


WHO  WE

Over 90% of our Staff 
works on a stricktly volunteer basis!  
That’s how strongly we believe in our cause.  
And what exactly is our cause?  We’re dedicated to bringing our readers articles that inspire, 
encourage and enlighten.  We believe in living life to the fullest, in making the most of every 
MINUTE of life, and in the belief that it’s the little things in life that really matter.  We are 
lighting the way for POSITIVE journalism in our community.  And we believe that this em-
phasis will make a difference in our readers’ lives.

WHY  
WE

Brilliant, unique 
photography.  That’s what 

our staff of Photographers (Kerry Easley of 
Main Street Photograpy, Jackie Lewis and Tif-

fany Byram) showcase in each issue.  By photo-
graphing simple objects and incorporating those 

photos into vinettes with inspiring quotes, we 
have created a very effective way to convey our 
message of living life to the fullest.  While flip-
ping through our publication, our readers have 

the opportunity to not only read POSITIVE, 
upbeat stories, but to sit back and take in the 

beauty of life.  

WHAT  WE

Edwin Schlossberg once wrote that “the skill of writing is to create a con-
text in which other people can think.”  When you have the opportunity 

to reach out to a large number of readers, it is important to realize 
that your voice will not only be heard, but will be put into practice.  

And at The Minute Magazine, we do not take this responsibility 
lightly.  We understand that it is our duty to bring stories with an 

almost life-changing quality to our readers.  Our focus often 
includes back-to-the-basics style topics such as gardening, 

family history, local history, social awareness, environ-
mental responsibility, and local living.  We encourage 

and enlighten.  That’s what we do.  And it makes 
a difference.  We know this because of a 

tremendous reader response to 
each and every new issue!
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There are authors that 
possess the ability to cap-
ture our hearts using the 
written word.  And every 
self-respecting South-
ern Woman that I know 
will place Fannie Flagg in 
that category.  The award 
winning author of FRIED 
GREEN TOMATOES AT 
THE WHISTLE STOP 
CAFE knows exactly how 
to create a story, how to 
create memorable charac-
ters using the english lan-
guage as her paintbrush, 
and how to polish her nov-
els with the quick-witted 
style that makes us all gig-
gle hysterically.  But until I 
met her in person, I would 
never have imagined that 
Fannie Flagg’s writing ca-
reer is a miracle.  A real, 
praise-worthy, inspiration-
filled miracle.  
 I knew that I would 
meet Fannie more than 
six months in advance.  I 
had our interview already 
planned out in my imagi-
nation, and in anticipa-
tion of meeting her I built 
the famous author up to 
mythical proportions.  The 
Fannie Flag that I had pre-
pared for was going to be 
tall, well-spoken, confident 
and poised.  And believe 
me, she was all of the 
above.   But she was also 
something more-- she was 
endearing, honest, and 
vunerable.  In a word, she 
was human.  Just like the 
rest of us.
 “So, Mrs. Fan-
nie,” I said nervously as 
our interview began.  I had 
just heard her speak at 
GIRLFRIEND WEEKEND 
in Jefferson, Texas, and 
during her talk I picked up 
on something that my re-
search about Mrs. Flagg 
had not uncovered.  My 
little journalist’s notebook 

was filled with the hand-
written questions I had 
prepared in the months 
before, but in that moment, 
something beautiful hap-
pened.  I put the notebook 
down and looked into her 
sincere eyes.   “Would you 
mind talking with me about 
your Dyslexia?”
 Mrs. Fannie smiled, 
grabbed my arm, and mo-
tioned to an empty room.  
“Let’s go in here.  It will be 
more private,” she said.  
 A few minutes lat-
er, we were nestled away 
in an empty room, with our 
chairs pulled so closely to-
gether that our arms were 
touching.  And then she 
told me a story that forever 
changed the way I think 
about her.  And to be hon-
est, her story changed the 
way that I think about life in 
general.
 “They didn’t know 
about Dyslexia when I was 
a child.  I can remember 
trying to do my homework, 
and how frustrated I was 
when my teachers thought 
I was being lazy.  Even my 
mother didn’t know what to 
do with me.  When I was a 
little girl, I just felt so, well, 
so stupid.  I still do some-
times.  No matter what I 
do, part of me will always 
be the little girl that felt stu-
pid.”
 I couldn’t believe 
it.  These words were com-
ing from a woman that was 
nominated for an Academy 
Award, for goodness sake.  
She’s been a Broadway 
actress, a comedien, writ-
ten New York Times best-
selling novels, and for a 
while she even co-hosted 
Candid Camera.  Oh, and 
did I mention that she was 
in the movie Grease?  This 
woman is about as far-
removed from stupidity as 
a person can possibly be.  

