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 When Grief Strikes, Food Can be a Gift from the Gods 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Shared by Darcy 

Personal story with a lot of southern  

references and...a recipe. Lightly edited 

and condensed by me – Darcy.  

Written by David Ferguson,  

The Guardian US edition July 17, 2016  

         

         Less than two weeks ago, I suddenly 
lost a friend. On his 39th birthday, Andy 
drowned during a beach vacation with  
his family. The loss of someone so young 
and vital and full of life has sent 
shockwaves through our sleepy southern 

town. 
 Following the accident, the community has rallied around his widow and year-old son, donating 
money for funeral expenses and struggling together to come to terms with the tragedy. And while there 
are truly no words a person can say to ease the pain of losing a loved one, there are specific things we can 
do. 
 One of them is cooking. I don’t know if it’s a southern thing, a farm community thing, or 
maybe it’s just old-fashioned, but where I come from, when someone dies, the casserole dishes start 
coming out almost before anyone’s called the coroner. 

 My mother’s friends and our relatives brought a mountain of food to her house. Cakes, pies, loaves of 
homemade bread, crocks of macaroni and cheese, fried chicken, chili, barbecue, homemade ice cream 
and a profusion of casseroles, congealed salads and other ambrosias. 
 The bounty serves a dual purpose. The grieving family is freed of having to shake off their 
heavy sadness in order to cook for themselves and they also have a variety of treats on hand to offer the 
parade of well-wishers who will come to pay their respects. 
 The one item I remember most vividly from the week of my mother’s death was a chicken 
casserole made by my Aunt Faye. She’s actually a cousin, but like many southern families, the titles 

“aunt”, “uncle” and “cousin” get thrown around with very little regard to how we are actually related – if 
we are at all. 
 This casserole was everything a person could ever want in comfort food. Creamy and deeply 
satisfying, it boasted a crunchy crust made of poppy seeds and toasted Ritz crackers. It hit all the marks. I 
remember each bite feeling like it was steadily warming me up from the inside out, restoring me to 
warmth and life and providing some of the first real pleasure I’d had in what felt like eons. 
 I called Aunt Faye last week to get the recipe, which required not one but two cans of 
Campbell’s condensed soup and a lot more butter sour cream than is probably safe. I followed it exactly, 
though. People can eat all the carrot sticks and carb-free tortillas they want when they’re feeling happy.   

 Heavy grief, in my opinion, is best fought off with equally heavy cream. 
 I dropped off the casserole and a chocolate meringue pie with Andy’s wife Nora and her mom, 
hugged the baby and politely withdrew. I wasn’t even halfway home when the first text came. 
 “Oh, wow,” Nora wrote, “this casserole is amazing!” 
 I texted back a row of emoji hearts when I got to a traffic light. While our powers to soothe 
heartbreak are limited, we offer what gifts we can. In this way, I like to think we can strike little victories 
against the pain and darkness that inevitably come with being alive. 
 

 
Recipe on next page. 

 
 
 

 



 

 

  

Aunt Faye’s Poppy Seed  

Chicken Casserole 

 
5 or 6 large boneless skinless chicken breasts 
1 can Campbell’s Cream of Celery soup 
1 can Campbell’s Cream of Chicken soup 
1 cup (8 oz.) sour cream 
2 sleeves of Ritz or Town House crackers 
1 1/2 sticks of butter 
1 tbsp. poppy seeds 

Cover chicken breasts with water in a large saucepan. Bring to boil and cook until insides are no longer pink. 
Drain, then cut into bite-sized pieces. 

In a large bowl, combine crushed crackers and poppy seeds. Melt butter and stir in until well mixed. 

In separate bowl, combine soups and sour cream. 

In one large (9” by 13”) or two small (8” square) baking pans, spread half of cracker and poppy seed mixture. 

Layer chicken on top. Cover with soup and sour cream mixture. Top with remaining cracker mix, then bake at 

350 degrees for one hour. 

The VFM Man and the Pigs of Moccasin Bend 
By Jim Gregory 

    The old beat up red 2 ton pickup rolled up to the pump in front of  
    Uncle Jim Frances’s General Store and Little Billy jumped up from his 
    seat on the porch to pump the gas. The tall, lean, sun weathered driver 
    popped open the door, unfolded his body, and stepped out of the cab.  
    An old Redbone Hound watched with sad eyes from the passenger seat 
    as the man leaned against the fender of the truck. “Hay Son,” he  

    addressed the boy, “Do you know where I might find some wild pigs  
    around here?” 
     “Don’t know of none up here on the mountain,” Billy 
allowed as he filled the tank, “but down in the woods on this side of the Tennessee River near Moccasin Bend, 
I hear tell that there be a good many of ‘em.” 
 “Thank’e kindly,” said the stranger, as he paid for the gas and added, “I’ll check ‘um out.” 
 When Billy returned to the porch his friend Bobby Ore asked, “Did I hear you send that feller down 
to the Bend after them wild pigs?” 

