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It’s been several years since I was blessed with the priv-
ilege of attempting to write this weekly column extolling the 
greatness of my fellow Veterans. As such I haven’t brought 
enough attention to my own “alma mater”, the smallest and least 
well known. United States Coast Guard.  

Recently a friend and fellow “graduate” of that same ser-
vice to America, Ron, sent me an email to the website, “The 
Long Blue Line”; coastguard.dodlive.mil/tag/the-long-blue-
line/ , where we both earned our certificates, our DD-214s 
AND Honorable Discharges.  Note that both of us served dur-
ing the era prior to any politically correct influence, hence we 
and our fellow Coasties of that 
time understand the real mean-
ing of “improvise, adapt, and 
overcome.”  We old real school 
Coasties don’t boast too much 
publicly of what all we’ve ac-
complished, but when we get 
together with another real 
Coasty, you can’t shut us up! 

We truly do love and respect our brothers and sisters of 
the other four military services, many of whom we shared joint 
operational missions beside. And as the CG recruiter down in 
Atlanta told me many decades ago, “There is no guarantee as to 
where on this God’s earth you may be sent, and in very small 
groups, sometimes as few as by yourself.” 

Tons of responsibility for us youthful teens and very 
young adults that those who never served in any branch of our 
five services will never understand.

For informational purposes of our wonderful Towns 
County reading populace, here’s something else unique about 
our USCG that very many Americans do not know.  Besides 
being deployed in every single war since 1790, innumerable res-
cue missions, drug interdiction and any other mission deemed 
important to our USA, our USCG is the only one of five services 
that all our members are vested with the power of Federal Law 
Enforcement officers, not only at sea, but anywhere in our con-
tiguous America.       

As such we have lost 23 brothers, no sisters yet, in the line 
of duty as LEOs since 1925. May they all Rest in Peace at the 
Right Hand of our Lord. This doesn’t take into account those 
who have been lost in other incidents, including WWII, Vietnam 
and elsewhere.                       

In October, 1962, President John F. Kennedy signed Pub-
lic Law 87-726 which designates May 15th annually as Peace 
Officers Memorial Day. This day stands to HONOR federal, 
state, and municipal officers who have been killed or disabled 
in the line of duty.  This calendar week of May 15th is also 
designated “Police Week” in order for each and every American 
to recognize that Long Thin Blue Line of all those who stand 
between a civilized nation and absolute, utter chaos.            

We brothers and sisters of our USCG today, as always 
stand proud as Americans and of our efforts , little known as 
they may be, and what we voluntarily contributed, fully real-
izing the dangers that we were subject to.  

Those today of ALL our services both military and civil-
ian perform the same selfless duties during this era of a rampant 
evil virus that has invaded our Precious Sovereign Republic.   
Never forget any of them!   Semper Paratus

This week I want to talk about the crisis 
that we are in. I am sure that everyone knows 
about Governor Kemp’s order to shelter in 
place. In this time of crisis, many organizations 
have had to reorder the way that they operate. 
The same has been true for myself with UGA 
Extension. The main message that I want to 
be heard is that we am still here. Extension is 
continuing to operate in these strange times, 
but the way that we are operating is changing. 
I want to talk about some of those changes, 
and what I’m doing to continue to serve the 
people of Towns and Union counties. 

For the duration of the shelter in place 
order UGA has ordered Extension employ-
ees to work from home. This means that your 
method of contacting me may need to change. 
I am still reachable by email. Email is going 
to be the best method of contacting me. My 
phone notifies me when I have a new email, 
so I check it regularly, throughout the day. My 
email is Jacob.Williams@uga.edu. You can 
also contact me through Facebook. If you send 

a Facebook message to the Union County Extension or Towns 
County Extension Face-
book page, I’ll see that and 
get in contact with you. You 
are also welcome to call the 
office number and leave a 
message. It will take me a 
little bit longer to get back 
in touch with you because 
we are only stopping by the 
office a couple of times a week to check messages and mail.

