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When Pearlie Mae Suber Harris was young, 
a teacher told her, “Giant oak trees grow from 
tiny acorns.” As a child, she didn’t understand 
what that meant, even though her life would 
ultimately follow the same trajectory. While 
she started off as a student in a tiny one-room 
school in Saluda, North Carolina, Mrs. Harris 
is now the namesake of one of Bon Secours St. 
Francis Health System’s premier health centers.

Mrs. Harris was born in Hendersonville, 
North Carolina, in 1936 to the Reverend 
Lester Suber and Blandena Hawkins Suber. 
The Subers eventually settled in Saluda, con-
verting an old school house to the family home. 
“To me, the fireplace logs seemed 10 feet long,” 
she said at an event sponsored by the Historic 
Saluda Committee and the Saluda Community 
Land Trust. “My parents had four children, 

and we had to cut wood. He had four axes and 
four saws.” Mrs. Harris’s mother took in laun-
dry, washing clothes in boiling wash pots with 
water the children collected from a spring.

Her early education took place with other 
African-American students, grades 1-9, in a sin-
gle room. “I was the only one in 3rd grade,” she 
says, “and there was only one fellow in 9th grade. 
We had one teacher that taught everything to 
all classes.” Eventually, the small school was 
closed. “Polk County gave our parents the option 
of going to Tryon or Hendersonville, and our 

From modest beginnings, 

a mighty life
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Mon/Tues:  Closed to public. Private functions available.
Wed - Fri:  4pm - 10pm        Sat/Sun:  11am - 10pm (Brunch Menu 11am-3pm)

Kitchen closes at 9pm during regular business hours.

Offer Expires June 30, 2021

Following a pandemic year 
of lights out at the Market 
Theatre, the doors are finally 

opening. With great anticipation 
and excitement, summer camps for 
students are back on schedule. The 
theater camps offer something for all 
areas of interest including theatrical 
design, acting, music, dance, visual arts 
and much more. Whether you’re a 
beginner or a seasoned thespian, there 
is a place for each one. Students grow 
more joyful in theatre arts as they gain 

confidence, friendships and respect for 
the craft while exploring creativity and 
honing performance skills.

The Market Theatre camp staff 
includes a variety of local well-known 
actors, singers, dancers and choreog-
raphers. These instructors are eager to 
share their knowledge and experience 
with the younger generation of per-
forming artists. Experience a week of 
learning and fun, leading up to a lively 
showcase on Friday afternoon. 
SEE MORE ON PAGE 2

Market Theatre reopens for summer camps
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BY DREW WHITLEY
Perhaps the strongest memories many of us 

have from childhood come from our summer 
experiences. Playing out late into the evening, 
taking trips to the beach, and, of course, going 
to as many summer camps as our parents could 
sign us up for. In retrospect as an adult, I now 
see summer camps are one of the obvious choic-
es for parents who still need childcare and some 
quiet time while schools are on break. However, 
as Director of Outreach and 
Education at The Market 
Theatre Company, I also 
now see summer camps 
as one of the absolute best 
possible opportunities for 
kids to learn, explore, and 
grow. There is something 
about the unstructured 
time of summer break that 
creates the perfect envi-
ronment for kids to wiggle 
out of their comfort zone 
and take risks. With this in 
mind, at Market Theatre, 
we’ve committed ourselves 
to making sure that all kids 
have a supportive and fun 
environment to embark 
on this risk-taking. Maybe 
we’re a little biased, but we 
think theatre fits the bill as 
a great way to do that learn-
ing, exploring, and growing. 

In our first summer, 
Market Theatre offered a 
single week of camp and 
oh, was it so much fun. 
There was no playbook, 
so Market Co-Founder 
Carlie Taylor, along with 
my wife Rosie and I, just 
did the things that we 
knew we would love at a 
theatre camp. We played 
games, we sang songs, and 
at the end of the week, we 
produced the cutest darned 
one-week Cinderella that 
you have ever seen. Though this week was not 
overly-structured or rooted in a curated theme, 
it exemplified so much that is good in theatre: it 
was collaborative, joyful, and filled with learning. 
In each year since, our summer camp program-
ming has grown, but at the heart of it all, we 
have worked to keep the spirit and sincerity of 
that first week in 2015. 

The mentioned growth of our summer 
camps has come in many forms. We’ve expand-
ed how many weeks of camp we offer. We’ve 
expanded how many types of camps we offer. 

We’ve expanded the ages to which we cater. And 
this summer, we are so happy to say that we’ve 
expanded our scholarship program exponential-
ly, offering need-based tuition assistance to up 
to 50% of all campers. This tuition assistance, 
totaling more than $5,000, speaks to our foun-
dational goal of making theatre accessible for 
all as we widen our audience and better serve 
our community. This summer we will be hold-
ing four different camps over the course of six 

camp weeks, ranging from 
Disney’s Frozen, a camp 
that will work to produce a 
full-scale musical in a week, 
to Designing Disney, a new 
half-day camp that will be 
geared to our students inter-
ested in theatrical design, 
visual arts, and technical 
work. Additionally, we will 
bring back our ever-popular 
teen acting/improv camp, 
this year themed around the 
British Invasion, and intro-
duce a new half-day musical 
theatre dance intensive fea-
turing the music and dance 
of the iconic Broadway 
musical A Chorus Line. 
Truly, there is something 
for every student, whether 
introverted or outgoing, 
brand-new to theatre or a 
seasoned veteran at the age 
of 12. For details on all of 
these camps or more infor-
mation about our need-
based scholarships, you can 
head over to markettheatre.
org/camp or send me a 
message at drew@themar-
ketanderson.org. 

We genuinely believe 
that the arts are for every-
one and so we hope to see 
your students join us this 
summer for one of our 
many camps. Performing 
arts experiences help kids 

develop communication, confidence, prob-
lem-solving, collaboration, empathy, and so much 
more. With our new scholarship opportunities, 
we hope to welcome more of our communi-
ty than ever before and usher in a new era in 
our educational programming. While we have 
grown, sharpened, and now have an absolutely 
stunning camp lineup, we hope to make those 
same great summer memories that we did in our 
first year. Playing late into the evening, trips to 
the beach, and Market summer camp... Sounds 
like the perfect break to me. 

9AM-3PM • AGES 7-12
JULY 12-16 or 26-30

9AM-3PM • AGES 13-18
JUNE 28-JULY 2

9AM-12PM • AGES 7-12
1PM-4PM • AGES 13-18

JULY 19-23

9AM-12PM OR 1PM-4PM
AGES 12-18 • AUGUST 2-6

Market Theatre welcomes 
entire community for 

summer learning & fun
We are preparing for AIM’s 

30-year celebration May 21st at the 
Bleckley Station. So, I sat down and 
started reflecting on the last 30 years. 

I was 25 years 
old and want-
ed to save the 
world when I got 
the tap to lead 
this Ministry. 
I remember, I 
did not have 
very much sup-
port from my 
older non-profit 

colleagues. The word was she is too 
young, and that organization will not 
make it more than a couple of years. 
Well look at us over thirty years later. 

I have been so blessed over those 
30 years. I have had amazing Board 
members that supported and men-
tored me. I have had the best volun-
teers that anyone could have wished 
for that were dedicated and passionate 
about the work of AIM. The volun-
teers have been and still are the heart-
beat of this organization. We have had 
long time donors and supporters of 
this work that have allowed AIM to 
“Give Hope and Change Lives”.

Over the years I have had some 
incredible employees. Many have gone 
on to other organizations in leader-
ship roles. The staff in place now is 
hands down the most dedicated, pas-
sionate, engaged staff I have ever had. 
They are committed to serving Christ 
through their work at AIM.

It is hard to believe that over 30 
years ago I walked into an empty 
little house behind Grace Episcopal 
Church to start my journey with 
AIM. God has been so good to me. I 
have made a lot of mistakes along the 
way. I have learned a lot of lessons. 
I have also been touched by some 
amazing people over the last 30 years, 
clients, staff, donors, volunteers, and a 
plethora of community partners.

I am so thankful that God does 
not call the qualified, but he qual-
ifies the called in to his work. God 
has been at work at AIM for over 
30 years and I can not tell you how 
thankful I am that he chose me to 
lead this ministry. I have been blessed 
beyond measure.

Thank you to all that have played 
a role in the success of AIM. To God 
be the Glory!

Reflections 
of Anderson 
Interfaith 
Ministries
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“BUSINESS 
IDEAS WITH 
COMMUNITY 
FEEDBACK.”

 JOIN US! 
 EVERY WEDNESDAY AT 8 AM 
 FREE BREAKFAST AND COFFEE 

THE BREW

For more information visit  
www.facebook.com/downtownanderson or 

email cgaddis@cityofandersonsc.com

 ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT OFFICES
 102 N. MURRAY AVE. 
 ANDERSON, SOUTH CAROLINA

It’s almost Mother’s Day, so if 
you have a daughter, why not cel-
ebrate with a movie night? Put on 
matching jammies, pop some pop-
corn, and stream “Little Women,” in 
which 19th-century sisters Meg, Jo, 
Beth, and Amy March are shepherd-
ed through the obstacles of ado-
lescence by their mom, whom they 
adore. Then, when you’re feeling all 
warm inside, stream a 21st-century 
look at the mother-daughter rela-
tionship, “Lady Bird,” in which an 
argument between the young title 
character and her mother becomes 
so bitter and personal and ANGRY 
that the teenager actually throws 
herself from a moving car.

