




The Scuppernong Gazette is published 
monthly and distributes in Columbia and 
Tyrrell County  in stores and offices. The 
on-line gazette is already available a few 
days before it hits the road. Please visit 

www.ScuppernongGazette.com
and drop your e-mail address in the box, 

www.ColumbiaNC.com

‘a passionate reader’ 
“I am absolutely fascinated by the 
material you have been able to come up 
with.  Tastefully presented…with a 
distinctive flair…totally interesting to 
every individual even remotely 
acquainted with Tyrell County and 
Columbia.  And it is so “professional” 

yet down to earth !  I find myself eagerly 
awaiting the next issue. I feel GUILTY 
and ashamed that it comes to me 
without charge.  It is WORTH 
something, which is more than one can 
say about most of what one gets for free 
these days...” 

Bill Kincheloe from Rocky Mount, NC

Media of the Month:  
The Scuppernong Reminder          
Family of the Month: 	
The Armstrongs  
Organization of the Month: 
Tyrrell County Visitor Center  

I find myself  every morning, 
turning on my computer, even 
before I turn on the teapot, and 
then I log on to the 
TOPIX.com  
NEWS webpage 
where good people 
leave the wildest 
comments about 
‘what the town 
council members  
should do, or should not do’, etc 
-  I am hooked. I guess it is a 
form of  gossip and that is what 
we shouldn't enjoy?  But, let me 

tell you that I eagerly read the 
input from the person who calls 
him/herself  ‘WHO CARES’. I 

like ‘who cares’ 
because  he/ she 
seems to be very 
knowledgeable of  
Tyrrell  County and  
smart, & outspoken. 
I don’t know who 
he/she is, but, he/

she inspired us to research 
subjects that you will soon read 
about. Oh, the photo is Neli 
under a rainbow.  Love Ingrid  

z Quote of the Month z

"Ultimately, I am what I choose to be; my self-esteem follows the 
same path." - Anonymous

DEAR READERS AND FRIENDS
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..........On the Board-Walk.......... 
Artist of  the Month:
Barbara Fleming, above 
The Collins House, part of 
a mural that Barbara 
painted for the library at 
Pines Elementary 
School in Plymouth.

Man of  the Month:       
The nicest guy you want 
to meet, is 81 year 
young Alton Ainsley,   
he loves breakfast at  
McClees on Main 
McCleesonMain.com

Couple of  the 
Month:	       
Lacie and Hunter, they 
got married Saturday 
April 19th in Columbia. 
We wish you all the best, 
guys!   

Never Forgotten 
Beautiful                 
Stacey Nicole Godwin,    
18, of  Tyrrell County, 
N.C. who died in a 
tragic car accident last 
month.

Hot Tip  
Of  the Month: A 
delicious slice of  the 
Wisconsin Cheese 
Wheel from Mac’s Back 
Door Oyster Bar, sure 
worth the find! Educator  

Jennifer Westcott is the 
wonderful new guidance 
counselor at Columbia 
Middle School

The Dog Days 
of Summer 

Movie of  the Month:       
American Independent 
Feature Film directed by 
Mark Freiburger and 
shot entirely on location 
in Edenton, NC. 

Wheeles & 
Wheeles 

Attorney at Law   
Business of  the Month 
Photo features Dwight 
Wheeles at the Hyde 
County Court House. 

Teen of  the 
Month               

Joey Smith

Book of  Month            
Columbia on the 

Scuppernong 

Author of  the 
Month: Marimar 

McNaughton 

Lady the Month 
Miss                  

Janet Walker

WEBSITE

of  the Month 
IBXpeditions.com
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Its really a romantic, cozy, charming, clean inn!
The Elegantly decorated rooms, delicious southern breakfast, and a location that 
surrounds you in a relaxed slower pace of life, it's a recipe for the perfect 
getaway. The spacious wrap around 
porch beckons you, welcomes you in 
from your travels. The Front Parlor 
with its original fireplace and piano, 
makes you feel immediately at 
home. A quick walk through the 
spacious Dining Parlor takes you to 

your private room, where you can unpack, unwind, take a deep breath and 
realize you're home. Owner Lee Brickhouse makes you feel like your one of the 
family, and his staff makes it his personal goal to ensure every aspect of your 
stay is wonderful. No detail is left unnoticed, from the soft & fluffy bath towels 
& personalized toiletries to the delectable afternoon and evening refreshments. 
Every effort has been made to make your stay wonderful and memorable. A well 
stocked book and video library is at your disposal, as is a children's play area 
complete with toys. This is the place you'll talk about and want to come back to 
again and again.  www.thebrickhouseinn.com

