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Welcome to Flourish! A magazine from The News Reporter family of publications dedicated to women of all
ages and interests. Our talented staff and freelance writers, photographers and graphic designers put their
hearts into showing us the many levels of depth, compassion and inspiration found in Columbus County.

News Reporter staff writer and resident wordsmith Diana Matthews gets credit for naming Flourish, which |
think perfectly conveys beauty and strength without boundaries.

Isabel Humphreys, summer intern and rising junior at Whiteville High School, brought Flourish to life with her

illustrations and colorful cover design of a real “steel” magnolia with flair.

With this new project, friendships, discovery and appreciation have flourished among the many collabora-
tors. Amy Ransom said in her story, “We are better together.” | believe it has been true for us, and | hope it's

true for you, too.
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September Krueg

Igniting fine arts at SCC

story MARGARET HIGH
photos by JusTIN SMITH and courtesy of SEPTEMBER KRUEGER

Art instructor September Krueger works quietly on
a painting while Dave Matthews Band plays softly
in the background. She’s taking advantage of summer
break; of the few periods when she has enough free
time to pursue her own work.

She’s drawing a wren, the king of birds, for a silk scarf.
The small bird flits around in repeating patterns, boast-
ing about his cunning victory over the eagle. Using
blues and purples, Krueger illustrates the legend of a
time when all the birds of the forest held a parliament
and agreed that whichever bird could fly the highest
would be crowned king. The wren hid on the eagle’s
wings, jumping off when the eagle couldn’t fly any
higher, and won the competition.

“I love the myths that go along with birds,” Krueger
says. “I like the opportunity for not just the bird itself
but the story that’s inside. IUs coming from our own
relations.”

Part of Krueger’s creative process is bird watching with
her husband, Curtis Krueger, who is a photographer.
September finds inspiration in nature and takes advan-
tage of her husband’s photography while creating.

Curtis is the reason September moved to Wilmington,
migrating from her hometown of Harrisburg, Penn. A
lifelong learner, September immersed herself in classes
at Cape Fear Community College in Wilmington before
becoming an art instructor at Southeastern Commu-

nity College.

The Wren and the Hawk, a quilt by September Krueger
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Buying a home can be intimidating....but we are with you every step of the way

New Location | Expanded Team

Jackie A. Ray Broker/Owner 910.641.2676 Mary Ann Allgood GRI 910.991.6010  Darian Ransom Broker 910.640.0182

Eric D. Hill Broker 910.625.8199 Greg Ward Broker 910.840.0590 Stephanie Wilson Office Assistant
Ann Walters Broker 910.640.7473 David Carter GRI 910.840.7689 910.642.8111

Ricky Harrelson Agent 910.770.4130 Annie Brown Broker 910.770.5644 M 1 m
Amy B. Bailey GRI 910.840.1224 Franklin George Broker 910.770.1273 J ra y rea t Y’ €O

1009 N. JK Powell Blvd. (Hwy 701 Bypass) (910) 642-8111

RONALD’S BODY SHOP

24 Hour Wrecker Service
102 Magnolia St., Whiteville, NC 28472
Mike Shop 642-8478 Fax 642-6156 Cell 640-0358 Ronald
642-5349 ronalds-body-shop.com 642-0384 Home
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“She b rings to the classroom her backgrou nd in textiles
and a passion for always learning.”

She brings to the classroom her background in textiles
and a passion for always learning.

Krueger attended Philadelphia College of Textiles and
Science, a quick drive from her hometown, Harrisburg,
and from her mother.

“She absolutely encouraged anything in arts,” Krueger
says. “She never said you can’t do that, or you can’t try
that.”

Summers were spent in dance camps, taking art classes,
or doing gymnastics. Krueger’s mother worked tire-
lessly to keep her three children happy and in the arts,
never allowing her single-mother status to hinder their
opportunities.

“Looking back as an adult and thinking back on my
teenage years and | know what my mom was doing for
us,” Krueger says, “I know how hard she worked for us.
I know what it took to put kids through school, work-
ing full time, dinner — all the other duties of being a
parent and doing that on her own — I just put her on a
pedestal.”
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After undergrad, Krueger moved back to Harrisburg
and worked at a handmade clothing company. She met
Curlis at a fine arts festival in Charlotte while working
for the company.

Krueger took advantage of the change in scenery and
started graduate school at East Carolina University.

“lactually went back to graduale school because my past
had been so technical,” Krueger says. “I really wanted to
explore the fine arts side of textiles. | hadn’t looked at
textiles as vibrant art. To me, for the longest time, it had

just been fabric, clothing and functional things.”

One summer in graduate school, Krueger traveled with
her class to Thailand to study silk and weaving tradi-
tions.

Away from the bustling, busy cities in Thailand, the
northeast region houses silkworm farms and wooden
looms. Thai silk is coveted around the world and comes
at a premium. Women still harvest silkworms by hand,
a delicate job that requires feeding the worms IIlllleI‘I'V
leaves, using bark and leaves for dye, and boiling thou-
sands of cocoons to extract the silk.

// Woodstorks on lithograph // Silkscreen painting a scarf



Interested in weaving traditions, Krueger marveled at
the history and craftsmanship in Thailand.

History and art intersections are some of the things
Krueger teaches at Southeastern Community College,
where she has been on the faculty since 2011.

“I’'s so wonderful to think about the intersection with
any form of art and all of the olher things of the world.
I teach art in change all the time,” Kr ueger says. Every
work of art can be a starting point to “think about how
it was made, what’s the history of it, where does it come
from. That’s the most important lesson.”

Becoming a teacher was always in the back of Krueger’s
mind. She comes from a family of instructors and was
mspired by art instructors along her career.

Her inquisitive mind and tender nature make her a
steady and reassuring instructor. She uses her classes
as an opportunity to expose students in other majors,
like chemistry or journalism, to the vast possibilities art
provides.

Curtis has come into September’s classroom to do a
pinhole photography workshop.  Many of the exhibit-
ing artists in the Wyche Gallery have also offered work-
shops to students and faculty at SCC.

“I's an excellent opportunity for students to interact
with practicing artists” Krueger says.

September finds value in exposing her students to dif-
ferent perspectives and ideas through her art apprecia-
tion course.

“Everyone in the community that’s coming to the col-
lege gets exposure to new things,” Krueger says. “I think
people are warm and receptive to things they get ex-
posed to (in art). Art can be more than one interpreta-
tion, so you can hold on to what you know, but it always
expands your mind.”

Krueger says the college has provided its students op-
portunities in arts to transfer to a university in a Fine
Art or Art Education degree. A portfolio class has re-
cently been approved by the North Carolina Commu-
nity C ollege system, which will help art majors develop
their portfohos to increase their chances of receiving
scholarships to additional programs or have a more
competitive job application. September says it would
greatly help art majors at SCC if it becomes a course.

In particular, Krueger hopes to expand technology at
the college and partnerships with local artists and arts
councils to provide real-world applications.

// Krueger gives Leika McLaurin instruction in her Drawing I class at SCC
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Recently, two of Krueger’s art students received scholarships to continue pursuing arts at the
universily level. For a teacher, that’s great success.

As an artist and a teacher, Krueger has never prioritized money over creativity. To her, money
doesn’t define success.

“I think about someone like Kate Spade,” September says. The late designer achieved “great
success in fashion and design, and yet you wonder what it was she was struggling with. That sort
of greater wealth still doesn’t guarantee that it’s the happiness you need Success is tied into
things like family, community and having an outlet for your creativity.”

The community at Southeastern has greatly contributed to her students’ success, Krueger says.
The small size of the college and its history allow Krueger to get to know her students on a
personal, individual level. She knows when a student would benefit from a nudge, or when a
student needs extra time on an assignment.

While fostering her students’ creativity, Krueger makes sure to continue feeding her own. She
looks to artists like her husband, or Andy Farkas of Asheville, and draws from their need to cre-
ale.

“Over and over again | meet people who make and create, but it’s not about whether or not they
sell it,” Krueger says. “They still make art work because they want to and they need to.”

Maybe not all of her students feel a need to create, but Krueger instills in them the wisdom of
l()oklng bevond mere job necessity to personal necessity. Another motto she imparts is, “Just
get on with it.”

As it was for the wren, not allowing assumed circumstances to get in the way of success is cru-
cial to Krueger.

September hopes her students will keep on “pursuing and acknowledging that desire for knowl-
edge. Never let that go. The things that define success don’t have a dollar sign.”

The Gift Shop

@ Collier's Jowelors

FASHION
SHOW

Thursday, October 4, 2018
6:00 pm
Vineland Depot

FREE ADMISSION
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“I think all
women, from
an early age,
have a vision
of what their
lives should
look like 1n
the future.”

Should vs Could

A\ mid 30s freakout

story SARAH CRUTCHFIELD

etting older can bring up powerful emotions at any age. For example, my 16th

birthday was one of the happiest days of my life: that freedom of being in the
car by myself for the first time — there was nothing like it. However, this last birthday
didn’t have the same feel to it.

I turned 35 over the summer. A week and a half before my birthday I had one of the
biggest panic attacks I have had in a long time.

It was a Monday. Work was going well; I was busy. I went over to Sophie’s to pick
up lunch, and as | was waiting, | started to feel shortness of breath and some chest
pains. In a complete panic, I drove to urgent care, which immediately sent me to the
hospital.

Needless to say, | ended up at the ER, where 1 hadn’t been since I broke my arm in
5th grade, hooked up to monitors, getting a chest x-ray and the sweet doctor coming
back and telling me everything was excellent, and he thought I was going to make
it another 40 or 50 years. I drove home from the hospital utterly embarrassed about
the afternoon’s events and wondering what had just happened. I had panic attacks a
lot in my teens and 20s but hadn’t had them much lately, and this one felt different.
I believe, after consulting the reliable and completely accurate resource of Google,
that my diagnosis could be described as a mid 30s freakout.

So it got me thinking, “What just happened to me? Am I the only one that this has
happened to?”
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I had been having a lot of self-critical thoughts going
through my mind at the time: “I should be married. |
should have kids. I shouldn’t be back home living with
my parents at my age. [ should be at a different place in
my life right now.”

I think all women, from an early age, have a vision
of what their lives should look like in the future. My

“shoulds™ looked like attending N.C. State, joining the
same sorority as my sister, married by 28, a job I love,
first kid by 30, Charmmg home with a dog, ete. It was
a very specific list of the way things should look. Life
has a sense of humor and never allows things to play
out exac ’er the w. ay you want it to. However, you can see
how we set these expectations of how our lives “should”
look, and when those dates, milestones, or ages roll
arou nd, we are let down because we are not where we
thought we “should” be.

“My freakout early
this summer was
strictly due to the
word “should.”

In case you didn’t notice, I used the word “should™ a lot
in my last de‘ng‘dph We live in a “should-filled” soci-
ety. Our lives “should” look a certain way. We “should”

look like the models on the covers of the magazines.
We “should” eat healthy every day and work out three
to five days a week. We “should” know what career we
want when we are Cntcrlng Collcgc. We “should” know
who we are by 30. We “shouldn’t” care what others think
of us. We “should” be confident adults, who have every-
thing figured out. We “shouldn’t” allow our children o
play on their iPads when we have had a long day.

“Should” is a loaded word. It is a word that is full of
pressure and expectation. It also isn’t an action verb;
it is a modal helping verb. It is full of pot(‘ntidl action
with an accusatory tone. Should, unlike could, is full of
pressure. Read the two f()ll()wmg sentences out l()u(l

“I should go for a run.” And, “I could go for a run.” Do
you feel the difference? Should sounds like something
you don’t want to do, but feel like you need to do. Could
feels like a choice b("mcon thmgs vou are free to do.
“Could” feels like pressure being lifted. “Should” is tell-

ing ourselves we are not good enough right here, right
Nnow.

Why do we put that pressure on ourselves? If we
live with “shoulds,” then we are focusing on what we
haven’t done or what we lack, not on what we are doing
and what we have. If we are focusing on the “shoulds,”
we aren’t appreciating the perfectly imperfect beings
we already are.

We all have an inner critic. That voice in our heads that
tells us that we are doing things wrong, that we won’t be
successful, are a terrible parent, we won’t be happy, find
the right person, ete. That voice usually stems from in-
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fluencers we have come in contact with throughout our
lives. It could be a parent, “friends,” teachers, cowork-
ers, bullies, ete. We internalize those negative messages
(llld replay them on 10()1)% in our minds throughout our
lives. It eventually turns into the voice in our head, and
we begin to believe it. That voice turns into all of the
“shoulds” in our life, and then we beat ourselves up
about them.

Let us (hdngc the conversation, though. What about
the “wants” in your life? We only get one shot, as far as
we know, on this i journey called life so why not spend it
doing thmgs you “want” to do instead of “should” do?

My freakout early this summer was strictly due to the
word “should.” I “should” be at a specific place at 33,
and I'm not. I was telling myself that, approa(‘hlng
35, I was not enough, in my current position in this
world. Now I know that is not true and, trust me, with
the amount of therapy | have had in my life, I ¢ ‘should”
know better. However, sometimes our humamty slips
up on us, and our “shoulds”™ come back up. That 1s okay.
It 1s an excellent reminder that we are still on a small
rock, circling a ball of gas, in the infinite universe.

Whether it is listening to a friend having a tough time,
cooking your family a healthy meal, or praying for a sick
friend, these are great examples you can focus on to
give the shoulds a rest and give the wants a chance to
[lourish.

DogMoms L ve Us

Small & Medium Breed
Dog Grooming

Gourmet Dog Treats
Photography
Call or book appts. online
carolinadogcompany.com 910-640-1040

103 E. Main St., Whiteville (across from Vineland Station)




April Watson

MOVERS
&
MAKERS

story SYRITA MILLS

photos by JACKIE LEWIS & courtesy of APRIL WATSON and DONNA Moobpy

Apr‘il Watson and Donna Moody look just like your
best friend next door. By day, these thirty-some-
things hold down nine-to-fives, raise kids, volunteer, and
tick off to-do lists. But in their off time, they are tapping
into gifts that have paid big dividends and are making
room for them. For most women, the idea of adding an-
other activily to an already hectic schedule sounds like
a recipe for burnout. Yet these women have discovered
that engaging their creative talents is the secret sauce
that lubricates the parts of their family machine.

A Shot at Ministry

Step onto the property of April Watson, home to her
family of four, and the first thing that overwhelms you is
its beauty and the sense that it was made for the buddmg
photography endeavor April started this past spring. It
was May when we caught up with her -- peak gradua-
tion season. The dogwoods and azaleas were on parade
serving as the perfect backdrop for cap and gown shots.
Clad in jeans, cowboy boots and manicured fingertips,
April moves around the spacious county acreage like a
woman in control, yet peacefulness follows her like a
warm breeze. A 30-minute graduation photoshoot spills
into 90, as April’s creative eye takes over, setting up rus-
tic shots and perfecting prop placements for a local stu-
dent’s graduation shots.

