
 
 

Love and Friendship:  
Stories About Growing Up 

 
Edited by David Bruce 



 Copyright 2007 by the Authors 
 

Each essay is copyrighted by its author. 
 

 
This book is 100 percent free of royalties. 

Neither the editor nor the authors will make 
a dime from its publication. 

 
 
 



Table of Contents 
 

Elli Alexander: “Pinky the Show Pig” 1 

Sarah Becher: “The Day My Puppy Destroyed the House” 8 

BethAnn Borsz: “My Most Memorable Camping Trip” 13 

Erica Breeze: “Getting into Trouble at Mama’s House” 21 

Angelina Buccilli: “There’s No Mourning like Christmas 

Mourning” 27 

James Casper: “The Back Nine on Sunday: My  

Personal Masters” 33 

Lindsey Connor: “Sibling Rivalry” 39  

Jessie Fannin: “The Vacation from Hell” 44 

Derek Gilbert: “Attack of the Abominable Snowball” 52 

Molly Gilmore: “Houdini Dog” 57 

Carson Gray: “What Could Have Been?” 66 

Stephanie Gregory: “Silly Putty Wednesday” 72 

Victoria Harwell: “The Girl I Call ‘Jungle Woman’” 76 

Matt Hinssen: “’Three Seconds’ of Fear” 82 

Jeff Hirz: “The Formula” 87 

Joe Kromer: “Mom Hated That Game” 93 

Natalie Lappert: “Mischievous Girls” 99 

James Satchell: “Horse Meat and the Mount  

of the Martyr” 103 

Kristen Schrader: “The Times Worth the Memories” 108  

Michael Spence: “Bullet Ants and Dancing Monkeys” 114 



Lance Spires: “A Dog and a Diamond” 121 

Dustin M. Strah: “A Summer at FOX” 126 

Caroline Sundman: “The All-Girls Experience” 131  

Maggie Wendell: “The Youth in Asia” 143 

Liz Wilkin: “Lemonade and Barbies”  151 

Danielle Wilkinson: “Football Fever” 155 

Appendix A: Some Books by David Bruce 

Appendix B: About the Editor 

 



1 

Pinky the Show Pig 

By Elli Alexander 

Most people have never thought about the hard work it 

takes to make a pig beautiful, but in my childhood I experi-

enced this task first hand. As a child, my involvement in 4-H 

consumed my whole summer, which I think was my parents’ 

intent. I spent endless hours doing all the activities in my 

workbooks and training my animals.  

Each morning my cousin Jared and I would meet at the 

barn at six o’clock. I don’t think any other kids even thought 

of getting up that early during the summer, but we knew that 

it was best to get up before the sun and avoid the blistering 

heat. Usually groggy and grumpy, we would go in the barn 

and begin to shovel the feed out of barrels. We wanted to 

move slowly but the sow wouldn’t let us. As soon as Clara-

belle heard us moving in the barn, she woke up in a rage. All 

she cared about was breakfast, regardless of whether she 

stepped on her babies who were under foot. The longer we 

took to prepare her food the more shrieks and squeals would 

erupt from the pen. The piglets would scatter in all directions 

in the stall, trying to avoid their mother’s large hooves. They 

had the option to go into their own enclosure, attached to 

their mothers, where she couldn’t step on them. At most 

times, the babies would pile up under the heat lamps in their 

pen to keep warm and safe, but it seemed at the most dan-
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gerous times they would flee back into their mother’s “stomp 

zone.”  

As soon as Clarabelle saw her feed pan coming, she 

grunted and paced along the gate. When we lowered it into 

her abode, she robbed it quickly from our hands and shook it 

as though to scold us for taking so long. She then proceeded 

to eat, gulping down every bite while removing wandering 

piglets from her bowl with her snout.  

During feeding time while the piglets were little, we 

would let them out to run around in the barn. Using bales of 

hay as baby gates, we closed off all doors and openings so the 

babies could run around at will and not escape. They played 

by running as fast as possible and oinking wildly. As they got 

older, they began to pick fights with each other and try to es-

cape our play area. We sat in the middle of the barn letting 

them chew on our clothes and shoestrings just so we could 

pet them and pick our favorite. Since Market Hog projects 

allow 4-H’ers in our county to exhibit only barrows, which 

are castrated males, I usually picked a baby boy as my favorite 

right away. Pinky, as I named him for his bright pink nose, 

was my favorite because he was the bravest of the litter and 

loved to run. 

When the babies were old enough, we took them from 

their mother and training began. Our “Fair Pigs” were sepa-

rated from the others because they got special treatment. We 
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began to take our pigs for walks each morning after feeding. 

At first, they walked themselves in the field wherever they 

wanted to go. When they got used to us, we began to walk 

them where we wanted them to go. Walking a pig is quite the 

challenge, using only a small pipe or cane and tapping them 

along the cheek to steer them in a direction. After a few times 

out, the animals minded well and we could take them almost 

anywhere on the farm.  

Pinky loved to go for walks each morning. As soon as he 

finished eating, he waited at the gate. Orson, on the other 

hand, Jared’s pig, preferred to lounge near the feed pan 

checking for any food left behind, and had to be pushed from 

the pen to exercise. When the gate opened, Pinky was off like 

lightning to the furthest side of the field, so he could root in 

the dirt and play while I helped my cousin remove Orson 

from his breakfast. Orson doodled along at a leisurely pace as 

Pinky and I raced around the field. After about three laps, 

Pinky would tire and require a trip back to the barn for a hose 

down. He would stand with his mouth open as I sprayed him 

with the cold water. After getting enough to drink, he would 

lie down in the mud and roll as I sprayed. Orson would wad-

dle, with his owner, back to the barn at about the time Pinky 

decided to shake, sending mud and water in the plume all 

over Jared and his lazy pig. When the hogs were cool, we 

would put them back in the pen before it started to get hot 
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and say goodbye until feeding time that evening when the 

process would repeat again.  