I still tear up every time I watch 
“Little Women,” but for most moth-
ers and daughters, “Lady Bird” is 
closer to reality. I’ll bet that at least 
once, even Jo wanted to jump out 
of a carriage over some dust-up 
with Marmie. There just seems 

to be something uniquely intense 
about these relationships, so for an 
explanation of the mother-daugh-

ter dynamic 
-- and why it 
is sometimes 
so intense 
-- I turned 
to Dr. Karen 
Lake, Ph.D., 
of Lake 
Psychological 
Services in 
Columbia.

“As girls, we value the esteem 
of our mothers more than anyone 
else’s,” she says. “There’s also no one 
in the whole world that we expect 
to understand us better than our 
moms, and it’s frustrating when 
they don’t live up to understanding 
our every thought and feeling the 
way we think they should. Often, 
the emotional boundaries are a lot 
looser in this relationship because 

we know that we’re always going to 
love each other, so we may feel freer 
to express negative feelings.”

As a mother for almost three 
decades and a daughter for A 
Whole Lot Longer, I am thankful 
that I’ve never had a “Lady Bird” 
blowup with Elizabeth, my daugh-
ter, or Barbara, my mother, two 
people whom I love more than 
almost anyone in the world. We’ve 
definitely had our moments, though, 
when we’ve stubbornly remained 
entrenched in our positions, refus-
ing to give an inch. The most mem-
orable of these stem from arguments 
over clothes, make-up, vegetables, 
piano practice, “Operator” by 
Manhattan Transfer, Girl Scouts, 
pharmacy school, “Cynthia” as a 
name for a cat, and flip-flops as reg-
ular footwear. ( Just for giggles, see 
if you can guess who I argued with 
over which. Answers appear below.)

Each of these arguments seemed 

important at the time, but as I list 
them now, they just seem ridiculous. 
What is not ridiculous, though, are 
the tender moments we’ve shared, 
like the times my mother told me 
that being adopted meant that my 
sister and I were the most wanted 
children in the world. Like the time 
she took me to The Sweetery for tea 
when I was going through a little 
post-partum depression, assuring 
me that everything would be okay. 
Like the time that Elizabeth mem-
orized one of my favorite poems 
and recited it for me on Christmas 
morning as a gift. Like the time she 

and I texted back and forth for an 
hour, Elizabeth in a French train 
station while waiting on a friend 
and me under the covers of my bed, 
trying not to wake her dad.

Whether you’re a mother or 
a daughter, I’d like to wish you a 
Mother’s Day filled with fewer 
squabbles and more hugs, more 
“Little Women” and less “Lady Bird.” 
Just remember that if a car trip is 
involved, everyone remains seated 
until the vehicle comes to a com-
plete stop.

What’s the most ridiculous thing 
you’ve ever argued about with your 
mother or daughter? Email your 
story to editkim50@gmail.com. 
And in case you’re curious, I argued 
with my mother over clothes, vege-
tables, “Operator,” pharmacy school, 
and “Cynthia.” I argued with my 
daughter over makeup, Girl Scouts, 
and flip-flops. I got into it with both 
of them over piano practice.

Kim von Keller

If you survive it, the mother-daughter relationship is the best
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Kim von Keller

Cocktails don’t have to be pretty to taste 
good. But the prettiest cocktail I’ve ever had 
is also one of the tastiest, and it’s a perfect 
Mother’s Day pink. Let me introduce you to 

The Clover Club.
The Clover Club is 

a Prohibition-Era cock-
tail, the product of just 
four ingredients and 
a garnish. You’ll have 
to take the extra step 
of making a raspberry 
syrup, but what you 
don’t use in the cocktail, 
you can stir into some 

sparkling water for a refreshing, nonalcoholic 
raspberry soda. When making The Clover 
Club, the key to achieving the beautiful deep 
pink at the bottom of the glass and a frothy 
pale-pink foam on top is to start off by dry 
shaking, meaning to shake the ingredients in 
a cocktail shaker briefly before adding the ice 
and then shaking again with ice.

You’ll want to serve Mom a snack with 
her cocktail, but make it something small; 
she’ll want to save room for the fabulous meal 
you’re preparing her later. I like Tapenade 
Crostini, an adaptation of a Ree Drummond 
recipe. The salty briny olive mixture on top of 
toasted baguette rounds is the perfect small 
bite for Mother’s Day. (You can make your 
own toasts, but Wal-Mart and Ingles offer 
them bagged and ready to go.)

Clover Club
2 oz. gin
½ oz lemon juice
½ oz raspberry syrup (recipe below)
2 T. pasteurized egg white
garnish: three fresh raspberries, skewered 

on a cocktail pick
In a cocktail shaker, combine gin, lemon 

juice, raspberry juice, and egg white. Cover 
tightly and shake vigorously. Remove the lid, 
add ice, and shake vigorously; remember, the 
more you shake, the more voluminous the foam 
on top will be. Strain into a coupe or a martini 
glass, place the skewered raspberries across the 
top of the glass, and serve to Mom with a hug.

Raspberry Syrup
1 c. sugar
1 c. water
1 c. fresh raspberries
In a small saucepan, combine sugar and 

water. Stir over low heat until the sugar is 
dissolved and the mixture becomes clear. Dip 
a pastry brush into water and brush down 
the sides of the pan to remove any sugar res-
idue. Bring the mixture to a boil, cover, and 
then turn heat to low for two minutes. Cool 
syrup completely, and then add the raspber-
ries, crushing them into the syrup with a 
fork. Allow the syrup to rest for an hour, and 
then push the mixture through a fine mesh 
strainer with the back of a spoon to remove 
as many seeds as possible. Store the raspber-

ry syrup in the refrigerator.

Tapenade Crostini
12-ounce jar large roasted red peppers, 

drained and patted dry
9 ½ -ounce jar pitted kalamata olives, 

drained and patted dry
1 c. pimento-stuffed olives, drained and 

patted dry
2 large cloves garlic
¼ - ½ red pepper flakes
¼ c. extra-virgin olive oil, plus more if 

necessary
salt and freshly ground black pepper 

1 package prepared crostini, or 24 toasted 
baguette slices

8 large basil leaves, thinly sliced
Combine roasted red peppers, kalamata 

olives, green olives, garlic, and red pepper 
flakes in the bowl of a food processor. Pulse a 
few times and then add the olive oil, pulsing 
until the mixture is almost paste-like. Scrape 
into a bowl and season with salt and pepper 
to taste. Cover and refrigerate for an hour to 
allow flavors to meld. To serve, spoon tape-
nade onto each crostini and garnish with thin-
ly sliced basil. Makes about 24 toasts, enough 
for Dad to join you in celebration of Mom! 

Pretty and Pink for Mother’s Day

FICKLE MOTHER NATURE
THE GARDEN SHOP

SUSAN  
TEMPLE  
master  
gardener

By the time you’re reading this, 
we should finally be past danger 
of frost. Experts say April 15 is 
usually the last frost date. If your 
garden looked like mine last week, 
it was a version of a multi-colored 
ghost party. I don’t usually cover 
things. However, I lost a Japanese 
Bloodgood maple tree many years 
ago to a late frost. In February, 2019, 
a Purple Ghost Japanese maple 
(Acer palmatum ‘Purple Ghost’) was 
added to the garden. It will be a 
great focal point coming down the 
driveway someday. The foliage stays 

dark purple pretty much all year. 
It is best to have some afternoon 
shade, or that ideal all day dappled 
shade. In full sun, it will turn a bit 
greener. Fall gives shades of purple 
and red. The first frosty night I cov-
ered it with a sheet. The next morn-
ing, the top leaves still had some 
damage. The second night, I dou-
bled the sheet and had to prop that 
up with a concoction because the 
sheet was too heavy. Little purple 
ghost is only about four feet tall. It 
still had a tad more damage. Thank 
goodness I made the effort to cover 
him. Damaged foliage will be left 
to shed naturally. Anything else 
damaged will also be left unpruned. 
If damaged foliage is cut away and 
we have another frost, that will just 
further damage the plant.

Mophead hydrangeas are usually 
a shot in the dark with late frosts. If 

they bloom on new growth, things 
will be fine. Types that bloom on 
old growth will have less blooms 
probably. Again, don’t rush to cut 
that frost bit foliage. 

Another small plant that was 
easy to cover (I just put a flower pot 
over it) is an Alocasia Portora. It is 
a cousin to common elephant ear 
(Colocasia). Alocasias are considered 
a tender perennial for our area and 
I wasn’t sure it would winter over 
for me at all. Elephant ears come 
back every year. Portora is not in a 
protected area and leaves had start-
ed to sprout. It seems he is going to 
be fine. The easiest way to tell the 
difference is Alocasias have darker 
green leaves with curvy edges and 
leaves are upright. Colocasias are 
lighter green and leaves tend to face 
downward. Elephant ears are great 
for damp shade. The portora is in 

regular soil and I find it to be quite 
drought tolerant. Knock on wood, 
deer have passed it by. The regular 
elephant ears are up against the 
house. Deer browse nearby, but not 
up to the corner, or either they pass 
it by too.

Annuals that had already been 
put in pots were covered or simply 
pulled out, as they had only been in 
their pots a few days, then replant-
ed. Sheets were put over a few other 
favorite assorted perennials that had 
just started budding. They did fine. 
The red maple, that had the girdled 
root and is still struggling, is a con-
cern. New growth had just sprouted 
on the healthy side of the tree. Being 
under such stress already, then the 
cold blast, I’m beginning to give 
thought of planting another tree 
this fall to shade the azaleas. Frost 
turned all their flowers to mush. 

Ones in protected areas withstood 
the cold nights just fine.  

