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Here we are, My Second 50's very first
Newsletter!
Many of you have suggested having a
weekly connection, either by blog or
post. So while we thank you for coming
to our site, we've decided to make life
easy and come to you!
This is the first of many, many
conversations. And of course, we are
hoping we'll hear from you on topics,
items of interest, or just thoughts to
peruse and mull over.
So grab a cuppa and sit back for some
gentle talk on some of the best things
about being in My Second 50 - Let's
share this beautiful time of life!
xo
Capri
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www.mysecond50.com
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My Love of the South

My Love of The South
The first of my spring bulbs are up and the snow has finally
left the south side of my garden. Winter, as usual, took a toll
on my carefree folly of life. While thumbing through seed
catalogs and dreaming of warm beaches, I find myself
reminiscing of jambalaya and boiled peanuts. Come with me
as I revisit a few fond memories of The South.
Screened in porches, sweet tea, and long conversations with
friends and family, this is what keeps me daydreaming about
The South.

Before we even had our first Hurricane delivered
beside the pool, the helpful staff marked our map of
haunted graveyards, bustling markets, and the best
jazz clubs to venture into. Even on the last night of our
trip, one of our newly found friends treated us to a
personal tour of the French Quarters voodoo shops
and mystic hideaways, with a blood-red rose to
remember our journey by.
My last trip to The South was to visit my adopted sister
LaDene, who lives on the St. John river with her
adorable husband and their smart and loving Chiweenie. I had a most pleasant drive up from Orlando to
their home, taking in the laid back, inviting, and
welcoming hospitality of Florida's interior.

My first trip to the south began in New Orleans. Or NOLA, as
I've learned to refer to it as. It was at the end of hot, humid
July and a dear friend, who grew up in Hilton Head, and I
traveled from the beautiful peaks of the Rockies to NOLA, full
of live jazz, spicy gumbo, and free-flowing rum Hurricanes.

A stop for directions found me with a cold beer in one
hand and 30 minutes of local history in the other.

While heavily laden plants of lilies and green lemons were to
be found on every block, my most fond memories lie with the

what planet I was on.

kindness of the people.

From Georgia to Arkansas, the Keys to North Carolina,
the radiant surroundings of The South and the easy-

We stayed in the French Quarter, right on Bourbon Street,

going, generous folks will welcome you with ice-filled
glasses of sweet tea and open armed hospitality.

with a front row ticket to the energy and excitement.

While changing sweaters for tank-tops, I was awarded
a lucky alligator foot and an invitation to 'supper'. All
genuine, all so part of the scenery it made me wonder

Living a life shared with friends and
family - this is the laid back lifestyle of
The South ...