We raised and trained the pigs all summer and eagerly 

awaited our chance to show off our hard work at the County 

Fair in August. When the time drew near we got excited at 

the same rate that our parents got annoyed. Fair Week was a 

very busy, stressful, and tiring time for adults. We loved the 

fair because we got to see all of our friends, show our animals 

in competition, eat all kinds of greasy food and ride carnival 

rides. Our parents had to work hard all week to move all of 

our junk into the grounds, spend money all week to keep us 

fed, listen to constant whining about the heat, deal with 

grumpy kids who hadn’t gotten enough sleep, and try to keep 

hog shit off the carpets in the camper as we ran in and out all 

day.  They were happy to see us succeed in our projects and 

equally happy to move back home after the week ended.  

A couple days before the fair, we would begin to pack our 

“Fair Box,” which is what we kept at the hog barn with all 

our items we needed to show and take care of the pigs. We 

decorated the box with our names and the pigs’ names each 

year, then jammed it full of as much junk as we could, making 

it almost impossible for my dad to carry it to and from the 

truck on move-in day.  

The morning of move-in was the most stressful. We had 

to wake up at 4 a.m. After hooking up the trailer and loading 
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all our stuff, we headed to the barn and loaded our pigs. 

Pinky, as always, was willing to leave the pen and hop into the 

trailer while Orson had to be lifted in with much resistance.  

At the fair, we settled them into their pens and made sure 

they were comfortable before we made about three more 

trips home and back to move in the camper and other sup-

plies. The next morning Fair Week would begin. 

On the first day of Fair Week, all the kids spend the day 

finding friends from the previous summer and having water 

fights. Jared and I rode all the rides we could before we had 

to begin work the next day. On the second day, we weighed 

in our hogs to make sure they were the correct weight for the 

show. The entire barn filled with people, and it was utter cha-

os to maneuver your pig from his pen to the weighing area. 

Pinky took a run around the whole barn before my mom and 

I were able to steer him to the correct spot. Once all the pigs 

were weighed in, we found out what show classes we would 

be in.  

The hog show is a big event at the fair because it takes all 

day and involves so many people. Besides Pinky and Orson, 

400 other hogs were at the fair that year. We had worked all 

summer to prepare our animals for the show, and we wanted 

to do great. We took the pigs to the wash pens to get them as 

clean as possible for the show. Being used to being hosed, 

Pinky laid down in the wash pen immediately and we had to 
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struggle the whole time to keep him standing during his bath. 

My mom stood outside the splash zone and told us places on 

the pigs we needed to clean more, which usually ended in a 

fight as we took them back to their pens with dirty places still 

present. Since we had done all the work with our animals, we 

thought we knew best about how to wash them, which wasn’t 

always the case.  

As the show grew nearer, we got more nervous as we 

practiced what to do in the show ring like we had done all 

summer. When my name was finally called to go to the ring, I 

had worked myself into a sickness of anxiety. Pinky and I 

made our way to the holding area where we would wait to 

enter the arena. As I stood with the other exhibitors, I hoped 

Pinky didn’t decide to lie down and roll or try to fight with 

other pigs. Once our class was ready, they began to let the 

pigs out. Of course, Pinky muscled his way to the gate and 

was the first to enter the ring. He left the holding pen at a full 

run. He sprinted across the ring, grunting and squealing. As 

the audience laughed and pointed at him, I was mortified. 

Once he finished his run, Pinky settled down and walked per-

fectly as I guided him around the ring to make sure the judge 

got a good look at us. Once the judge was finished looking at 

all of the exhibitors, he took the microphone and announced 

the winners. I knew Pinky wasn’t a great-looking pig, but the 

judge picked us as second place. My parents and friends 
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cheered from the stand as Pinky and I left the arena with our 

red ribbon. All my hard work had been worthwhile. Jared and 

Orson didn’t place, but they didn’t care and Orson was happy 

to get back to his pen were he could eat and relax.  

When Fair Week was over, I had to sell Pinky as did all 

the Market Hog exhibitors. I got a good price for him, which 

my Dad told me would be put in the bank to save for college. 

It was really hard to say goodbye to my pig, but I knew I 

would start over again the next summer.  

Looking back, I realize that I learned a lot from showing 

pigs. Pinky and my other animals taught me about patience 

and hard work. In the end, some of my best memories were 

of my pig, Pinky, and Fair Week.  
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The Day My Puppy Destroyed the House 

By Sarah Becher  

When one thinks of a puppy, they usually think of it as a 

cute, lovable, and docile creature. My puppy, Sandy, was a 

little different. Yes, she was cute and lovable, but she was in 

no way docile. My family and I had always wanted a dog, and 

we finally decided on getting a yellow Labrador retriever, but 

we didn’t know she had a vicious hyperactive streak. She was 

not like most puppies. Most puppies eventually get trained 

and are obedient. She never really got well trained, and she 

disobeyed many of our commands. Granted, later when she 

got older she matured, calmed down, and was much more 

obedient. But I will never forget those days when she seemed 

like a little terror running through the house. One particular 

incident sticks out in my mind because at the time I thought 

my life could not get any worse. It was the day Sandy de-

stroyed our house. 

We started out keeping Sandy in a cage on the days that 

no one was going to be home because we had just got her 

and she was not fully trained to go to the bathroom outside 

yet. Also, we were afraid she would get into everything and 

start chewing on it. After six months, my parents decided it 

would be safe to leave Sandy out of her cage when no one 

was home, but they didn’t know that Sandy was not quite 



9 

ready for that step and she would eventually cause an enor-

mous disaster.  

On a nice sunny day, my brother, Dan, and I walked 

home from the bus stop after school. I was in the fifth grade, 

and he was in the sixth grade. We were at the age where we 

could go home after school without adult supervision until 

my parents got home from work. My mom informed us that 

we were supposed to let Sandy out as soon as we got home 

everyday. Dan and I had been doing this for a few months 

without any big problems. We would usually come home to 

find that Sandy had chewed up some shoes or had gone 

through the trash but had caused no major problems. On this 

particular day we walked up to unlock our front door and 

were having our typical argument of who got control of the 

television first. When we opened the door, panic struck our 

faces as we stared into what looked like World War III. Our 

house looked as though a tornado had come through and 

scattered all our belongings all over the house. We knew in-

stantly that Sandy had created this war zone. My brother and 

I just stood there in shock at first and then we both started 

screaming and crying. I did not know what to think because I 

was in such disbelief.  