Purple Ghost Japanese Maple
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AndersonBariatrics.com
2106 N. Main Street, Anderson, SC

WHY PUT OFF FEELING GOOD?
APPETITE SUPPRESSANTS • LIPO-B12 • HCG INJECTIONS

Get your bikini body ready for summer!
Call us today to schedule an appointment.  

864.225.6280

BY JIM HARRIS
It’s so easy to do. Search for an item 

on your phone, click once, and wait for it 
to show up in the next day or so. Online 
shopping is easy, on the surface, but there 
are other considerable factors in the equa-
tion, such as the impact on the small busi-
nesses here that support our community 
and the level of personal service we get 
from our local businesses.

In the United States, small businesses 
comprise 99% of the total companies, with 
most of those being firms with 20 or fewer 
employees. Small businesses account for 
64% of the new jobs created each year and 
generate almost ½ of the Gross Domestic 
Product. On a local level, their support 
makes them an integral part of the fabric of 
our community.

Near the front entrance to Anderson’s 
Westside High School, there is a large 
sign thanking the school’s sponsors, the 
area’s small businesses that step up to 
support athletics, arts, and other programs 
that help enrich the lives of our children. 
Conspicuously missing are the companies 
that provide those apps for “One Click 
Shopping” and the big box national chains.

White Jones Ace Hardware has been a 
fixture in Anderson since 1967 and serves 
the community with three locations. Big-
box retailers and online sales companies 
have undoubtedly impacted the hardware 
business, yet this company continues to 
thrive. As a company that stays well con-
nected to its customers, they know that 
some have tried the chain stores and online 
apps, only to come back because of the level 
of service they receive from the professional 
associates. Manager Mary Dunn says, “We 
have people that specialize in paint, plumb-
ing, hardware, builder’s supplies, lawn and 
garden, you name it. They can walk you 
through anything you need to know.” She 
adds, “They can help you plumb your water 
heater, tell you what you need and how to 
hook it up.”

The team at White Jones also monitors 
pricing from online and big box stores to 
ensure their prices are always competi-
tive. They also offer in-store and curbside 
pickup. Certain orders also qualify for free 
delivery and assembly.

Associate Sarah Neal tells us that 
White Jones is a firm believer in giving 
back to the community. They support the 
Boy Scouts and the Marine Corps’ Toys 
for Tots drive and sponsor events and pro-
grams with churches, civic organizations, 
schools, Meals on Wheels, and much more.

Car insurance is another product fre-
quently purchased online. The insurance 
companies have memorable TV commer-
cials, and we see a lot of them touting 
how easy the process is to secure coverage. 
Unfortunately, this can sometimes lead to 
too little protection, the wrong type of pol-

icy, or down the road, a less than ideal experi-
ence dealing with a claim. 

Michael Tester is an Anderson native and 
State Farm agent committed to his home-
town. While State Farm is a national brand, 
Michael’s agency is locally owned, with a 
devoted and experienced team to guide cus-
tomers through various products and cover-
ages available. In the interview process with a 
new customer, they review all details to ensure 
you get the best possible price and all available 
discounts, and that you have the products and 
coverages that best protect you and your fam-
ily. For example, one frequent national adver-
tiser has a celebrity saying, “We keep you legal 

for less,” which may only 
be the absolute minimum 
coverages required by the 
state. Many customers 
come to them after trying 
the online process because 
they find the value in 
local and professional cus-
tomer service. 

Michael’s team also 
periodically reviews each 
client’s portfolio to ensure 
changes in their circum-
stances reflect in their 
correct coverage.  Based 
on current levels of assets, 
liabilities, family members 
living at home, income 
level, etc., they dou-
ble-check that a client has 
the protection they need 
but nothing they don’t. In 
the event of a claim, they 
will guide their customer 
through the process, help-
ing with adjusters, policy 
questions, and any other 
concerns. In most cases, a 
homeowner with a claim 
will see Michael, in person, 

at the very beginning of the claims process, and 
he keeps an eye on things all the way through.

If you have children in middle or high 
school, Michael may have spoken to your 
child’s class. He visits schools to share State 
Farm’s Steer Clear program, which helps 
young people become safer drivers. Michael 
and his associates also focus heavily on com-
munity investment. Michael says, “We sponsor 
high schools, football programs, booster clubs, 
Little League, and YMCA summer camps, 
among others.”

Consider doing business locally when you 
can. You’ll enjoy the personal customer experi-
ence and support Anderson in the process.

Sarah Neal and Mary Dunn-White Jones at Ace Hardware

The impact of small businesses

Katie Laughridge

Have you ever found yourself browsing 
around the bookstore or the library won-
dering - “How in the world can I choose the 
best book for my child?” Trying to choose 
a “just right” book can indeed be a bit over-
whelming. The good news is, whether you 
have a sweet, new baby or a busy, babbling 

toddler, there is a 
perfect book out 
there for everyone. 
Here are a few help-
ful guidelines that 
will hopefully point 
you in the right 
direction.

Babies: It is truly 
never too early to 
introduce your child 
to the wondrous 
world of reading, 
learning, and imag-

inary adventures. Research has confirmed 
time and time again that reading aloud is 
not only an excellent way to bond with your 
baby, but is also an important factor nec-
essary for your baby’s proper development. 
Among other things, reading aloud is a great 
way to teach your baby about communica-
tion, and is a very effective way to introduce 
concepts such as numbers, letters, colors, 
and shapes – while still having fun! Reading 
is also necessary for building listening, 
memory, and vocabulary skills. For children 
of this age, it is best to choose books that 
have interesting colors, textures, and shapes. 
Books of this type will help to hold their 
attention for a longer period of time. A few 
book suggestions that may be helpful are: 
“First 100 Words and Numbers”, “Colors, 
and Shapes” by Roger Priddy, “Goodnight 
Moon” by Margaret Wise Brown, “Chicka 
Chicka Boom Boom” by Bill Martin, and 
“Brown Bear, Brown Bear” by Bill Martin Jr.

Toddlers: As I’m sure many mothers 
will agree, reading to young toddlers can be 
a bit exhausting. Children of this age are 
busily exploring and eagerly learning about 
the world around them. Although it may 
seem like your toddler is getting nothing out 
of your efforts, this is hardly the case at all. 
Research has shown that the more words 
a toddler is exposed to, the better prepared 
they will be for school – and will also be 
more likely to eventually enjoy reading 
books on their own. At this age, it’s import-
ant to find books that encourage hands-on 
participation within the pages- such as “lift-
the-flap” and “touch-and-feel” books. A few 
excellent book suggestions include: “Spot” 
books by Eric Hill and “Where is Baby” 
books by Karen Katz.

I hope you can find the perfect book for 
your child because I promise it’s out there. 
Happy searching and happy reading.

How to choose ‘just 
right’ books for 

your child: Babies 
and toddlers



6   the electric city news |   April 29-May 12, 2021

THE CITY OF ANDERSON PRESENTS...

B. Y.    B.O.
Build Your Own Business

A year-long series that will help you 
build your business from the ground up!

MONTHLY WORKSHOPS: ON THE THIRD THURSDAY 

RSVP TO: CGADDIS@CITYOFANDERSONSC.COM or 864.231.2604

andersoncityeconomicdevelopment.com

MAY 20TH    Human Resources: Building your crew

JUNE 17TH    Paid Advertising: Nail your platform

JULY 15TH    City Resources: Grab your toolbox

AUG 19TH    Artist to Entrepreneur: Put on your hardhat

SEPT 16TH    How to Start a Food Business: DHEC approved

OCT 21TH    Accounting: Pour concrete results

NOV 18TH   Trending Business Tools: Hammer it out

The City of Anderson is excited 
to present the year-long series 

B.Y.O.B.
Build Your Own Business

A program designed to 
equip you with the information, 
skills, and resources in order 

to create a successful business

The third Thursday of every month 
from 12:00 - 1:30pm

features topic experts who will 
give you the tools to build 

your business

All sessions are free! 
Registration is required for lunch

Face masks required 
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Just to refresh your memory, this 
is a continuing story from another 
called, “Orrville Methodist Church 
(Redux)”.

My grandad and I had come 
upon a box of 
six newborn 
kittens. He had 
said, “Those 
are Baptist 
Kittens”, 
and I’d said, 
“How do you 
know that?” 
He replied, “ 
They’re eyes 

aren’t open”. I didn’t get that joke till 
years later, but I digress. 

Grandad had decided that he’d 
take the kittens to the Animal 
Shelter. I sat in the backseat with 
the box of hungry meowing kittens 
as Grandad drove and couldn’t wait 
to be rid of the high-pitched furry 
felines. “Grandaddy, can I keep just 
one of ‘em?” No boy! I ain’t havin’ no 
cats!”. “Aww Please, I’ll take care of 
it.” He repeated, “No Cats!”

We arrived at the 
shelter, and I carried the 
loud, wet bottomed box 
with my head hanging 
low. Grandad said to the 
clerk at the desk, “ We 
found these kittens and 
thought we’d bring them 
here”. She looked down 
in the box, then looked 
up at my Grandad and 
said, “ I’m sorry sir, but 
we can’t accept kittens under six-
weeks old”. The frown on his face 
was turned down almost as much 
as the smile on mine was curled up. 
The clerk said, “ They probably won’t 
make it without their mother, but you 
can try using these”. She handed me 
two small plastic baby bottles filled 
with evaporated milk. I touched one 
to the tiny mouth of a kitten. That 
little fur ball opened its mouth and 
didn’t let go until it’s belly tank read 
full. On the way home my Grandad 
kept mumbling, “Six-Weeks”, as I was 
filling all the kitty tanks and thinking 
of names to call them.

