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Count	me	in	as	one	who	still	enjoys	holding	a	good,	
local	newspaper	and	absorbing	almost	every	word.
From	the	front	page	to	the	obituaries	to	the	sports	to	the	

legals.	I	even	read	the	entire	jury	list.
High	school	football	season	had	just	begun	and	I	was	

reading	the	town’s	sports	page.	For	that	paper,	The	Times,	
I started as a sportswriter and, since I knew little of sports 

–	Daddy	only	watched	wrestling	
so he could cheer for Thunderbolt 

Patterson	and	Dusty	Rhodes	and	the	
Dallas	Cowboys	simply	to	admire	
Coach	Tom	Landry	–	I	explained	
games	carefully.
An	interesting	occurrence	hap-

pened:	letters	started	coming	in	from	
women who said they had never 

read	the	sports	pages	because	they	
didn’t	understand	the	jargon.	Yet,	I	
explained it where they understood 

and	had	begun	watching	games	with	
their husbands.

I	think	I	may	have	saved	one	or	two	marriages.
I	tried	to	find	a	human-interest	story	in	a	game	changing	

play	like	the	time	a	young	man	from	a	wealthy	Nashville	
family had been turned down by most Tennessee schools 

but	found	his	way	to	the	University	of	Georgia.	In	a	rare,	
on-field	appearance,	he	intercepted	the	ball	and	ran	60	
yards	for	a	touchdown	that	gave	the	Bulldogs	a	win	over	
the University of Tennessee. He was the war hero in a win 

over	a	school	that	did	not	want	him.	My	reporting	led	with	
that story.

Sometimes, a weekly publisher will call to ask my ad-

vice	on	what	should	be	in	the	paper.	When	Brad	Hughes	
bought	the	tiny	Early	County	paper	near	the	Georgia-Al-
abama line, he called. Most people ask advice and never 

use it but Brad and Julie, his Editor, thus far, have done 

everything	I	suggested.
“Put	in	lots	of	high	school	photos	and	stories.”	True.	It	

sells newspapers because families clip out the stories and 

keep them.

Recently,	I	was	reading	a	story	where	two	local	schools	
were	playing.	It’s	one	of	the	more	serious	rivalries	in	the	
area. The battle between the Trojans and Warriors ended 

in	a	49-34	Trojan	win.	The	quarterback	had	racked	up	six	
touchdowns. Impressive, most certainly.

I read the story with interest and all the laudatory com-

ments	for	the	winning	team.	The	story	jumped	to	another	
page	which	listed	the	stats	of	every	player	on	the	winning	
team. There was not one Warrior named anywhere.

Since	I	am	making	a	complaint	–	or,	at	the	very	least,	
an	illustration	–	pertaining	to	fair	and	unbiased	sports	re-
porting,	let	me	admit	this:	the	Warriors’	quarterback	is	my	
nephew,	Tripp	Nix.	(When	he	was	a	toddler,	Tripp	would	
run	toward	me,	shouting	happily,	“MY	RONDA!”)
Tripp	is	slight	built	but	a	remarkable	three-sport	athlete	

and	he	has	a	quick	thinking,	highly	intelligent	mind	that	
can easily memorize a hundred plays.

The	winning	quarterback,	with	six	touchdowns,	was	
“Player	of	The	Week”	so	the	story	rightly	led	with	it.
Tripp,	despite	losing,	had	three	rushing	touchdowns	

and	one	passing	TD.	He	scored	the	majority	of	the	team’s	
points	that	night.
My	family	is	stoic	and	tough.	If	any	feelings	were	hurt,	

it	wasn’t	mentioned	around	the	Sunday	dinner	table.	Only	
the	game	was	discussed.	I	didn’t	know	about	the	story	
until I read it, later.

