











the island. We had to limit the use
of electricity because all power was
expensive and it was prepay only.
So, instead of getting a bill, we would
have to walk to the power office,
order our lot of electricity, were given
a code to punch in our home meter,
and then try to make the power last as
long as possible.

As far as food, the main diet on the
island featured chicken. Shopping
at the two little stores on the campus
could be a nightmare since much of
the food was out of date. We bought
fresh daily bread at a stand across
from the school. Limes were abun-
dant, and I could pick them from the
trees in our back yard. Everything
basically had to be homemade, so the spouses group
would share recipes, and even made a little book for us
all to use. On a trip back home, I made a point to buy
a ton of groceries to be shipped to the island. So many
things weren’t available on Dominica, so I filled sev-
eral 75 gallon barrels with Hamburger Helper, Chicken

Noodle Soup, Gatorade, Kool-Aid Mixes, Macaroni took the kids to the park and played games with them. I

and Cheese, etc. The barrels had to be shipped by boat remember fondly when an organizer brought her grand-
daughter to an activity. The little girl said she thought I

talked like one of the ladies in a soap opera! She wanted
to stay with me the whole day, holding my hand and
laughing at the way I talked.

from Miami, so they took a while to get to the island.
But, the day they arrived was like a celebration. What
a feast we had! The last semester [ was there, a Subway
was opened on campus. It quickly became the place
to go. Everyone ate there. Maybe I ate there a little too
much. I still cannot eat at a Subway today.

One highlight of my time on the island was the volun-
teer work I did with the children. A Special Olympics
organization had been formed, and I got to help out. We




Life is different on Domi-
nica. Life is simple...basic. On
the island, there was no hustle
and bustle, no constant need to
have more things than someone
else. I do not know how many
afternoons I spent lying on floats
at the docks with the other girls,
just talking. We would while
away the hours talking about
home, or our spouses who we
missed since they were at school
so much. Or, we would talk
about what to cook. We grew so
tired of chicken!

Life on Dominica was so
peaceful. I became friends with
people from all walks of life,
and from so many different re-
ligions. I knew Baptists, Mus-
lims, Jews, Hindus, Catholics,
Mormons, Sikhs. They all lived
together on that little island.

We respected each other despite
differences. We celebrated each
other’s holidays. On Thanksgiv-
ing, we all got together and cel-
ebrated despite the fact that it was an American
Holiday. Life on Dominica was so different.
People weren’t arguing with each other over
their beliefs...people were not dying or killing
in the name of their faith. It was an amazing
thing to see that peace can be achieved, even if
it was only on that little piece of land.

It took a lot of courage on my part to make
that trip to Dominica. It was different from
anything I had ever experienced. It was cer-
tainly different from living in Screven. In
the quiet, when I could just look out over the
sparkling sea, I found time to ponder life and
myself. I found time to realize the real and
important things in life. I am glad to be home.
Being away made me so acutely aware of all
the things Screven has to offer...the things that
I had taken for granted. I am happy that I am
here. I am also happy that I have these memo-
ries. It was a big leap, going to that island,
and my family has always been so loving and
supportive. It was a leap I will never regret
making, and I believe I am a better person for
it. T WCM