 “Yep,” replied Billy. 
 “Did you warn him about how mean them pigs be?” 
 “He didn’t ask,” smirked Billy”I reckon he’ll find out soon enough.” 
 As the old truck cleared the pumps and started back down the mountain toward Chattanooga, the 
Nashville bound train pulled into the station across from the store. A lone passenger stepped down from the 
platform and started across the road. He was a big man wearing a white shirt and tie with no jacket.  
 "Looks like a VFM man acommin'" Bobby allowed.  
 The big man's sleeves were rolled up to the elbows and he wore a big wide smile as he climbed the 

porch steps and stuck out his hand.  
 “Howdy Boys,” he grinned. “any menfolk around?”  
 “Sure,” Billy replied shaking the pre-offered hand, “there’s a few fellows inside.”  
 “Hay Uncle Jim,” Bobby called, “They’s a VFM man out here t’see you all.” 
 “Thanks,” said the man as he reached for the screen door. 
 The boys listened as the as the VFM man went in to talk to Uncle Jim and the farmers assembled 
inside.  
 “Howdy Fellows,” the big man boomed as he made his way toward the back of the store where a 
couple of games of checkers were being contested, both surrounded by onlookers waiting to take on the 

winners. “My name is ‘Big Jim Fuller, and I’m running for the United States Senate and I sure would 
appreciate your vote.  
 I’m sure you would like to know why you should vote for me.” 
 

 

Continued on next page. 
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 “Well, I’ll just tell you. When I get to Washington,” he declared, as if the election was a forgone 
conclusion, “I am going to push for Farm Subsidies. What is that? you ask, Well, I’ll tell you. Say you raise pigs or 

corn or some other crop for sale and the prices are low cause there’s a lot of the product on the market, the 
government will pay you NOT to raise so much of that product and that will drive up the price for them rich city 
folk, they can afford it, and you will get a check at the end of the year for what you did not raise or grow. You 
have more time away from the plow to go fishing, hunting or just be with your family.”  
 ‘Be sure to tell your wives, friends and neighbors that 
 a vote for “Big Jim” is a vote for money in your pocket.” 
 “Boys, I got to make that train before it pulls out for 
Nashville, so I got to run, it only makes a 20 minute stop.  

Don’t forget, A Vote for Me, ‘Big Jim Fuller’ is a vote for 
a Fuller pocket at the end of the year.” 
 With that he was out the door and bounding down 
 the steps toward the train station. 
 The talk in the back of the room was hotly debated. 
 “What's he mean We gets paid for NOT working,” said Clyde, 
 a local pig farmer. 
 “Don’t hardly seem honest to me,” put in Luke who 
 was an Elder at the Little Methodist Church across the tracks 

 from the store, “I’m not sure the Lord would look on that with favor.” 
 The talk went back and forth for a while until Uncle Jim said, “Boys the election ain’t for about two 
years so we got plenty of time to make up our minds.” 
 Farm Subsidies was a hot topic around Mont Eagle for the next year or so as people tried to decide how 
they would vote. Then one day a little over a year later, that old red 2 ton truck pulled back in beside the pumps 
loaded with squealing pigs. The tall man slid out of the seat as Billy hurried to pump the gas. “OK if I go inside 
and pick up a couple of things while you pump?” he asked “I need to find out if there be a slaughter house in the 
area.” 

 Billy’s eyes were wide as he looked at the hogs in the back of the truck. "They’s one down the mountain 
toward Nashville in Shelbyville. You would get top dollar there." He paused his eyes wide, "You get them pigs 
down on the Bend?” Billy exclaimed as he studied the fat pigs in the bed of the truck. 
 “Sure did.” the tall man answered, “An’ I got to thank you for the tip, me and Ol' Red," he indicated the 
old hound setting in the passenger seat, "We done OK this year. We got breeders still penned up down there in the 
valley.” 

 Billy ran inside and called, “Uncle Jim, Uncle Jim, Y'all come and see what’s out here.”  