Romantic Brickhouse Inn Romantic Brickhouse Inn Romantic Brickhouse Inn Romantic Brickhouse Inn Romantic Brickhouse Inn Romantic Brickhouse Inn Romantic Brickhouse Inn 
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sneak a package in the back door of  the high house in the swamp 
and not letting that big ole cat out. I have so much enjoyed reading 
"The Gazette" and just wanted to take a minute to let you know.  
My husband, Jack (along w my help occasionally & mentally) have 
a small lawn maintenance business, East Coast Lawn Care.  We 
began this 7 years ago on a hope & a whim and a lot of  faith and 
we have been more than blessed and now have to turn down work 
because there are not enough hours in a day.  Anyway, we're just 
the average Tyrrell Co family, 2 kids, Annie, who turned 16 in Oct 
and is driving and growing 

up too fast.  Alex, our son is 13 and a big sports fan is the love of  
my life.  We have 2 dogs, Glacey & Oreo, and 2 cats, Cleo and 
Callie.   I hope to to meet you someday.  Thank you for all the 
great you have done and continue to do for our beautiful county.  If 
you happen to see the right hand drive grey Saturn with bright 
flashing amber light on top, blink your lights and I will stop and 
talk to you.  Have a blessed day Ingrid, and you too, Sunshine. - 
Missi Liverman 

Missi Photo by Neli Piosczyk-Lemme, Co-Publisher.

Reader of the Month:  Meet Missi the Mail Lady!
I feel like I should know you as I have delivered many a piece of  mail to Nick & Neli's with your name 
and Sunshine's as well.  I just love the name Sunshine!  I have to admit that for a while I thought that you 
(Ingrid) and Sunshine must be a "funny"  couple coming to Columbia to hide out.  How wonderful is the 
imagination when you ride the roads of  Tyrrell Co all day every day.  I am the route 2 carrier for the 
Untied States Postal Service.  I truck up & down Bridgepath no matter how wet or dry and I have seen 
both in the most extremes.  Nick & Neli are very kind and I have sweated a few days while trying to 
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sneak a package in the back door of  the high house in the swamp 
and not letting that big ole cat out. I have so much enjoyed reading 

My husband, Jack (along w my help occasionally & mentally) have 
a small lawn maintenance business, East Coast Lawn Care.
began this 7 years ago on a hope & a whim and a lot of  faith and 
we have been more than blessed and now have to turn down work 
because there are not enough hours in a day.
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and is driving and growing 



Catch of  the Month 
Julie Phelps Caught a Cat Fish 

Off  the Scuppernong Board Walk 

Photo by Neli Piosczyk-Lemme

Calender of  Events

May  03, 2008
On the Dock of the Bay
May  05, 2008
Tyrrell County Board of Education 
Meeting
May  05, 2008
Tyrrell County Board of 
Commissioners Meeting
May  05, 2008
Columbia's Board of Aldermen 
Monthly Meeting
May  08, 2008
Columbia's Planning Board 
Meeting
May  10, 2008
Columbia on the Scuppernong 
Art & Architecture Tour
May  14, 2008
Greater Tyrrell County Chamber of 
Commerce Meeting
May  19, 2008
Tyrrell County Board of 
Commissioners Meeting
May  20, 2008
Rural Health Association Monthly 
Meeting
May  22, 2008
Tyrrell County Historical & 
Geneological Society Meeting

www.VisitTyrrellCounty.com
for more information 

May  10, 2008

Columbia on the 
Scuppernong Art & 
Architecture Tour
Public Spaces 
Private Places is a 
self  guided walking 
tour of  residences 
and public 
buildings at the 
heart of  Columbia's 
Historic District, 
demonstrating 
styles dating from 
the late 1800's to 
1946, most never 
before open to the 
public. Tickets in 
advance are 
available for $20

For more 
information please 
call 252-796-1419 
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intact.  He teased dad for stubbornly trying to cut them out before the 
fish was cooked.  “Can’t get them bones with a knife, Mr. Dean,”  he 
said.  “Always cut some off  and find them in your mouth.  Too late, 
then, have to eat ‘em.  Do it the easy way.”  Dad, who never believed in 
the easy way, would keep sawing away until he delivered a pile of  fish 
that looked like little otter-gnawed fishcakes which everyone else left on 
the platter.