“What do we do? What do we do?” I screamed. 

“I have no idea!” Dan exclaimed. “How could this have 

happened?” 
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We both frantically started to look for Sandy, who was 

nowhere to be found. As we were searching, we observed all 

the destruction that Sandy had created. Gnawed and mangled 

shoes were scattered all over the house. The trashcan was 

knocked over with heaping piles of disgusting garbage laid 

out everywhere including my room. I found a book that I ab-

solutely loved with a huge corner ripped off the bottom. The 

bag that contained buckeyes that I had collected was ripped 

open and a few buckeyes were missing. One of Dan’s favorite 

stuffed animals was torn apart and all we saw was a white 

blanket of cotton. We discovered a pile of Sandy’s poop in 

the living room along with a couple of wet spots where she 

had peed. A plate of cookies that my mom had set on the 

counter was broken on the floor with all the cookies gone. As 

we ventured through the disaster area to my parents’ room, 

we finally found the culprit cowering and shaking underneath 

my mom’s vanity. Sandy was so scared and acted like she did 

not know what she had just done. I could not believe an ani-

mal this size could cause so much catastrophe. I was actually 

scared of Sandy at that point because I was afraid she was 

going to attack us. I was bawling my eyes out at this point. I 

was furious that some of my things got destroyed and I was 

also panicked because I did not have a clue what Dan and I 

were going to do with this mess.  
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“We are going to call mom and tell her what happened,” 

Dan said. 

“Yeah, hopefully she’ll know what to do,” I said in a 

shaky voice. 

I dialed my mom’s work number and waited for an an-

swer. “Hello?” my mom asked.  

“Mom, something terrible happened!” I screamed into 

the phone. 

“Are you kids okay? What happened?” my mom asked in 

a panicked voice. 

I could not answer because I was so distraught and scared 

so my brother grabbed the phone and explained what hap-

pened. My mother first yelled at us for making her think that 

someone came in and attacked us. She then assured us that 

everything was going to be okay and to try and clean up as 

much of the mess as Dan and I could. She told us that she 

will take care of the things Dan and I could not clean up 

when she got home from work. She also apologized to Dan 

and me because we had to witness such a disaster without her 

or my dad being there with us.  

After we got off the phone with my mom, I finally 

calmed down to a point where I could collect myself. I could 

not figure out what made Sandy want to do such a horrible 

thing. I thought that maybe she was trying to tell us some-

thing or maybe she had some sort of inner rage that needed 
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to be let out. Dan and I looked at each other and then looked 

at Sandy with a confused face. After a few moments had 

passed, Dan and I silently started cleaning up, never saying a 

word to one another. We were still in emotional shock. 

To this day, I never found out why Sandy caused such a 

disaster that one day. It never happened again after that one 

incident. I later found out that my mom’s coworkers heard us 

screaming on the phone and heard the conversation she had 

with us. They made fun of her because we made it sound ten 

times worse than it actually was. At that time in my life, it was 

a huge deal. I actually thought my puppy was capable of de-

stroying anything and I was terrified of my puppy. Now when 

I think of that one day when it seemed like my puppy de-

stroyed our house, I just start to laugh because it was definite-

ly an overwhelming experience but it was also a funny one at 

the same time. When a puppy creates a disaster, it might seem 

like the worst thing that could ever happen, but I learned that 

puppies often do not even realize what they are doing over 

half the time, and I just have to accept it. 
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My Most Memorable Camping Trip 

By BethAnn Borsz  

School’s out for the summer! No homework! No tests! 

No school lunches—for 3 whole months! Nothing to do but 

play! Play outside! Play in the rain! Play in the pool! Play on 

the jungle gym! Ride bikes! Play softball! Just simply P-L-A-Y, 

Play! Most 9-year-olds have this outlook with the beginning 

of another long, hot summer. However, in the Borsz family, 

in addition to all this playing, the beginning of summer means 

another thing—camping! 

My family camping trips are some of the most memorable 

experiences I have had growing up. Camping was an adven-

ture! Although there was a lot of preparation work (done 

mostly by Mom and Dad with a little help from my three sis-

ters and me), once we set up camp, all we had to do was play. 

My parents always took our pop-up camper, but we girls 

wanted to brave the wilderness (20 feet from the camper) and 

sleep in a tent all by ourselves. The excitement of camping lay 

not only in sleeping in tents, swimming, and playing; but also 

in the special “camp food” that we waited a whole year for. 

Pizzas and pies cooked over the fire, s’mores, pineapple up-

side-down cake, and banana boats, to name a few. 

We went a couple of times each summer and we always 

went to the same place—Woodside Lake Park. It had a lake 

with slides and diving boards, multiple playgrounds, basket-
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ball courts, volleyball courts, softball fields, hiking trails, a 

creek for wading, a clubhouse, a game room, arts and crafts, 

hayrides, paddleboats, bingo nights, dance nights, and plenty 

of space for us to play whatever made-up games we could 

think of, all surrounded by a couple of acres of woods. (It’s 

funny going back there now, because since I have grown up 

my favorite part is lounging around and escaping from reali-

ty.) Those woods were mysterious. We saw what came out of 

them at night and that never really encouraged us—

specifically me—to go in. I was the baby of the family, literal-

ly and figuratively. I liked staying where it was safe and where 

I was sure of what was around me. 

Most of the time, Michelle, Melissa, Lindsey and I would 

use everything the camp had to offer to the fullest extent and 

we loved every single minute of it. We would wear ourselves 

out so much during the day that it never bothered us to sleep 

on the ground at night. Camp was awesome and I had never 

been scared of it until after the trip we had when I was nine. 

Michelle, my oldest sister, has always been an independ-

ent rebel against my parents’ authority. When she was young-

er, she liked pushing them to see what she could get away 

with. For example, when my parents went out, Michelle was 

old enough to baby-sit us. (The four of us are six years apart. 

Now Michelle is 27, Melissa is 25, Lindsey is 24, and I am 21.) 