Extension provides testing services for soil, water, hay, 
radon, and a number of other things. We are continuing to pro-
vide those services, but we have had to change the way that we 
receive samples. Please bring samples by the Union County 
Extension Office in the Union County Civic Center. We have a 
table in front of the office door with supplies and a cardboard 
box to put your test into. You may leave payment for the test in 
the drop box in the door. We are working on installing a drop 
box outside the building so that you don’t have to enter to drop 
off samples. We will come by a couple of times a week to mail 
off samples. If you have specific questions about testing, send 
me an email, and I’ll help you figure out what you need.

I am still here to answer questions that are agriculture or 
natural resource based. You can send me emails with pictures. I 
am trying to cut back on the number of site visits that I do, and 
only leaving those for emergencies or if you are commercially 
involved in agriculture. If you have a question that is difficult 
to answer by email, send me an email, and then I’ll give you 
my cell phone number so we can talk. I’m happy to do Face-
Time or skype if need be.

I had some programs that I had planned to do in person. 
Look for those programs to move online if possible. I’ll be 
doing Facebook live, Zoom, and making videos to continue 
getting educational content out there to you. Check this col-
umn, the Towns, or Union County Extension Facebook page 
for upcoming programs.

I believe that while I work for UGA, I am here to serve 
the people in Towns and Union counties. That service may 
look different but we will continue to do all that we can. Please 
reach out to me so that I can help your with agricultural ques-
tions big or small.

This is still Around Towns, but the circle, 
for now, is much smaller.

Way back in July, 2011, a street tar melt-
ing summer, John and I had the extreme plea-
sure of meeting Sam and JoAnn. Because they 
shared 11 days with us at our inn, we had the 
opportunity to fall into a natural rhythm with 
each other. Sam loved Blue Grass music so 
much that he could tolerate the heat at the 
Georgia Mountain Fairgrounds all day. JoAnn 
also loved Blue Grass music, but only enough 
to stay in the heat half a day. At first. Then she 
loved it for only an hour a day. After while she 
loved the air conditioned inn more than music 
and 90 degree weather.

After their visit JoAnn sent surprise gift 
boxes to me. It was always a thrill to open them. 
One box contained a plastic crab with plenty of 
personality. It was a little joke between JoAnn 
and me about husbands, but that’s all I’m say-
ing. On a black satin ribbon the crab is used as 
a warning for John and me. If either of us is 
in a”keep your distance mood” and is wearing 
the crabby necklace the other knows to heed the 
meaning. It has stayed unworn most of the time since given. 
That is until recently.

Working and living togeth-
er, John and I have been spend-
ing almost 24/7 with each other 
for a looong time.Now that we 
don’t roam, we stay home there 
are more than 7 days in a week 
and more than 24 hours in a day.. 
We race to see who gets to wear 
Crabby for the day but as I arise 3 hours before John, it is a bit 
unfair. I did catch him trying to sneak the crustaceous amulet 
under his pillow so it would be unavailable to me. The gauntlet 
has been thrown.

Of course I did embellish this ever so slightly. John and I 
do retire to separate corners at times and it has always been dif-
ficult to distinguish not being heard from being ignored. All said 
and done, I am grateful to have someone to help me cope, melt 
down, worry about adult kids and grand kids, other family and 
friends, living right here with me. No, not grateful for someone. 
Grateful for John.

My wife and I decided recently to go out and support 
one of the area restaurants we frequent. We know it is diffi-
cult for them, and what little we could do is only in patronage. 
We called in our order with no problem. When we arrived, we 
were astonished that the person waiting at the outside table had 
no gloves or mask. When we asked her why not, she answered, 
“We decided not to wear masks.” When an older lady came out 
– presumably one of the owners – we asked her why nobody 
was taking precautions as stated by the CDC and every other 
health and governmental agency. Her answer was that God is 
watching over us and we have decided not to wear them!