 Jim and all of the checker players inside came out to see what the ruckus was all about. “Well I’ll be 

horn swaglled.” exclaimed Clyde, “Ain’t that the big black boar Razorback hog from that herd down on 
Moccasin Bend? Four good men have died tryin’ to bring him down. How did you manage to corral him?” 

 “Well,” drawled the tall man, “Me and Red, we went down to the Bend after that young man there told 

me ‘bout ‘um.” 

 “Red scouted ‘um out soes I’d know where they’s at, then I set up a camp and picked out a clearin’ in the 
middle of their range and started layin’ out corn fur ‘um.”  

 Fur a good while thy steered clear but hit weren't long four some of the young'uns began to nose around 

for the free food. Then some of the older hogs got curious and moved in. Pertsoon  they’se all gobbling up the free 
corn. Then I went over to the Farmers Market in Chattanooga and made a deal with’m to come over and pick up 
the corn, potatoes and other vegetables the Dealers had to throw out because they'd  agoin’ bad.”  

 Then I bought me some yeast and sugar and sat up a small still and started fermentaten the old corn and 

potatoes to make a bit of sour mash which I mixed in with the garbage from the Market so it’d make ‘um feel good 
and lazy. Meantime I’s buildin’ a fence around the clearin’. When I finally put up the gate they didn’t even cause 
no fuss.  

 I put a feed troff in the pen and kept feedn’ um garbage till they was too fat and happy to leave and root 

on their own. Then I loaded 'um up and headed for the slaughter housel” 

 “Hell, I can catch any critter if I can get’um to depend on me for their daily food. Pigs don' want'a work 

if'n they ain't gott'a 'n I gets ta take um ta market. 

 The VFM (Vote For Me) Man didn’t get a single vote out of Mount Eagle that next election. 

 

“Suppose you were an idiot, and suppose you were a member of Congress; but I repeat myself.”  
~Mark Twain 

 
“Politics have no relation to morals.” 

~ Niccolo Machiavelli 
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Events associated 

with the NC 

Storytelling Guild, of 

which ASC is a 

member. Check out 

their website- 

http://www.ncstor
yguild.org/ 
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Our membership dues cover each calendar year. So it is time to renew your 
 membership.  
 
Many people have renewed. If you have, you can ignore this article.  
If you have not renewed your membership (you know who you are, grin), 

then this article is for you. One more reminder. 
 

Dues are $25 per individual or family  
$20 for seniors (62+)  
$20 for students  
 
If there has been a change in your contact information (address, phone, e-mail) please let me know.  
 
You can mail your dues to Charlie at:  
   Charlie St. Clair  
   ASC Treasurer  

   14 Ellenwood Dr.  
   Asheville, NC  28804  
We can only accept cash or checks, no credit or debit cards. Let me know if you need a receipt. 

 

 Opportunities to Learn, Listen and Tell! 

 

 
  

 

  

http://www.ncstoryguild.org/
http://www.ncstoryguild.org/


 

 

  

 

The Storytelling Chronicle 
Page 5 

 Opportunities to Learn, Listen and Tell! 

 



 

 

 

 

From Our Members 
 

 

 

 

  

 

Please send your 

news to Sherry 

Lovett, editor at 

sherrylovett@gmail.

com 
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       "Taking Your Story to the Stage" April 5-7, 2019 & “Slice of 

       Life” Saturday, April 6, 2019 

       Connie’s workshop previously scheduled for Nov 30 – Dec 2 
       has been postponed and will next be offered April 5-7, 2019 
       with the "Slice of Life" performance by participants on  
       Saturday, April 6 7:30pm at Black Mountain Center for the  
       Arts.  

 The focus of this “Taking Your Story to the Stage” 3-day workshop is on storytelling performance. Each participant is 

asked to come with a story that is almost “stage-ready.” Set in Connie’s home tucked in the beautiful mountains 
surrounding Asheville, NC, this workshop provides a supportive, affirming atmosphere to nurture storytellers’ performance skills and 
confidence. 

  “Taking Your Story to the Stage” is open only to those who have previously studied with Connie. If you have not had this 
opportunity and/or Connie has not heard you tell a story, a private coaching session may be required. 

  Full info on Connie’s website here: https://storywindow.com/taking-your-story-to-the-stage/ 

 

  

 

Upcoming Events with Connie Regan Blake 

 

A Note from Sherry Lovett 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Note from Chuck Fink 

 

 

 

 

Message For  

Vixi Jil Glenn 

I’m excited to be telling stories at Stories on Asheville’s Front Porch at the Folk Art Center on 

March 24th from 2 – 4. I hope you’ll join us! *Event poster on page 8. 