Because the older three were so much closer in age, I was al-
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ways seen as the bratty little tag-a-long who was nothing but a 

nuisance—and when Mom and Dad were out of the house I 

upheld that image to a “T.” However, all of us were on our 

worst behavior when Mom and Dad were gone, and that 

meant Michelle could step out of line to stop me from being 

a pest to her.  

One time in particular stood out. Mom and Dad left to go 

out right after dinner. We had to do the dishes like normal, so 

Michelle saw to it that we did them. She would cunningly 

suggest that we do the dishes, and she’d entertain us with a 

song. We fell for it so many times because she had mastered 

the art of weaseling her way out of chores. Well, on this par-

ticular night, I was bouncing-off-the-walls hyper and I re-

fused to do the dishes. I just ran around the house hiding 

from my sisters until they gave up and did them. Melissa, be-

ing the most like our mom, gave up quickly and got the brunt 

of the job. Lindsey split her time between helping Melissa 

with the dishes, and helping Michelle try to find me. I was 

completely in the clear and enjoying my game, until they 

found me. Michelle was infuriated and I knew it. I tried run-

ning but she was taller and faster (not to mention a track 

stand-out even at a young age). Once she held me down and 

kept me from running, she acted like the authoritative mom. 

“You’re not Mom! Leave me alone!” I yelled at the top of 

my lungs beginning one of the biggest temper tantrums a hot-
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headed redhead could throw. Once she realized that forcing 

me to calm down wasn’t working, she played the psychologist 

card (which is now her profession) to scare me back into 

good behavior. 

“I’m calling the police to come pick you up because you 

are being bad. You can go to jail until Mom and Dad can 

come home and get you out,” she threatened. I didn’t believe 

her at first, but when I came around the corner and saw her 

talking on the phone, I froze. I started crying and begged her 

not to do it. When she continued with the phone call, I grew 

anxious. I didn’t know what was going to happen to me. Cry-

ing hysterically, I ran upstairs, grabbed a cold washcloth for 

my swollen face, and locked myself in my parents’ room, 

awaiting the police or my parents, whoever came first. I woke 

up the next day in my bed, learning that Michelle never called 

the cops, and was relieved; but I knew I had been lied to. She 

tricked me and throughout our childhood I never really knew 

when I could believe Michelle or not. One thing was for sure; 

she was always good at convincing me she was right and that 

she knew everything. 

On our last night of our last camping trip of my ninth 

summer (Michelle was 15), Michelle had convinced Melissa 

and Lindsey that there was something extraordinary to ex-

plore in the woods surrounding the campgrounds. According 

to my sisters, we had no other option but to explore the 
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woods at night. I was overtaken with fear and completely 

torn. I didn’t want to be “the baby” and stay at the campsite 

with Mom and Dad, but I didn’t really want to explore those 

mysterious woods either. 

“Let’s just play hide ’n’ seek around the lake,” I suggested 

with every hope that they would find that more appealing and 

change their minds, but to no avail. Michelle had the influ-

ence over the group, and she was determined to explore the 

woods, so she conned me into it. 

“Why, is little baby Beth afraid?” she taunted. 

“NO!” I said defiantly, but the knot of fear in my stom-

ach continued to grow so large that I had to keep swallowing 

to keep my cool. So we set off into the woods with only our 

flashlights with us. Once we were in far enough and couldn’t 

see the glow of the campfires, strange things started happen-

ing. We heard tree branches snapping, which made me jump 

and anxiously whip the flashlight around to see what was 

there, but there was nothing except the eerie calmness of the 

woods. 

“Let’s split up,” Michelle suggested. 

“No, please no, Michelle,” I begged, tugging on her arm. 

But it was no use. Excited for the adventure, Melissa and 

Lindsey agreed with Michelle. Because I was the smallest, 

Michelle and I stayed together and Melissa and Lindsey set 

off in another direction. I was scared, but at least I had my 
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bigger sister with me who would keep me safe—or so I 

thought. 

“You want to hear a story?” Michelle asked me, knowing 

that I loved hearing her stories. I agreed with a head nod as I 

continued to hold on to her arm with one hand, and vigor-

ously shake the flashlight with the other. Michelle proceeded 

to tell me the story about Johnny, a boy who camped at 

Woodside many years ago. He told everyone about the noises 

he would hear coming from the woods. He could never de-

scribe them accurately, but he said the noises sounded like 

little girls laughing. No one believed him because nobody else 

ever heard the noises. Everyone thought he was just making 

it up, until Johnny decided he was going to go into the woods 

to prove that something was in there. His friends at camp 

awaited his return, but Johnny never came back.  

“What happened to him?” I nervously asked, clenching 

her hand tighter as I felt my heart racing. 

“No one really knows. When a search team was set out, 

the only things they ever found were his glasses and his flash-

light. The legend goes that the little girls that he heard tricked 

Johnny and kept him as their prisoner until they ran out of 

food,” Michelle said. 

“Michelle, can we please go back? I’m scared, I’m really 

scared now,” I said, thinking that if Michelle knew she scared 

me enough, she would give up. 
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“Shhh! Wait, do you hear that?” Michelle asked. 

Sure enough, unmistakably, we heard the sound of little 

girls laughing. The sounds came from both the left and the 

right side of us. Michelle told me to turn off my flashlight, 

because then they couldn’t find us. I regrettably obliged. We 

just stood there, waiting for them to hopefully miss us and 

continue on their way. After not hearing them for what 

seemed to be forever, someone whispered in my ear, 

“BethAnn…” 

I screamed, flicked the flashlight on and whipped around 

to see what was there. 

“You should’ve seen the look on your face!” Lindsey lost 

it. She was laughing uncontrollably. Melissa, coming from our 

right, was laughing, too. With a sigh of relief, I let go of 

Michelle. Two seconds later, when I realized it was complete-

ly staged as a prank, I pushed her away from me. 

“Lighten up, it was just a joke,” she said. I wanted to be 

angry, but I was more relieved than anything. I just wanted to 

get out of the woods, so I figured it wasn’t worth fighting 

about and I laughed. 