Yet here she was, not even 
a foot in front of me, with 
tears in her eyes.  “I barely 
graduated high school,” 
she said.  “Nobody thought 
that I would make it through 
because my grades were 
terrible.  But I did it.”
 Fannie Flagg was 
opening up about a pain-
ful part of her life. And her 
words were going straight 
to my heart.  Sitting beside 
her, I had to work hard to 
keep the tears from stream-
ing down my own face.  
 “Is it hard for you 
to write novels?” I asked.  
“Does Dyslexia still affect 
you?”
 By this point, our 
time together felt much 
more like a conversation 
between friends than an 
interview.  Fannie Flagg 
wasn’t in polished mode, 
ready to give a public ap-
pearance and autograph 
novels.  She had become 
Patricia Neal, the woman 
behind her pen name.  
 “It’s very hard 
for me to write,” she con-
fessed.  “I found out years 
ago that I have both Dys-
lexia and ADD.  It’s difficult 
for me to concentrate, and 
even when I can concen-
trate, I can’t spell.”
 “You can’t spell?” I 
asked.
 “No, not at all.  My 
editor has to do a lot of 
work.  It takes years for 
me to write a novel, and 
sometimes it feels like I will 
never finish.”
 “Are you okay with 
me sharing your story?” I 
asked nervously.  Fannie 
Flagg was giving away a 
big piece of herself, and I 
was a little afraid she had 
forgotten that I was a jour-
nalist.  “Yes, yes, yes,” she 
said, laughing.  “I decided 
to tell people about my dis-
ability.  I hope it will inspire 

others to realize they can 
achieve anything they want 
to, as long as they are de-
termined.”
 I had fully expect-
ed Fannie Flagg to be tall, 
well-spoken, confident and 
poised.  But I had not ex-
pected her to become one 
of my greatest heroes, 
which she did a few min-
utes later.
 While signing a 
copy of her latest novel 
for my friend Lisa, Fannie 
Flagg asked how me to 
spell Dyslexia.  The disabil-
ity that had almost prevent-
ed her professional writing 
career wasn’t something 
she could check at the 
door.  Suddenly I realized 
how much of a struggle it 
was for Fannie to auto-
graph one of her novels.  
As she struggled with writ-
ing the words, I caught a 
glimpse of what it must be 
like for her on a daily basis.  
With determined eyes, she 
penned: “For Lisa, thanks 
for all your work for Dys-
lexia.  Fannie Flagg.”  The 
Lisa that Fannie Flagg was 
writing to in that moment 
was none other than the 
Lisa Best that has written 
about her personal expe-
riences with Dyslexia in 
this issue.  Be sure to read 
her article, and the other 
features about Dyslexia in 
this edition, where you will 
learn more about this dis-
ability.
 In one afternoon, 
Fannie Flagg taught me 
that determination is the 
key to success in life.  She 
turned her disability inside 
out and transformed it into 
a beautiful strength.  But 
then again, I would expect 
nothing less from the wom-
an that created Idgie and 
Ruth!  

written by Jackie Lewis
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The year:  1942.   As America’s 
young men answered the call 
to defend our nation’s shores, 
young women also felt a need  
to contribute to the war effort.  
With war production needs 
escalating, and young American 
men marching off to war, there 
was a huge vacuum in the 
workforce.  Wartime posters 
encouraged women to step up to 
the challenge to fill the void, and 
they accepted courageously.  
Southern women, in particular, 
were targeted with these 
messages.  Southern women 
have a reputation for being brave 
and aren’t afraid of hard work.  
By the tens of thousands, young 
southern women took special 
training courses, then headed 
out to factories far from home.  
Some, like Athens High School 
graduates Vina Greer Henry 
and Inez Feazell Thompson, 
made B-24 Liberator bombers 
at Willow Run in Ypsilanti, 
Michigan.  Others were 
contributing in war industries 
such as tank production, ship-
building, steel production, and 
munitions.  Some were even 
test pilots for the bombers the 
women manufactured. 
 