Every	teenager	in	our	family	is	a	remarkable	athlete	
and	often	the	leading	scorer	in	games.	This	did	not	come	
from my side of the family, this I can assure you. But this 

I	know:	players	like	Tripp	no	longer	can	have	summer	
jobs because they practice football all summer and every 

student who plays football spends miserable days in the 

South’s	steamy	heat,	being	beat	to	pieces	to	get	sea-
son-ready.

Every	sports	story	should	tell	both	sides	–	good	or	bad.	
Of course, this does teach the players the unfairness of 

life.

By	the	way,	the	winning	team	is	my	alma	mater.	How’s	
that for fair and balanced?

Ronda Rich is the author of the best-selling novel St. 

Simons Islands: A Stella Bankwell Mystery. Visit www.

rondarich.com to sign up for her free weekly newsletter.

Fair and unbiased (or 
biased) sports reporting

DARIEN	 –	 This	 town	 is	 a	 focal	 point	 of	 the	
Georgia	 coast	 where	 tradition	 and	 history	 are	 as	
entrenched as marsh hen, moss draped oaks and 

shrimp boats.

Shrimp boats, which, unfortunately, are dwin-

dling	 in	 number,	 are	 tied	 up	 at	 the	 docks	 on	 the	
Darien	River,	which	 is	a	 ten-mile-long	 tributary—

something	of	a	centerpiece	of	the	
complex of salt marshes linked to 

the mouth of the Altamaha River.

It was here that Betty Foy 

Sanders,	 wife	 of	 Georgia	 gov-

ernor, Carl Sanders, painted a 

shrimp boat scene that made you 

want	to	arrange	a	trip	out	into	the	
coastal waters and see a shrimper 

troll	for	wild	Georgia	shrimp.
Have a beer with him and let 

him sound forth with unabbrevi-

ated conversation.

If you ask for wild shrimp 

when you order shrimp for dinner, anywhere, you 

are	 avoiding	 shrimp	 shipped	 in	 from	Asia,	 shrimp	
that may have been raised in less than favorable 

conditions.	 It	 is	 a	 good	 idea	 to	 do	 the	 same	when	
you	order	trout	for	dinner.	If	it	is	not	wild,	you	don’t	
want it.

I	cannot	take	a	respite	here	without	remembering	
the many times when there was a fried shrimp sup-

per	with	the	late	John	Donaldson	at	Skipper’s	Fish	
Camp	on	the	banks	of	the	Darien.

Beer and fried shrimp at sunset in the environ-

ment that exists here in the fall is one of the many 

golden	 opportunities	 you	 can	 enjoy	 in	 our	 state.	
There are other restaurants on other riverbanks, 

even in McIntosh County, but anytime you connect 

with a waterfront, chances are that you experience a 

cleansing	of	soul.	Makes	you	sleep	well,	too.
My	friend	John	Donaldson	was	an	extraordinary	

outdoorsman.	 He	 grew	 up	 in	 Jesup,	 a	 little	 more	
than	 40	 miles	 west	 of	 here,	 fishing	 the	Altamaha	
River	as	soon	as	he	was	old	enough	to	hold	a	fishing	
pole.

Early on, he learned about Shellman Bluff, 

twenty	 miles	 up	 the	 coast	 and	 the	 fertile	 fishing	
grounds	 there.	Eventually,	he	built	 a	 second	home	
at	Shellman	Bluff.	When	he	retired	from	coaching,	
he maintained a home in his hometown and one at 

Shellman Bluff.

Born with a defective heart valve, he was a health 

advocate.	You	couldn’t	have	brought	him	to	puff	a	
cigarette	or	swig	a	tumbler	of	alcohol	if	you	held	a	

gun	on	him.
When we went out into the marsh and rivers of the 

intercostal, he would take a deep breath, an intake 

of the salt air and exhale as if it were a ritual that 

was	as	healthy	as	 eating	 fruits	 and	vegetables.	He	
believed that it was. His instincts served him well.

He lived fourscore and twelve years and enjoyed 

every opportunity to spend time outdoors. As we 

enjoyed	 an	 evening	 at	 Skipper’s	 recently,	 there	
were constant flashbacks to times spent in these 

parts	with	Donaldson—the	days	when	we	filled	up	
two coolers of trout and spot tail bass and those 

days when we came home empty handed.