“You guys got me good,” I said. The four of us started 

walking back to camp together laughing and talking about the 

joke. I learned something that night that helped me get 

through the rest of my years growing up in the house. I’m the 

youngest and by default I am the butt of the jokes. Instead of 
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getting angry with my sisters about their constant teasing and 

tricks, I learned to laugh them off. It made for more enjoya-

ble stories of childhood. It also helped me laugh at myself 

when I got older. Although I hate to admit it, in a twisted 

way, I guess Michelle does know everything. 
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Getting into Trouble at Mama’s House 

By Erica Breeze 

To me, the happiest place in the world was the big blue 

house that sat nestled in the little town of Nelsonville, Ohio. I 

spent at least half of my childhood there getting spoiled and 

finding ways to get into trouble. My grandma, who I called 

“Mama,” thanks to my childhood ingenious interpretation of 

what everyone wanted me to call her, helped my fourteen-

year-old mother (whom I called “Mom”) raise me. I loved 

having all of the attention to myself and loved being treated 

like a princess. Eventually, as time passed by, my little dream 

world was smashed by a nuisance named Cameron Sinnott. 

My aunt decided that she wanted to have a baby; after the 

decision and nine months of gestation out popped Cameron. 

I had decided, right from the start, that I was going to hate 

him but when I saw how much he resembled many of my 

baby dolls lying in jumbled messes on my pretty pink carpet, I 

decided that maybe I could learn to tolerate him. 

The years passed by, and Cameron and I became the best 

of friends. I considered Cameron my best friend, and he con-

sidered me his god to idolize. That’s how I thought it should 

be, so I did not try to convince him otherwise. He did as I 

said and played whatever I wanted to play. I would dress him 

up in my dresses and put bonnets on his little blonde head 

and tell him that he had to be my baby. He was thrilled and 
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would parade around my grandma’s house saying, “Look at 

me, everyone; look how pretty I am!” Of course my grandma, 

mom and aunt thought it was hilarious and would say, “Oh 

yes, Cameron, you look beautiful!” My aunt would sometimes 

argue with me that I could scar him for life but I told her that 

he would forget all about it when he was older. Last Christ-

mas he joked that he was ruined for life because of his older 

cousin dressing him in dresses when he was younger.  

Throughout our childhood Cameron and I constantly 

were getting into mischief with one another, and somehow he 

was the only one to ever be blamed and the only one to ever 

get hurt time and time again. I can think of hundreds of inci-

dences, but one in particular pops into my mind every time I 

think of him.  

One humid, mosquito-infested evening in July, Cameron 

and I were sitting in the backyard pondering what to do with 

ourselves when an awe-inspiring idea popped into my head. I 

looked at Cameron and yelled gleefully, “Let’s ride the go-

kart!” Cameron thought this was a fantastic idea, but he 

didn’t realize that many of my ideas had no brains behind 

them. We ran to the garage and pulled out my blue, one-

seated go-kart that had enough power to blow the toupee off 

of Uncle Leroy’s head. I flipped the switch and yanked the 

cord firing up my engine. Hopping on, I signaled for Camer-

on to join me. He ran to my side and immediately stopped. 
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Looking disappointed, he pointed at my rear end covering the 

seat of the go-kart and said, “I am not going to fit on there, 

Erica!” I looked around as if nothing was wrong and replied, 

“What do you mean? I’ll scoot over!” I swung my leg over 

the steering wheel and tried my best to scrunch my body to 

one side. I looked as if I had just squeezed into a clown car, 

but Cameron decided that my discomfort was a good sign 

and hopped on. He put his little bottom on the few inches 

that I allowed him and yelled happily, “Let’s go!”  

That one go-kart ride determined my fate for the next 

two weeks. I wiggled my foot out of the space that it had 

been forced into and pressed the pedal down as far as it 

would go. Cameron and I took off in our high-speed adven-

ture. I buzzed around the yard, swerving wildly to the left, 

then to the right with no control of where I was going. Cam-

eron was so happy that he couldn’t stop laughing. His goofy 

laughs and excitement made me laugh so hard, I began to cry!  

With one foot controlling the pedal, and the other foot 

trapped, along with my vision being blurred by my delighted 

tears, an accident was imminent. As we sped around the yard, 

we approached a fence and had to make an abrupt turn. I 

swung the wheel around with my one free hand and realized 

my turn was way too sharp. Cameron instantly went sailing 

through the air, crying out with a high-pitched scream. I 

watched his arms and legs flail through space and knew that 
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he was going to land in the worst place possible. As soon as 

he hit the ground, my go-kart made contact with his body. 

First the front tires hit. I thought it best to put the pedal to 

the medal and make the running over as easy as possible see-

ing as I had no foot free to press on the brake to stop the 

mishap. This allowed for my front tires to clear his body, but 

the back tires got stuck on his back. I let up on the gas a little 

and then pressed down harder. This caused my tires to spin 

and grind, finally breaking loose from Cameron’s now tire-

imprinted back.  

Crying and screaming, Cameron tried to pull his body 

from the ground that it had been stamped into. He had grass 

stuck in his ears. He had grass stuck in his nose. He had grass 

stuck in his eyes! Let’s face it, he had grass stuck everywhere 

known to man. He couldn’t pull himself up. As soon as the 

go-kart came to a rolling stop, I jumped off and ran to Cam-

eron’s side. I was so scared that I had hurt him badly, but I 

was also scared of how much trouble I was about to get into.  

Responding to the cries, my aunt, mom, dad and grandma 

came running out of the house at full speed to see what had 

happened. They looked at Cameron and then looked at me 

and instantly knew that one of my hare-brained schemes had 

once again put Cameron into a bind. My mom demanded to 

know what had happened, as Julie attempted to pull Cameron 

from his imprint in the ground. I explained the situation, 



25 

“Cameron and I wanted to ride the go-kart, so we both 

hopped on!” Mom looked at me with disappointment and 

said, “Erica Breeze, you know it was built for only one person 

and not two! What were you thinking?” I thought it best to 

minimize the punishment as much as possible, so I worked 

up some crocodile tears and replied, “We just wanted to have 

fun, and Cameron was bored!” Meanwhile, my aunt Julie had 

finally gotten Cameron dislodged and was clearing the grass 

out of his ears, nose, eyes and everywhere else known to man. 

She lifted his shirt and found the freshly ground tread marks 

in Cameron’s back and decided to take him to the hospital. 