Even though my wife and I are people of deep faith, this 
response startled us to no end; the ignorance of fundamental 
Christianity is not faith, just like those who tempt venomous 
vipers, saying, “The Lord shall protect me.” We are flabber-
gasted at the lack of concern for something so dangerous that 
could be taken care of in a short time through the faith of com-
mon sense bestowed upon us by our Lord. Maybe people think 
they look stupid wearing masks and gloves, but they’ll look 
stupider with a ventilator hanging out of their mouth for sure.

Also, having somewhat of a marketing background, it 
would seem to me that restaurant owners would want to dis-
play that every precaution is being taken. That would give the 
confidence that the owners really do care.

At this particular location, their statement that their faith 
in God was why they decided not to take any visible precau-
tions hopefully does not carry over into their food preparation 
areas. I do wish them well and hope that the Lord’s Face shines 
upon them and is gracious and merciful to them. However, we 
will not be venturing out any further to any restaurants in this 
area until we know that the owners take proper precautions and 
not chalk this thing up to some kind of conspiracy.

Unfortunately, the restaurants in this area just lost $60 
a week from us. With things as they are and restaurants trying 
to stay afloat until some kind of “all clear” comes about, I am 
simply amazed at the shortsightedness of some owners in this 
area. And to think that this situation may be around for a while. 
Do owners of businesses in this area have to see this thing up 
close and personal before the warnings are heeded? The stories 
from friends in New York that I grew up with are something 
between surreal and “The Walking Dead.” We are blessed to 
still have a chance at some kind of normalcy. That is Father’s 
grace upon us who gave us a measure of common sense and 
fair warning that this thing is coming. Oh wait... it is here. Do 
we follow prudent steps with faith in the Father, or do we just 
become lazy and say, “God is watching over us?”

My wife and I worked on cruise ships – it’s where we 
met. The first thing you’re trained in is what part to play when, 
not if, a norovirus outbreak occurs. We have seen a ship have 
over 1,000 quarantine cases within six hours of onset, shutting 
down the ship for several days. The precautions are simple: 
wear gloves and a mask and do not touch your hands to your 
face until you know they are sanitized. A simple and, yes, in-
convenient task for a short time. Norovirus doesn’t kill, so how 
much more seriously should people in this area take COVID-
19? They would be amazed at what a two to three week vigi-
lant effort would produce. Now, that’s faith... the evidence 
seen. (Hebrews 11:1)
Keith Soltys
*Editor’s Note: As of press time, the FDA was not requiring 
restaurant workers to wear masks/facial coverings in response 
to the pandemic, and only employees coming into direct con-
tact with “ready-to-eat” foods were being required to wear 
gloves. Residents can always ask restaurants what virus pre-
cautions they are taking before placing food orders.

When my father was 
a child, there was a remote 
spring in the mountains along-
side a forest road traveled by 
horse and wagon or on foot. 
Travelers would sometimes 
water their horses at the spring, 
or take a drink and rest awhile 
in the shade of the tall chestnut trees. The spring was tiled with 
“pretty rocks” collected by a farmer who found them in the 
creek that ran nearby. My dad said that when the sun shined 
on the pool, it sparkled and cast dancing lights all about the 
shaded grove around the spring. The “pretty rocks” were actu-
ally amethysts, which can still be found in Northeast Georgia, 
if you know where to look. 

My father understood that the spring had been dug in his 
grandfather’s day, sometime in the late 1800’s, and lined with 
the amethysts soon after. He estimated that the spring had been 
there for at least 40 years by the time he first saw it, respected 
and maintained by the travelers who used it.

One day my uncle, who was a few years older than my 
dad, came home with some amethysts in his pocket and my 
grandfather asked him where he got them. “At the old spring,” 
was his answer, and sensing that he might be in trouble, my 
uncle added, “but everybody else is taking them.” “You’ll put 
those right back where you found them,” said my grandfather, 
“and see that you do it quick if you want any supper.”