They all thrived under my con-
stant care, and when six weeks came 
around, Peanut, Peaches, Cream, 
Blackie, Batman and Robin were 
ready to go to the shelter. Grandaddy 
handed me a box and said “ Round 
‘em up”. I looked up at my Grandad 
with a tear streaked face as I handed 
over my babies. He took the box, 
then looked down at those twelve 
blue and green eyes, then looked at 
me. He pushed the box toward me 
and said, “ Here boy, but keep these 
new Methodist out of my house”. 
I felt like Abraham when he was 
stopped from sacrificing Isaac.

One morning, a couple of 
months later, I was awakened by 
the sound of my Grandad's car 
starting, followed by the most awful 
Yeeeeoowwwl! I got up to go see 
what had happened. Grandad and 
the car were gone, but I spotted 
something in the driveway. I picked 
up the four inches of fur and real-
ized it was Cream's tail. I cried all 
that day and waited for my Grandad 
to get home from work. He had 
heard the noise and thought it was 
just the fan belt squealing for a sec-
ond, and went on his way. 

I moped around for days and 
finally threw the white tail away. 
About a week later, I stepped out 
the door to go get the mail. As I was 
walking down the driveway, I saw 
Cream walking towards me. We each 
walked faster and I was beaming, and 
she was meowing, and as I picked her 
up I could see four hairless marks 
where the car fan had scalped her 
down her back. She was also wig-
gling a little nub of a tail.

It was one of the happiest days 
I can recall, and a miracle that I’ll 
never forget. 

BAPTIST KITTENS

Neal Parnell

BY MIMI SAAD JAMES
As Americans take steps to understand the 

full measure of our history with race, I have 
wondered whether it is appropriate for me, 
as a white woman, to write about the black 
woman I consider my second mother.

This Mother’s Day is an opportunity for 
me to pay tribute to that woman. To avoid 
doing so out of uncertainty or discomfort feels 
like a dismissal of her life that mattered so 
very much to so many.

In 1954, in the Jim Crow South, 27-year-
old Ellen Wideman Groves came to work as a 
domestic for my parents, Tom and Ceil Saad. 
At the time, my parents had three children 
under the age of four. They would go on to 
have eight children over a span of twelve years. 
As with so many southern white families – 
even financially wobbly families like our own 
– the presence of domestics help made every-
thing possible.

In our case, Ellen’s crack-of-dawn bus rides 
across town made it possible for my siblings 
and me to have a hot breakfast before shuf-
fling off to school. 

Ellen’s early morning presence allowed our 
mother, a night-duty nurse, to catch up on 
sleep before her next shift.

While our own mother was an exceedingly 
gifted nurse, the domestic arts were not her 
calling. Indeed, it was Ellen who taught me to 

fry chicken and pork chops to perfection in a 
cast iron skillet. It was Ellen who showed us 
how to use Mason jar lids to punch out the 
perfect circled topping of her wildly popular 
hamburger biscuit pie. And it was Ellen who 
taught us to work smart, by very slowly glid-
ing a steaming iron across starched cotton 
and whispering her secret, “Let the hot do the 
work.” 

Ellen also taught us about discipline, 
consequences, and mercy.  When we fell out 
of line, Ellen’s finger, with full arm extended, 
would swiftly point to the back yard. This was 
our undeniable signal to march outside and 
find a hickory switch for a whipping we would 
ultimately never receive (but one our parents 
would have fully endorsed). In fact, when my 
youngest brother, Greg, would regularly return 
from hickory-switch hunts with a limp blade 
of grass and comical grin, Ellen would struggle 
to conceal her amusement. A dab of Hot Pete 
on the tip of his tongue and he was off on 
probation.

Even as our teacher and superior, Ellen 
was also our playmate. As a special treat, Ellen 
would take one or two of us home with her 
to spend the night in the three-room house 
she shared with her husband, James. Framed 
photographs of my siblings and me hung in a 
hodge-podge array on the walls. After dinner, 
we’d eat warm gingerbread by the potbelly 

stove in the living room and pile together in 
bed to watch TV. 

As we grew to adulthood, Ellen remained a 
constant presence in our lives. On my wedding 
day, she sat on the front pew of the church. 
At holiday gatherings she gladly settled into 
the most comfortable chair and allowed us to 
serve her. 

As I sat by her bedside in her final days, 
I stroked Ellen’s smooth, mocha skin which 
refused to reveal that years had passed.  I 
thanked her for all the love she bestowed on 
me, my siblings and my children.

During her eulogy, Ellen’s minister relayed 
a story about a home visit she had with Ellen 
just a few years prior. Noticing the dozens of 
photos of us as children and adults on Ellen’s 
walls, mantel, and shelves the minister won-
dered aloud if we were Ellen’s children.

Ellen replied, “Yes. I have eight.” 
Noticing the minister’s look of confused 

surprise, Ellen quickly added, “Oh, I didn’t 
birth them, but they’re mine.”

Indeed, we were hers – because the word 
“Mother” is both a noun and an action verb. 
And Ellen’s every loving action made it possible.

In Westview Cemetery, just as she direct-
ed, a marble marker reads,” Ellen Wideman 
Groves, “Mother of Eight.” 

 I am one of those of those very blessed, 
very grateful eight.  

Ellen Wideman Groves — Mother of Eight 

Mimi Saad James and Ellen Wideman Groves
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Big Food.
Good Friends.
Great Times.

Merle Norman Cosmetics and Day Spa
501 North Main Street

(864) 224-3131
Get your glow on!

Charles Furniture
2836 South Main Street
(864) (864) 225-7260

A relaxing treat
for your Mom

J Peters Grill & Bar
204 South Main Street

115 Interstate Blvd
Wishing All Moms a
Happy Mothers Day

Diamonds - n - Gold Direct
3124 N Main Street

(864) 225-3320
Shine some love on
her for Mothers Day

City of Anderson
Shop and dine downtown
Anderson for Mothers Day

W.E. Black Termite & Pest Control
2840 South Main Street

(864) 375-1899
Happy Mothers Day

from W.E. Black & Staff

City Seed at the Station
520 North Murray Avenue

(864) 225-7511
Plant some love for

mom on Mothers Day

Images Salon & Day Spa
2101 N Main Street

(864) 225-8355
Make her all “aflutter”

with new lashes

Turn Key Roofing
432 Sayre Street
(864) 241-8133

A new roof for MOM!
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Perx Car Wash
611 N McDuffie Street

(864) 226-7122
Celebrate mom with

a clean car

Propp Drugs
1529 N Fant Street

(864) 226-8383
Beautiful selection of

tea towels & unique gifts

The Bee Hive Gatherings & Gifts
510 N Main Street
(864) 540-8405

Gorgeous items at every turn

Hampton Furniture
809 Whitehall Road

(864) 224-3541
Nominate a Mom to win

a $500 Gift Card
See Hampton Furniture Facebook Page for details

Indigo Custom Framing & Artisan Market
305 N Main Street

(864) 314-8281
Thoughtful and unique
gifts for Mother's Day

Dollars Worth
1520 E Greenville St, Suite E

(864) 437-8810
Mothers Day gift ideas

are just around the corner

City of Anderson Recreation
1107 N Murray Avenue

(864) 231-2232
Help Mom keep fit with

a membership

The Kitchen Emporium and Gifts
418 N Main Street

(864) 225-2021
Life with SMEG - It’s a

beautiful thing.

Phil Jewelers
116 N Main Street
(864) 226-7635

Add some sparkle to her day
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BY JIM HARRIS
Scouting pioneer Robert Baden-Powell 

once said of the Scout’s emphasis on prepa-
ration, “A Scout is never taken by surprise; 
he knows exactly what to do when anything 
unexpected happens.” Today, we tend to focus 
on education as preparation for life, but scout-
ing, and more specifically being an Eagle Scout, 
can also be a tremendous addition. With Eagle 
Scouts becoming Presidents, Senators, CEOs, 
and leaders from every realm of life, there is 
no denying the impact of the experiences and 
skills learned in becoming an Eagle Scout. 

Anderson veterinarian Will Stringer began 
his scouting experience as a Cub Scout, then 
Boy Scout, and eventually became an Eagle 
Scout. The team concept was prevalent in 
scouting, with each scout having individual 
responsibilities on which the rest of the team 
relied. He has found his training to be valuable 
in life. Perseverance, setting goals, and working 
toward them were practical skills he took from 
the experience. He says, “You have to learn to 
get along and work with people to achieve your 
goals while helping them achieve theirs.” 

Will’s son, Wes, became an Eagle Scout in 
2020. In addition to the skills gained from the 
Eagle process, his personal project provided 
great insight into the conditions some fellow 
students faced. He saw a need and created a 
plan to provide individual care bags for home-
less students, with items like toothpaste, soap, 
hand sanitizer, and other products included 
and a note inside with a positive, supportive 
message. 

Bobby Allen became an Eagle Scout as a 
teenager and stayed active in scouting as an 
adult. He served as a troop leader as his son 
also became an Eagle Scout. Bobby recalls 
working for his Eagle Scout status with a 
television repair shop owner, who guided him 
through earning his electrical and electronic 
badges. He realized then that those skills were 
part of the career path he wanted, and that led 
him into his career as a senior electrical instru-
mentation and utilities technician.