Dearest Vixi, please know 

that your ASC family hold 

you in our hearts during 

this difficult time. We love 

you and send you thoughts 

of comfort and peace. 

I am excited to be the workshop presenter for the North Carolina Storytelling Guild’s  

spring retreat at Wildacres in Little Switzerland, April 26 - 28! Here’s the description:  

Discover your voice, acknowledge yourself as an artist, and foster your creative power 

through the craft of storytelling. Explore your purpose for using the craft of  

storytelling, tackle the inner critic, and unleash the stories you are passionate to tell. 

We will use a variety of tools - journal prompts, breathing exercises, games, and other 

creative mediums... all to bring out your clear and strong voice to tell a well-crafted  

story tailored to the audience you hope to share it with, whether it is your family, your 

church, or your company. All levels welcome. 

 

Wildacres is a beautiful facility. If you want to know more about it, click here 

 http://www.wildacres.org/ 

 

If you are interested in attending, contact: Dianne Hackworth at 
dianne@diannehackworth.com or 865.457.3392. 

 

 

 

Yay, for Visitors! 

We had some special visitors at 

our February meeting! Sherry 
Lovett brought Bill Carson, the 
owner/operator of the Orchard 
at Altapass, a great storyteller, 
and a retired rocket scientist. 

Betty Hensley’s grandson, 
Andrew Hensley, who is taking 
a storytelling course, joined us 
and we hope to hear a story 
from him soon! 

  

https://storywindow.com/taking-your-story-to-the-stage/
http://www.exploreasheville.com/
https://storywindow.com/taking-your-story-to-the-stage/
http://www.wildacres.org/
http://ncstoryguild.org/dianne@diannehackworth.com
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 March 22 & April 12 & 26 
 (second and fourth Fridays of each month, 7 pm) 

The Vanishing Wheelchair presents, Magic, Mirth, and Meaning at 
The Little Theatre, 175 Weaverville Highway, Suite K, featuring 
storytellers, singers, jugglers, and musicians.  Free admission but 
donations are appreciated. For more information contact T.J. 
Shimeld at tishimeld@gmail.com or 828-391-6965.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

March 18 

ASC monthly meeting, Asheville Terrace, 200 Tunnel Rd., 7 pm. 

 

March 24 

Stories on Asheville’s Front Porch concert at the Folk Art Center off 

the Blue Ridge Parkway from 2 – 4 featuring Barbara Smith 
Mcbride, Christine Westfeldt, Ronnie Pepper, and Chuck Fink. 
Tickets are $12 in advance from brownpapertickets.com and $15 at 

the door. 

April 4 

Open Mic, presented by Hendo Story Club of The Center for Arts 

and Inspiration, 125 South Main Street in Hendersonville at 7:00 pm 
(sign-up at 6:30 pm to tell a 5 minute story with the theme, “Dues”). 
Directed by Elena Diana Miller.  Admission is $10 at the door. 

 

April 5-7 

Taking Your Story to the Stage, a 3-day workshop led by Connie 

Regan-Blake in Asheville.  258-1113 or storywindow.com 

 

April 5 & May 3 

 (first Friday of each month,3 pm)  

The Vanishing Wheelchair presents, Birthday Magic, The Little 
Theatre, 175 Weaverville Highway, Suite K, with the audience 
participating to celebrate children with birthdays that month.  Tickets 

are $5 and may be purchased online at 
www.VanishingWheelchair.org or call 828-645-2941 

 

April 14 

Becky Stone portrays Maya Angelou at The Center for Arts and 

Inspiration, 125 South Main Street in Hendersonville, 3:00 pm. A 

jazz ensemble will play before the performance.  Directed by Elena 

Diana Miller.   Admission is $15 and advance tickets may be 

purchased by calling the box office at 828-697-8547 or online at 

thecenterai.tix.com 

April 15 

ASC monthly meeting, Asheville Terrace, 200 Tunnel Rd., 7 pm. 

 

 

  

   

 

                       

 

April 26 – 28 
North Carolina Storytelling Guild’s spring 
retreat at Wildacres Retreat Facility in 
Little Switzerland. Workshop presented 
by Sherry Lovett. Two nights, Five meals, 
and lots of stories and story work for $215. 

For more information or to register contact 
Dianne Hackworth at 
dianne@diannehackworth.com or 865.457.3392. 
 