But the magic spell of the spring had been broken, and 
first by ones and twos, then by pocketful and at last by the 
bucket, it was not long before all the amethysts had disap-
peared. The valley was growing. What had once been frontier 
to the white settlers (it was home to many peoples before them) 
was becoming more civilized, and greed is often a side effect 
of civilization.

When I was a child I went with my grandmother to visit 
the old homestead where she grew up. There was a chimney still 
standing there, and some stone works around the site where the 
house once stood. I remember the deep shade of huge trees, and 
numerous flowers and herbs surviving from plantings made a 
half century before. Water still flowed over a stone watercourse 
made by hand. The summer sun was hot, but the old homestead 
was cool, quiet and peaceful. Not a trace of it remains. As the 
property changed hands and subdivided, the trees were cut 
down, the stone works bulldozed under, the creek dammed, and 
the variety of plant life replaced by some kind of hybrid fescue 
over ground that cracks open during dry weather.

Another shaded grove I once knew disappeared in more 
recent times, during the big real estate boom that started here 
when the Olympics came to Atlanta. There was an avenue of 
giant maples and poplars that followed a meandering stream. 
Numerous springs fed the creek along the way. One spring was 
particularly intriguing, as it emerged directly from the roots be-
neath an ancient maple. The roots formed a grotto over a deep 
pool of water where mayflies danced in the summer. One might 
have fancied it as an entrance to the underworld guarded by fair-
ies, though my nosy hound once found it guarded by yellow 
jackets instead.

The springs survived the first couple of attempts to de-
velop the property, but then came a developer who was more 
aggressive than the others and decided to try and “recover” all 
that “wasted” land. Trees were cut. The springs were bulldozed, 
filled in, destroyed. Of course this was a violation of environ-
mental regulations, and the property owner was fined a few hun-
dred dollars. He eventually lost his land to the bank. What once 
was forest is now another field of fescue in a vacant lot that has 
been sold and resold. The mayflies are long gone, but the yellow 
jackets are still there.

We humans have always been greedy. We have always 
been prone to treating the natural world in a ham fisted manner. 
But as our negative impact on the earth has escalated, some of 
us have tried to seek comfort in the past, looking for that magi-
cal time and place and that special people possessed of a set of 
values that were kinder to the earth, and more sustainable.

Sadly, no such time, place or people ever truly existed. 
Perhaps the closest our species ever came was the First Peoples 
of North America, who cultivated and nurtured field and forest. 
It was not a wilderness that European settlers found here, but 
managed land, empty, but recently occupied by a million people 
or more who had died from the diseases brought here by the first 
European explorers.

If respect for the land is not a function of culture, then 
what? Such thoughts seem appropriate as we observe Earth Day, 
and consider that many of our current 7 billion inhabitants may 
live to see 10 billion. We are in the midst of a great extinction 
event that some fear may grow to rival the Permian, when three 
fourths of life on the Earth was extinguished. Meanwhile our 
tapeworm economists worry where we will get the extra popula-
tion to pay the bills we have already run up.

So far the tapeworm view is the dominant paradigm, sup-
ported by the myopic impulse to reproduce that continues to 
plague those parts of the world least able to afford more mouths 
to feed. The economy must always be growing, and we seem to 
lack the imagination necessary to grow it without also growing 
the population. Population growth (by birth) has slowed in the 
developed world, but it will continue through immigration in 
order to sustain the current economic model that is dependent 
on borrowing from future generations.

When there are more people, there are less natural re-
sources to go around, and as freedom requires a certain amount 
of elbow room, there must also be less freedom. There will be 
fewer shady groves and cool springs to enjoy. When we had a 
choice to value such things, we often sacrificed them for short 
term gain. Today, separated from the natural world by the vir-
tual, we value Nature less. Who knows what we will value to-
morrow.