On Saturday June 5th, my mom 
(Vina Greer Henry) was honored 
in Ypsilanti, Michigan, for her 
contribution to the war effort.    
Vina Greer Henry died on June 
14, 2005, at the age of 81.  For 
the last 57 years of her life, 
she was a resident of Bernice, 
Louisiana, and a property owner 
in Union, Lincoln, and Claiborne 
Parishes.  Her obituary mentions 
that she worked at the Willow 
Run bomber factory and that 

she was proud of her service 
to her country during the war.  
She always said that, next to 
her family, she was proudest 
of her contribution to the war 
effort.  Vina was married to 
George Wayne Henry, a Marine 
in the Pacific Arena during World 
War II.  Together they had five 
children:  Shirley Henry Lykins,  
Rebecca Henry Games, Vicki 
Henry Harris, Jimmy Marvin 
Henry, and Barry Wayne Henry.  
 
Women like Vina Greer Henry 
and her friend Inez Feazell blazed 
the trail for their daughters, 
encouraging them to get a good 
education and to seek a career 
that is rewarding.  We owe much 
to their courage.
 
The first week of June, my sister 
Vicki Henry Harris, her daugh-
ter Monica Harris Morrow (both 
of Bernice, LA) and I traveled 
to Ypsilanti, Michigan. Joining 
us later in the trip was cousin 
Robert Lee, former resident of 
Bernice, LA Tech graduate, and 
now resident of Michigan.  We 
were there to attend the dedi-
cation of the Vina Greer Henry 
Conference Room/Rosie the 
Riveter Exhibit of the Yankee Air 
Museum, honoring all women 
who proved to be a vital part of 
the “Arsenal of Democracy”. 
 
Immediately upon arrival at our 
hotel, we inquired if there were 
any restaurants  from the World 
War II era that were still doing 
business.  Much to our delight, 
there were two.  One was called 
“The Bomber”.  In keeping with 
Ypsilanti and Willow Run’s role 
in the producing B-24 Libera-
tor bombers during World War 
II, this locally-owned and oper-
ated restaurant---really more a 
diner---still served the fare it had 
almost 70 years ago.  A couple 
of items we recognized from my 
Mom’s repertoire---fried bologna 
sandwiches and corned beef 
hash on toast.  (These were two 
dishes none of our friends mom’s 

made when we were growing 
up.)  The next morning we set 
out to find the Bomber Restau-
rant and soak up the ambience 
that had been part of my moth-
er’s environment during the 
two years (1943 and 1944) that 
she worked at Willow Run as a 
“Rosie”.  The restaurant looked 
as though it had not changed in 
the decades since my mother 
had been a regular customer. 
(photos from the Archives sec-
tion of the local historical soci-
ety proved that to be very much 
the case.) The walls of the res-
taurant were decorated with 
authentic relics of the era, and 
some of them looked like they 
had hung there for many years.  
There were military weapons 
and uniforms, posters, photos, 
and age-yellowed newspapers 
announcing the war’s end.  Ex-
cited about our reason for being 
there, my niece announced to 
the young waitress that she was 
there for the Yankee Air Muse-

um dedication ceremony recog-
nizing her grandmother as rep-
resentative of all the Rosie the 
Riverters aka women in the war 
industry.  Then she opened her 
phone to a 1943 photo of her 
grandmother and her  grand-
mother’s three fellow Rosies 
that boarded with a local family 
in Ypsilanti during this momen-
tous time in our nation’s history.   
The young waitress stared at 
the photo and said “That pic-
ture  looks real familiar to me.”  
Then she turned and pointed 
to one of the memorabilia- 
filled  walls and pointed “There 
she is!  There’s you grandma 
right there on our wall!”   Sure 
enough, there she was right 
there on the wall of The Bomb-
er Restaurant.  A few moments 
later the owner of the restaurant 
came over and told us the story 
of how the photo had ended up 
on their wall.  It went something 
like this.  The sister of one of 
my mother’s roommates vis-
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WHAT  WE

Did you know that by advertising in The Minute Magazine, you will not 
only be increasing your bottom line, but you will also be supporting a busi-
ness that is entirely devoted to doing good in our community!  Chances are 
that if you are reading our Media Kit, you already know about our mission 
and already appreciate the difference that we’re making in our community.  

But did you know that we can’t do it without the support of our Advertis-
ers?  We have some of the lowest print media rates in the region.    In fact, 

our ad rates are lower than any other local magazine with a comparable 
readership!    If you can find a lower rate than ours in a magazine with a 

distribution rate of more than 20,000 copies per issue, let us know and 
we’ll match their written, undiscounted price quote!

“Many a small thing has been made 
large by the right kind of advertising.”  