She thought that he might have some broken bones or pulled 

muscles.  

Cameron and Julie left for the emergency room, and 

Mom, Dad, Mama and I went back into the house and had a 

long discussion about how my antics always seem to hurt 

someone in particular, Cameron. I was grounded for two 

weeks and was not allowed to ride my go-kart for a much 

longer time. Cameron came back to Mama’s a couple of days 

later with no major injuries except for some tire marks, which 

I referred to as “cool tire tattoos” that he had on his back. 

We discussed our incident and thought it best to not try the 

two people riding a one-seated go-kart maneuver again.  

Cameron and I got into so much trouble dreaming up 

new and exciting things to get into throughout our childhood 
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lives and to this day I do not regret any of them, maybe be-

cause I was the one not getting hurt. Many of my greatest 

memories are of Cameron and me getting into mischief at my 

grandma’s house.  
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There’s No Mourning like Christmas Mourning 

By Angelina Buccilli  

Christmas is a holiday that I truly love. I’m a very festive 

person and really go all out for special occasions and holidays, 

but Christmas is by far the most exciting for me. Each year 

my parents generally purchase one big gift each for my broth-

ers and me. I have a 21-year-old twin brother, Pat, and an 

older brother, Dominic, who is 23 going on 24. The big gift 

always looks identical among the three of us, and we know to 

save it for last and open it all at the same time.  

Over the years we have received gifts such as TV’s for 

our room, last year we got lap tops, another year we each got 

a Play Station Two, etc. My parents do a great job as far as 

buying gifts for us every single Christmas and I consider my-

self lucky. Some parents get the worst gifts possible for their 

kids and think they are getting the best. It’s like they lack a 

sense of style and taste for teenagers and young adults. When 

you are 18, a rain jacket isn’t exactly something you’d like to 

have. My aunt is definitely someone who lacks a sense of 

good style and taste as far as gift giving goes. One year she 

bought my twin brother and me Barney sweatshirts because 

she thought we really liked him, which was not the case at all. 

In fact, we would watch the program and make fun of it all of 

the time. Another year, she bought me a bright neon, see-

through purse with a matching rain coat. A few years later, 
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she gave me a purse that she personally made out of my 

cousin’s old jeans. God bless her for being able to do that and 

think she’s being trendy, but I personally don’t want my purse 

looking like the ass of my cousin’s old pants. I guess it’s the 

thought that counts, but it’s fun to look back and wonder 

what people are thinking when they give certain gifts.  

So back to my parents…my mom is a great purchaser. 

Without her, Christmas morning would be a disaster. My dad 

tries really hard but he simply cannot shop the way my mom 

does. I’ve gone shopping many times with him to help him 

out with my mom; this way she doesn’t spend the entire holi-

day season returning gifts, or end up holding on to blouses 

and jeans forever without wearing them because she feels bad 

returning everything.  

I’ve seen first hand the way my dad goes about shopping. 

He doesn’t put much thought into it. He’ll walk into a store 

and pretty much buy the first thing he sees and thinks my 

mom will like. And if they don’t have her size, he’ll buy the 

closest size to her own and just tell her they didn’t have her 

size or pretend he thought she was a size zero. My mom is a 

size three or four tiny, but definitely not a zero. One awful 

gift I remember my dad getting my mom, due to their retell-

ing of the story to me, is facial hair remover. You can’t get 

much shallower than that! He got it for her when we were 

babies, but my mom will never forget it. Also, my dad will 
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pay an arm and a leg and other body parts for something he 

could have gotten a lot cheaper elsewhere. It’s quite hysterical 

how differently men and women behave while shopping.  

However, mothers can disappoint their children Christ-

mas morning as well. Like I said earlier, my mom does a great 

job with Christmas for me and my brothers, but there have 

been times she’s really surprised us. And usually surprises are 

good events, but for me and my brothers this wasn’t the case!  

A couple of years ago, around ninth grade or so, I got the 

big surprise gift by myself. My brothers didn’t have the same 

big box as me, but I still decided to save that one for last. Big 

is better and so save the best for last! I woke up that Christ-

mas morning so pumped to see that I had a huge box with 

my name on it. “To: Angelina. From: Santa.” Okay, now I 

know what you’re thinking, “When she was in ninth grade, 

her parents still wrote ‘From: Santa’ on the gift tag?” And yes, 

they sure did. In fact, I am 21 years old today and my parents 

still write “From: Santa” on my Christmas gifts. I love that 

they do that. It keeps part of the magic of Christmas alive. I 

don’t know about you, but when I found out that Santa 

wasn’t real on my 18th birthday, I cried for a good couple of 

hours (joke). Anyway, so when my dad handed me the huge 

gift and set it over by my pile, I was drooling with excitement.  

One by one I opened all of my other gifts, as did my 

brothers, and about a half an hour later I came down to the 
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big boy. I let my brothers finish before me so they could 

watch me open my last gigantic gift. I called Bella, my dog, 

who is a yellow lab, over to help me open it. She loves open-

ing presents. She tears at the wrapping paper without biting 

the present and gets it all off. It’s so cool, and so I let her in 

on the excitement and had her help me out. While I let my 

dog go to town on my last, drool-worthy package, I was try-

ing to think of what could possibly be in the box. A new ste-

reo? A new computer for my room (since we had only one 

computer in the house at the time)? A box full of $100 bills? 

The possibilities were endless. Finally my dog finished tearing 

off the wrapping paper. Once again, I sloooowly take off the 

lid of the box without looking. And once it’s off, I look 

down. To my surprise…it’s a ROBE! A ROBE? In ninth 

grade, no teenaged girl wants a robe as a present. Great for 

practical use, but at that age you want a new phone for your 

room, some clothes to wear outside, basketball shoes per-

haps, or something cool. I had no idea how to react. I tried to 

act delighted and grateful but I think my mom could tell.  

She said, “Everything is returnable, Ang.”  

Of course I was like, “No, no, I love it. It’s so warm and 

soft. Thank you.” But deep down I was thinking, “I saved 

this robe with snow flakes on it for last! What was I think-

ing!”  
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A few years later I wasn’t alone with the surprise gift. 