April 26 & 27, May 31 & June 1 

Larry Pearlman performs in the play, My Big Fat Italian Wedding 

Murder!, The Center for Arts and Inspiration, 125 South Main 

Street in Hendersonville, 6 pm.  Tickets for dinner and play may be 

purchased by calling the box office at 828-697-8547 or online at 

thecenterai.tix.com  

May 2 

Open Mic, presented by Hendo Story Club of The Center for Arts 

and Inspiration, 125 South Main Street in Hendersonville at 7:00 pm 

(sign-up at 6:30 pm to tell a 5 minute story with the theme, 

“Surprise”).  Directed by Elena Diana Miller.  Admission is $10 at 

the door. 

May 5 

SAVE the DATE 

ASC Storytelling Event at the Blue Ridge Parkway Folk Art 

Center. Admission $10. More details coming soon! 

 

May 12 
AQ special Mother’s Day program, The Center for Arts and 

Inspiration, 125 South Main Street in Hendersonville, 3:00 pm. 

Directed by Elena Diana Miller.   Admission is $15 and advance 

tickets may be purchased by calling the box office at 828-697-8547 

or online at thecenterai.tix.com 

May 20              

ASC monthly meeting, Asheville Terrace, 200 Tunnel Rd., 7 pm.   

 

May 21   

ASC will present a Spring storytelling event at the Folk Art Center 

at 3:00 pm, featuring ASC tellers and a youth group from an Owen 

Middle School storytelling class.  Admission is $10. 

 
Check out the Asheville Storytelling Circle Website calendar: 
https://ashevillestorycircle.org/events.html 
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http://www.vanishingwheelchair.org/ 

Remember to Checkout David Joe Miller’s Online Calendar for 

more Storytelling Events. 

Asheville Spoken Word Event Calendar 

http://www.storytellingcalendar.com/ 

 

 

mailto:tishimeld@gmail.com
https://www.brownpapertickets.com/event/4089258
http://www.vanishingwheelchair.org/
https://thecenterai.tix.com/Schedule.aspx?OrgNum=4372&Tooltip=N
http://ncstoryguild.org/dianne@diannehackworth.com
https://thecenterai.tix.com/Schedule.aspx?OrgNum=4372&Tooltip=N
https://ashevillestorycircle.org/events.html
http://www.vanishingwheelchair.org/
http://www.vanishingwheelchair.org/
http://www.storytellingcalendar.com/
http://www.storytellingcalendar.com/
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Support storytelling: attend what you can, and help spread the word! 

 

“Stories have 

to be told or 

they die, and 

when they die, 

we can’t 

remember 

who we are or 

why we are 

here.” ~Sue 

Monk Kidd 

 

 

 

The Storytelling Chronicle 

 



 

 

 

 

 

ASC Officers of 2019 

 Donna Marie Todd, 

President 

dmtodd1974@gmail.com 
 

 Elena Diana Miller, 

Vice President of 

Membership 
elenamiller@bellsouth.net 
 

 Kathy Gordon, Vice 

President of Events 

kgordon54@gmail.com 

 

 Catherine Serota, 

Secretary 

cscottdmin@gmail.com 

 

 Charlie St. Clair, 

Treasurer 
charliestclair@charter.net 

 

 Sandra Gudger, Founder 

and Permanent Board 

Member 

gudgers@bellsouth.net 

 

 Lori Peleaz, Past 

President 

dogsbest@hotmail.com 

 

(For membership contact use 

only.) 

 

ASC Meeting Time 

The Asheville Storytelling Circle meets at 7:00 pm 

on the third Monday of each month except August and January at Asheville Terrace, 200 Tunnel Rd. in Asheville. 

 

Mission Statement 

To affirm our various cultures, nourish the development of emerging and established artists, and promote excellence in the oral traditions. 

 

Visit Our Website 

www.ashevillestorycircle.org 

 

 

  

1. Keep your introduction short. Why keep it short? Because we want to make sure we have as 

much time as possible for stories. 

2. Stories should be around ten minutes. Longer stories can be shared, if time permits. Even if you 

are working on a story, you should have some idea of how long it takes. 

3. Time is precious, and we want as many people as possible to be able to share. If time runs out 

and not everyone who has signed-up is able to tell a story, they will go to the front of the line for 
the next month. 

 

Membership Meeting Etiquette: 

 

 

 

 

 

Newsletter Deadline 

Please submit stories, news about 
upcoming events, and news about 
your activities by the end of each 

month to: 

Sherrylovettstoryteller@gmail.com 

 

 

 Calendar Items to: 

 Sandra Gudger at 

 gudgers@bellsouth.net 
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