~  Mark Twain

WHO  TO

Jackie Lewis
Regional Editor and Co-Owner

lewisfamily1908@bellsouth.net
318.382.1900 (office)

Tiffany Byram
Regional Editor and Co-Owner

theminutemagazine@gmail.com
318.382.1900 (office)

Vicki Caskey
Sales Manager

vacaskey@gmail.com
318.548.2693 (cell)

318.382.1900 (office)

Gloria Haynie
Account Representative

theminutemagazine@gmail.com
318.382.1900 (office)

WHAT  TO

At The Minute Magazine, you can expect top-notch quality and highly-motivated, HAPPY Staff members 
who LOVE their jobs.  We have found that work and happiness can not only coincide, but can become inter-

twined!  We love our purpose, and feel truly blessed to have the opportunity to do what we do.  When you begin 
working with us, you will notice the smiles on our faces because they are genuine.  ~  You can also expect to 
get real results from your advertising dollar.  ~  Our newsstands are located all across the Ark-La-Tex and in 

New Orleans, and our distribution is often focused in the smaller, rural towns that make up the majority of our 
region’s population.  ~  Our readership has grown to over 50,000 per issue.  ~  The majority of our subscriptions 

are given as GIFTS!  Our readers love The Minute Magazine so much that they often share it with the special 
people in their lives.    So what are you waiting for?  Call us today to begin 

making a difference both in business & in our community!
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100 MONKEY        MOVEMENT
for children 

One little monkey, sittin’ in a tree,
Hootin’ and Hollerin’ for all to see.
“Hey, everybody- climb up here with me,
the world is different from the top of this tree!”

“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa,” she calls out loud,
“Are there any more Monkeys out in that crowd?”
The faces look back, but to her surprise,
All she sees are blank, staring people eyes!

“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa,” she calls once more,
Everyone below her tries to ignore.
“Get down, get quiet,” they yell her way,
But the little Monkey knows she will get her day!

When out of nowhere, another Monkey chimes,
“I’m a Monkey, too, and it is Monkey time!”
She climbs on up high and sits on the same limb,
“Together we can both get through to them!”

But down below, all the people are surprised,
for they have never seen a Monkey with their own eyes!
“Get down, get quiet,” people yell their way,
But the little Monkeys know they will get their day!

“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa,” they holler out loud,
“Are there any more Monkeys out in that crowd?”
Then out of the blue, there comes another hoot,
“I belong up there in that tree with you!”

“Come on, get up,” the Monkeys both plead,
As the third little Monkey climbs up in that tree.
“Get down, get quiet,” the people all say,
But the three Monkeys know they will get their day!

“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa,” they yell so loud,
That five more Monkeys come out of that crowd!
Before the day is finished, there are more than one or two,
Enlightened little Monkeys taking in their new view.

The people started to notice all the Monkeys on the limb,
and wonder why the Monkeys look so very much like them!
“Get down, get quiet,” all day the people pleaded,
But up in the tree, those Monkeys stay seated!

“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa,” eight happy Monkeys shout,
While down below, all the angry people pout.
“Why are they up there, and what do they see?”
“I don’t like to hear Monkeys preachin’ at me!”

“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa, we’re not playin’ around!
Monkeys don’t belong down there on that ground!”
When out of the woodwork, more Monkeys do pop,
by ten and then twenty, till the people say, “Stop!”

“Get down, get quiet,” the people all say,
But twenty-eight Monkeys tend to have their way!
High upon that limb, all the Monkeys start to cheer,
“You’d really like the view if you climbed up here!”

“The city looks diff’rent, and the world does, too!
Come on up now and see from our view!
You see the world diff’rent, we see the world clear,
You’d like the view, too, if you climbed up here!”

Their voices all together, with Brute Monkey Might,
“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa,” they chant day and night!
They call out to each other, they call out to the crowd,
Until a hundred Monkeys have proudly gathered round!

One hundred Mighty Monkeys and the people start to hear,
The loudest Monkey-call of all, the call to “Come up here!”
Their voices all together, their chant one and the same,
The people start to notice that these aren’t just Monkey 
games!

“There’s something to those Monkeys, high upon that limb,”
and suddenly the people know, the Monkeys are like them!
And in that single moment, the people there all knew,
There’s a tiny bit of Monkey inside of me and you!

For we all have inner Monkeys, just begging to get out,
So go ahead today and just let those Monkeys shout!
“Ooo Ooo Aaa Aaa,” we can hoot and holler loud,
Till there’s not a single Monkey, still in the people crowd!

art by 
CHRIS 
BROUSSARD

poetry by 
JACQUELYN 
TRIPP LEWIS

Teaching our children to stand 
up for what they believe in is one 
of the most important lessons we 

can teach the next generation.  
And it’s easier than you’d think.