David O’Rear, Jr. is an Infantry Captain in 
the U.S. Army, an Army Ranger, and a graduate 
of Airborne school. He recalls his Eagle Scout 
experience. “I had the creativity for a project, 
but I had to depend heavily on my father and 
my troop to help me manifest my idea. I’m glad 
I had others to depend on to help me fine tune 
my idea and create a realistic plan to get there”, 
he says. When asked how his Eagle experience 
impacted his career in the Army, he says, “One 
minute you’re a scout terrified to repel down 
a rock wall, the next you’re fully loaded with 
combat equipment, jumping out of a C-130 at 
900 ft. When I was in Ranger School, paddling 
zodiac boats with my platoon to do raids in the 
swamps or rucking across the Mountains of 
north Georgia in mountain phase, I was think-
ing back to my 50-mile canoe trip and my hikes 
on the Appalachian trail.”

David O’Rear Sr. was his son’s Scoutmaster. 
He is a retired U.S. Army Airborne Ranger 
First Sergeant and currently serves as the 

Master Mountaineer and Training Specialist 
for the Airborne Ranger Training Brigade. His 
scouting experience impacted him profession-
ally. He says, “The real challenge is helping 
and inspiring young men along a long path to 
accomplish a long-term goal and getting them 
to understand the value of that goal, how it 
benefits them as well as others. Working with 
young men forced me to adapt my leadership 
styles to the individual. Each scout reacts 
differently and values different things.  Young 
people today are less apt to do something just 
because an adult tells them to.  Scout Leaders 
have to give them the clear purpose in addition 
to just direction.  I believe working with scouts 
made me a much more effective military leader.”

Of the young men who became Eagle 
Scouts from the Troop David Sr. led, the life 
accomplishments are pretty impressive. Two 
are Active-duty Army Officers (one an Army 
Ranger), two Airforce Pilots, one college pro-
fessor, and a high school English teacher. 

Historically, only about two percent of 
scouts become Eagle scouts, although that per-
centage has increased slightly in recent years. 
Qualifying as an Eagle Scout does come with 
some impressive benefits. College admissions 
officers recognize the award and consider it in 
their decisions. Being an Eagle Scout creates 
eligibility for numerous scholarships. Each 
branch of the U.S. military allows Eagle Scouts 
to enter at a higher rank and pay grade. Many 
employment recruiters look for “Eagle Scout” 
on a resume, as they like the traits that Eagle 
Scouts possess.

The experiences and skills of an Eagle Scout

Wes and Will Stringer

Bobby Allen

David O’Rear Jr and Sr



the electric city news |   April 29-May 12, 2021   11

community

Kristine March

I love history. Especially about women and 
what they wore and how they decorated their 
homes, castles or what have you. I love Marie 
Antoinette and everything about Versailles. I 

was recently doing some 
research on perfume 
and makeup and shoes 
from that era and she 
really spoke to me. She 
was basically the first 
socialite. 

Think our version 
of say, Paris Hilton. She 
was a rebel and loved to 
throw outrageous parties 

for that time period which was considered 
inappropriate to most. She had all of the fin-
est teas and chocolates. Basically, anything she 
wanted she got. Which sadly even still, her 
life turned into turmoil. She wore a beautiful 
perfume that you can still actually buy. A com-
pany out of France called Lubin took the exact  
formula and produced a perfume called Black 
Jade. With notes of bergamot and patchouli 
and sandalwood. So lovely. I most definitely 
want to buy some. Just because and so I can 

feel like a queen for a while. 
Another woman in history that I admire 

is, of course, Marilyn Monroe. She swore 
by Chanel No 5. It was her signature scent. 
She even wore it to bed. She also used Nivea 
skin cream which you can still buy today and 
another moisturizer called Erno Laszlo creme. 
That to me is fascinating. Anything she used, 
sign me up please. 

The beautiful Sharon Tate wore Revlon 
eyeliner in white and black colors during the 
sixties. Audrey Hepburn also wore Revlon 
makeup. You can still buy a pink lipstick 
Audrey wore. My sister actually gifted me 
the exact color the other other day. It's exqui-
site and stays on. It's a matte formula called 
Make It Pink. It looks so chic. She wore it in 
Breakfast At Tiffany's with a brand of Oliver 
Goldsmith Manhattan sunglasses. How 
posh. 

You can still purchase many of these arti-
facts if you do your research and plus you're 
learning some pretty interesting history at the 
same time. So make the sidewalk your runway 
be kind and remember, pressure always creates 
diamonds y'all.

WOMEN IN HISTORY

When you’re considering a complete reno-
vation of any room in your home, it’s common 
to think in terms of wall colors, fabric pat-
terns, or specific pieces of furniture.  A lot of 
people become focused on one design detail…
and lose sight of the big picture. Actually, the 
best place to begin planning your vision may 
be right under your feet.

“The most successful room designs start 
with a careful flooring choice,” says Scott 
Junkins, president of Harris Home. “Your 
floor is always visible, and it’s the anchor 
for all renovation decisions.  Imagine every 
room from the ground up.” He should know, 
because Harris has provided flooring excel-
lence throughout the Upstate for more than 
70 years.

There are so many flooring options, how 
do you possibly decide? When you choose 
Harris Home for a transformative renovation, 
your personal design expert will help guide 
you creatively, coordinating paint, fabrics, fur-
niture and all the other details to beautifully 
compliment your room’s flooring. Together, 
you can consider a balance of aesthetics, traffic 
flow and maintenance.  Here’s a brief guide to 
the broad categories of flooring available.

Carpet – Soft luxury for any room. There 
are so many choices of colors, patterns, and 
textures. And you can choose how durable or 
stain-resistant you want it to be. Vacuuming 
and cleanings are part of having carpet, and 
it might not be ideal for areas with kids and 
pets.    

Hardwood – Whether it’s oak, walnut or 
even maple, natural hardwood is gorgeous 
and feels great. Temperatures, moisture, and 
stains are factors to consider, as are dents and 
scuffs.  Moderate maintenance is required.  
Engineered hardwood can be more durable, 
and comes in countless varieties.

Laminate – This is a durable choice. It 

has layers of construction, topped with a 
high-definition photo layer instead of a real 
hardwood veneer. Laminate stands up to pets, 
kids, and high traffic, and comes in a wide 
variety of colors and grains.  Cleaning is easy, 
and it resists fading. 

Luxury Vinyl – Layered PVC construction 
provides great durability and good looks, and 
it is softer to walk on. It’s generally a quite 
affordable option.  Plus, it’s waterproof, so it’s 
great for high-moisture areas (or spills).  

Tile – Choices include stone, porcelain and 
even ceramic. It’s ideal for kitchens and baths, 
but could work in almost any room.  Tile gives 
customers the ability to be creative. It comes 
in many different sizes and patterns to give 
a room personality. Plus, tile is timeless and 
durable, cleans easily, and looks beautiful. 

“Take your time selecting just the right 
flooring,” says Junkins.  “Harris Home offers 
countless options for the foundation of your 
dream renovation.  Let our professionals guide 
you to just the right product for your room’s 
feel and function.”  Not to mention the beauty 
your home deserves.

Flooring is the foundation of a renovation with Harris Home
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MUSINGS OF AN OLE BALL COACH

Resolutions in disguise
The coach was preparing this as a New 

Years article. His untimely fall that resulted 
in a broken hip, the ensuing surgery and two 
weeks rehabilitation, followed by the demise 
of his L.W. put him slightly off schedule.

You’ve heard me loudly and vociferous-
ly proclaim, “I always make News Years 
Resolutions and what’s more, I’ll always make 
them until I get it right.” Well, forget I said 
that! I’m replacing them with some things to 
avoid. I think they might be easier to keep.

#1 Avoid hypocrisy. What a scurrilous 
blight on mankind when we do, in spades, 
what we admonish others for doing like, 

“Man the preacher went too long today.” After 
this guy just delivered 
a six minute diatribe 
on almost nothing of 
importance.  As the good 
book admonishes,  “Don’t 
complain about the mote 
in thy neighbors eye until 
you remove the log in 
thine own eye.”

#2 Avoid taking any-
thing for granted. Don’t 

expect a friendship to last or a bad habit to 
reoccur if you stop working at it. The erudite 

Satchel Paige once succinctly said. “Don’t look 
back, somebody might be gaining on you.” 
Why not include the USA also: “The price of 
liberty is eternal vigilance.”

If athletics teaches us anything and I 
believe it is a microcosm of life, it is that if you 
think your opponents can’t come back from an 
insurmountable lead, you’re gonna lose. 

#3 Avoid pomposity. You’ll never endear 
yourself to others, if you act smug and pomp-
ous just because your team just won a football 
game. Your friend might embrace a philosophy 
which is, “I don’t let 22 teenagers playing a 
game determine what kind of weekend you 
have.”

#4 Avoid the “I don’t have time to do that 
now syndrome.”  If you don’t have the time 
and energy to do it now, just think tomorrow 
you’ll only be a day older and deeper in debt. 
So prioritize, but don’t procrastinate.

#5 Avoid lecturing. You might be passion-
ate about your politics, your religion or your 
faith, but that doesn’t mean that the prey you 
have cornered is. I’ve reached an age that I 
should be empowered with a certain amount 
of sagacity and wisdom, so why is it I’m get-
ting lectured to so often? 

#6 Avoid saying, “I told you so.” This is 
probably the most egregious of all the above, 
and the hardest one to avoid. We get a deli-
cious feeling of well-being and accomplish-
ment by pointing out we were right. We try 
to disguise it in many ways such as, “It was 
pretty obvious how that was going to turn out. 
The law of averages was working against you. 
What did you expect.” The best way I know to 
destroy a relationship would be a steady diet 
of that type of rhetoric.