It was Bradford who cooked and guided for Mom and Dad on their 
honeymoon, and he was so taken by my mother’s dark eyes and slender 

figure that he went out one morning before daylight and brought her waterlilies that were just opening in 
the morning sun.  She never forgot that nor, probably, did Bradford. Unlike Bradford, our sometimes 
guide Bill was a small, red-faced man of  vast understatement.  But Bill faithfully tended the boat and 
helped us keep our poles baited for white perch that ran up to two pounds.  Every 10 minutes or so, he 
would reach over the side of  the skiff  and scoop up water with both hands to smooth back his long grey 
hair -- we never knew if  that was vanity or some sort of  therapy.  But one day during which he had 
characteristically said absolutely nothing, he made what was, for him, a significant speech.  As we drifted, 
watching our lines, the cork on his pole plunged so quickly it shot a spurt of  water a foot into the air.  
Instantly, the pole bent sharply until the tip was in the water, levering Bill off  the seat. 

Part 3 - Little Alligator Summers continues...
Bradford Sutton was the guide that accompanied us most often.  He was a big, jovial man, rough and 
friendly, and he and my granddad often laughed at things that I’m pretty sure my brothers Graham and 
John and I weren’t expected to understand.  He would brag about our success fishing, telling everyone 
that we had caught them all -- we hadn’t -- and that  no one he’d ever fished with was any better at it.  
He also showed us how to clean the sunfish and white perch, leaving the fins and tails on so that when 
they were fried, all you had to do was hold the fish by the tail and peel out the dorsal and anal fin bones 

intact.  He teased dad for stubbornly trying to cut them out before the 
fish was cooked.  “Can’t get them bones with a knife, Mr. Dean,”  he 




 
 
  We thought he was going overboard until the pole snapped in two places.  Bill 
held the butt momentarily until the line parted with a loud twang, catapulting him backwards into the 
bottom of  the boat like a sack of  feed.  

We watched in amazement as he regained his seat with great dignity.  Methodically, he wet his hair and 
sat for a long moment looking off  nowhere in particular.

“Rockfish,”  he said finally.

My grandfather’s tackle consisted of  a split cane, Heddon casting rod and a Pflueger Supreme bait-
casting reel with black linen line and a short length of  gut leader.  His favorite lures were old wooden 
plugs, some with glass eyes, all scarred from use -- a frog-colored Jitterbug, a Lucky 13, several Creek 
Chub crippled minnows, as well as, a few Johnson Silver Minnows, Al Foss Shimmy wigglers and 
Oriental wigglers that were rigged with pork rind trailers.  He especially liked to use a Hawaiian Wiggler 
and pork rind worked along the surface over the weeds in the goose pond.  I don’t recall that we caught 
many big bass -- a 2-pounder was cause for celebration, although I recall that he once caught two 
rockfish -- but perhaps it was because we were almost always vacationing in the hot summer months 
when fishing for bass and stripers was generally poorer. 

Some years earlier, Granddad had caught a 9-pound bass, but when he returned with it that evening, his 
cronies convinced him that he ought to put it in a wire fish cage that was kept in the water next to the 
cook shack.

“It’ll keep him alive and fresh,”  they told him.

What they neglected to mention was that there was a hole in the wire that covered the lower end of  the 
cage -- a hole large enough, it turned out, for granddad’s trophy to escape.

Granddad often told that story -- he enjoyed a joke on himself  -- but he had an even greater appreciation 
for another story involving a shirttail.  There were lots of  these tacked to the wall behind the wood stove 
-- if  you missed a shot at a deer, your hunting companions would cheerfully cut off  the tail of  your shirt 
and mount it there as evidence of  your poor marksmanship.  But this one was special.  

“They claimed I had missed a deer,” granddad liked to recount.  “I explained that I had shot at a goose, 
but they didn’t believe me.  They heard the shot.  I didn’t have a deer or a goose.  Case closed.  When we 
got back to the cabin that evening, they fixed their end-of-the-day drinks as usual and kidded me all 
through supper about what was going to happen to my shirt.

While they were finishing up the dishes, granddad slipped away for a few minutes and put on Ted 
Deloach’s shirt -- he was the one most bent on seeing this tradition upheld.  After supper, Ted made a 
short, largely insulting speech, wheeled my grandfather around and cut off  the tail of  that shirt all the 
way to the collar.  Then, he tacked it on the wall and stepped back to admire it.