During my and my twin brother’s junior year of high school 

and our older brother’s first year of college at wish-they-were-

as-good-as-OU Miami University, we all had the usual simi-

lar-shaped and -sized gift on Christmas morning. As we al-

ways had done, we saved that gift for last so we could all 

open it at the same time. We’re all opening presents as our 

parents watch and see our reactions to each one they 

thoughtfully purchased. We always do presents where the 

kids open first and then our parents open while we watch 

them in return. So as we’re opening gifts, my brothers and I 

are laughing, having a good time, and really getting excited 

over the things we’re receiving. Then suddenly we find our-

selves down to our last nice-sized gift that we saved to open 

together. We all look at each other and agree to start opening 

and begin to tear away like wild animals at the present.  

One second has passed, and we all have our surprise pre-

sent open sitting in front of our laps. Now let me just say, 

being older and one of us in college, we were ready for some 

serious adult business. We were looking for the computers 

(once again), keys to a car hidden in a really big box, a pup-

py...something along those lines, but to our dismay, we were 

blessed with ceiling fans. Good thing! Our rooms needed 

some serious air flow. I mean seriously—come on now! I feel 

that Christmas morning should end with a sweet gift that 
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you’re so ecstatic about and it’s all you can think of. Ending 

Christmas morning with a ceiling fan doesn’t quite get the job 

done for me; and so needless to say, we each picked up the 

presents, stacked them on top of each other and joked that 

we wanted the receipt so could return the fans.  

Actually, I’m not going to lie, the fans are installed in each 

of our rooms and it’s probably the best present I’ve received 

since Christmas in ’01 when I got a fake volleyball trophy 

with my name inscribed on it from no one other than my 

dad.  
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The Back Nine on Sunday:  
My Personal Masters 

By James Casper  
“Get your ass out of bed—your mom and I are ready to 

leave.” These are the last words I wanted to hear on a Sunday 

at 5 o’clock in the morning. As a 20-year-old junior at Ohio 

University, I deemed this to be more like a more appropriate 

time to go to bed than be woken up. However, it was the 

week before classes start for fall quarter 2006 and it was time 

for me to get moved into my first apartment. This was going 

to be a stressful day, no doubt about that. We had my dad’s 

truck overloaded with stuff—heavy stuff might I add—and 

the thought of the long walk up the giant staircase to my 

apartment did not sound the least bit appealing.  

Of all the things we moved in that day, my desk, dresser, 

futon, and my loft all had to be put together. My dad is one 

of the smartest people I have ever met in my entire life, but 

since he is my dad, I think that I am smarter than he is and 

this turned out to be a source of conflict when it came time 

to assemble my furniture. Despite all of the fighting, we were 

surprisingly able to get everything finished in time to be back 

in Dayton for dinner. However, this came at the price of my 

dad and me not really speaking to each other the entire ride 

back and throughout the meal, which is a strange thing in my 

house because my dad and I are usually best friends. 
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Throughout my entire summer vacation, my dad and I played 

a round of golf every Sunday night after dinner, and even 

though we weren’t too thrilled with each other at the time, we 

realized that this would be our last chance to play golf togeth-

er until next summer so we headed toward the course.  

I have always considered myself a decent golfer, but dur-

ing the previous spring quarter it took something bad hap-

pening for me to take my game to the next level. You see, the 

year before I had my first serious girlfriend and I was in love 

and I knew it from the first time I met her when she was 

hanging out with my roommate, who was a friend from her 

hometown. Things progressed and started to get serious, and 

I was the happiest I had ever been—until one day when I 

completely fucked things up (as I have a tendency to do) and 

she walked away. I was devastated. On top of devastated I 

was mad—not at her but at myself. I had the relationship I 

had always dreamed of tossed to me like a slow, underhanded 

pitch right over the plate and I swung and missed miserably. I 

had never experienced anything like this and I had no idea 

how to deal with the pain I was experiencing. So I did the 

only thing I knew how to do…I played golf.  

I went to the driving range almost every day during spring 

quarter, sometimes more than once in a day. As weird as it 

sounds, the only thing I could put into my head to make me 

stop thinking about her were things like “Don’t take it too far 
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inside, keep the club square, don’t overswing, don’t swing too 

hard, shake hands with the target” and my personal favorite, 

“quit cutting across the ball.” This may not have been the 

healthiest way to deal with the situation and it sure as hell 

made my grades suffer, but I was hitting the ball better than I 

had ever hit it in my entire life.  

Coming into this, my last round of the summer with my 

dad, I had been playing pretty well, averaging somewhere 

around 38 or 39 per nine holes, and this round starts like any 

other. Hole number one I tee off with a 5 iron and hit it in 

the middle, make my approach and two putt for par. Hole 

number two I hit a drive close to the green, chip up, and two 

putt again for par. We are now two holes into the round and I 

am even par. The first two holes are pretty easy, so I am 

pleased with this but it’s not anything special.  

Now we are on hole number three, a par five. Number 

three is where things start to get good. I hit my drive down 

the middle, go for the green in two and come up a little short. 

No big deal. A nice little chip and a putt give me my first 

birdie of the day. Next up is hole number four: a short little 

par three with a green that’s so tiny it could be mistaken for a 

tee box. This hole is one of the two holes on this course that 

usually give me some trouble, but not today. I hit an easy nine 

iron to 10 feet, which leads to another par, and I’m one under 

after four. I’ve been in this position many times before, and 
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the usual end result is a mixture of bogies and pars on the 

remaining five holes to give me the usual 38 or 39 that I’m 

used to, nothing special. However, when we play the fifth, a 

nice drive down the middle leads to an approach shot within 

a foot of the hole: birdie number two.  

Every round we play my dad always inquires about my 

score as we walk from the fifth green to the sixth tee. Today 

is no different. “You even right now?” my dad asks. I reply 

with a “nope” and he excitedly asks again, “Are you one un-

der?” Again I reply, “Nope, I’m two under and please don’t 

talk to me about my score the rest of the round.” My dad 

nods his head knowingly; he knows I’m not being rude. I’m 

in the zone. 