“April says her primary
desire 1s to help people
with her gifts.”

Donna Moody

This photoshoot was one of twenty done on her prop-
erly as part of a project she was 1nsp1re(l to undertake to
raise money for her youth group’s week-long camping
trip. One hundred percem of the profit from the photo-
shoots went towards the trip. It’s a lot of work. Yet you
can tell that April is lost in the process of creating. The
weather was ideal for the early ev Lning shots. “I have
a family (omlng tomorrow afternoon” she said, eyeing
the clouds. “I'm hoping it doesn’t rain. “The weather’s
behavior was crucial, as all four of the picturesque spac-
es where she takes her photos are located outdoors.

When April set out to do capture family portraits and
special moments for people in the community, she
didn’t expect a huge response. The mother of two, ages
3 and 6, office manager, and the wife of a minister had
very limited time. Still, April felt encouraged to pur-
sue the project. A small announcement in an employee
email was all it took to have inquiries pouring in.

“Art is something that I always wanted to do, but never
took the time to. This year when it became part of min-
1strx it was really a blessed thing. It just fit where I was
at.”
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In addition to her pho-
tography, April began
to paint. One late night,
ispiration struck her to
add this to her fundrais-
ing efforts. “I had sup-
plies packed away and |
thought-— 1 could paint.
I just started while ev-
eryone was asleep and
before I knew it I had 10
canvases the next morn-
ing. | got into and I re-
ally enjoyed it.”

When it comes to adding things to her plate she takes
the l()ng view, rcalizing some seasons are better than
others. “Early on when I was more active, I didn’t have
as many rcsponslblhtlcs You do have stages when your
kids need you more [but]| then they get more mdopcn-
dent. Sometimes you need to sit back and soak in, and
ask what kind of ministry brings me joy? Really bc n
tune to what you’re 1nsp1rcd to do.”

\prll says her primary desire is to help people with her
gifts. © \lthough photogrdphy could potentially take off
as a business, I‘lé,ht now it’s a Illlnlstl'} to others--and to
me.

From Donna Moody to MrsHairToday

‘ N /hat started out as a \1()g documenting hair growth

has turned into a major enterprise for Donna Moody.
You'Tube influencer, brand ambassador and owner of nat-
ural haircare line ABEDA Curls, the woman who travels
across the country challenging the mainstream beauty aes-
thetic and promoting girl power introduced herself to the
world on a webcam from her kitchen table in Loris.

“Today, Donna is moving full

throttle toward her creative and
entrepreneurial goals.”

Under the moniker of MrsHairtoday, Donna shares tips
and enc ouragement from her social media pages to

women in the growing natural hair community, a move-
ment that empowers women to embrace the curly tex-
tured hair they were born with. After razing her own
mane to one and a half inches, she charts her growth,
which extends far beyond her tresses. Over the past
eight years, she has used her platform to touch on in-
spirational themes, healthy habits, and self-esteem.

The groundswell of social media voices like Moody’s
has changed the way the beauty industry does busi-
ness. Major cosmetic players such as 17Oréal and Uni-
lever have sat up and taken note of the demand for
curl-friendly produects, rolling out merchandise with
high quality ingredients and labels marked silicone-
free, paraben-free, and any other criteria their custom-
er base demands. And for credibility with consumers,
they look to vloggers like Moody for a yea or nay on
their newest brands. In 2011 when Donna won a bill-
board contest with Dark and Lovely, she saw the power
of what social media could do.

Eventually, Donna’s YouTube channel caught the at-
tention of hair companies requesting her partnership
as brand ambassador. It is a ride that has taken her to
major hubs such as Atlanta and New York as a con-
tributor at hair shows and conventions. But Moody,
I‘(,C()glruzmOr the market demand and knowing from ex-
perience what curly girls need, soon set out to build
her own brand. In September of 2017 her haircare line

// April hosted a photo shoot on her property, as part of a project to raise money for her youth
group’s week-long camping trip. Pictured aboved is the youth group on their trip. // To the right

is one of April’s photo portraits.

14« FLOURISH « AUGUST 2018



ABEDA curls hit the market.

Yet behind all the notoriety, Moody remembers her
start as a small-town girl. “I didn’t have the glitz and
the glam; I didn’t have anything. God took me from
my bathroom recording on my cell phone to standing
in a penthouse overlooking New York City as a brand
ambassador. You can’t be scared to put yourself out
there”

Today, Donna is moving full throttle toward her cre-
ative and entrepreneurial goals. Her husband and
three children, 11, 14, and 20, motivate her to work
even harder.” Even though I have kids and 1 still give
them as much as I can, I don’t want to neglect myself

hillsfoodstores.com

Home of
Bvery da Yy Low Prices
North Whiteville

910-642-1861
252 N JK Powell Blvd.

South Whiteville
910-642-0220

1727 S Madison St.

so that I can show them the process. I want them to
see before they leave home that God is going to do it.”

Despite all of her accomplishments. Moody believes
she’s still learning. But she also teaches. At the second
annual Women of Excellence Beauty Boot Camp, held
in Whiteville in July, she schooled girls ages 8-18 on
how to start businesses for themselves by leveraging
social media. “It’s all a learning process. I hope I'll be
able to give back to young girls and people who are sit-
ting on gifts and dreams and don’t think they can do it;
I can say, ‘yes you can.””

// Donna Moody taught girls ages 8 to 18 how to start a business at
Women of Excellence Beauty Boot Camp in July.

oUWy
NEIGHBORHOOD
SUPERMARKET

Bringing families together
one meal at a time.

Now
Open In
FAIR BLUFF!

Lake Waccamaw
910-646-7196
126 E Old US Hwy. 74-76
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CAN YOUR FISH
CLIMB A TREE?

How your little learner might learn differently from their best friend

story EL1ZABETH DELOUISE, DO
photos JACKIE LEWIS

As summertime comes to end and just the faint-
est hint of apples, crunchy leaves and cool nights
feel inevitably around the corner, we know that a new
school year is upon us. Hopefully you got enough Vita-
min D soaked into your bones to last you till next sum-
mer. A new school year can be full of promise as well as
full of anxiety, sometimes at the same time. The prom-
ise of new adventures, friendships, and ideas can often
be mixed with the uncertainty of what’s to come with
potential lingerings of last year’s performance. If your
school-ager struggled with parts of learning in school,
we hope you will find peace of mind in this article that
all children learn differently. Here, we thought we could
offer a few tips and tricks to help get you and your little
one sel up for a successful new school year.

Learning starts even before school age. From birth, you
can begin reading to your baby. Your baby can recog-
nize your voice and is soothed by the sound of your

Dolly Parton Imagination Library.
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// Beeziona Fleming, 19 months, reads with her mom, Stephanie Fairfax. Beezonia enjoys receiving her books from the

voice and being close to you. Babies can first see con-
trasting light and dark, so from birth to 2 mos consider
reading your baby books that are black and white. Co-
lumbus County residents are lucky to have a resource
for free books to help promote good reading skills and
literacy called the Dolly Parton Imagination Library.
When you sign your little one from birth—5 years old
up for the Imagination Library, he or she will be mailed
an age-appropriate book to their address monthly until
they are 5 years old. This could help grow their person-
al library up to 60 books! Interested participants could
contact Selena Rowell at the Early Learning Facility in

Whiteville.

Hearing the sound of your voice, pointing to the pic-
tures, saying the names of animals, making the sound
of the animal all helps to engage the senses. Pediatri-
cians recommend no screen time for babies younger
than 2 years old. To promote learning in these young
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children, engage as many of their senses as possible,
making learning a 3-D experience. Playing with blocks
helps promote spatial-visual intelligence whereas swip-
ing on a screen does not.

We know that all children learn by different methods
and that learning styles play an important role in the
learning process. Of course children are wonderful,
unique individuals and often do not fall into a single
category, but there are a few commonly accepted styles
of learning. Understanding these learning styles and
where your child is coming from may help your child,
and by extension YOU, have a successful new school
year.

In general, learning style refers to how a person per-
ceives and interprets new information and how they
interact with the learning environment. This is a br()d(l
field with many approaches. While a comprehensive re-
view of educational paradigms and learning styles is out
of the scope of this article, we hope it brings awareness
to what learning style might best suit your little one to
help maximize their learning. The ledrnlng styles that
most people are familiar with include visual, audlt()m,
hands-on (()r kinesthetic), print, and interactive. Again,
take these in the broad sense and, if you need to learn
more, contact your favorite local educ ator!

Visual learners might be considered to learn best by vi-
sual stimuli such as graphs or pictures. If your child is
a VISUAL learner, encourage them to sit closer to the
front of the classroom both to bring them closer to the
mmformation and to limit what else crosses their visual
field. They may need concepts and words transformed
into illustrations to help solidify learning.

“Even amongsl [‘amilby
members, learning style
preferences can vary.”

For example, take a cue from Isabel Humphreys, an 11th
grader at Whiteville High, who likes to color code her
notes. “I put the bulleted stuff'in bright, cool colors like
blue or purple. And I put quotes in red. I like having
everything organized like that.” She says using symbols
and colors helps her ace her exams. “When I'm taking
a test, remembering the shapes helps me remember
the answer” if she uses clouds and circles to illustrate
concepts. “I am absolutely a visual learner,” she says. I1-
lustrating and color coding her notes “helps me under-
stand more and keeps me entertained in class.”

Even amongst family members, lcarmng style prefer-
ences can vary. Isabel’s brother has quite a different
style of lcarnmﬂf Evans Humphreys, a 14 year old soph-
omore at W hlt(‘VlH(‘ High, might fall into the hands-

on or KINESTHETIC learning style. “I love putting
stuff together; I just put a foosball table together for
my uncle.” He likes to assemble model trains, and when
he was 5 years old he completed a tricky Lego master-
piece all by himself when the adults were distracted!
The hands-on, or kinesthetic, learners will likely absorb
information best when they can be physically involved
with whatever subject they’re learning. They tend to
like to work with their hands, piece things together, and
keep their hands busy underlining information as they
read or are read to.

“We all know that one size does
not fit all when it comes to
]earning.”

Of course it is entirely possible your child has his own
personal mix of preferred learning styles. Evans says,
“when I try to learn stuff, I have to write it down. I'm
not big on using the flashcards afterward, but iU’s the
writing-down that helps the information stick. If I can
write it down, I can remember it.” Someone who learns
best by the PRINT modality would absorb information
best when Lhey can read it or write it; they would tend
to do well in group discussions and may talk aloud to
themselves when studying.

AUDITORY learners might learn best by listening; they
will likely benefit from lectures and even listening to
music. My husband calls me the human tape recorder,
so this might be my learning style. When you have an
auditory lea[ ner, consider helpmg them by haung them
read their material aloud while you record it. Then they
can replay the recording over later as many limes as it
takes for the information to sink in. This can work when
trying to study history facts or scientific concepts alike
and can also he help[ul with learning an instrument.

Honoring these various types of learning methods might
help shed light on a student who seems to be labeled
as a “Chatty (JaLh\ but really is just an interactive type
learner. We all know that one size does not fit all when
it comes to learning. While the authorship of a favorite
quote of mine is definitely suspect, I like the quote: “[I]
f'you judge a fish by its ability to climb a tree, it will live
its whole life believing that it is stupid.” We must keep
in mind our young learners’ ability to work hard and
learn new things, given the proper encouragement and
learning environment suitable to their learning styles.

As the school year progresses, some students may pres-
ent with symptoms of attention deficit/hyperactivity dis-
order (ADHD). While ADHD is a diagnosable disorder
that medication and behavior modification can greatly
help, there are many considerations to make before di-
agnosing someone with an attention disorder. Consider
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all the elements that factor into a healthy learning en-
vironment:

Sleep: Sleep is so important in learning and helps infor-
mation process from short term to long term memory.
One study tip for older school agers is to read whatev-
er material you are being tested on the next day im-
mediately prior to falling asleep. Don’t save ALL your
studving to do in bed! Just the one concept or math
cquatlon or French verb COIlJugdthH you keep miss-
mg, this will ensure you ace it the next dav This study
tip has applications for all styles of lcarmng and for
all stages of childhood/adulthood. We also know that
restful sleep is crucial. Does your child snore? Are they
restless, thrashing sleepers ending up with their heads
where their feet should be come morning? Are they
falling asleep in class or acting more hyper than other
kids? When kids are not getting restful sleep, they often
act hyper, which is opposite to how adults respond to
lack of sleep. When adults are sleep deprived, they feel
slowed down. When kids get sleepy, they can act more
hyper and seem to act out, so work closely with your
teacher and pediatrician to come up with a treatment
plan targeted to your child’s needs.

Nutrition: We know that what we eat can affect the way
we feel, and it is not a new notion that food affects the
function of the brain. Insight into the “gut-brain axis”
is evolving with more research from doctors and scien-
tists but in general it is safe to say there are some di-
etary principles that can surely hclp everyone feel more
mcntall} sharp and tackle a Iong school day.

e Decrease intake of sugar. Pediatricians recommend
that children’s intake of added sugar be less than 25
grams per day. Check your kid’s juice box; how much
added sugar is in that one drink?

e Increase intake of fresh fruits and vegetables. Berries
especially are high in polyphenols, which are micronu-
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trients that have antioxidant activity. | tell my kids ber-
ries are like superheros blasting away the bad stuff. The
Farmers Market in Whiteville is an excellent source of
local fruits and vegetables, and if you sign up online
you can have delivered fresh to your email inbox new
and delicious recipes to try with all the fruit and veggie
goodness.

e Increase your intake of nutrient-dense foods, includ-
ing dark greens like kale or collards, salmon, avocado
and beans.

More than likely, your child prefers a combination of
some or even all the styles of learning. Promote restful
sleep, fuel them with fresh nutritious foods, cut back on
the sugar, read books every day, and if you find a strat-
egy lo encourage your child’s learning “to thine own
self' be true and good will follow thee like night the day”
(Shakespear ). If a method seems unconventional but
you see it being successful for your child and their
Iearnmg process, go for iL. Here’s hoping this is your
best year yet for your little, or big, learners!

This article is not intended to provide medical advice. If you
have concerns about your child and any learning issues, talk
with your pediatrician and your educator. Contacts: Selena
Rowell at Farly Learning Facility 910-212-6352.