#7 Be thankful. Whatever your station 
in life, almost even your circumstances never 
minimize more your blessings. My recent 
experience made me realize that value of 
friends and support systems. Your least ardent 
acquaintance might be a colossus of support 
in your time of need. 

Jim Fraser was the 
athletic director and head 
football coach at T.L. 
Hanna High School from 
1968-1985. He was also 
a full time member of the 
faculty who taught U.S. 
History.

Jim Fraser

Keeping a wild child like me occupied, and 
preventing me from destroying the house like 
an F5 tornado was challenging, but my grand-
mother had her ways. 

  “ Grandmother, 
there’s a red bird in the 
front yard”. She’d say,  If 
you put salt on its tail, 
you can catch it”.  I’d get 
the salt shaker and slowly 
opened the screen door 
and creep down the steps 
with the salt shaker 
poised in my right 
hand, and my 

left hand ready for the capture. I took 
a second to look back at my grand-
mother standing at the door with a 
knowing smile, and I would be feeling 
the pride of thinking I was about to 
trick that red bird into my hands. If 
there had been iPhones back then, the 
next few moments would be record-
ed and go viral on YouTube within 
seconds. But all I have is a memory of 
that salt shaker flying through the air 

and knocking 
that red bird 
out cold as it 
left the ground. 
The odds of that 
happening were 
astronomical, but 
it had happened, and 
I looked back at my 
grandmother, and 
her mouth was agape 
with astonishment. 
I walked toward the 
unconscious cardi-
nal, and just as I was 
about to grab the 
lifeless mound of red 
feathers, it shook it’s 

head and flew away in a flash.  Underneath 
the salt shaker was one small Red Feather. I  

sprinkled a little salt on it, and picked 
it up.  I kept that salty feather in my 

pocket, it was the only evidence 
I had of my most unbelievable 
bird hunting excursion. The 
salt shaker would be the 
only casualty that day, and 
never saw the inside again. 

At supper that evening I 
told my grandfather what 
happened, and pulled out 
that salty feather as proof. 
He looked at my grand-

mother with a  question 
mark on his face, and she 

denied my true tale, saying, 
“ he must have picked up that 

thing outside somewhere”.  I 
couldn’t believe it, my only eye-

witness was turning against me, 
and I would be known as a pants on 

fire fibber, never to have my stories heard as 
truth again.

He then looked at me and said, “Get that 
nasty feather out of here, and go wash your 
hands”. I got up from the table with my salty 
feather evidence, walked over to the kitchen 
sink, and washed my hands, letting the salty 
feather go down the drain, along with my 
innocence. I wasn’t hungry anymore, and as I 
was leaving the kitchen I heard my grandfa-
ther say, “PASS the SALT.”

THE SALTY FEATHER

Neal Parnell

BY ANN BAILES
I heard the chattering and 

cackling long before seeing the 
long flight of what I thought was 
common grackles over our yard. 
The sound lasted for over 10 
minutes — but a flock of black-
birds doesn’t usually take that 
long to fly past. I finally went 
outside with a pair of binoculars 
for a closer look. The huge train 
of passing birds was a massive 
stream of bobolinks, a rare treat 
to see.

Bobolinks are sometimes 
called the “bird in the backward 
tuxedo.” Interesting name! But, 
in breeding plumage, the males 
have the unusual color pattern 
of being black in the front, but 
white/tan in the back — oppo-
site the coloration of most birds. 
Large groups of bobolinks can 
be spotted in weedy and grassy 
fields, where they perch in large 
flocks as they forage for seeds. 
They migrate huge distances, as 
many as 12,500 miles from their 
breeding grounds in the north-
ern part of the U.S. into Canada, 

to their wintering grounds as far 
south as Argentina. Sometimes 
they fly for long periods and 
then stop to rest for a while, 
which is usually when they can 
be found around here.

Bobolinks (whose name 
means “rice eating”) have their 
own notorious history in South 
Carolina. They were known as 
“ricebirds” until the early 1900s. 
That’s because, while fattening 
up for their long migration, they 
caused serious damage to the 
rice fields of our coastal plain. 
They could strip those fields 
bare — but in turn were often 
killed by frustrated plantation 
owners. Well before the days 
of protected status, they were 
said to be a tasty treat at those 
owners’ tables. As long as much 
of the U.S. was fields and mead-
ows, bobolinks were common, 
but as usage changed or reverted 
to forest, the birds declined.

For a possible opportunity 
to see these unusual-looking 
birds, go out to open fields any-
where in our area. We first saw 

bobolinks in the fields behind 
Welcome Baptist Church on 
Highway 76 toward Sandy 
Springs. We’ve also seen them 
on the west side of the county 
on Country Meadows Road, 
and in the fields out around 
Townville. Look for flocks of 
moving birds off in the distance 
and train a pair of binoculars 
on them. It might seem that 
you’re just looking at a cluster of 
generic “birds,” but you will miss 
a treat if you don’t stop and see 
what they really are.

However, the catch is that 
you have to go look for them 
during late April or early May, 
which is peak migration time. 
Any other time of the year 
would be unusual to see a bob-
olink around here (although 
a few may come through in 
non-breeding plumage on their 
way south in the fall). Here in 
early May, go out and look for 
these beautiful, unusually col-
ored specimens. Because who 
doesn’t want to say they’ve seen 
a bird in a backward tuxedo?

THE BIRD IN THE BACKWARD TUXEDO
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Coronavirus forces 
concert cancellations

Justin Tyme

HOT HITSNIBBLE & SIP

community

By the time you are reading this it is likely 
that there have been even more cancellations, 

restrictions, and all 
around disappoint-
ment due to the 
covid-19 virus. 
It’s serious. 
Locally all events 
at arenas have 
been postponed. 
Who knows if 
these shows will ever 
get rescheduled. With 

the price of concert tickets averaging about 
$150 dollars its fair to say this is a huge deal 
for many Americans.

What was your first concert? Mine 
was Milli Vanilli, Young MC, and Sweet 
Sensation at the War Memorial Auditorium 
in Rochester, NY. My ticket cost $22. I even 
had great seats! But now it costs $22 for 
a beer and a hot dog., and another $22 to 
park the car. My point is today people plan 

months even years in advance to go see a 
show. Many times they fly 

out of town to Miami 
or Vegas with the 

girls, or the broth-
ers, or for a roman-
tic weekend. All of 
that has come to a 
grinding halt.

Locally Jay Leno, 
The Zac Brown 

Band, and Adam 
Sandler had to call of their 

shows. In Atlanta Taylor Swift, 
Kenny Chesney, Green Day and BTS won’t 
be performing for fans.If your first concert 
has been called off because of the virus keep 
your chin up. You saved a lot of money and 
hey at least your first concert wasn't Milli 
Vanilli. Stay safe. Wash your hands.

Justin Tyme can be heard on HOT 98.1 
Saturdays and Sundays.

When I started this column, I introduced 
Nibble and Sip as an easy way to get together 
with friends on a Friday night: Shake up a 
cocktail, whip up an easy appetizer, and hang 
out for a couple of hours before people move 
along to a real dinner.

But nibbles and sips aren’t just for Fridays. 
A delicious drink and snack would be appre-
ciated at a bridesmaid’s get-together, after a 
contentious HOA meeting, or amongst Little 
League parents. (But please, not before the 
game. Using your Liquid Courage to yell at an 
umpire will land you in jail or on YouTube.)

I think one of the best places for a nibble 
and sip is a book club. Adding food and drink 
to the mix makes the atmosphere a little more 
casual, and that may encourage members to 
offer their opinions more freely. Long consid-
ered a woman’s domain, there are book clubs 
for men too. In Marin County, California, 
there’s a club called, oddly enough, the Man 
Book Club that’s been meeting since 2007. In 
Australia, there are Tough Guy Book Clubs 
that have been meeting around the country for 
almost a decade. There are also book clubs for 
couples. If you enjoy a good story, find a club 
to join or start one on your own.

One of the great things about serving a 
nibble and sip at a book club is that you have a 
built-in theme. If you’re reading Amor Towles’ 
“Rules of Civility,” the story of a small-town 
girl thrust into New York’s high society, you 
could set up a Bubbly Bar and serve Roasted 
Smashed Potatoes (December 26, 2019 edi-
tion). If you’re reading Aravind Adiga’s “The 
White Tiger,” the story of a young Indian boy’s 
rise to wealth and power, serve Chai Blossoms 
and Mumbai Sliders ( January 9, 2020 edition).

A popular book among women’s, men’s, 
and couples’ book clubs is Fredrik Backman’s 
“A Man Called Ove.” Ove is a grumpy, reclu-

sive Swede who rides roughshod over his 
neighborhood association until a young family 

moves next door. Set in 
Sweden, it cries out for a 
Swedish nibble and sip. 
Toast Skagen are deli-
cious little open-faced 
shrimp sandwiches, and 
to accompany them, an 
easy and delicious cock-
tail is the Kilsbergen 
Martini, which features 
Swedish vodka and the 

flavors of forest fruits. You and your book club 
will be shopping for Saabs in no time.

Toast Skagen
6 slices of whole-grain bread
softened butter
1 pound cooked baby shrimp
3 T. mayonnaise
3 T. sour cream
1 T. chopped fresh dill
salmon caviar, optional
Lightly spread both sides of each bread 

slice with softened butter. In a skillet over 
medium heat, grill the bread slices until gold-
en on both sides. Set aside to cool, and slice 
each bread slice in half diagonally.

In a mixing bowl, gently stir the shrimp, 
mayonnaise, sour cream, and dill until combined. 
Spoon on top of the grilled bread halves and top 
with salmon caviar, if desired. Serves 12.

