the Magnolia Greens Golf 
Course in Leland, NC. We apologize for having to make this 
decision. All monies received will be returned immediately. 

VFW Golf  
Tournam ent

CANCELLED

VFW POST 12196 NEWS

On the morn ing of Decem ber 7, 1941, Japan ese 

bombers staged a sur pr ise at tack on U.S. mil i tary 

and naval forces in Hawaii. In a devastat ing defeat, 

the United States suffered 3,435 casualties and loss of 

or severe damage to 188 planes, 8 battleships, 3 light 

cruisers, and 4 miscellaneous vessels. Japanese losses 

were less than 100 per son nel, 29 planes, and 5 

midget submar ines.

The day af ter the at tack, before a joint session of 

Congress, President Roosevelt asked Congress for a 

dec la ra tion of war against Japan. Presi dent Roo-

sevelt's message conveyed the national out rage over 

the Pear l Har bor at tack by pronouncing December 

7, 1941 " a date which will live in infamy."

FDR expressed outrage at Japan and confidence in 

the " inevitable tr iumph"  of the United States. On De-

cem ber 8, 1941, the United States de clared war 

against Japan; on December 11 Ger many and I taly 

declared war against the United States.

Vet erans Day?Novem ber  11, 2020

   Leland VFW Post 12196 had planned a day of celebration at 
Founders Park for Veterans Day. But, as they say, "The best-laid 
plans of mice and men." Mother Nature stepped in and added her 
corrections to the plan.
For several weeks, we had worked with American Legion Post 68 
Leland to bring a program to honor our veterans on this special 
day. Together, we had worked with the Town of Leland and the 
always supportive Town Council to obtain permits for the park, 
line up participants, and prepare an exciting agenda of speakers. 
Additionally, the plan called for almost 60 different flags to be 
displayed and patriotic music, with a respectable number of 
veterans and the public in attendance. Zoom connections were 
made, and notices were sent out to every local media outlet and 

social network. So much for that? .

As setup preparations were underway, the skies 
broke open, and we got soaked? time for 'Plan B.' 
We paid homage to Mother Nature, packed up our 
gear, and headed to Blossom's Restaurant in 
Magnolia Greens. Kelley Lachey, the manager at 
Blossom's, had cleared the way for us. In the 
military, we would call it a "fall  back" position. 
Kelley and staff had done their usual fantastic job 
of having everything ready when we arrived.

Without all the flourish and fanfare, we moved 
forward with our program. LelandMayor Brenda 
Bozeman, Mayor Pro Tem Pat Batleman, and 
Councilmembers Veronica Carter and Bob 
Corriston were in attendance. Several other 
veterans also made it to the "fallback position." Most importantly, Leland Magazine 
owners (Jeffrey Stites and wife Lisa), a WWAY-TV reporter, and the two main speakers 
were on hand. (Video is now on YouTube)

 
 Our first speaker was Colonel Steven Baker, US Army (Ret), 
Senior Army Instructor for the North Brunswick High School 
JROTC program.Col. Baker spoke briefly about the history of 
Veterans Day and introduced the main speaker - Army General 
(Ret.) Dan Allyn. Colonel Baker also talked about how he had 
served under General Allyn's command on two different occasions 
while on active duty.
General Allyn, a member of the Leland VFW Post, focused on 
three Veterans Day themes ? Remembrance, Honor, and Giving 
Voice to Military Service.He spoke of the family forged in service 
to our country.That family is forged out of a shared sacrifice of self 
and families, an uncommon commitment to a cause greater than 
themselves, and the resultant honor of serving with fellow patriots 

who share in that common cause and create an uncommon bond. Such is the family of 
veterans and others all across this great Nation who come together on each Veterans Day to 
pause amid the relentless flow of life to say, "Thank You."

The VFW and American Legion extend our 
"Thanks!" to all who have played a part in 
defending our country. And a hearty "Welcome 
Home!"

(Right) Leland VFW Post 12196 Com-
mander, Gerald Decker working at the 
Belk Sale to raise funds for the post.  

Pear l Harbor  Day
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Y our Community 

(Left) Leland VFW Post 12196 mem-
bers Don Spaulding and Nate Pringle 
at Piggly Wiggly in Leland giving our 
Buddy Poppies. Many thanks to John 
Hacker, John Marone, Dom  
Calderone, Jr. and Gerald Decker for 
also volunteering. And of course , it 
would not have been possible without 
the support of Piggly Wiggly and the 
Leland Car Wash. 
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Sasee Magazine describes Joan Leotta of Calabash, North Carolina, as follows: ?Joan 
has been playing with words since childhood. She is a journalist, playwright, short story 
writer and author of several mysteries and romances as well as a poet. She also performs 
folklore and one-woman shows on historic figures. ?