Columbus County Community Farmers Market
www.columbuscountyfarmersmarket.com
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ABBEY AND SADIE

story & illustration KATHRYN OGDEN HUMPHREYS

From the upcoming book A Push From The Past, a fictional account based on absolute truth

“Her eyes were longing and sad. She had a full mouth and pale skin. In the background were pale
blue mountains and pale blue birch trees. An empty path lay behind her. Abbey turned it over to
see the back. ‘Self portrait by Sadie Waters’ was handwritten on the verso of the metal.”
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bbey gripped the steering wheel as she drove in the

pouring rain. The traffic was backed up. Cars with
their lights on at midday made the landscape a blur
of trickling water gray with glowing, floating blobs of
red, green and yellow. All was sllent in the car with the
cxccption of the continuous hum of falling water hit-
ting the roof. Abbey stared straight ahead as his voice
resonated in her mind. “You are worthless.” Abbey felt
worthless. Or was it hopeless? She had discovered the
drugs in the right hand drawer of his desk. When she
tried to address it with him, he came at her with his
finger pointing in her chest, arms flailing, and his face
distorted as he shoved her to her knees into the corner
of the kitchen. He stood over her for what seemed like
an eternity. And then, there was the collect call from
the woman from the ski resort. He had tried to take
the phone from her. He said it was a joke. It was an ac-
cidental call.

"Gel over yoursell]” he said with an ever-charming,
non-flinching smile.

He laughed it off as Abbey took the call. The woman on
the other end said she knew him well. Then there were
the emails.

“None of this is real. [t means nothing,” he said.

She had gotten to Richmond. She was leaving. He
called. He said, “I'm sorry. We can go to (()unseling ”
And Abbey turned around. She couldn’t do it. W hy
couldn’t she leave? Abbey was just a few blocks from
home. Oh yes. Then there was the fact that she was 6
months pregnant.

Waiting at the traffic light, Abbey noticed her hands.
Her knuckles were white and clenched to the steering
wheel. Her wrists had begun to tingle with the loss of
feeling. Lightheadedness overtook her and tunnel vi-
sion was setting in. She couldn’t breathe. Was her
throat closing?! She felt panic kick in.

1

"You need to get out of this car!
loudly to herself.

she said surprisingly

Instinctively, Abbey hit the blinker. Silence, then,
Click... Click... Click... and she turned the car nght The
little consignment shop on the corner would offer a
temporary refuge before she had to face what she was
running from.

The dusky smell of the old store filled her senses. She
had alwaws loved pawn shops and antique stores. Her
parents had always taken her to places like this. Trea-
sure shops, as her father called them. Musky and over-
loaded with stuff that was no longer important to the
generation that inherited it. Put out to sell to bring in
money so that the seller could buy the newest appliance
or dish set from Pottery Barn or Pier One. A sense of
calm set in as she wandered around. There was a beau-
tiful old leather chair, Victorian and ornate, with carved
lion heads on the arm rests. A five piece sterling silver
tea set that was beginning to yellow and blacken with
tarnish sat perfectly centered in front of a giant, French

gothic mirror. There were old, darkened oil paintings
in massive gold frames, antique embroidered linens in
individual plastic baggies, rolled up oriental rugs, and
side tables with Limoges and Herend trinkets displayed
on top. Abbey walked by the quiet old man with his
white hair and readers resting on the end of his nose.
His eyes looked up and followed her from his paper be-
hind the checkout desk. Right at the foot of the book-
shelves attached to where he was sitting was a beat-up,
water-stained cardboard box with no top. Small gold
ornate frames were piled on top of each other, hap-
hazardly tossed like old toys going to Goodwill. Abbey
knelt down to inv estigate. She was drawn to them. lhﬂ
spoke to her. Notice us, pick us, they seemed to say. Ab-
bey reached in and pulled out one small painting after
another. She knew immediately that they were water-
color on ivory. They were each signed with a delicate
and precise slgnalule and dated 1890, 1893, 1892. The
beautiful faces captivated her. The painting style was
exceptional and academically rendered. Being an art-
ist herself, and having a degree in art history, she knew
that the hand that had painted these small miniatures
was special. These were the work of a trained artist. She
gazed at the woman with reddish blond hair. She had
a strong, aristocratic profile with the name Clothilde
Moulin, Savoie written in the top righthand corner.
There was a tiny purple crocus, a profile of a small black
child, a formal painting of what looked to be a pow-
erful and confident lady of aristocracy in an elaborate
lace corseted gown with her hand resting on a baroque
side table, her stare one of strength, power, and forti-
tude. %bbe\ turned it over to look at the back. “Portrait
of MM Jane Hading” was written on what appeared to
be a formal label with a Jewish star, then an address:
54 Bedford Gardens, Kensington, C/O Alfred Parsons.
Abbey knew who that was! He had been an English
painter who was a member of the Royal Academy and
had specialized in painting fauna and landscapes. He
also had illustrated for Harper’s Weekly. How did she
remember that? There was a small oval painting in a
detailed ornate gessoed frame of a haunting, blue-eyed,
tow-headed girl in a brilliant blue smocked dress. There
was a young woman wearing formal ceremonial cloth-
ing with multicolored bead necklaces at her throat and
a brilliant lace headdress. The name Adriana Van Der
Meyde Zealand 1892 was written in the corner. There
was another, smaller blond, blue-eyed girl with Rus-
sian lettering in the top right hand corner. There was
a portrait of a dark-haired woman with disheveled hair
and what looked to be a barmaid dress. This was in a
large gray frame with elaborate gold scrolls around the
opening. There were three pictures in ornate gessoed
gold frames of angels. One was a profile, the other a full
face with a metallic gold halo, and one with two angels
dressed in lapis blue and crimson red robes descend-
ing from the heavens. The final three were of a round
glass vase of pink and white peonies, a grapevine that
appeared to be unfinished, and a white seawall with a

cascading rose bush ()VPI‘l()()kng the sea with a white
sailboat far away in the distance. Each painting was in
pale pastel blues, pinks, and lavenders. Behind each
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ivory was what looked to be a piece of sterling silver
foil. They were delicate and painted with a light, pre-
cise touch. Each had an ethereal quality that beckoned
to Abbey. She felt an uneasy sense of peace gazing at
them. It was then that she pulled out the one encased
in metal. It was of a golden haired woman dressed in
a gauzy white empire-waisted gown with a ruffled lace
collar. the woman was holding a rose in her hands and
the petals were in full bloom, as if it were right before
the moment when the rose would begin to wither. Her
eyes were longing and sad, she had a full mouth and
pale skin. In the background were pale blue mountains
and pale blue birch trees. An empty path lay behind
her. Abbey tur ned it over to see the back. “Self portrait
by Sadie Waters” was hand-written on the verso of the
metal. The painting itself was signed but not dated. Ab-

bey placed it back in the box. She then picked the box
up and placed it in front of the storekeeper. There were
about 16 small miniatures. She had just received some
money from her parents as a gift. She knew she could
buy them. Abbey spoke. “How much for all of them?”
A crinkled smile came to the old man’s eves. “Lel’s see
what I can do.” A minute later, Abbey w. alked out with
her arms wrapped around the full box her heart aflut-
ter, temporarily distracted from the stress that she was
going home to face.

Wednesday nights

Abbey placed her hand on her huge stomach and felt
the morphing movement of the little boy inside. Her 15
month old daughter Penelope crawled in her lap with
a bottle in one hand and her fluffy polar bear stuffed
animal in the other.

“Oh, my goodness! There is still room for you, missy!
Barely!” she laughed to herself.

She breathed in the smell of Penelope’s soft blond
angel hair. It was that wonderful clean, baby shampoo
smell.

She looked out the window at the giant boxwoods and
rolling mountains in the distance. She had stayed with
him. They had gone to counseling. They had bought
this 6 acre farm with 100 year old house. There were
still “episodes” but she had learned to stay silent and
not ruffle any waters. The last big episode happened
while they were trying for a second child. Abbey had
Penelope on her hip and he had a shotgun screaming
he was going to kill himself. Abbey was terrified. She
couldn’t figure out what had triggered it. They were
talking about his business and she was explaining So-
cial Security to him and he just went crazy. She didn’t
realize at the time that she was already pregnant. The
next day, as always, he acted like nolhmOv had happened
and found a way to make Abbey feel responsible for his
behavior. She had learned to let him alone, to let him
do what he wanted. She was a little scared of him. He
cycled. He would be absolutely charming and wonder-
ful and then a little dark, and then he became angry,
then explosive, then black-out psycho. Then they w ould
go for days without speaking. And then, he would be
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nice, and cry and make Abbey feel sorry for him. Her
married life was spent [1gu[1ng out the bell curve and
how to navigate through it. To hide the chaos from Pe-
nelope was becoming har‘dcr and harder to do. So, it was
sweel relief when he stayed out till 3 a.m. on Wednes-
day nights with his (h“mkm(r buddies. There was quiet.
She could cuddle with hcr‘ little girl and escape into
some movie on TBS and fall asleep. She didn’t like any
of his group of friends. She didn’t like their wives ei-
ther. His friends were the wealthy, entitled kind. Some
worked for SNL Financial, some were teachers, one
was an architect and some worked for a music man-
agement agency. They lived in the right neighborhoods.
They wore Joseph Banks and LaCoste and the wives
wore Lilly Pulitzer and Et Cetera. They read The New
Yorker and The Onion. They dropped names and were
invited to all the insider, elite parties. They were cava-
lier as they pulled out thelr home grown w eed and han-
drolled LhelrJomls with the finest rolling paper or used
their 300 dollar bongs. They always got really drunk.
They were the worst kind of ‘ph()I]V C onsequences sim-
pl\ did not apply to them. She had no patience for the
wives as they drank their wine and inhaled the THC as
their free range kids ran around at their feet. Recently
she had learned that one of the wives, Cassandra, kept
a stash of cocaine and they would roll it into the joints
and smoke it. Why was this OK? If they had been any
other group of people or the nelghbmhood had been
any other nelghb()rh()()d the police and social services
would have been there in a heartbeat.

To be fair, the others didn’t like Abbey, either. She had
gotten mad at a dinner when all of the men spent the
night discussing how to pass a drug test in order to get
life insurance. She had said with total disdain, and a
little too loudly "How about not doing drugs? Seems



pretty simple to me.” She then walked out to the car
and stayed there until he came out. He was fuming. In
his deep, smoke- and alcohol-damaged voice he said,
“"Well aren’t we Littlc Miss Judgmental? I can see why
they don’t like you.” Abbey couldn’t understand how
she had married someone that spent his time this way.
This wasn’t her. She had dated him long distance so she
she really didn’t see this side of him until their honey-
moon in Mexico when he bought pot off the street from
some random market worker. Her heart had dropped in
fear of ending up in a Mexican prison. Afterwards they
missed the bus to take them back to the hotel. They had
to walk a mile on a dark road to get back. He cussed her
out the entire way. When it happened, Abbey thought,
“What’s the big deal? It is just one mile.”

They could have spent the time laughing and having
a good time. Instead he went crazy. That moment was
the onset of her chronic anxiety. She also knew that he
complained about her to all of them. They saw Abbey as
the uncool ball and chain that tried to control her“great
guy” husband’s behavior. So, whenever she saw them in
SOCIa] situations, they had ths knowing, smirking look.
The wives always asked in their condescending tones,
"How are you?” Thc also flirted with him right in front
of her. She hated them. So she chose to stay away, keep
her privacy and focus on her little ones.

When Penelope came, her entire understanding of her
own existence changed. Penelope come before every-
thing. And now, the little fellow that was due in two
weeks had joined his older sister in being the center
of Abbey’s thoughts. They were her core, her soul, and
her heart. There were no more gray areas of what was
acceptable behavior. With these two precious children,
her world had become black and white.

His college buddy Adam had spent a week at their farm
sleeping on the couch and working for him to make ex-
tra money. Every morning the two men would smoke
pot out in the yard, then load up heavy mowing equip-
ment and go mow people’s yards with 15 of his employ-
ees. Abbey was horrified at the risk that he took and his
total (hsregard of the liability. She was starting to think
that maybe he was just stupid. His other college buddy,
Nelson, had come up from Richmond and had gotten so
drunk going to the ritualistic Wednesday night outing
that he came home and peed all over her guest room.
Abbey was nine months pregnant cleaning it up as they
all ldué,hed it oft” I'll buy you new sheets and a mat-
tress,” Nelson said. (Of course he never did and she had
been cussed out in plivate for following up on Nelson
replacing the bedding.) Abbey reached her limit when
she found Penelope holdmg someLhmg in her mouth.
She asked Penelope to spit it out and there was the tip
of Adam’s bong that had rolled under the couch. She all
of a sudden became filled with clarity and control.*You
are out. Get out of my house. You have to go. You have
worn out your welcome,” she stated matter-of-factly.”
Lighten up,” Adam said. ” You are acting crazy.”

Abbey looked at her husband. “My sister is coming to-
nlght with her two kids. Get both of them and their

drugs out of this house or I am calling the police. They
cannot come to this house again!” Abbey was shaking as
she went upstairs to check on Penelope. “I can’t do this
anymore” was a ticker tape running though her head as
she sat at the top of the steps. She started erying. It was
a brief explosion of full-on tears.

“Get it together, Abbey, Charlotte is coming. You can-
not let her know what goes on this house,” she said to

herself.

Through her tears, she looked down the stairs at the two
of the 4 panels shc had ‘pdll]th in the entranceway. Both
were placed beside an inner stained glass w indow that
she had installed after they tore down a wall. One had a
mother holding her baby in a windy field. The other was
a distant landscape with a white farmhouse. She had
copied them out of her favorite magazine, American Art
Review. Her eyes landed on the Sadie Waters pictures
hanging in the hall that she had painted pale yellow. It
wasn’t long before she heard their cars on the gravel
pulling out of the driveway. A door slammed and her
heart jumped. Someone screamed, “Abbey!”

100 years to the date

Abbey and Charlotte had picked all of the Crisco icing
off their birthday cake. All that was left was a skeleton
of yellow and chocolate sponge crumbles. They had put
on a Disney movie for the kids and sat in the kitch-
en Challmcr Charlotte was 36 and Abbey was 33. Their
birthdays were 1 year and 51 weeks apart. They tried
to always celebrate their August birthdays tocreth('r He
was out working. He never wanted to be alound her
family, so every time they came, he had to “work.” Char-
lotte was getting her PhD. in hlstorv and she was talking
about how her advisor made it difficult to get any thlng
done. The subject turned to the Sadie paintings.

“There has got to be something out there on her.” Char-
lotte said.

Abbey thoughtfully nodded and went to the computer
that was open on the kitchen counter.

“I have searched 100 times but I have never found any-
thing. Let’s google her again.”

Abbey and Charlotte had been shocked. After all this
time and searching, there she was. Sadie Palmer Wa-
ters. She had come up in something called The Project
Gutenberg, which was a volunteer effort to digitize and
archive cultural works. Sadie was listed in a book called
Women in the Fine Arts written by Clara Erskine Clem-
ent. There she was. Birth 1869, death 1900. She was from
St Louis. She was student of the French master M. Luc
Olivier Merson. Abbey immediately knew who that was.
He was a French pamter who had been commissioned
to design all of the French currency. He also painted
the famed Notre Dame de Paris. “Charlotte you know
this painting! It was the one in Daddy’s old book and
we were always scared of the gargoyle.” Abbey screamed
with excitement. “Oh yeah!!” Charlotte said as she re-
membered. “That was Sadie’s teacher? Incredible!”
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Abbie continued reading, “Her portrait of MM Jane
Hading was much admired.”