On	 those	 off	 days,	 which,	 fortunately,	 weren’t	
very	many,	he	talked	about	being	blessed	to	be	an-

chored in a healthy environment. It made me recall 

a day that started badly but ended well. From my 

files, this is what I wrote for print one October in 

the past.

For	(John	Donaldson),	the	outdoor	life	is	the	only	
life. You fish and hunt for sport, preserve and cook 

your bounty, let nature inspire and calm your soul, 

strictly observing the honor code with game laws 

and never violating nature’s conservation dictums.

He painted an inspirational recently which will 

remain unforgettable. High tides and muddy waters 

were not the best time to fish, but nothing ventured, 

nothing gained moved him to try his luck when con-

ditions suggested, it was not likely to be a produc-

tive outing.

“Let’s cast here a couple of times along the beach 

here,” he said as if it was time to head home after 

a half day of disappointment. “Water’s clearing up, 

you never know.” Soon he was eagerly watching his 

line spinning off his reel, having hooked something 

too big and strong for his lightweight equipment.

A 25-pound spot tail bass had taken his bait and 

only finesse would bring his quarry home. Only 

skill would succeed in bringing in such a fish. Pow-

er and force would lose the battle. Tiring out his 

prey, with a velvet touch, gained him the catch of 

the year.

John Donaldson is not a wealthy man when you 

talk about silver and gold, but when it comes to 

quality of life, John believes he has greater trea-

sure than the richest tycoon on record. If he had the 

choice of a Midas Touch in the business world, or 

his world, he’d take his outdoor lifestyle without a 

second thought.

Rest in peace, my outdoor friend.

Loran Smith is a UGA commentator and colum-

nist for Mainstreet Newspapers.
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Well,	that	didn’t	take	long.	Just	as	soon	as	the	
Halloween decorations came down, the Christmas 

decorations	go	up.
Halloween, perhaps the favorite holiday of Amer-

ican	children	(Christmas	morning	not	withstanding)	
is	finally	over.	The	Farmer’s	Almanac	says	90	mil-
lion pounds of chocolate are sold Halloween week, 

and	more	than	$3	billion	is	spent	on	costumes	(some	
of	you	are	nodding	your	heads).

And,	without	sounding	like	the	
nasty	Oogie	Boogie	(from	the	
Nightmare	Before	Christmas),	
I	will	not	miss	the	sad,	deflated	
figures	of	witches	and	spider	
webs	that	lay	dormant	during	
the day, only to come alive as 

night	approaches.	Having	said	
that,	I	know	they	will	(soon?)	
be	replaced	by	deflated	Frosty’s,	
Santa’s	and	the	inevitable	red-
nosed Rudolph.

In	a	golf	course	subdivision	
that prides itself on its crafts-

man-style	homes,	you	might	
have	thought	you	were	strolling	through	a	graveyard	
the size of downtown Braselton.

While	the	Thanksgiving	and	Christmas	holidays	
usually lead the way in decorations, there was no 

shortage	of	13-foot	Jack	Skeletons,	nasty	skeleton	
dogs,	grave	markers,	dolls	on	porch	swings	and	bal-
loon spiders scattered across the otherwise neatly cut 

Bermuda	lawns	and	edged	driveways.
An	amalgamation	of	Truman’s	World,	Pleasant-

ville	and	Bedford	Falls,	this	Hoschton	neighborhood	
became	the	“Town	of	Halloween”	(“…this	is	Hal-
loween,	everybody	yell	and	scream”).
Yes,	like	many	of	you	who	enjoyed	a	night	of	trick	

or	treating,	we	sat	outside	on	our	steps	(pulling	up	
barbecue	stained	camping	chairs	from	the	last	little	
league	game)	where	we	could	get	closer	to	the	little	
trick or treaters.