In Voices in the Glen, Joan promotes her dual creativity - both a performer and a writer. 
Her motto is ?Encouraging words through pen and performance.? Years of experience giv-
ing programs in schools, museums, libraries, community stages, private parties, and cor-
porate functions. Joan gives custom folklore programs, combination writing and storytelling shows, story-
telling instruction, teacher workshops, programs for adults on telling, writing, and creativity and week-long 
residencies for children and adults on storytelling and telling and writing. She has received awards for her 
poems, performance stories for children and for adults.

Here are three original works of poetry chosen by Joan to share with you, the readers of this edition.

The Mission of  t he Brunsw ick  Ar t s Council is t o 
suppor t , sust ain, enhance and cult ivat e t he ar t s in 

Brunsw ick  Count y m ak ing cult ural event s, ar t s 
educat ion and appreciat ion t he ar t s available t o t he 

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

Stand of Pines in a Hurr icane
By Joan Leotta

Long leaf pines stand tall in
groups of five and six
dotting the marsh way

alongside the boardwalk
leading out to my favorite beach.

Rooted only as deeply as they dare
each vies to claim a piece of sky.

When the storm arrived, we closed our shutters
and listened to the wind
rise up and roar inland.

I imagined water hurtling over the horizon line,
Frothing, spilling into the marsh,

roiling those still, dank waters into
energetic waves.

Even the oaks next to the house.

Quilt
By Joan Leotta
Pine Song 2017- 

Bronze Winner, Silver Arts Poetry, 2018

Sitting on my couch,
I snuggle under a quilt

made from Grandma's coats.
Each square?s cut from a day

we went out together
to shop, to lunch, or church.

I would lean against her
in car, streetcar or taxi

when I was weary of it all.
Grandma would hug me,
pull me close?  my cheek
against each season's coat,

comforting me.
Now each square?s

a pathway back to childhood
when my cheek

on grandma's coat
could quiet the discord of a

too busy world.
quaked as wind whipped around us,

their arms grasping at our roof.
I heard waves respond to
wind with raucous roars.

Rain pounded down on our metal roof.
I could hear wind, pushing, pressing,

beating on trees all around.
At last, quiet prevailed.

I flung open the storm shutters and peered out.
Sodden masses of pine needles, some leaves,

lay on the walkway among
spindly twig hands that once scraped clouds.
My feet demanded a walk toward the ocean,
down our path, now pockmarked with holes.

As I walked, I turned to examine those
several small stands of pines by the walkway.
Many trees toppled, lost their fight with fierce 

wind.
Only those that bent, remained.

Winter fest 2020         
goes Digital!

Each year in December, we organize 
community performances for the Winter-
fest Festival in Southport. This year, our 
acts will be showcased online, available 
as part of the event available on web and 
YouTube on December 19. 

We also hope to showcase the 2019 Per-
formance of The Nutcracker at Odell fea-
turing Wilmington International Ballet & 
local Brunswick County dancers.

Cold Mornings
By Joan Leotta

On winter mornings,
robe pulled tightly

around me, collar turned
up to warm my neck

before I grab the newspaper
from our driveway

I take a moment to look up
into the darkness.

An array of sequins, 
spilled out on velvet,

glitter in small groups.
A dipper turned

upside down spills
blessing on me, 

joy and hope for the day
written in the stars. 

No matter now, the news
in that paper on the drive.

Meet  A Brunsw ick  Ar t ist  & Neighbor

Joan Leotta

Leland Coat  Dr ive Decem ber  5, 2020

The Teen Scene, a monthly publication to 
promote writing skills and business skills 
among teens in the Cape Fear region, will host 
a charity Coat Drive in Leland on December 5 
from 8 am until 1 pm.

?Following a year of lockdowns and pan-
demics and with winter coming on, we are 
concerned that young people may not have the 

coats they need to get them through the win-
ter,? said President Gerald Decker, Teen 
Scene, Inc.

Deb Pickett, Financial Advisor with financial 
firm Edward Jones in Brunswick Forest, North 
Brunswick Kiwanis Club, and Leland Fire 
Chief Chris Langlois, have signed on as event 
co- sponsors. Drop- off locations will be 
manned at the Edward Jones office in 
Brunswick Forest, Piggly Wiggly in Leland, 
and at FireStation 52 (Westport), Route 133.