“What? That is the portrait on the wall in my hall!” Ab-
bey said with excitement. Her heart jumped when she
read the quote about Sadie by Carl Gutherz. He was
another artist Abbey remembered. He was an expatriate
American painter who had served in the Confederate
Army and established the St Louis School of Fine Art.
He was a contemporary of William Adolph Bougerou
and Merson. Gutherz was committed to Iarge paintings
depicting the horror of battle as well as paintings of re-
ligious and mystical content. One of his greatest con-
tributions is the ceiling of the House Reading room in
the Library of Congress. Abbey’s heart jumped higher
when she read the second quote by Paul W. Bartlett. He
was an American Sculptor whose work, Poetry, stands
at the entrance of the New York Public library. His most
famous work is on the House of Representatives pedi-

ment at the U.S. Capitol building, The Apotheosis of

Democracy, begun in 1908 and completed in 1916.

There Sadie was in black and white, being praised by
these two influential male expatriate American artists.
Abbey and Charlotte spent the weekend repeatedly
searc hmg the Internet trying to find more information,
but to no avail. Abbey promised Charlotte she would go
to the UVA library and scour. Two days later her water
broke, and into the world at almost 8.75 pounds, came
William. Sadie would have to wail.

It happened like clockwork. every night at 3 a.m. William
would awaken with his little gurg oles and baby noises. He
never really cried in the night. He just stirred enough for
Abbey to hear. Abbey slept in the room that Penelope
and William shared. She didn’t want to wake her hus-
band, and she didn’t want to sleep away from them. It
was easier this way. Abbey would get out of bed, so ex-
cited to see him. It didn’t matter that they should all be
in the middle of a REM eyele. She would pick William up
and go downstairs to the kitchen to feed him. If Penelope
woke up as well, Abbey would take both of them. Wil-
liam would be swaddled in her arms with Penelope’s tiny
hand in hers. There were always little treats of oatmeal
cookies and a bottle with milk on hand for Ponclopc Ev-
ery night, at 3 a.m., it was a little party with just the three
of them. Abbey lived for these moments. All was quiet
and right with the world. These nights were also spent
searching the internet for Sadie. On this particular night,
with William in the baby wrap, and Penelope at the table,
Abbey found an obltuam listing. It was through the Al-
bemarle Historical Soc iety. [t wasn’t really an ()l)ltudn, it
was more of an update on the society page of the paper.
It stated that Sarah G. Waters had traveled to Versailles
to retrieve the body of her daughter, Sarah (Sadie) P.
Walters. She had then gone to St. Louis to bury her and
thcn returned to reside at Tallwood in Albemarle County.
“\Illelllg " Abbey thought.” Now it makes sense that the
paintings were here. She died in Versailles? Maybe she
was an expatriate! Of course she was if Merson was her
teacher. All of the great American pdinters studied in

France... What was the date of her death?..... How did
she dlez
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“Mommy, who you talking to?” Penelope asked.

Staring at the screen, Abbey answered, lost in thought. "I
am talking to you, little boo.”

Then it hit Abbey like a lightbulb over her head. “I will
just write to Versailles and get her death certificate!” she
said matter-of-factly to Penelope.

With her sleepy eyes, messy blond hair and bottle in her
mouth, Penelope looked at Abbey, took the bottle out for
a second and said ‘OK.

The fog had covered the morning like a blanket and
the rain was coming down in sheets. Abbey was in the
kitchen trying to fix him breakfast. She hated rainy days.
That meant he didn’t make money. That meant he w. ould
torture himself for not having a job. How could he afford
health care with a family of four? Rain meant he had to
pay his employees that showed up, yet he got paid noth-
mg. He would storm around the house and slam doors.
Abbey hated the sound of his muddy steel-toed boots
Walklnff down the stairs. She had made pumpkin muf-
fins, eggs and bacon. She had set the table with mats and
napkins and silverware. She had poured his coffee in his
silver travel mug. Everything was p(‘rfcct It smelled good,
it looked inviting and her heart was in her throat, fedrful
of his mood. As soon as he walked in the kllchen 1t was
as if the children picked up on his stress. Penelope want-
e(l more C()( "0 Kllsples Her b(ml was not full enoué,h
Ab-
be} sta) ed Calm and said, ”Fat what you have, and then
I will give you seconds.” At that moment, W illiam began
screaming. Not crying, screaming.

He stood there and looked at Abbey. “You need to take
care of this. Get them quiet!” Penelope wailed louder,
William’s ery became bloodcurdling. He yelled at Ab-
bey, "Do your job. Get these kids under control!” In that
moment the kitchen became an overwhelming tornado
of whining, yelling and baby crying. She couldn’t think
straight as she turned to pick up William from the baby
seal. “Okay, everyone calm down. We are all fine.. just
calm down.”

Penelope screamed and cried, "More, | waaannnt

mooooore!”

Abbey turned to look at Penelope. He stood over her like
a raging bull, took the box of Coco Krispies and dumped
the entire contents in Penelope’s bowl. Penelope froze,
staring at what appeared to be a giant ant hill of cereal.
He screamed with a finger pointing at her fluffy haired
head, “Eat it!” And then he stormed out. He slammed the
door and went to the bottom of the hill, got in his truck
and drove away. Silence.

Why had he done that? Why had he dumped the en-
tire box on the table? Penel()pe was only 2. Why had he
pointed at Penelope like that? He did that to Abbey. Ab-
bey had seen the fear in her child’s eyes. It was just weird.
Would he hurt them?

“No. It was just a stressful morning. One of those morn-
ings. Let it go. This too shall pass,” she said to herself.

She put the kids back down for a nap at around 1 p.m.



All Abbey wanted to do was fall asleep. If she fell asleep
maybe this would all go away. She always felt better af-
ter she woke up. She could keep going. She could get
through the rest of the day. She went downstairs and Ia\
on the big leather couch. She looked out the picture win-
dow over the boxwoods to the mountains. The sky was
gray and raining even harder than before. The air was
getting colder. Her thoughts went back to the morning
episode. “What is wrong?” she thought. “Is there some-
Lhmg wrong? How could I do things better?” She stared,
lost in thought and in the hum of the rain on the tin roof.
Her eyes became heavy and then... she sat up like a bolt
of lightning.

“Has the mail come? I have to get the mail!” she said.

Abbey had written for the death certificate weeks ago.
Maybe it would get here today. She jumped up ran out
the door with no jacket and went to the end of the grav-
el driveway to the mailbox. Amidst the Sundance cata-
logues, bills and coupons, there it was! She ran inside,
soaking wet. She pulled the envelope out and (drdull}

opened it. There she was. Sadie Palmer Waters. Death, COLUMBUS COUNTY

August 13, 1900, Place of death: Versailles, France. (ause
of Death: consumption of the bowels. Sadie had been S H E RI F F
only 33 years old when she died. The hair on the back of
Abbey’s neck stood up. The date that she and Charlotte

had found her in the Project Gutenberg was two days be-
fore Charlotte’s birthday. August 13, 2000. They had dis- 28 Year Law Enforcement Officer
covered her 100 years to the date of her death. Sadie had Dedicated to Safer Communities

A ly 1 @ h fh ath. .
come to Abbey exactly 100 years to the date of her deat Paid for by the Committee to Elect Jody Greene

To be continued...
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FIND YOUR STYLE

story & photos JASMINE SINGH

Jasmine Singh is a German freelance fashion journalist and makeup artist with close ties to Columbus County.
She first came here as an exchange student at Fast Columbus High School in 2002-2003. Jasmine now runs her
own company; called Jazz Brown Concept. She also founded a non-profit organization that helps needy children
both in Europe and in Africa. While visiting in Hallsboro in July, Jasmine sfa/'e(l a few words on_fashion.

1£/> I would always advise to go for quality instead of quantity, meaning buying only the things that
are absolutely perfect and last a long time instead of buying on low deals that in the end don’t
last a long time.

2=\,> Supporting local businesses is a good idea, not only for the economy but also for the
environment.

=> Also, when it comes to makeup, it might be a good idea to make the effort of buying a good
and healthy foundation that tries to avoid mineral oil and silicone.

4:}) I know it’s not easy to buy many different
things in Whiteville since the city is not
as big as others. I would advise everyone
to try to find out their absolute favorite
style and not copy whatever others are

1 doing.

5=\,> When it comes to fashion, individuality
always wins. But if you would rather wear
from top to toe black, that’s also fine as
long as it defines you. Love yourself and
show it by the way you look.

An article in The News Reporter will feature more thoughts from Jasmine about her work in the fashion business.
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“There 1 stood, encircled by women whom I had just met,
from a community where | had lived for 23 years,
sharing this intimate moment. | felt so encouraged.”



BECOMING
BETTER
TOGETHER

story AMY RANSOM
photos courtesy of FiA

Iused to pride myself on being a strong and active
woman. My mom instilled in me a love for the out-
doors; in my childhood home being sedentary was not
an ()ptl()n After I left for ¢ ollege, I learned that physical
exercise could also function as a positive form of stress
management. | found that a long power walk or a good
workout made me a much kinder person. It made me
feel physically strong and mentally healthy. 1 carried

this practice into young adulthood. After a long day of

work, or during life’s stressful situations, nothmg hclpcd
me to decompress like exercise...of any kind. I made it
part of my weekly routine and folt better for it. But with
all routines comes the potential to get off track. Days
without exercise can turn into chks. Weeks can turn
into months. Months can turn into years. At 32 years old,
I was walking a 12 minute mile while six months preg-
nant and pushing a stroller. By 46, | was spending my
evenings and weekends sitting...wherever [ was. I found
myself feeling tired, depressed, and deflated.

I had been invited several times by a dear friend to join
her for “F1A,” Females in Action. I asked all about it,
renamed it “FEMA” because I couldn’t remember the
acronym, but never went. Last June, after a mother
and son adventure in the Rocky Mountams my physi-
cal inactivity caught up with me. I was all()wmg my sed-
entary ways to interfere with happy and healthy Inmg
I agreed to my friend’s request, and decided I would
try this © ‘FEMA.” After all, my body was in desperate
need of disaster relief!

My first workout with FiA was in July 2017. It was a
hot and humid Saturday m()rnlng and if there was
shade anywhere, | couldn’t find it. I was one of about
11 women, but I was the largest and the slowest. As we
gathered in the parking lot of Whiteville High School,
our leader for the day announced that we would be
doing a “12 days of Christmas in July” workout. For the
next hour, I ran from station to station doing exercises
that were so very difficult for me.

That mor mng I was my own worst enemy. I kept tell-
ing myself, “I can’t do this.” Then, just as I would tell
myself this, someone would cheer me on. “Good Job
Amy!” “You got this!” “One is better than none.” On
and on it went until I had completed a full one hour
workout that was more difficult than I would have ever
attempted on my own. It was a new day for me.

At the end of a FIA workout, it is customary to circle
up and do a short devotion, inspirational reading or
motivational exercise, then take prayer requests and
pray together. There I stood, encircled by women
whom I had just met, from a community where I had
lived for 23 years, sharing this intimate moment. I felt
so encouraged.

I have maintained a steady course towards improved
health and wellbeing since that day. I am not at my
goal weight, but I am a stronger, healthier version of
myself. I do my best to attend both workouts each
week. For me, there are several factors that have helped
me to stay motivated. I love that FiA is free and that it
is available to all women in the community regardless
of their shape or ethnicity. The timing of the workouts
does not interfere with my work or family responsibili-
ties. I love that it is outdoors and that no fancy equip-
ment is used. I love that everyone comes as they are
and that becoming “better together” by working hard
is the only emphasis. Finally, each member has the op-
portunity to lead, which creates a constant variety and
provides ever-changing challenges for me.

FiA is a national organization with chapters in many cities
in the United States. If you would like to learn more about
FiA, or to search for a group, visit their website fianation.
com. In Whiteville, we meet in the parking lot in front of the
WIHS Gym on Tuesday (5:30-6:15 am) and Saturday (8:15-
9:15 am).
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15

story MARGARET HIGH

TES WITH JENNIFER HOL.COMB

photo GRANT MERRITT

Jennifer Holcomb has served as director of the Columbus County Chamber since 2012 when the Columbus County Tourism
Bureau and Greater Whiteville Chamber of Commerce converged. She was born in New York, has two boys, and is married
to Michael Holcomb. Flourish sat down with Holcomb to get her take on being a powerful woman in the workplace and how

to make everything fit in one day:

What is it like to be a working mom?
B usy. In my experience, it was twofold. Not only was |
working and raising children, I also went to school.
At one point I was working full time, I was working on
a master’s degree and living at the ball field, taking my
books out to practices and stuff like that. That was the
biggest challenge, just adding another dimension of
busy-ness. But what I have found is you have the time to
do the things you want to do. So while I had a lot of re-
quirements of my time, being a busy mom and having a
career, you make the time to do what you want to do. It’s
possible. My family always came first and I was blessed
that the chairman and different people I had worked
for on the board of directors understood that. As long
as it wasn’t taken advantage of, which I would never do,
my family was able to come first. But there was a good
work/life balance with what Ive done. I have a lot of
flexibility. I work a lot of hours, but they can be flexible
when I need them to, so that was always good. And now

both my children are in college so I'm an empty nester.
I think sometimes we overburden ourselves by just the
perception that were so busy, when we choose what we
want to do with our time. I believe that there can be a
work/life balance. I think it’s something you have to be
intentional with and I did it to the best of my ability. It’s
not easy, but it’s certainly possible.

[Have relationships ever forced you to reconsider your
career?

No, I wouldn’t say so. Though personal relationships are
impacted by the nature of what I do. I have a very public
job, and so just being out to dinner, someone’s com-
ing over to talk about the Chamber. Whether they’re
the business owner, or other people. And that’s kind of
had an impact on relationships; I'm never off work. And
then on the social side, a lot of my social interactions
are business social.
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How do you balance time with your husband, who
serves in the military?

I've learned over the years that my marriage is one of the
most important thmgs that I have, and I have to be very
intentional to keep that relationship solid. We make the
time for each other. We also love being together, which
helps (laughs). We want to hang out. We want to be to-

gether. He’s my best friend.

Have you ever experienced any workplace discrimina-
tion because you’re a woman?

I have seen it, most certainly. I think, especially in a rural
communily, it’s probably more prevalent. There’s still a
perception that a middle-aged man is more qualified for
certain positions, positions that I've either been in or
been interested in. To some degree, that’s been a chal-
lenge. But it gives you more ambition to overcome it.

What is your advice for ambitious women?