Such is the turn of the seasons in modern subur-

bia,	but	there	was	another	interesting	phenomenon	
occurring	on	our	well-endowed	streets	on	Halloween	
night.
On	a	night	when	we	all	celebrate	the	children	in	

us	(yes,	some	made	that	last-minute	trip	to	Costco,	
so	they	could	buy	discounted	fog	machines	and	rear	
screen	projectors	showing	artificial	flames	inside	the	
house),	there	was	the	joy	of	a	different	kind	on	the	
streets of this community.

Diversity	came	to	a	neighborhood	that	could	really	
use	it—and	it	came	in	the	form	of	little	Mario	and	
Luigi’s,	Angels,	Spidermen,	Ninja’s,	Dinosaurs,	
Lions	and	Clowns.
But	it’s	not	just	about	the	diversity	of	costumes	

I’m	talking	about.	It’s	the	kids	who	were	wearing	
them.

Halloween	in	Hoschton	brought	with	it	a	remark-

able assimilation of cultures and customs.

We	welcomed	little	people	representing	nearly	
every ethnic minority in America.

We	had	little	Hispanic	goblins,	Asian	Skeletons,	
African	American	Angels	and	Indian	Dracula’s	(and	
every	other	kid	smiling	behind	those	masks).	We	had	
kids	in	wheelchairs	whose	siblings	were	climbing	
the porch steps to the front door on their behalf and 

other little ones in strollers, all of them armed with 

plastic	pumpkins	or	Kroger	sacks.	The	older	ones,	
both residents and visitors, usually had pillow cases 

(hoping	for	a	big	haul).
It’s	the	night	when	parents	and	kids	alike	get	to	

dress	up	and	be	whomever	they	want	to	be—and	
where	streets	become	a	reflection	of	what	Home-

town	U.S.A.	might	look	like	in	a	perfect	world.
These kids were all smiles, as their parents waited 

patiently	on	the	sidewalks	or	followed	alongside	the	
little	ones	in	their	cars.	Our	neighborhood	became	a	
miniature United Nations, with all sorts of short lit-

tle	trick	or	treaters,	some	being	pulled	in	wagons	and	
others	on	the	backs	of	trucks,	giggling	and	watching	
the	candy	being	dropped	into	their	bags.
But	there	was	one	thing	they	all	had	in	common:	

they	were	all	full	of	smiles,	and	each	group	of	kids	
was as polite as the one before them.

No,	in	case	you	were	wondering,	these	families	
didn’t	live	in	our	neighborhood.	Many	could	have	
come	from	neighboring	apartments	or	mobile	homes	
in	the	area.	These	parents	don’t	have	any	trick	or	
treat options where they live.

But their kids are just like every other kid: they 

love Halloween.

In	a	world	so	splintered	with	hate	and	violence—
the	rich	irony	of	a	perfectly	peaceful	(and	happy)	
melting	pot	of	children	and	parents	did	not	go	unno-

ticed.

I suppose that sports, entertainment, public 

schools,	sports	bars	and	shopping	malls	also	qualify	
as	American	melting	pots,	but	there	is	nothing	like	
the	thrill	of	Halloween	night,	where	parents	remem-

ber	their	own	childhood	and	the	children,	no	longer	
identified	by	their	color	or	their	accent,	all	partici-
pate	in	a	custom	that	so	beautifully	brings	together	
the fabric of this country.

It’s	a	three-hour	break	from	the	tragedies	in	Israel,	
Gaza	and	Lewiston,	Maine.
While	our	hearts	are	never	far	from	grieving	for	

these	tragedies,	let’s	be	thankful	that	we	can	still	
take	temporary	refuge	in	this	uniquely	American	
institution	that,	inexplicably,	brings	out	the	best	in	
us.

David R. Altman lives with his wife, Lisa on a 

dark street in Hoschton where residents are trading 

in Halloween decorations for Christmas lights. He 

is the author of two books of poetry and a former 

Georgia Author of the Year nominee.
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