Please bring new or lightly used coats be-
tween the hours of 8 am and 1 pm. If possible, 
please have all coats cleaned before dropping 
them off. We will also accept donations of 
other children's clothing, such as socks, under-
wear, and gloves (These items should be new).

All clothing collected will be donated to 
Brunswick Family Assistance (BFA). Charles 
Jackson, BFA Program Manager, agrees that 
this is a year when these items are desperately 
needed.
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    ESPANA (En Español)
Por ejemplo, en Espana celebran la Navidad 

y el ano Nuevo como en todos los paises, pero 
tambien celebran los Reyes Magos el dia 6 de 
Enero. Los Tres Reyes Magos le traen regalos 
a los ninos. Y no papa noel. Los ninos dejan 
los zapatos o las botas en la ventana y  tambien 
degan hierba para los camellos. para que  Los 
Tres Reyes Magos les pongan regalos,

SPAIN
In Spain, they celebrate Christmas and 

Three Kings Day.  It is on January 6th, which 
is when the children receive their presents.  
They put their shoes and boots on the win-
dowsill. They also put straw in shoeboxes for 
the camels. The Three Kings leave gifts for the 
children.

MEXICO  (En Español)
En Mexico, las celebraciones comienzan 

con Las Posadas.  Las Posadas son nueve dias 
consecutivos de fiestas y procesiones que em-
piezan en diciembre 16.  La Procesion es en-
cabezada por La Virgen Maria y San Jose, Ni-
nos vestidos de Santos, Los Tres Reyes Magos, 
y una multitud de pastores y pastoras le siguen.

La parada de Santos Peregrinos, paran en 
cada casa a cantar un letania tradicional.  La 
letania representa la familia pidiendo posada.  
En la tercera casa ellos son resibidos y le dan 
refugio por la noche. Es una manera de esenar 
a los ninos sobre La Navidad.

Otro tipos de aconteciamientos son Las Pas-
torelas. Estas son presentaciones, teatral tradi-
cionales cuales cuentan la historia de la Ado-
racion de los Pastores de El Cristo Nino.

El dia de Navidad, Diciembre veinte y 
cinco, a los ninos le vedan los ojos y ellos usan 
un palo para romper la pinata.  La pinata esta 
llenade dulces y jugetes

.
MEXICO

In Mexico, the celebrations begin with the 
"Posadas." Las Posadas is nine consecutive 
days of festivities and processions that start on 
December 16th.  The processions are headed 
by The Virgin Mary and Saint Joseph.  Chil-
dren dressed as Saints, Angels, and a multitude 
of Shepherds follow.

The parade of the faithful peregrines stops at 
different houses to ask for lodging. At the third 
household, they are given refuge for the night.  
This is a way of teaching the children the story 
of Christmas.

Another event is the Pastorelas, a traditional 

theatrical presentation about the adoration by 
the shepherds for The Child Christ.

Christmas Day, December 25th, children's 
eyes are covered as they try to break the Pinata 
with a stick.  The Pinata is filled with candies 
and toys.

BRAZIL  (En Español)
Brasil esta en el hemisfero sur de Sur 

America, las estaciones de el tiempo son op-
uestas a las de Norte America por esto la cele-
bracion de Navidad es diferente.  El tiempo es 
caliente, no hay nieve.  Un arbol the Navidad 
es decorado en Diciembre, puede ser adentro o 
afuera de la casa.  En Brasil, la Navidad no es 
muy comercial como en America del Norte. 
Alguien de la familia, o alguien, es contratado 
y se viste de Papa Noel. Entonces, Papa 
Noel,va visitando todas las casa en el vecin-
dario, llevandole regalos a los ninos, en La 
Nochebuena; en persona.  Las familias y sus 
amistades se congregan juntos y tienen un 
Churrasco, en el cual cocinan carne y preparan 
ensaladas.  Tambien comen postres depues de 
la comida.  

A media noche, la major parte de la gente 
atienden la misa de Media Noche, la cual es 
una parte muy importante de la Navidad.

El dia de Navidad tienen otra comida grande 
con la familia.  En esta sirven Pavo.