Twofold. One, embrace that ambition. But also don’t
lose your femininity because that’s powerful and I'm
proud of that. I want to be respected and recognized
in my field just like a man would, but I'm very differ-
ent at what I do because I'm a female. I bring a differ-
ent perspectlve to an issue or a t()pl(‘, or to this p()sm()n
than a man would, and | embrace that. And I think that
if you come at it in that way, other people will respect
you for that as well. I don’t come out guns blazing, I'm-
the-same-as-a-man, because I'm not. I'm very different.
And the difference is some of the value of what I think
we have as women.

“I bring a different perspective to an
Issue or a topic or to this position than
a man would, and I embrace that.”

What did your career path look like?

I took the road less traveled. I gol most of my educa-
tion as an adult. I came through entry-level positions
and didn’t really understand what 1 could accomplish.
I wasn’t that ambitious. I was always a great employ-
ce. | worked hard and I was dedicated, but I didn’t see
myself accomplishing great things. I always was kind
of status quo, at an entry level. That’s the family his-
tory. With a couple great influenc es, | saw that I could
go on and be something more, and that’s when 1 got
my education. That’s when [ realized that I could be in
leddershlp roles, that I could develop my career above
and beyond w hat 1 thought I had. It was the road less
traveled, very much so. I wonder where I would be if 1
had done thlngs a little different. I didn’t have the same
family influence or the support to go to (‘()llege I went
and worked and T waitr essed, which was invaluable, be-
cause | helped to write my own paycheck when | wait-
ressed. I understood customer service. It impacted my
income, so | refined that ability to anticipate people’s
needs, and that’s supported me through my career now.
And 1 still love waitressing. I did it for many years. |
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respect it very much. My husband, being military, says
that all men should spend four years before going on to
become whatever he becomes. | think that every single
human being ought to be a server for a period, because
i'll change who they are and help them to see the im-
portance of customer service and treating people kindly.
I'saw every table as an opportunity. Some people might
look down on people in entry-level positions. I loved
what I did and I did it well. There was a motivational
speaker that always said, “No matter what you do, do
it with excellence because you don’t know what you're
going to do later.” It doesn’t matter how high you are
in a company or if you're at the bottom, if you ‘do that

job well, you have an opportunity to a(lvan(‘,e. Ifyou're a

barista at Starbucks, be the best barista you can be. And
I think that’s helped my career, because | embraced that
when [ was at the lower, entry-level positions.

What do you think influenced that mentality?

The influences were varied. | had a stepdad that was
successful and he instilled in me that I could achieve
what [ wanted to. My family was all in the service indus-
try, in restaurants, so tht‘\ worked hard or they didn’t
eat. That was part of it. Then 1 watched ()ther people
that I respected. There was a head waitress when 1
worked for TBonz in Myrtle Beach. She was the best at
what she did. She could motivate people to do things
that they wouldn’t do for any other manager that was
there because of how hard she worked. That was mspi-
rational for me.

Proudest accomplishments?

Ah, well my two boys (laughs). Career-wise, I'd say the
pinnacle was the successful merging of the Columbus
County Tourism Bureau with the Greater Whiteville
Chamber of Commerce. It was a long process and it was
one that needed careful attention, and to some degree
kind of kid gloves, because we were doing something
that was unprecedented, and in some small pockets, un-
popular. So it was important to be able to express the
desired goal and the reason why as we went ahead and
met different obstacles and Chdllenges that came forth.

[How did cooking become your passion?

I had an aunt that was the cook of the whole family, and
I loved to be in the kitchen and help her when | was
young. I've always loved to ecat (laughs), that’s a great
inspiration. | just started developing that desire to want
to learn how to cook, and it just kept grow mg and grow-
ing. [ would say it’s not just a desire, now it’s a passion.
I do not like to shop, but I love to grocery shop. Trader
Joe’s is my favorite place in the entire world. I'm just
happy w hen I'm in there. If I'm cleaning the house or
chilling out for a while in front of my TV, Food Net-
work’s on. I love food videos. I could do away with all
of Facebook except for my recipes and videos. I most
recently started teaching cooking classes at Southeast-
ern (Community College), which was fantastic. I have
no regrets in my life, I've made a lot of mistakes but I've



learned from them, but I think, career-wise, if I could
go back and know what really motivates me now, back
then I would have become a personal chef. I think that
would be cool. It wouldn’t lend to my lifestyle right now,
but when I was young if | could do that over again, and
again | wouldn’t want to change anything, but if I had
to choose a different path, that’s what I would choose.

“This comm unity
1s part of me.”

Anything ethnic. For the whole family, I'd say the one
Lhmg they love the most is Japanese. I'm pr obabh most
known for my bang-bang shrimp. Again, just influenc-
es of different ethnic varieties. I'm on a Thai kick now
and I'm starting to explore African food: Moroccan and
South African cuisines. I bought a tagine recently.

I'm very indulgent. I make everybody what they like.
Could be hustmlmd for my husband but that’s how I
please, that’s how 1 shox\ love. When somebody’s glass
is getting emply or someone’s wanting seconds, 'm the
first to jump up. I like to serve. I think any position that
I would be in career-wise, or outside, that’s what I do.
That’s the motivation behind why I do it. I teach Sun-
day school, and [ like to serve that class. I like to be a
part of the learning process.

It was a fantastic place to raise my kids. So a personal
testimonial, I think, is better than any marketing bro-
chure. I've lived from coast to coast, from New York to
California, and I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else.
I love North Carolina. Columbus ( ounty has its chal-
lenges, but we have to be mindful that every community
has a challenge, they’re just different challenges. So our
urban areas we may look upon like the grass is greener,
but they have problems too, they're just different ones.
I think we have a great community. | think we have a
caring community. We have a philanthropic community.
We have a faithful community. Those are the compo-
nents of where you would want to build your life, with
people who are going to care and do life with you. My
church family has been as much a part of my life as
biological fannh And that’s why I love hwng here. A
lot of people say that there’s nothing to do here. If you
say that to me, I'm going to get offended, and I'm going
to prove you wrong. | always come back with, ‘Follow
me for two weeks.’ If you get ingrained in this commu-
nity, you will find your niche and you can enjoy it and
you can like it. If you don’t, if you sit at home, wait-
ing for someone to knock on your door to invite you to
take part in a community event or to sit on a board or
a committee or to take part in something, it’s not going
to happen. When new people move into the commu-
nity, it’s the first thing I want to help facilitate them in

is to get involved in something, something that’s out-
side their family and their job. That’s where connection
comes in and that’s where it can be a resting place and a
home That’s what I've made it. I mean, this community

a part of me. I don’t know if I'll die here, I don’t know
tht life holds, but this community is a part of me and
I'm glad I'm here.

K-Love. K-Love is the only music that [ listen to, for
about f()ur or five years now. It’s always positive, their
slogan is “positive, encouraging.” | love that. It also
keeps me focused. I'm a woman of faith, and the day
can get real, and life happens and bad things hdppen
and pe()ple can rattle your feathers and push yvour but-
tons, and listening to that music and how much God
loves me — it’s going to be okay, and I can push through.
It makes the day go well.

I could go so many different directions! So, 7he Godfa-
ther is one, I'm Ttalian. And I would say Pretty Woman. 1
don’t watch a lot of movies repeatedly, but Pretty Woman
is probably the one movie I could watch over and over
again and never get tired.

I*'d have to say Chopped.
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Finoing MY VOICE

story JENNY CLORE
photo JACKIE LEWIS

My husband and I had been married for two years be-
fore considering having children. He was in seminary;
I was finishing school. Our seminary housing was far
from spacious enough to accommodate all the per-
ceived ‘necessities’ that come with a newborn.

As the seminary chapter of our life was coming to a
close, we ])egan dreanung of life with a baby. Almost
simultaneously, anxiety and fear of infertility flew over
me.

I grew up as the middle of five children, with five and
six aunts and uncles on either side of my family; it was
a beautifully chaotic childhood. The topic of 1nfert1htv
or miscarriage never surfaced in conversations among
my family members and me. As far as | knew as a
young female adult, the problem was nonexistent in
our family circles.

But sadly, as we started our journey in the ministry,
Ryan and I began to see the heartbreak of infertility
and miscarriage through many of our friends’ eyes.
While Walklng alongside them, talking through many
tough conversatlons, sharing lots of tears and prayers,
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it became vividly clear to me no woman is exempt from
this potential pain. Infertility or miscarriage could
happen to me. | carried this fear and anxiety alone. |
didn’t share these concerns with my husband or any
of my family, as I didn’t want to disturb anyone else’s
‘normal.’

One evening in the mountains of Virginia at a youth
retreal, I was setting up the worship space for 300+
youth and youth leaders. The lead singer of the wor-
ship team, Kimberly, approached me. I could tell she
was nervous and uncomfortable. She asked, “Are you
and Ryan trying to have a baby?” You can imagine how
shocked I was bx this question, considering I only knew
Kimberly through annual youth retreats at w hich her
band played.

Puzzled by her question, I responded, “Actually, yes.”

She continued, “This is uncomfortable for me, but
God told me to tell you something and I need to tell
you. He told me to tell you not to be afraid. You're go-
ing to have a baby and you don’t need to be worried.”



I was immediately filled with so many emotions, the
only thing I knew to do in that moment was weep..

big, messy tears. Looking back, I see that the tears rep
resented a sense of peace and comfort knowing that
we were not alone on this journey. Not only was God
walking alongside us, He was aligning our journey with

friends and a community who would walk the path of

uncerlainty, fear, joy and happiness with us. We were
not alone, and He didn’t want us to feel alone.

Since God wrapped His arms of peace around me
that evening in the mountains, we have become the
lucky parents of Luke (5) and Shannon (4). The last
few months | have been holding on to this story, re-
membering the peace and comfort God provided then
and that I know He will provide now. In March of this
year, we were thrilled to find oul we were expecting
our third little one. All the joyful emotions that come
with this news filled our hearts and consumed our
thoughts. We decided to tell only a few people until
our first appointment at 8 weeks. Little did we know
we wouldn’t make it to that appointment.

I was six weeks when we lost the baby and our visions
of a family of five evaporated into the thick, unbreath-
able air. For the next two weeks my husband and 1
tried to navigate how to deal with this unforeseeable
loss. I was filled with questions and self-doubt. What
had I done wrong? Had my birth control after having
my daughter made me barren? Maybe 1 exercised too
hard in the early weeks. Will I be able to have a third
child? And the questions spiraled downhill from there.

These questions remained unspoken and we grieved
silently, while our busy lives continued. The church
Easter egg hunt had to be planned and carried out,
interviews at work had to go on as scheduled, and our
closest friends and family, inc hldlng our Church family,
had no idea what was happening in our lives. Those
two weeks were painfully lonely. One Saturday morn-
ing with my workout group, Females In Action (FiA), |
couldn’t choke back the tears any longer. At the end of
our workout we circled up to share prayer requests, as
we do aflter each workoul, and it was then the tears be-
gan to fall. While I cried, they embraced me in prayer
without knowing the secret I was keeping bottled up
inside.

“I share my story in
hopes to Contmue to
promote change and em-
power women'’s voices.”

I returned home that morning with a heavy heart.
I told my husband 1 couldn’t be silent any longer. |
couldn’t pretend everything was fine while my heart
was breaking inside. My soul needed to talk about the
pain and heartache. Not for sympathy, but because |
believe to my core we were created to experience life
in communily; to celebrate, to grieve, to comfort and
to embrace one another. That next day, we spoke to

our small group at church about what we had expe-
rienced over the last two weeks and healing began to
take place.

Sadly, even though humans were built to live in com-
munily, society has deemed cerlain life experiences la-
boo and “inappropriate” to share publicly. Miscarriage
and infertility, alongside sex education, religious and
political views, top the taboo list. For cenluries, women
have been told to “save face” and keep their person-
al experiences to themselves; so as not to embarrass
those whose ears it falls upon. With 10-20 percent of
pregnancies ending in miscarriage and 12-15 percent
of couples struggling to conceive, we need to break the
silence and reverse this taboo. Women are the most in-
credibly strong and resilient individuals on earth, but
nothing will deplete a woman’s soul, or any human’s
for that matter, faster than the feeling of loneliness and
isolation.

In recent years, women around the world have be-
gun to share their stories and not feel forced to hide
their pain in the shadows. I share my story in hopes to
continue to promote change and empower women’s
voices. | want women who may have found themselves
on this scary journey to know they are not alone. As a
communily, we need to work together to create safe
spaces for these conversations to take place. One way
to start is to educate ourselves and one another about
infertility and miscarriage, and help remove the shock
factor.

Contrary to my belief as a young woman, I've learned
that some of the closest women in my hfe have strug-
gled with infertility and miscarriage. My family’s si-
lence may have been to protect me from the pain they
were experiencing, maybe the pain was too much to
share, or maybe the women weren’t given the oppor-
tunity to share openly.

We need to become people who listen first and talk
last, Giving others the space to speak their heart when
they’re ready. My FiA friends loved and embraced me
without having to know exactly what was causing my
heartache. They offered many hugs and prayers, and
allowed me time and space to share when I was ready
to find my voice.

Pause. Listen. Love. You never know when a friend,
daughter, niece, or neighbor will be ready to share dIld
will need a h%temng ear and a hand to hold through a
journey on which she didn’t ask to embark.

MISCARRIAGE &
FERTILITY
IN THE USA
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PRINCESS NEALEY GRANTHAM

A creative force in Columbus County

story ISABEL HUMPHREYS
photos courtesy PRINCESS NEALEY GRANTHAM & TARA NEALEY GRAHAM

Being a new intern at 7he News Reporter, as well as
being a teen and trying to find out what I want to do
with my life, I figured "that when 1 agreed to work on a
magazine thdt 1 W()uld have to interview someone. Little
did I know that the person whom | was interviewing
ended up being an incredible person whom I'm now
proud to call a friend.

Princess Nealy Grantham grew up as one of four chil-
dren born to Terry Nealey, a preacher, and his wife,
Robin, in Tabor Cl’rV With three girls, Kdn(h Tara, an(l
her%elf and one boy, ‘Little’ Terry, life was slmple but
also a little eclectic. Grantham described herself as al-
ways being the “oddball in the family” due to the fact
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that she was the only left handed child among her sib-

lings. “I was usually looking for a quiet place to draw
or read a book,” Grantham says. She and her siblings
did not grow up around television, so to pass the time
they Would find fun and joy in playing musie, practic-
ing daily, and learning to play instruments. Grantham’s
parents did most of the singing, as well as playing guitar
and piano, while she played bass and her brother played
the drums. When she was 14, Grantham’s family formed
their own band, traveling to other churches as well as
their own, and rcgording their first album in Asheville,
N.C. Her sisters played piano and guitar and sang. Trav-
eling often helped Grantham unleash and work on her
other artistic abilities such as drawing. Traveling also



made it hard for her to keep up with her school work,
however. Grantham says, “I was always a dctcrmmcd
kid, wanting to push throuwh to the next thing. Travel-
ing never stopped me from gettmg stuff done. I always
had the idea of success on my mind. I always wanted 1o
grow up and be successful,” she says.