“How do you think it looks up there?”  Ted asked my grandfather.

“Looks fine, Ted, especially since it’s not my shirt,”  said granddad.

“Well, who’s is it then?”  Ted asked.

“It’s yours, Ted.”   The shirttail stayed on the wall, and no one loved to tell about it more than Ted 
Deloach.  Except, of  course, my grandfather.

Through the years, the little town of  Columbia was an anticipated waystop, a place to stretch our legs for 
the final assault.  We would stop at the service station just beyond the single-lane bridge (now gone).  
Sucking on sodas, we would venture through the village past the old Columbia Hotel  (rooms $2-$4) and 
down dirt side streets.  Or we would walk over to the catfish factory on the banks of  the Scuppernong.  I 
swore that one day, if  I couldn’t live in a cabin built a foot over the water three miles beyond Fort 
Landing, I would live in Columbia.  Or in Tyrrell County’s second largest metropolis of  Gum Neck near 
the Frying Pan.  Or in the big house (also long gone) across from the small store at Fort Landing where I 
would prosper on Zero candy bars and TruAde.  I didn’t realize that my summers in this vast and 
wondrous place were soon to end.  Nor would it have occurred to me or my friend Charlie Ogletree that 
he and his family would settle there years later, he as the county’s only lawyer and his wife Midge as a 
highly respected school teacher.  Nor did it seem possible that all those wrecked cars crudely painted with 
“Eat At Carley’s” advertisements that sat seemingly every few hundred yards on the shoulders of  Rt. 64 
for 20 miles in either direction from Columbia would someday be hauled away -- or that Carley’s Cafe 
itself  would be only a memory...

Little Alligator Summers by Jim Dean 
...Continues next month...

This piece was written for Wildlife in North Carolina and reprinted from Jim Dean’s 
Book “The Secret Lives of  Fishermen” published by the UNC Press, -  here it is published 

with their permission, all rights reserved. photos by Neli Piosczyk-Lemmewith their permission, all rights reserved. with their permission, all rights reserved. 





The frogs that were too far away for catching were shot with the old 22 and then scooped up with the 
net. I can remember nights in later spring when the roar of  frogs hollering could be heard everywhere. 
That was my favorite time to go froggin'. You could hear frogs hollering everywhere and sometimes we 
would start as soon as it got dark and stay out until after midnight. As I got older the tools for froggin' got 
better. There were Q beam spot lights, waders and hip boots, long gig poles with 5 prong gigs, and folks 
had better vehicles so they would travel farther away from home to go froggin'. I have frogged with some 
mighty fine froggers since my grandpa. Some of  my buddies that I really enjoyed froggin' with were 
Elmo Hassell, Mike Spruill, Ricky VanHorn, and Aubrey Ludford. We spent many a night in search of  
frogs and it sometimes served as a date also when we would bring along our lady friends. Nothing like 
spending a spring night riding around Alligator or Gumneck gigging frogs with that special lady in your 
life. The true rewards of  froggin' came once you got home and got them cleaned. Sometimes we couldn't 
wait to until the next night for supper and we would come in the house and break out the frying pan and 
cook up a mess of  legs for a midnight snack. FROGLEGS are good eating!!! If  you can get that 
squeamish person to ever try them they will more than likely get hooked. As my son was growing up, he 
and I frogged the canals of  Crosslanding where we lived at the time. Sometimes it would be just the two 
of  us or sometimes we would invite friends, but we had many great hours walking pond and canal banks 
and bull froggin'. I don't go froggin' near as much as I used to, but I sure am glad to see that my son and 
his friends are still carrying on the tradition and having a good time bull froggin' in Tyrrell County. 

      As always’ thank you Jimmy of  Flemz Market’  for your wonderful stories, everyone loves them- Ingrid & Neli 

Gone Bull Froggin’with JimmyFleming 
There is something about a warm night in early spring that draws a fella's attention to the weedy banks 
of  a canal or pond in the dark of  night, in spite of  mosquitoes and snakes, in search of  the elusive 
bullfrog. As a youngster I followed my granddaddy William a many a night as we walked his secret frog 
spots in Scotia, Riders Creek, and on the Levels. We would be equipped with an old 2 cell flashlight, 
rubber boots, a burlap sack, and sometimes an old single shot 22 rifle. We used to catch the frogs that 
were close enough with our bare hands or we might be lucky enough to have a gig or a net with us.    
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