BRAZIL
Being in the southern hemisphere, in Brazil, 

the seasons are opposite ours in the USA. The 
summer weather makes for a different type of 
Christmas celebration. A Christmas tree is 
decorated sometime in December and taken 
down on January 7th; If there is an appropriate 
tree outside the house, it would be decorated 
because the people are outside more than in-
side.  A Brazilian Christmas is not directed as 
much on commercial things, so large amounts 
of gift-giving are not done there, as it is here.  
Papa Noel is Santa Claus. It is normal for 
someone in the family, or someone in the 

neighborhood, to be contracted to play Santa 
and visit all the homes in that neighborhood to 
deliver gifts in person to the children on 
Christmas eve. Family and friends gather to 
have a cookout (Churrasco) with lots of meat 
and salad.  They have a few sweets and other 
desserts after the meal.

At midnight, most people will attend mid-
night mass, which is an integral part of their 
Christmas.

Christmas Day, there is another meal where 
a large family meal is served with turkey being 
the usual meat.

PUERTO RICO  (En Español)
En Puerto Rico, La Navidad Americo-

Europeo, al igual que la Hispano- Americano  
Navidad es celebrada.  Decoran el arbol de 
Navidad.  Empesando Diciembre dies y seis, 
las parandas comienzan. Los parranderos con-
tan aguinaldos acompanados con instrumentos 
musicales.

Celebran la Nochebuena, van a la misa de 
media noche (la misa del gallo) seguido con un 
banquete de media noche, Entonces bailan toda 
la noche. En la manana abren los regalos de 
Santa Claus; seguido con la cena de Navidad 
que consiste de Lechon asado, arroz con gan-
doles y pasteles. 

Ano Viejo y Ano nuevo son celebrados. Las 
festividades continuan asta Enero seis cuando 
los tres reyes magos llegan. En la noche de el 
cinceo de enero, los ninos ponen yerba en caji-
tas y las ponen debajo de lad cama para que los 
camellos coman, y los  Tres  Reyes  Magos lle 
dejen jugetes.

PUERTO RICO
In Puerto Rico, the traditional European-

American Christmas, as well as the traditional 
Hispanic Christmas, are celebrated.  They dec-
orate a Christmas tree. From December 16th 
on, Christmas caroling begins. Traditional 
Puertorrican Aguinaldos, accompanied by mu-
sical instruments, are sung by the Paranderos.
They celebrate Christmas Eve with traditional 
midnight mass, media noche (misa del gallo) 
followed by a midnight feast and dancing all 
night. In the morning, they open Santa Claus 
gifts.  On Christmas Day, they will have 
Christmas dinner with roast pork, arroz con 
gandules (rice with pigeon peas), and pasteles.

New Year's Eve and New Year's Day are 
also celebrated.  The festivities continue until 
January 6th, when the arrival of three Kings is 
celebrated.  On the night of January 5th, chil-
dren put grass in boxes and leave them under 
their beds, for camels to eat grass and three 
kings to leave them presents.

Y our Community 

Chr ist m as - Spanish St yle

These articles were submitted by the students of         
All Saints Creative Arts Center, Inc.

Cada pais de habla hispana tiene sus propias tradiciones 
de la Navidad.

Each Spanish speaking country has its own traditional celebration.



Creative Wr iters/Ar tist
Creative people to submit 

articles, pictures, drawings, 
poetry or short stories for 
publication in local paper. 

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

Contact: 
editorcfv@gmail.com         
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Cape Fear and Teen Scene Thanks Our December Advertisers

Does your wardrobe need some sprucing up? Cape Fear Voices and Teen Scene 
shirts are now available to order. Shirts are available in short sleeve ($20), long-sleeve ($22), 
and short sleeve polo ($25). Please log-on to www.thepaisleyumbrella.com to see colors, 
sizes, and designs available. All proceeds benefit Cape Fear Voices/Teen Scene.

Why did Frosty ask for a 
divorce?

Their wife was a total flake!

How much did Santa pay for 
his sleigh?

Nothing. It was on the house!

November 1861       
Julia Ward Howe 

committed "Battle Hymn 
of the Republic" to paper.

On Nov. 19, 1863 
President Lincoln 

delivered the Gettysburg 
Address.

Dec. 8,1980              
John Lennon was shot  

by  Mark David 
Chapman.

http://www.thepaisleyumbrella.com/


www.discovernchomes.com 

Need to Upsize? Downsize?  

Just Want a Place of Your Own? 

DiscoverNChomes Can Help You  

Find Your Furever Home! 

Call or Email Us Today! 

910.363.4387 

frontdesk@discovernchomes.com 



4320 Southport-Supply Road, Suite 100 

Southport, NC 28461 

910.363.4387 

frontdesk@discovernchomes.com 
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