When Grantham was 21, her 17-year-old brother was
killed in a car accident, causing painful ripples in the
family’s band as well as (‘lrl()Tl()Ildl ties. “It was the hard-
est thlng I've ever faced,” she says. Grantham told me
that the family band quit singing a while after that and
stopped traveling as much because of the emotional
trauma that his death inflicted. Being the determined
person she is, Grantham did not allow herself to drown
m sorrow and grief; instead she enrolled in Southeast-
ern Community College and later went to the Art Edu-
cation program at UNC-Pembroke in hopes to become
an art teacher. Inspired by her high school art teacher,
Grantham had always wanted to help encourage cre-
ativity into the children around her as her teacher did
with her.

Around the time she became an art teacher, Grantham
was blessed with her son, Seth, who is now 20. “Teach-
ing really made life easier for me. It helped me pay the
bills as well as it allowed me to be around my children
on holidays and summers,” Grantham told me. She has
now been an art teacher for 12 years and has a daughter,
Hannah, who is 17. Both of her children are very tal-
enled and artistic, just like their mother.

// Grantham’s late brother Terry Nealey II // Nealey CDs //
The Nealeys at The Yam Festival
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// Library reading of Silly Nilley Wet The Bed // With husband Monroe Grantham // Children Seth and Hannah Nayle

After recovering from the death of her brother,
Grantham’s family went back to playing music and
has since recorded four albums, the last of which was
recorded in Nashville with a Grammy award-w inning
producer. The album features four of “‘Grantham’s own
songs which she had written. Ten of the family’s songs
have been released to radio and a few of them have end-
ed up on Christian-country music charts and South-
ern-gospel charts. “My whole family writes music so |
have to credit them as well. My parents and sisters are
also fantastic song writers. Writing is part of the fam-
ily blood. I was blessed to be part of such a talented
fdlnllV I owe a lot of who I am today to my family,” she
told me. Their band now mostly sings and plays Tive at
their home church, Holiness Tabernacle Church in Ta-
bor City.

Trying to get to know her better as a friend and a person,
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I asked Grantham how she would describe herself and
her hfestyle in three words. She said to me “faith, God,
and f(unll\ Those three words describe who she is as
a person. Always having faith, even in hard times when
there seems to be no hope, always trusting in God the
Father, and honoring family ties and bonds. I also asked
Grantham what mspncd her to work with children. T
was generally curious because I, as well as many teenag-
ers, have trouble with hdndhng younger ¢ hildren.

Grantham said to me, “When | was four years old, |
went to the last day of kinder garten with my older sister
because T would be coming to the school next year. I sat
down with the older kids and began to draw a little pic-
ture. The kids looked at me and asked me what I wanted
to be when 1 grew up. When I responded with ‘I want
to be an art teacher, they all started to laugh at me.”
Grantham continued to tell me how towards the end of



the class, while wanting to prove herself, she asked the
teacher if she could go up and draw something on the
board. She actually ended up teaching the class how to
draw a picture. Keep in mind that she was only four at
the time. Grantham told me that since that moment, she
wanted to share her talent and help other people, espe-
cially kids. “I love kids, I love to work with kids, I love to
challenge their minds, It’s just always been a desire of
mine. | know that if I can make a difference in any kid’s
life, that is very important,” Grantham says.

Combining her love of kids and her artistic abilities,
Grantham decided she would write children’s books,
her first being Silly Nilley Wet the Bed.] asked Grantham
what writing children’s books brings into her life. She
responded without hesitation “Happiness.” She also
went on to say that, “I feel like I'm sharing part of
my heart with pcoplc as well as helping children and
bri inging smiles to their faces.” Grantham’s book is the
first in a series of books which helps children deal with
difficult situations that they face as young kids, such as
wetting the bed. Her books also combine life lessons
with comedy and lighthearted fun. Her son illustrated
her most recent book. She tells me that he too is a very
talented artist and musician. Grantham told me that the
ideal of family definitely transfers into her work as a
writer and a teacher, “so much so that sometimes my
students call me ‘mama, " she says. We shared a good
laugh about that. “I feel like, as a teacher, I need to be
able to help these kids and be near them as a mother or
father should be because you never know if these chil-

dren get the love and affection they deserve at home.
So I always try to be a motherly ﬁgure in my work as
much as possible. Even if a child can’t draw, I always
find something for them to do so they can feel like
they’ve accomplished something, so Lheu\, can be proud
of themselves.”

I also asked Grantham about living and teaching in Co-
lumbus County, the little, unnoticeable speck on the
map that anyone would overlook, and I asked how living
here affects her writing. “Well, there are a lot of times
that we, as residents of Columbus County, feel confined
to this place. And there are kids who’ve never been able
to leave this county and who've never really been on
an adventure, and for me to be able to take them on an
adventure in my classroom or in my book, it like gold.”

Religion plays a large part in Grantham’s life. Being
the daughter of a preacher, she tells me that she was at
church every Sunday with her family growing up. “My
parents raised us to always do right and to be gracious
to others and help others when they needed help She
also told me a very incredible story which really sparked
her connection with God. “When'T was two months old,
I'had a crib death. My mom walked into the room and T
was not breathing. I was dead. My father picked me up
and took me to this altar in our house where he would
pray and he prayed and prayed to the Lord and | came
back to life. Hearing that story really made me believe
that there is a bigger power in the world and that I will
always have someone to trust in.” Grantham also told
me that from hearing about her crib death that she now
always tries to find the good in any situation, “because
1fx0u focus on the bad, you are going to live a Ilt‘gdth

life.” Grantham demonstrates her value of religion in

her church, where she plays her bass as well as teaches
her gunddy school class. Grantham has raised her chil-
dren on the same ideals that she was raised on; however,
she says she doesn’t want to push them but she’s raised
them the best she could. ¢ ‘Honestly, I could never com-
pare myself to my mom and dad; they raised us very
well. But, I have tried to raise my children to help others
and to alwa},s be loving and affectionate and 1 believe
that they have grown up to be very fine people.”

Today, Grantham continues to work as an art teacher at
Tabor City and Chadbourn Middle schools and plays
music with her family in church. She spends time with
her husband, Monroe, and children. Grantham says that
Monroe, “hom she met in 2009 and whom she had a
crush on in middle school, “is one of the best things
that have ever happened to me. He’s hard working and
has been very good to me. Despite thinking I'm crazy
sometimes bccdusc of my endless ideas for new thlng
he’s a good one’ > Monroe works as a commercial sales
rep at Lowes. Grantham was also very excited to share
with me that she and her daughter are now working on
a new book together, which her daughter will illustrate.
I'was so glad that I got to meet such an incredible hu-
man being. Before I ended our interview I asked her for
a bit of motherly advice.

Grantham told me “Always follow your dreams, no mat-
ter how crazy they are or how many ideas you have.”
When I heard that advi nce, all I could do was smile. T can
only hope that you, the red(ler, take that advice to heart
as well.

“RUSTIC FARM WEDDING YENUE

Located on the edge of the beautiful historic Fair Bluff, Horne Bay
Farm has a rustic natural beauty and an easy elegance. Southern
charm and Personality abound at the majestic barn, the open air
pavilion overlooks ponds and horse pastures. Contrasting elements
mabke this the perfect setting for any wedding or event.

¢+ Romantic Country ¢ Rustic Charm

¢+ Equestrian Elegance ¢+ Country Western
Horne Bay Farm can provide you with the props
to carry out your wedding theme.

Horne Bay Farm

Kathy H. Ashley 910-840-4091
Hornebayfarm.com

N '
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FARM TO STREET Foobp

story & photos SYRITA MILLS
illustrations ISABEL HUMPHREYS

“DRIVE DOWN ANY CURVY BACKROAD IN COLUMBUS COUNTY AND
THE LUSH CROPS WILL GREET YOU THERE...”

D rive down any curvy backroad in Columbus county
and the lush crops will greet you there, evidence of
the rich variely of vegetables at our culinary disposal.
Yet for all their glory, these simple ingredients may get
short shrift at the dinner table, often overlooked despite
their abundance.

Fortunately, that doesn’t daunt area growers and pro-
duce markets in their efforts to get fresh foods to our
plates. At Livingston Creek, an outdoor produce and
seafood complex in Bolton, local seasonal foods shine.
Okra from Maxton and zucchini from Chadbourn peek
out of bins on a sleepy Sunday morning. Just twenty
minutes from Wilmington, shoppers from that direc-
tion make the short trek to find offerings unavailable at
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Whole Foods or more posh outlets.

Owners Danny and Yolanda Graham had Zephyrs on
display this particular morning. The two-toned sum-
mer squash resembling zuechini has a soft buttery hue
at the neck with a pale green base. The Grahams play
an active role in getling everyone to eat extra veggies, in-
cluding leading by example. “We had squash last night”
said Danny. “We eat out of here every day because I am
a firm believer that you are what you eat.”

And with that admonition we’re giving perennial play-
ers like okra, watermelon and sweet potatoes a second
look. But for added appeal, these staples were given a
street-style makeover with flavors and techniques remi-
niscent of an urban food truck.



SWEET STREET TACOS
This meatless option features a vegan chorizo that
packs big flavor. Subtly sweet bites of sweet potato and
cool slices of avocado tame the heat.

Ingredients
Two medium sweet potatoes peeled and diced
Trader Joe’s Soy Chorizo (or substitute
taco seasoning)
15 oz can black beans, drained
One small onion
Two large garlic cloves
12 corn tortillas
Smoked paprika
Salt
Freshly ground pepper
Olive oil
One avocado sliced
One jalapeno sliced into rounds
Cilantro

Lime

Instructions

1. Preheat oven to 400 degrees.

2. In a large bowl, gently coat diced sweet potatoes
with a small drizzle of olive oil, smoked paprika, and
salt and pepper to taste. Spread potatoes evenly on a
parchment-lined baking sheet. Place in oven for 25
minutes, or until tender and browned, turning occa-
sionally.

3. Drizzle Y cup water in a large heated pan. When wa-
ter begins to dance, add diced onion and sauté on me-
dium-high heat until softened, adding small amounts
of water to deglaze pan. Add 2 tsp. olive oil, garlic, cho-
rizo and black beans, stirring until all ingredients are
incorporated. Reduce Heat.

4. Spray a skillet with nonstick spray and warm corn
tortillas, lightly browning on each side.

5. Assemble immediately with chorizo filling, diced
vams, sliced avocado and jalapeno rounds. Garnish
with cilantro and lime wedge.

Serves 4

Our commercial clients know the value of doing
business with BB&T. We keep decision-making
authority on the local level, with a deep understanding
of the needs and nuances of the communities
we serve. At BB&T, we will continue to build new
relationships just as we have since 1872 — by creating
long-lasting partnerships that extend beyond deals
and transactions. Experience the difference when
one of the strongest and most respected banks in the
nation is also part of your community. BBT.com

BB&

Member FDIC. Only deposit products are FDIC insured.
© 2013, Branch Banking and Trust Company. All rights reserved.
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CrisPY OVEN-ROASTED OKRA
WITH SEA SALT AND CHIPOTLE MAYONNAISE
This snackable version of a Southern favorite serves up
all the sweet, earthy flavor of okra with none of the slip.

Ingredients
1 1b okra, halved lengthwise
Olive oil
V4 tsp. sea salt
Freshly ground pepper
1 tsp chipotle powder
1/3 cup mayonnaise
1 large garlic clove minced
A dash of Liquid Smoke

Lime juice

Instructions

1. Preheat oven to 400 degrees

2. Mix chipotle powder and mayonnaise in a small
bowl. Add minced garlic, liquid smoke, salt and the
juice of one lime. Stir. Adjust salt and lime juice ratios
to suit taste. Set aside.

3. Line a single layer of okra halves on a baking sheet.
Lightly drizzle with oil and cracked sea salt and roast
for 20 minutes until erisp.

4. Remove okra from the oven. Allow to cool slightly
and serve with Chipotle mayonnaise.

Serves 2

“And with that admomtion
we’re giving perennial
players like okra,
walermelon and sweet
potatoes a second look.”
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MumsAl MELON CRrusH
Served up in the street markets of India, this drink is a
light, sweet, thirst quencher.

Ingredients
3 cups chilled watermelon cubes
1 cup ice
Y4 cup sugar or to laste

Instructions

Combine all ingredients in blender, reserving 1/3 cup of
melon cubes for later use. Blend on high until smooth.
Remove pulp with a strainer and serve in a tall glass
along with reserved cubes. Garnish with basil or mint.
Serve immediately.

Serves 2

Trusted personal service
for you and your family

Ben Sauls and his staff invite you
to come see them at
Village Prescription Center
for all your prescription and
over-the-counter needs.

‘We accept all major insurance cards, and offer competitive prices.

ViLLAGE PRESCRIPTION CENTER

108 E. Old Highway 74/76 Lake Waccamaw (910) 646-3435
Monday - Friday 9:00 am - 6:00 pm Saturday 9:00 am - 1:00pm




UGLY TUB & TILE?' UGLY COUNTERTOPS?

We Repair.& Refinish We Repair.& Refinish
in'2 Days or;Less! in'2Days or,Less!

BEFORE W4 Tilelgroutilines BEFORE
permanently;sealed

“Beautifulcolorchange!,

v THOUSANDS LESS than replacement! v
We.also repair & refinish: see for Yourself — Miracle Method®
- Kitchen Countertops Visit Our Showroom! SURFACE REFINISHING
- Tile Showers & Walls 311 9D Jud
ges Rd.
- Fiberglass Tubs & Showers Wilmington, NC 28405 9 1 0'39 7'2999

Each Miracle Method franchise is See more photos at: www.MiracleMethod.com/wilmington

independently owned and operated.
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THANKSYOU FOR
MAKINGTHE2018

SUMMER MEAI.S A'SUCCESS!
CALLTODAY{TO/FINDIOUTIHOW/TO,

[ |

BECO Aﬁm FORISUMMERR019
{ER\WE[CAN[FEED)MORECHILDREN

coume«r 9107641"6139

i
Contact Jamesie Gentry ca tOday Contact Donna Bartley
910-641-6439 for more 910-642-5168
jgentry@whiteville.k12.nc.us - = . dbartley@columbus .k12.nc.us
genty@ information || = @@
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story DIANA MATTHEWS
photos GRANT MERRITT & courtesy of MARIE FAULK
illustration IsSABEL HUMPHREYS

Bolton native Marie Simmons Faulk may be the only person in Columbus County

who thinks about impoverished children on the other side of the world when filling
out her NCAA Men’s Basketball Championship bracket.

Faulk entered The News Reporter’s March Madness
contest with the plan of giving away anything she won
through Operation Christmas Child, an outreach of the
Boone, N.C., Christian ministry Samaritan’s Purse.