Kilsbergen Martini
1 ½ oz. Absolut Kurant
½ oz. crème de cassis
¼ oz. fresh lemon juice
Add all ingredients to a cocktail shaker and 

fill with ice. Shake vigorously and strain into a 
martini glass. Serves 1. 

There are cocktails in those books

Kim von Keller

As I watched the salesman pitch the nine-
inch garden gnome, I listened in awe and won-
der as the familiar phrase was uttered from 

his mouth through my 
big screen speakers, “It’ll 
change your life”. Could 
this be true? Could a 
solar-powered garden 
gnome with glowing 
L.E.D. red eyes actually 
change my life? He con-
tinued to astonish me 
with the many mystical 
attributes of this can’t 

live without elf wannabe. According to this 
professor of gnomeology, trespassers, burglars, 
and even garden pests such as rabbits, squir-
rels, snakes, and deer could be repelled by the 
ever glowing eyes of your new little friend. But 
wait, there’s more. This nine inches of techno-

logical tenacity also contains a motion-activat-
ed night vision camera with built-in speakers, 
so that you, that is to say, the gnome, can 
actually speak to the garden intruder from the 
safety of your kitchen window.

I was beginning to be brainwashed by the 
gnome selling guru, while the flashing text at the 
bottom of the screen said, only 500 left. Panic 
was setting in as I realized that everyone but 
me would have this prized piece of plastic plant 
protection. The pitchman became extremely 
animated as he explained that for five easy pay-
ments of twenty-nine ninety-nine, a box would 
arrive at my home, delivered free of charge 
within three days. With credit card in hand, I 
logged on to the site, and just as I was about to 
purchase with one easy click, I came to my sens-
es, and suddenly realized, I don’t have a garden, 
and the only thing in my life that would change 
would be my ever-decreasing bank account. 

It’ll change your life

Neal Parnell

BY GAIL MARTIN-MATHEWS
April 17, 2018, Lorna Shelby suffered two 

major brain aneurysms. After several hours 
of surgery, she was given a 1% chance of 
surviving. She made it through a month in a 
complete coma phase, 6 months of non- verbal 
communication and over a year of hospital-
ization prior to moving into a rehabilitation 
center.

I would drive a roundtrip of 75 miles 
almost every week to sit and read with Lorna. 
On Mother’s Day 2019 I received an  “At 
Home Paint and Sip Party” from my children 
and grandchildren. Afterwards, I took the sur-
plus art supplies to support Lorna. The nurses 
agreed that painting could help improve her 
gross/fine-motor skills. 

On June 10, 2019, the process of painting 
with Lorna began. Lorna was not happy. She 
made every excuse in the book to not par-
ticipate.  Neither of 
us were artists, but it 
didn’t matter. We were 
not trying to be artists; 
we were simply trying 
to strengthen her hand 
and arm muscles in a 
fun activity.

Painting started. I 
held and stretched her 
arm while using her 
other hand to hold and 
move her hand across 
the canvas. We would 
stop about every 5 
minutes to allow her 
to rest. She could not 
distinguish the colors, 
so I became her paint-
ing eyes and guided her 
hands to the colors. 

COVID19 put an end to our in-person 
paintings in January 2020. But on April 17, 
2020, exactly two years after Lorna’s two brain 
aneurysms, a group of friends gave her a virtual 
“Sip and Paint Surprise Party”. Now we paint 
every Tuesday at 1:00 PM. Thus, “It’s Tuesday, 
So, It Must Be Painting Time with Lorna” was 
born to support her recovery. After each week-
ly painting session, the group’s paintings and 
a corresponding commentary were posted on 
Facebook before midnight. 

Lorna still needs assistance, but her hands 
and arms are stronger. She holds her own 
paintbrush and can distinguish the colors. She 
still gets tired but makes it through the virtual 
sessions with the help of her husband James, 
caregivers, and her friends in the virtual paint-
ing room. 

4-6-21
It’s Tuesday. So, it must be painting time 

with Lorna!
Today’s picture is a church full of ladies in 

colorful hats. The picture is by Jonathan Green 
and may be known as Black Southern Belles. 
I and a couple of ladies painted our free-hand 

copies. The other ladies painted carbon copies.
Lorna was cheerful today. Her son and his 

family came to visit for Resurrection Sunday. 
For the first time in over a year, our church 
had an in-person Sunday service with modi-
fied capacity seating.

Our group today was the FBC ladies, who 
paint once a month. We were excited to see 
each other and overflowing with joy because 
we were able to have service at the church on 
Sunday. Even though the capacity was far less 
than usual, it was still good to be in the house 
of the Lord one more time. Just like the paint-
ing, many of the ladies were in their colorful 
Easter best. And yes, the hats were on point. 
Although we sat no more than 3 or a family 
on most pews, you were able to still feel the 
love and fellowship wafting through the atmo-
sphere. As an old familiar FBC song states, 
“Change the atmosphere, until it feels like 

heaven in the room.” 
Yes, the atmosphere 
had changed.

Each and every 
Tuesday for almost a 
year, Lorna and I have 
been in the midst of 
caring, loving, and God-
fearing ladies. None of 
us ever painted before. 
I taught myself to draw 
and paint while trying 
to help her move her 
hands. It was definitely 
an undiscovered gift 
from God for me.

What started out as 
just a surprise painting 
party, turned into some-
thing we could have 

never fathomed. Our cohesive groups anxious-
ly wait for a picture to draw or trace, paint, and 
chat about every week. During each session, we 
analyze social events, look into the rear-view 
mirrors of our past, and hypothesize about the 
future. We find peace and solace in the midst 
of each other’s company and the paintings that 
demand and deserve our attention. 

Our groups have been through a great deal. 
In addition to Lorna, others are encountering 
health and other issues or have family mem-
bers encountering the same. It is as if God 
knew years in advance that we would need a 
group of other ladies to uplift our spirits and 
console our minds. And for about 90 minutes 
on Tuesdays, we get lost in a changed atmo-
sphere. 

This painting lets me know that our mis-
sion is on point. Every hat has a sharp point on 
it. Even when the hat looks like it shouldn’t, it 
does. We are doing what we were meant to do 
during this time in our lives. And although the 
world around us is keeping its social distance, 
we gather to grow closer and closer together, 
just like the picture. As I stared at my finished 
painting for inspiration, as I do every Tuesday 

night while writing the commentary, I just 
realized, this picture is US…Lorna (who loves 
green) and I, and each group of five ladies who 
supports us. There are seven of us for each 

group, SEVEN! Let’s not talk about that num-
ber. It feels like heaven in the room. 

This month Lorna celebrates 3 years of 
recovery and over 60 paintings.

Lorna’s story
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The Rev. Peter Michael Lack
Pastor, Starr UMC

Call for a complimentary 
skincare pampering session!
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MUSINGS OF AN OLE BALL COACH

Welcome sweet springtime
I’m a seasonal guy. I don’t mean the Biblical 

kind, you know, “A time to reap and a time to 
sow, a time to be born and a time to die.” I’m 
talking about the four seasons, summer, win-
ter, spring and fall. To my extreme consterna-
tion the seasons seem to have become blurred, 
the comfortable delineation of weather pat-
terns seem to be encroaching on each other.

As I pen this epistle we have 16 days of 
winter remaining before spring makes its 
lovely debut. You think of winter you think 
of snow, right? Not so fast my friend, we have 
just finished the wettest winter on record. The 
year 1968, when we came to Anderson it was 
a virtual winter wonderland. People were ice 
skating on Cater’s Lake and the small pond at 
the bank on Clemson Blvd. I purchased a sled 
for the first time. Several winters later I would 
get on that sled, lay prone, and with Amy 
or Chuck on my back, start my dissent on 

Marchbanks, go between the band room and 
the gym at the old Hanna, take wide left, and 

sled all the way to the 
football bowl (honest). 
My 15 year old grand-
son has never had this 
exhilarating experience. 
Why, because spring and 
summer have encroached 
on winter.

Autumn seems to be 
faring a little better. The 
autumn leaves continue 

to favor us with their lovely color and the 
days continue to dwindle down to a precious 
few. But what has happened to those chilly, 
frosty, sometimes downright cold October and 
November football nights, when you showed 
off your fall finery, the sweaters, boots, scarves, 
cargo coats. Now it’s a rare night that doesn’t 

have most fans in shorts, cutoffs and polo 
shirts.

Consider summer; My recollection was 
that summer was from mid-May to maybe 
mid-September. The 100 degree days were a 
few in late July. A full week of those swelter-
ing, humid days will now occur during any 
time. It seems to me that those “Lazy, crazy, 
hazy days of summer,” are now characterized 
by our youngster retreating to air conditioning 
homes and arcades to play mindless, habit 
forming video games.

Okay, spring, time for you to step to the 
plate. I’m springing forward with all my time 
pieces. I understand I can now mix my green 
tie with my blue shirt and my black Hanna 
blazer (thanks, John & Jeff ). I’m expecting you 
to salvage what has been a horrific winter for 
me. I’m expecting some light showers, not tor-
rential deluges. If you please, only a few frosty 

mornings. However, if you want to go all out 
I will take a late snow, but only if it sticks (for 
the kids you know).

Please, Mother Nature, I hope you don’t 
think I’m complaining. Please convey my 
thoughts to your boss. Although I commiser-
ate my plea to him a couple of times a day. If 
y’all can’t work things out I’ll take this 88th 
spring year in what-
ever way you see fit.