“To be truthful,” Faulk said, “I was just picking the
teams that my husband wasn’t picking in some of the
brackets to start with. Then as it got closer to the fi-
nals, and I was in the lead, we both tried to make sure
my picks were the best. I really picked the underdogs
for the most part, but that team with the nun as their
chaplain was the one that helped me the most. I think
my intention to use the money for shoeboxes was the
reason God allowed me to win.”

Huge needs, small boxes
In 2017 Samaritan’s Purse delivered over 11 million
boxes of gifts to needy children between 2 and 14 years
of age in more than 100 countries.

Even if the relief agency reaches its goal of 12 million
boxes in 2018, it will touch only a small fraction of the
world’s impoverished children. Most of Africa’s 507 mil-
lion children will receive nothing.

Faulk would like to see 200 boxes go out from her col-
lection point at Cherry Grove Baptist Church this year.

In 1993, a group of Christians in Bosnia made contact
with Franklin Graham, head of Samaritan’s Purse, ask-
ing for help to comfort the country’s children during
their region’s civil war.

Graham found a church in Charlotte to help, Faulk said,
and they chose to send gifts in shoeboxes as a doable,
practical gesture to bring “something nice” to the re-
gion’s boys and girls of all religious and ethnic groups.
Operation Christmas Child was born.

Hubert and Shirley McClenny volunteered at OCC
headquarters and told Randy and Marie Faulk about
it. Cherry Grove Baptist Church members got involved
shopping for gifts and packing boxes in the mid-1990s.
OCC asks givers to provide a mix of practical and fun
items for a boy or a girl in one of the following age
groups: 2-4 years, 5-9 years or 10-14 years.

Faulk includes school supplies in every box she packs.
Other practical items that she recommends include
small flashlights with extra batteries, toothbrushes,
washcloths, clothing items and soap. Faulk asks people
to save prescription bottles to hold sewing and fishing
kits.

Fun gifts that do not take up much space could include
a bracelet or necklace (or a make-it-yourself kit), a Hot
Wheels car, a small stuffed animal or a wooden toy or
puzzle.

“They suggest you pack one ‘wow’ item,” a fun surprise
for the child, Faulk said, but it does not need to be
extravagant. “Anything can be a wow item. You never
know, so you pack whatever you feel led to pack.”

Wow!
To make things easier for givers, OCC can provide in-
expensive red-and-green plastic or corrugated boxes.
Hobby Lobby stores will also stock the pre-decorated
boxes in the fall.

For one little boy Faulk heard about, a pair of boots was
his ‘wow” item. Another boy had specifically told OCC
volunteers that he was hoping for a blue button-down
shirt.

“The volunteers handing out the gifts didn’t want to
discourage him,” said Faulk, but they knew a button-
down shirt was not a typical shoebox gift.

“When he got his box,” Faulk said, “there was a blue
button-down shirt in it, and it was his size.”

Not every child’s wish is met that dramatically, but Faulk
said, “I could tell stories all day long™ about the thrill
the children get from knowing that someone, some-
where chose gifts with them in mind. She emphasizes
that, “Prayer is the most important thing to send with
your shoebox.”

Faulk encloses in each box a photo of the children at
Cherry Grove Baptist Church, so that the recipients
can see the faces of some of the people who care about
them.
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// Cherry Grove Baptist Church children enclosed this photo and a
friendly message in each box they sent last year // “You can fit a lot
into these boxes,” says Marie Faulk
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“The Greatest Journey”
When the boxes are delivered, volunteers distribute
a picture and story booklet (in the local ldngua‘fe)
describing Jesus Christ as God’s “Greatest Gift,” and
they offer the children a chance to participate in a
follow- up Bible class called “The Greatest Journey” if
they want.

“Sometimes children are more excited about the book
than they are about the box of gifts,” Faulk said. Since
2009, 14.9 million children have opted to take the class,
and 6.9 million have come to faith in Christ.

“The boxes are very powerful,” said Faulk.
OCC asks givers to include a donation of $9 per box
to cover the expenses of shipping, producing the
“Greatest Gift” booklets and training local volunteers
to teach the follow-up classes. Compared to mailing a
shoebox individually to a child on another continent,
said Faulk, the OCC cost is a bargain.

Anyone from outside the congregation can drop off
their shoeboxes and donations at Faulk’s church No-
vember 12-19. The other two drop-off centers in Co-
lumbus County are at Piney Forest Baptist Church

and Whiteville United Methodlsl Church.

The next step
The Faulks have volunteered three times at the Char-



lotte processing center, one of eight in the U.S. “It is
a huge place,” she said. “They process shoeboxes for
aboul three weeks starting at Thanksgiving and going un-
til about the third week in December. They were sending
out 20,000 boxes a day when we were there.”

At the processing center, Faulk’s job was to look through
packed boxes and take out items not allowed by the strict
protocol that OCC follows. Even though donors are told
what to include and what to leave out, a few well-inten-
tioned mistakes make it to Charlotte before being found.

“We removed any money, war-related toys, breakable
things. Candy and toothpaste aren’t allowed anymore;
that’s a customs rule. We take out sharp items like razors
or anything that’s damaged or used. We don’t remove
anything except those things.”

OCC volunteers do not throw the unusable items into the
trash, Faulk said. “We send them elsewhere in the U.S.”

Well, actually one item that Faulk found may have been
trashed.

“I opened a box, and there laying on top of everything
else was a pair of old, used tennis shoes. I wondered,
‘What did they think they were doing?”” Faulk removed
the grungy footwear and filled the space with items from
the center’s supply of spare goodies provided by corpo-
rate donors. Processing center volunteers stop work every

hour to pray for the children who will receive the boxes.

From the processing center, OCC boxes journey to areas
where local Christians have identified needy children.
The local churches recruit their own volunteers, Faulk
said. “They get the boxes to the children by all modes of
transportation: cars, bikes, boats, camels, donkeys and on
their backs.”

She said that, “There is no way to get all the gifts out to
the children by Christmas,” so OCC is really a year-round
operation.

Getting started
Faulk happily admits that she is among those who have
developed the mental condition called “OCD for OCC;”
she thinks constantly of ways to fit blessings into “just
one more” box. She taught herself to sew in the last year
so she could make zippered pencil pouches.

And now even March Madness is part of her method. Her
unique Marie Faulk cheer-for-the-underdogs approach
paid off for children whom she loves - although she has
never seen them — all over this big world.

Faulk invites prospective helpers to call her at 910-653-
3676, and she will point them to volunteer opportunities.
Pre-decorated boxes and gift suggestions are available at
www.samaritanspurse.org.

Good Hands® Within arm’s reach.

Angela Slagle
910-640-3989
112 E. Smith St.
Whiteville, NC 28472
angelaslagle@allstate.com

Subject to terms, conditions and availability. Savings vary. Allstate Vehicle and Property Insurance Co. Northbrook, IL. © 2015 Allstate Insurance Company
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L.EAP OF COURAGE

A VISUAL SHORT STORY FORTHE YOUNG & YOUNG AT HEART

Luvky was a lot differ-
ent from the other
dogs that frequented Lake
Waccamaw. Most dogs that
lived there were blessed
with long legs and/or ath-
letic builds such as Lab-
radors or spaniels. Lucky,
however, was the exact
opposite: fat, short, stub-
by, and not proportional.
His ears were larger than
his head and his tail was
longer than his body. His
fur was a very unattract-
ive brownish, black and
gray and was long and
scruffy looking. His muz-
zle gave the illusion of a
beard, aging him by many
years and failing to hide
his poor dental work. His
nose stuck out from the
rest of his body because it
was colored a tremendous
dark pink. The only beau-
tiful part of the animal
was his sparkling bright
blue eyes, which reflect-
ed the gorgeous color of
the lake on a clear day.
His name, “Lucky,” re-
flected his good fortune
of being adopted despite
his looks.

Lucky lived with two tall,
long-legged,  well-built
Labradors, one black
and the other chocolate-
brown. They were both
very talented and loved
showing off at the lake.

story & illustrations ISABEL HUMPHREYS

Lucky

Ginger

They would run down the flight of stairs that led to the
dock and leap off the edge, landing in the water with
a great splash. Ginger, the chocolate Lab, could jump
twice as high than any other canine in the vicinity. She
had a sleek but sturdy build and her well-groomed fur
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Max

glistened in the sunshine.
Her dark brown eyes gave
a very serious and confi-
dent stare, which could in-
still a sense of warmth or
of fear in any dog she came
across. But she was also the
sweetest dog that had ever
bothered to be friendly to
Lucky. Max, the black Lab,
on the other hand, had an
incredible strapping and
brawny body. He was the
largest of his litter and had
strong muscular legs. He
was a bit headstrong and
thought very highly of him-
self due to his handsome
looks, bright white teeth,
and piercing gray eyes.
Lucky had grown up with
these two alongside their
owner, Alex, a popular col-
lege graduate who worked
at the local newspaper and
used his life savings to buy

a house on the lakefront

for his dogs.

Being the “ugly child”
compared to his pure-
bred counterparts made
life hard for Lucky. Not
to mention he had an
intense fear of water.
Day after day he would
stumble down the steps
and waddle down the
long walkway of the dock.
Once he got to the end,
he’d find a nice warm
spot, directly in the line
of sunshine. He would

sprawl out while watching Max and Ginger leap and
splash in the cool water, fetching sticks and tennis balls.
While they were playing, they would try to coax Lucky
into the water, trying to get him to join in the fun. Gin-
ger would use her looks and her flirtatious and friend-



ly personality to entice Lucky into playing while Max

to swim without sinking immediately after jumping in.

would start to name call, challenging Lucky’s courage That’s funny,” Lucky thought to himself. So he remained

by barking, growling, and calling him “scaredy-cat” and

“fearful little scrub.”
Hurt and sorrowful,
Lucky just sat there,
occasionally looking
at his reflection in a
quiet area of the wa-
ter. His funny look-
ing mug frowned
back at himselfl and
his crooked canine
teeth  peeked out
from beneath his
leathery black lips.
His perfectly clear
reflection in the mo-
tionless lake water
quickly disappeared
as a tear rolled
down his snout and
dripped off his nose,
rippling the lake’s
surface.

“Come on, Lucky! The water would be so much more
fun if you were in here with us,” Ginger said with a

wink, her long eyelashes batting
rapidly.

“Forget it, Ginger, that little wea-
sel doesn’t have the guts to put his
front paw in the water,” Max said
with a snicker and a growl, con-
tinuing to dog-paddle towards the
stick Alex had thrown. The good
looking and kindhearted human
knelt down next to his fearful lit-
tle dog, stroking his soft fur and
patting his head while Lucky’s
ears folded down.

“What’s wrong, little buddy? Why
don’t you try getting in the water
today? 1 can hold on to you un-
til you get comfortable paddling.”
Lucky just lay there feeling bad
about himself and his inability to
touch the water. How could a dog
of his stature be able to swim? His
legs were too short and he was so

right where he was, in his little spot of sunshine, refus-

ing to join in the fun
with the other dogs.

That night, after
Alex, Ginger, Max,
and Lucky had come
up from the lake and
everyone had dried
off and eaten dinner,
Lucky heard Ginger
barking out the win-
dow.

“I's  raining! Why
don’t we all go out-
side and play?” she
said. Lucky cocked
his head. Who
would ever want to
go outside and play
in the rain?

“Aw, sweet! Rain means mud puddles and mud wres-
tling! Hey, Ginger, I challenge ya!” Max exclaimed. He
and Ginger rushed to the door, scratching and whin-

ing for Alex to let them out. Lucky
sauntered up to the screen door
that led out to the porch, ears
folded back onto his head.

“Why do you guys even bother?
It’s wet and cold and muggy. Why
can’t we just stay inside and watch
movies and go back to our beds,
that sort of thing?” Lucky said. He
was slowly backing up from the
two larger dogs and towards his
fluffy beanbag he slept on.

“Come on, youre acting like a
cat. You can’t ever just face your
fear like a real dog, and get wet!
You're worse than a cat!” Max said
furiously. He was sick and tired of
Lucky always ruining his fun. He
wasn’t about to let Lucky bash his
chances of rolling in a good mud
puddle.

overweight that he would be sure

to sink. “Okay,” Alex said with a sigh, “we’ll try tomor-
b

row.

“Max, stop. Name calling won’t make him want to go
outside any more than he already does,” Ginger said.
Her beautiful and dangerous stare was fixed on Max,

“Yeah, right. like there’s any chance of me being able but her voice remained sweel and calm. Max snickered,
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curling his lip and flashing his bright white teeth. Gin-
ger turned to Lucky, her gaze softened and she spoke
with her smooth voice. “Lucky, why don’t you follow me
out? Playing in the rain is actually kind of fun.”

“I don’t know,” Lucky uttered skeptically. Then he low-
ered his head at the realization of his own spineless-
ness. e couldn’t bring himself to look up at the bigger
dogs because he could already feel Max’s disappointed
and angry glare.

“Youre wasting your ti-...” Max was cut short by Gin-
ger’s powerful, brown-eyed glower.

“Itll be fine, I would never do anything that could put
you in danger. You can trust
me, I'll stay right by your
side until you get com-
fortable, I promise.” And
with that comforting reas-
surance from Ginger, all
of a sudden Lucky’s fear
seemed to melt away. The
only things he could fo-
cus on were her kind and
beautiful eyes covered by
voluminous, long eyelashes
that were staring at him.
Lucky did trust Ginger.
She had always looked out
for him and been caring
towards him his entire life.
So, he took a deep breath,
gulped down any feeling
of fright, stood up, and
walked towards the sleek
and stunning canine. Her
fur well groomed and her
“million dollar” smile flash-
ing. Lucky planted himself
right next to her and pre-
pared to face his fear for
the first time in his life.

All three of the dogs turned

their heads to the sound of Alex coming down the hall
and towards the screen door. Before he opened it, he
looked down to find Lucky standing right next to the
two Labs. Surprised, Alex didn’t ask any questions. In-
stead, he smiled at the sight of his fearful little mutt,
preparing to face his fear. All of a sudden, before Lucky
knew what was happening, the door flew open and Max
rushed out into the rain. The power behind his shov-
ing and pushing almost made Lucky and Ginger lose
their balance. Trying to gather himself, Lucky turned his
head to find Ginger standing next to him, just like she
promised.
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“You ready?” she asked.

“Yeah, ready.” Lucky said. He poked his chubby front
paw onto the outdoor porch, his jiggly and fuzzy body
following. The porch was cold and wet from the wind
blowing light raindrops onto the aged wood. Ginger
shortened her strides so she could better keep up with
her small friend. As Lucky approached the small flight
of stairs that led out to the front yard and away from
the covered safety of the porch, he began to slow his
pace. Ginger moved ahead of him just poking her pretty
face out into the storm. Lucky was thunderstruck. Never
before had she looked so beautiful. Her tar-black nose
was like a shiny silver button in the sprinkle of summer
rain. Her eyes were shut
and little droplets of water
twinkled on the edge of her
eyelashes and raindrops
ran down her smooth face.
All' Lucky could do was
stare in awe.

“What?” she asked. Lucky
snapped out of his daze.

said with
charming

“Nothing.” he
a surprisingly
smile.

“See? Isn’t the rain beau-
tiful?” Ginger said with a
glamorous giggle.

“Yeah....”  Lucky said,
“beautiful,” but he wasn’t
referring to the storm. He
was looking straight at the
beauty with the chocolate
brown fur that stood next
to him. Ginger couldn’t
stop herself from smiling.
“Okay, here goes nothing,”
he said. Slow and steady,
Lucky prepared himself for
the step he was about to
make, the step that would end with him actually touch-
ing water!

He took a deep breath, closed his eyes as tight as he
could, and stuck his nose out into the rain. It was like
the whole world had stopped spinning. All he could
feel was the gentle drops of water trickling down his
muzzle. All he could hear was the soft pitter patter of
the rain bouncing on his snout. He allowed his bright
blue eyes to open and a smile spread across his face
while he slid the rest of his body out into the rain.
Lucky began to laugh with joy. “Ha! I'm actually doing
it! I'm out in the rain.... getting wet!” He began leaping
as high as he could, jubilant and excited. Ginger joined
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in the fun, jumping in puddles and playing with Lucky
while Alex stood on the porch, grinning from ear to ear.
Max, however, wasn’t impressed. He couldn’t care less
if the funny looking dog had faced his fear by standing
in a rainstorm. That didn’t prove anything. He scoffed
and continued to splash around. Lucky had never had
so much fun in his life; he had never realized how fun
it was to splash in puddles. He and Ginger alternated
throwing water at each other, laughing with joy. Water
wasn’t so scary after all.

Once it started to get dark, Lucky and the two other
dogs ran inside, tails wagging, and they all settled into
their beds. Ginger was so worn out from playing that
she fell asleep as soon as she lay down. Lucky remained
awake with Max, unable to wipe the smile from his face.

“You know, just be-

cause you played

in the rain, that

doesn’t mean you

aren’t still afraid of

the water.” Lucky

turned to see Max

scowling,  clearly

unimpressed.  “If

you really wanna

prove something to

me, then tomorrow,

you'll jump off the

edge of the pier

Otherwise, you're

stll a  spineless

little jellyfish.” Max

said. Self-doubt

crept into Lucky’s

mind.  Max was

right. Lucky was

still afraid of get-

ting into the lake. However, a piece of Lucky wanted to
prove Max wrong. Determination overwhelmed Lucky’s
mind, fueled by anger and resentment towards Max’s
remark.

“Fine, I will jump off the pier tomorrow.” Lucky said,
not realizing what he had just agreed to. Max smiled.
He had gotten under Lucky’s fur and taken advantage
of his newfound confidence. Butterflies began to flutter
in Lucky’s stomach, but the decision was made. There

was no room for fear now. Tomorrow he would jump off

the pier!

skeslesk

Lucky woke the next morning with a queasy feeling
nagging at his delicate tummy. What had he gotten him-
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self into? He rose from his bed and onto his little legs,
slowly approaching the kitchen where his breakfast sat
untouched. Ginger and Max had already gotten to their
bowls and started munching on their Canine Kibbles. A
nervous frown was painted on Lucky’s face. He was feel-
ing so sick that he couldn’t eat. He just sat in front of his
red double bowl, and stared into his water.

“What's the matter, Lucky? Aren’t you hungry?” Gin-
ger had a worried look on her face. She had never seen
Lucky turn down a good bowl of Canine Kibbles. Some-
thing was definitely wrong with him.

99

“Yeah Luck, aren’t you hungry?” Max chimed in with a
sly grin. He knew exactly why Lucky wasn’t hungry.

“I'm fine,” Lucky growled, and his nose seemed to
turn bright red. “IUs just that Ma-" right before he was
about to tell Ginger about Max’s constant bullying, he
stopped  himself.
That’s exactly what
Max would want.
“I'm just not in the
mood for Canine
Kibbles.” His face
softened and he
flashed the same
sly grin at the big
black Labrador

staring him down.

“All " right, dogs!
Who's ready to go
down to the lake?”
Alex called. The
kitchen  erupted
with excited bark-
ing and howling
from the two larger
dogs. Lucky was
lost in his own
thoughts. A voice in the back of his mind kept telling
him that he couldn’t do it. Lucky shook his head.

“Stop it! You can do this,” he thought to himself. Alex
grabbed his three pets and led them out to the stair-
case that went down to the lake. Lucky was ready. He
followed his cohorts out the door and across the dew-
covered front yard. Then he trotted across the street
and waddled down the staircase while Max and Ginger
rushed past him.

When he came to the bottom, he stopped suddenly.
Fear was starting to set in. The world was silent around
him. The pier had never seemed so short to him. Usu-
ally, it looked like it took forever to get out to the water.
Today, it looked different. His mind shifted. Maybe if
he thought about something happy, he wouldn’t be as
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scared. He began to think about the wonderful night
he’d had with Ginger, frolicking in the rain and splash-
ing in puddles. His eyes shot open and then squinted
into a determined stare. That was it! The lake was just a

big puddle, nothing to be afraid of!

“Hey, Lucky! Come on in” Ginger
barked. Her voice rang in his ears.
All of a sudden, the little dog broke
into a sprint. He was panting hard,
trying to go as fast as his little legs
could take him, fresh lake breeze
whooshing  thr ()uéh his  scruffy
fur. Max, Alex, and (,mger caught
a glimpse of Lucky running down
the dock. All three stopped to stare.
Lucky, however, didn’t care. He was
no longer doing this to impress
Ginger or prove something to Max,
he was doing it for himself. e was
about three strides from the edge of
the dock. The world was still. All he
could hear were his paws on the old,
splintery wood. He counted every
step in his head.

“One.....two.....” he was almost there. He breathed in
and bravely said “three.” Suddenly, Lucky opened his
eyes. He was in the airl He was flying, soaring just as
gracefully as Ginger and Max. He poked his tongue out
of his mouth, tasting the sky. The next thing he knew, he
was submerged in the clear water.

He had never realized how nice it

felt on a hot day.

He admired the magical beauty
beneath the water. There were
colorful fish and shiny mus-
sel shells. The sand was soft as a
pillow. There was a whole other
world beneath the surface of the
lake. Distracted by the wonders
under the water, Lucky almost for-
got that he needed to get to the
surface to take a breath. But how
was he going to get there? Lucky
had never swum before. Using his
large ears, he could hear the faint
voice of Ginger through the water,
\elhng “Paddle! Paddle!” Instinet
set in and Lucky used the age-old
technique that dogs had always
used when swimming, the doggy-
paddle. Lucky stretched his short
legs as far has he could, pawing at the water and trying
to get to the surface. Faster and faster he kicked and
kicked and suddenly found himself moving upward.
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His head broke the surface with a great splash. Despite

his fur covering his eyes, he knew he’d done it. He was

actually treading water and swimming. Overcome by

his own pride, he released a triumphant howl. He had

faced his fear. Struggling to get his fur out of his face,
he looked around. His gaze locked
with Max, whose jaw was wide open
in disbelief.

“Told you I could do it,” Lucky said
with a wink and a grin. Alex was
thrilled to see that his fearful little
mutt had actually jumped in! Gin-
ger was giggling with obvious glee,
so proud to see that her friend had
defeated his fear of the water. Lucky
made his way up the steps that led
from the lake to the top of the pier
and shook off. He felt two large arms
pick him up and twirl him around.

“That’s my good boy, Lucky! That’s
a good bO\' Alex said with laughle[
Lucky chimed in with excited bark-
ing. Ginger followed up the steps,
shook off, and trotted over to Lucky.
Before he knew what was going on, he was rewarded
with a big kiss from Ginger on the top of his head.

“I knew you could do it,” she said. Lucky had never felt
so happy; his heart melted and he couldn’t stop smiling.

“I was just thlnklng of you and
me pldung in the pud(lles The
lake really isn’t all that different,”
Lucky said with a shrug, and hc
broke into laughter. Meanwhile,
Max was still treading water, trying
to make sense of what had hap-
pened and feeling a little embar-
rassed at the fact that he’d never
thought Lucky would EVER jump
in. Lucky w. addled over to the
edge of the dock and looked down
at Max in the water.

“Wow, you actually did it, I'm..
SOrTY. I shouldn’t have dou})ted
you,” Max said. Lucky smiled. He
could’ve used that moment to rub
his triumph in Max’s face, but in-
stead, Lucky just said,“It’s okay. |
would have doubted me, too.” And
with that, the two of them started
to laugh and for the first time, all
three dogs played in the water to-
gether as a family. All because a little dog, whose ears
were bigger than his head and whose tail was longer
than his body, decided to face his fear. The End
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ThHE PRACTICE

OF WELLNESS

Mindfully Well: Yesterday & Tomorrow

story & photo VALERIA BALOGH

ow?

Many of us spend most of our time caught up in the
past or wondering about the future. We brood about the
things that could have been or fret about the things that
might come to be and seem not to be concerned about
what is going on in tAis moment.

These moments of presence are the seeds of inner calm
and personal growth. Without the ability to stop and rest
in this moment and notice what is happening, we are
forever in the past or in the future. Before I continue, I
acknowledge the beauty and solace of cherished memo-
ries and lessons learned from the past, as well as looking
forward toward the openness of the future. These are im-
portant and healthy aspects of remembering and plan-
ning; however, both the past and future are places full of
thoughts and emotions that do us no service at best and,
on the negative side, undermine our efforts toward opli-
mal wellbeing. Eckhart Tolle said it very well in 7%e Power
of Now: “Unease, anxiety; tension, stress, worry — all forms of
Jear — are caused by too much future, and not enough pres-
ence. Guilt, regret, resentment, grievances, sadness, bitterness,
and all forms of nonforgiveness are caused by too much past
and not enough presence.” The present moment allows us
to focus, clarify, and move forward toward becoming who
we would like to be and how we want to live our lives.

What is so special about living life in the here and
n

llow do we begin to move forward to our optimal life?
Meditation is often viewed as a practice of sitting quietly
and trying to clear away all thoughts. This is the external
view of meditation and can bring frustration when the
mind does not clear. The reality of mindfulness medita-
tion is an ongoing process of bringing one’s attention
to the thoughts generating in the mind, simply allowing
the thoughts to move through without getting caught up
and carried away in plans or dreams, and without bring-
ing judgment to the process. That is the challenging
part. Judgment. Jon Kabat-Zinn and other mindfulness
authors emphasize the need for kindness and patience
when practicing mindfulness meditation. This allows for
genuine curiosily into the workings of one’s own mind
and understanding that the thoughts that generate there
are just simply that — thoughts. They do not need to be be-
lieved or followed through with, or even lingered on for
any amount of time. They are simply thoughts generated
by a busy mind. My favorite description of these thoughts
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is that they are like clouds in the sky of the mind, shift-
ing and floating by. They cannot be grasped, and they are
conslantly changing.

If only we could realize that the thoughts we think are
fleeting and, mostly, reactionary and opinionated. If we
could wait patiently and ask ourselves, “Is this true? Is
this important?” we might create a change in our way of
being that allows for more peace and less struggle. Sol-
haug and colleagues (2017) have concluded what others
in the field have also found - that the practice of mo-
ment-to-moment awareness, whether attained by formal
seated meditation or through moments of mindfulness
throughout the day, creates shifts in attitudes towards
experiences. These shifts result in decreased reactivity,
increased curiosity, better affect tolerance, increased pa-
tience, greater self-acceptance, and improvements in the
quality of relationships.

Simple Meditation:

So, try sitting for just 5 minutes every day, in a quiet place
anywhere. After you settle into a comfortable seat, bring
your allention to your breathing and notice the rhythm
and sensation of the breath moving through your body.
Turn your attention to your mental activities and watch
the thoughts float by. Imagine the shapes they would take
if they were clouds and let them go. Identify each thought
simply as “thinking” and let it go. Bring your attention
back to the sensation of your own breath and notice the
next thought that generates. Label it “thinking” and let
it go, bringing your attention back to your breath. You
won’t run oul of clouds or shapes, so enjoy the practice
of watching and returning to the breath.

A Moment to Yoursellf:

Imagine for a moment that you have nowhere to go and
nothing to do. How would it feel to be able to simply sit
and look oul into the world without having to do any-
thing? Go ahead. Imagine. Right now, as you are taking
the time to read this article, pause and close your eyes
and see yourself sitting anywhere you love and just be-
ing. Without guilt or nervous energy, imagine fully what
it 1s like to be where you are. Is it indoors or outside? Is
it warm or cool? What are the sounds and the fragrances
of the area? Really imagine it. I call this my mini vacation,
and | can go anywhere in the world for a virtual visit.



Walking Meditation:

This is a greal way to begin and end your daily walking
routine. It will also help improve your balance. Find a
place where you can walk very slowly without safety con-
cerns. You can walk inside your home to become accus-
tomed to the practice and then take it outside. Begin by
focusing your attention toward the ground about 3 or 4
feet in front of you. Begin to walk very slowly, placing one
foot on the ground and then slowly swinging the other
leg in front and moving forward with each step. Pay atten-
tion to the way you place your foot... heel, roll, ball, push,
litt. Step... heel, roll, ball, push, lift. Then notice how you
swing you leg, shifting from one side to the other. You will
also notice that walking very slowly requires quite a bit of
balance. As you walk, connect to your breath, and try not
to look around you. Just look directly in front of you until
you are ready to speed up and enjoy your normal walking
routine. A fun thing to do while you are practicing walk-
ing meditation is to notice your state of mind while walk-
ing very slowly and paying close attention to your move-
ment. Then when you start to speed up, notice the activity
in the mind. This speaks volumes on today’s culture of
multitasking and the go-go-go pace of modern life.

Mindful Eating Practice:
When preparing your food, whether it is a snack or a
meal, be mindful of the qualities of the items you choose.

It you are making a salad, for example, notice the col-
or and texture of the ingredients. Notice any fragrance
when cutting fruits and vegetables. Think about where
your food comes from. Give thanks to the farmers who
grow the food and the workers who process and trans-
port it. When you are ready to eat your food, choose one
item and take the time to see, smell, and taste the food.
Feel the food on the palate, how the teeth grind the food,
the burst of flavor from the food. Chew the food com-
pletely and after you swallow, notice how long it takes
for the food to completely clear from your palate. Then
choose another bite and notice all the characteristics of
that item. Savor each bite. Enjoy the experience. Then,
when you are ready, return to eating normally.

I hope you enjoy these small practices and are able to in-
corporate some mindfulness into your daily routine. May
you be safe, may you be happy, and may you enjoy long-
lasting health.
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