Jim Fraser was the 
athletic director and 
head football coach 
at T.L. Hanna High 
School from 1968-
1985. He was also a 
full time member of 
the faculty who taught 
U.S. History.

Jim Fraser

Grandparents are special
A few days ago, my grandmother (known 

to all of us as “Mema”) left this world and went 
home to live with Jesus. Although her passing 
is sad, and I will miss her more than life itself, 

I am comforted in 
knowing that she will 
live in the hearts of all 
who knew and loved 
her forever. Her legacy 
will never be forgotten. 
A wise person once said 
that “what you leave 
behind is not what is 
engraved in stone mon-
uments, but what is 
woven into the lives of 
others.” As I grow older 
and experience more of 

what it means to be a mother, a wife, a daugh-
ter, a granddaughter, a teacher and a friend, I 
appreciate even more the powerful meaning 
behind these words. Through her daily exam-
ple, Mema taught me that it’s not the material 
wealth you acquire or the accolades and awards 
you win in life that matters, but instead it’s 
how much love and kindness you are willing to 
give away to others that’s important. The rest, 
she would say, will take care of itself.  

While preparing for Mema’s Celebration 
of Life service, many pleasant memories have 
resurfaced about the joyous times I spent with 
her over the past 33 years. I will always treasure 
the many times Mema and I spent in the kitch-
en making cookies. The memory is so vivid that 
it seems like only yesterday. We would make the 
biggest mess, and she would always let me eat 
the batter-even though I wasn’t supposed to! 

I also fondly recall having sleepovers at 
Mema’s house with all nine of my cousins.  
Sometimes, when I became frightened during 
the night, Mema would come and lay down 
beside me until I fell asleep. If I was extra scared, 
she even let me sneak out of bed and eat a bowl 
of Raisin Bran with her. Occasionally I would 
fake it- just so I could spend a little special time 
with her. My 8-year-old-self thought that was 
the best thing ever! Mema loved her grandchil-
dren. She thought it was so great to have every-
one there at her house! Even with all the noise, 
the mess, the bickering and the constant “girl” 
drama- it never seemed to bother her one bit.  

Now as a grown woman, I reminisce about 
all the fun times Mema had with my two 
girls. I will always treasure the many Saturday 
mornings we spent eating breakfast together at 
Mama Penn’s and going with her to the library 
where she would sit and read books with my 
girls for hours. I will also never forget Mema’s 
unique home-made Christmas gifts.  She never 
had much money to buy expensive presents, 
but the love she wove into a scarf made of yarn 
was worth more than gold.

When it became obvious that Mema’s 
time on this earth would soon be over, it was 
her last request that her family surround her 
during her final hours. Together we sang old 
hymns, read Bible verses, told stories of fond 
memories, expressed our love to her, and gave 
thanks to our Lord for her life. 

Thank you, Mema, for your life and for 
sharing your love with our world. We love you!  
I pray I will never forget that it’s really the 
“simple things” in life that are the most extraor-
dinary.  Grandparents are truly very special!

Katie Laughridge
Years ago, individuals often remained 

in his/her workplace until retirement. 
Presently, individuals may stay in a typical 
job position for 4-6 years before making a 
change. In other words, over a decade, you 
can potentially expect to change positions 
or careers twice. This can be terrifying and 
challenging, yet also exciting and inviting. 
The biggest variable or factor holding 
someone back from changing is fear.

It is extremely common to have fear 
when making a change or transition. This 
fear can easily turn into inactivity, paralysis, 
and higher self-doubt. Focus on remember-
ing that fear is a normal and natural part 
of any career change process. For example, 
you may fear failure, making a “bad” or 
“wrong” choice, not meeting others’ expec-
tations, or worry about the perceptions of 
others. Some may even fear success.

When fear takes your breath and move-
ment away, consider the following:

1) What is the worst thing that could 

happen? What comes next?
2) What do you gain by making a 

choice and taking a risk?
3) How could you make this decision or 

choice less risky?
4) What would you do if the worst-case 

scenario happened?
5) How would you break down a 

change into smaller steps? When could you 
take this step, and what would you need?

6) Ask yourself if the fear is rational 
or irrational. What is the likelihood of it 
becoming true? Is this an opinion or a fact?

7) Would you survive if the worst-case 
scenario happened? What would you do?

Another important reminder is that 
failure does not have to be negative; 
reframe disappointments and hurts as 
protection, new opportunities, clarity, etc. 
View it as feedback on ways to improve or 
become better. Embrace your failures and 
visualize success being right around the 
corner. You will find more satisfaction by 
living in the moment and not obsessing or 
dwelling on the “what ifs” and “what could 
go wrong” statements in your mind.

Mary-Catherine McClain Riner, Ph.D., 
Ed.S, M.S., is a Licensed Psychologist  with 
Riner Counseling, LLC. Visit www.rinercoun-
seling.com or call 864-608-0446.

MARY- 
CATHERINE  
McCLAIN 
RINER

Doubts and fears 
when making 

career changes

MUSINGS OF AN OLE BALL COACH

Jim Fraser

This is a talk I gave to the Hanna 
football team prior to the Upper State 
Championship game against Byrnes 
on November 28, 2018.

Let me first thank Coach Jeff 
Herron for the kindness and gracious-
ness shown to me by letting me be a 
part of this team. 

You will remember last week when 
I told y’all that my first team here was 
50 years ago. During the first season 
I was on my way to the Hanna gym 
for that night’s game. Driving from 
Greenville Street adjacent to the 
displays of the WWI tank, artillery 
piece and the statue of the WWI 
Doughboy, I was one of our players 
walking the sidewalk, hands folded 
behind his back as if the weight of the 
world was on his shoulder. Hey, that’s 
Mac Hammett, I perceived, pulling 
my 1963 Dodge station wagon to the 
curb. I reached across to roll down the 
window and said, “Get in Mac. I’m on 
my way to the gym.” “I’d rather walk,” 
he replied. “Well, it’s certainly a fine 

day,” I replied. “By the way, how’s your 
dad?” His dad had been fighting cancer 
for a few years. “My daddy’s dead,” he 
blurted, “He died a couple hours ago. 

I just left his 
side.” “Man, I’m 
sorry, let me 
drive you home 
or somewhere,” I 
repeated. “You’re 
not playing 
tonight , are 
you?” “Yea,” he 
replied, “Where 

would I rather be tonight than with 
my teammates, they’re like family and 
besides, who’s gonna play at lineback 
and center?” Wow, I thought here’s an 
edge you don’t often see. I’ve observed 
that in my 50 years of following 
Hanna athletes, they’re gonna portray 
that family like atmosphere and that 
winning edge that’s so important. They 
may not always win, but that sense of 
family and that edge is always there.

Everybody is proud of you for 

that momentous win over a very good 
Dorman team. Some of the naysayers 
have said, “Hanna better be glad you 
caught the Cavaliers on a stormy, rainy 
night.” Well, that 20 MPH wind was 
blowing cold rain in your face as well, 
Dorman. You won the game because 
you made a stop and a drive and they 
didn’t, by playing every play if it were 
the pivotal play of the game by picking 
each other up when things looked bad 
and by refusing to lose. That’s why 
you won.

Byrnes is coming in here Friday, a 
proud program who remembers that 
pounding you gave them last year. 
They’re going to be revengeful and 
emotional. Let me tell you a story 
about emotion.

Once there was a place in Texas 
called the Alamo. It was being defend-
ed by 40 or 50 brave men led by Davy 
Crockett and Col. James Bowie. They 
were super emotional and fought like 
crazy and then they ran out of bullets 
and their emotions left them. They 

were overrun by 2,500 soldiers under 
General Santa Anna. Emotions are 
no good if you have no bullets in your 
pouch. You’ve got more bullets in your 
pouch than Byrnes and that’s what 
will win the game for you.

Let me give you a history lesson. 
When I began coaching 60 years ago, 
the highest classification was 3A. 
When I left Aiken 50 years ago both 
Hanna and Aiken were 3A schools. 
Sometime during the 70’s, the highest 
classification jumped to 4A. We are 
now in the second year of 5A.

Continuing with the lesson are 
now 4 teams still in the hunt for 
the second 5A championship. Let’s 
check them out. In the lower state 
you have the Vaunted Summerville 
Green Wave whose legendary coach 
won twice as many games as your guy 
Coach Herron. In fact, they’ve won 
more games than anybody in the his-
tory of football. McKissicks 92 now 
and his grandson Joe Call is the coach. 
They have 12 or 15 championships. 
Opposite them is a relatively new 
school, the Dutch Fork Silver Foxes 
who own the only 5A championship. 
Hustle up to the Upstate and you’ve 
got the storied proud Byrnes Rebels 

with 12 or 15 titles. I know at our 
time they won like 5 in a row. Hosting 
them we’ve got the T.L. Hanna Yellow 
Jackets with no championships. You 
mean we’ve been here 56 years and no 
trophy? That’s crazy! 56 years? What 
are you gonna do about it?

For the first 30 years of Hanna’s 
existence, they had no turf to protect. 
We had to load buses and go on buses 
to old McCants to our hated rivals, 
Westside’s field to play. During my 17 
years at Hanna we’ve had to bury like 
30 players who would have liked to 
have had turf to protect.

Nobody can end 56 years of frus-
tration but you. Nobody can protect 
your fallen brothers’ turf but you. You 
damn well shouldn’t fail. Now go kick 
some ass.

Jim Fraser was the athletic director 
and head football 
coach at T.L. 
Hanna High 
School from 1968-
1985. He was 
also a full member 
of the faculty 
and taught U.S. 
History.

A TALK FROM COACH
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