 Hole number six starts off with another drive far down 

the fairway, which leads to another approach pretty close to 

the hole. As I slam the nine-foot put into the back of the cup, 

I look my dad right in the eyes and without saying a word he 

gives me an enthusiastic high five and we walk to number 

seven.  

Number seven is a tough hole. In fact, it was ranked as 

the hardest hole in the Dayton area at some point years ago. 

Number seven is a long par three (over two hundred yards 

from the tips, which is the tees that my dad and I play) with a 

big drop off all the way down the right side. I hit a four iron 

and push it a little too far to the right and have to make a dif-
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ficult recovery shot to salvage my bogey. At this point I’m 

not too happy, and I walk off the green muttering any pro-

fanity that came to mind.  

 Number eight is another fairway hit, and it leads to my 

second approach of the day that comes to less than a foot 

from the cup: birdie number four. I start to get excited again 

and rip my drive down the middle of number nine’s fairway. 

Number nine is the second par five on the course, and again I 

go for the green in two, but come up short and this time my 

chip skids past the hole about five feet—no easy tap-in. I 

look at that putt from every angle and finally hit it. Watching 

that ball roll towards the hole is the longest three seconds of 

my life but finally it ends and the putt drops: birdie number 5.  

I drop my putter where I stand and my dad puts down 

the flagstick and we both start yelling and I run over and give 

him a big hug screaming, “I shot a 32! I shot a thirty-fucking-

two!” I beat my dad by 17 strokes that day—that’s damn near 

two strokes a hole. That didn’t matter, though; neither did 

any stupid argument about how to put furniture together. 

What mattered was I got to share one of the greatest, most 

fulfilling experiences of my life with my dad.  

I still have the ball I played all nine holes with that day 

and I’ll never forget standing on the ninth green that evening 

with my dad, the sun setting and everyone else on the course 

long gone, and it’s just the two of us standing on the ninth 
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green with the sun setting behind the trees, celebrating like I 

had just won the Masters. 
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Sibling Rivalry 

By Lindsey Connor   

We literally hated each other. You always hear of siblings 

who argue or bicker, but Matt and I truly despised one anoth-

er. 

I don’t know when it started, or what catalyzed our feel-

ings toward one another, but I’m positive that my relation-

ship with my younger brother drove my parents to insanity. 

Since my brother and I were young children, we competed 

with one another, yelled at one another, and purposely hurt 

one another. It was a bad idea to put us together in a room, 

period. Not only for our sake, but for the safety of the people 

around us as well. 

I remember our petty fights as we grew up, and laugh at 

them now. I remember one time, when we were especially 

young; we played “King of the House” on our Playskool Play 

House, located in our unfinished basement. It was one of 

those plastic houses, about five feet high, colored yellow with 

a green roof. Matt and I are about three years apart, so at the 

time of this competitive game we were probably about five 

and eight. I loved this game, mostly because I was bigger and 

stronger, and physically had the advantage. “All right!” I 

screamed to Matt, initiating the start of the game. 

As ashamed I am to now recall this “accident,” at the 

time it was a proud moment of my life. With all my force I 
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literally threw my young brother off of the unstable Playskool 

Play House, and watched with pride when he fell flat on his 

face, hard on the cold, solid, concrete basement floor. 

The scream after that fall was earth shattering. 

“WAHHHHHH!” came the muffled scream from my 

brother face down on the ground, as blood started to cover 

the floor. It was then I knew I was in a lot of trouble. 

I jumped off the mountainous Play House I had just re-

cently claimed and rolled my poor brother over. The size of 

his swollen nose dripping blood was gruesome. Biting my lip, 

I ran up to get my mother, pretending to look concerned 

about Matt’s “accident,” and the bad fall that he had off the 

Play House. As my mother questioned how he had fallen, my 

only response was a sarcastically empathetic, “He must have 

slipped.” 

This was one of the many incidents that I had with Matt. 

This is one of the worst, but many others also resulted in in-

jury and revenge. One of my favorite memories was when we 

got into a food fight at 6:30 a.m. on our way to high school. 

He had been making fun of my weight, so I took the nearest 

object that I could lift and forcefully throw at his face, which 

just so happened to be a stalk of celery. Needless to say, after 

it hit him square between the eyes and splintered into small 

pieces, we both got a good laugh. 
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However, somehow over the years, my relationship with 

my little brother has taken a complete 180° turn. Once again, 

I’m not sure exactly when it happened, but if I had to guess, 

it would be my senior year when we both realized that I 

would be leaving home in just a short time. 

All throughout my senior year, my brother and I really 

got to know one another. It’s weird when I look back and 

consider I lived with my brother for 17 years before I really 

got to know him. It’s not a happy thought, but it’s one of 

those things that are better late than never.  

At graduation, I cried. I remember sitting in the uncom-

fortable fold-up chairs, awaiting my turn to walk up, collect 

my diploma, and shake the hands of all the “important” ad-

ministrators with robes, fake grins, and undeserved 

paychecks. Finally, after returning to my seat, one of my 

friends, who was also the valedictorian, began his speech to 

the Class of 2004. He spoke of the obstacles we would en-

counter, exams we would fail, people we would meet, and 

places that we would go as we enter college. However, it was 

the part of his speech that made us look back at the family we 

were leaving that started the water works. Surprisingly, I 

thought of Matt. I thought of all the fights and battles we 

have had, the mornings we woke up not speaking to one an-

other, and the time wasted arguing. Then, I thought of all the 

swim meets he has been to just to watch me compete, times 
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where he has told me how proud of me he is, and fun times 

where we would be laughing so hard I’d start to cry. It was 

these things that I would miss when I went to college.  

When I return home to Pittsburgh, my brother and I al-

ways make sure to spend time with one another. When we go 

out, we play loud music and dance like idiots. We beg our 

parents for money, and then treat ourselves to a movie and 

ice cream. We enjoy each other’s company, and during those 

evenings, there’s no one else I’d rather spend my time with.  

Spring quarter of my freshman year of college, I was go-

ing through a very hard time. I was having trouble with my 

parents, roommates, and especially swimming. School lacked 

excitement, and my classes were boring and uninteresting. I 

never really thought seriously about transferring, but I’d be 

lying if I said it didn’t pop into my head a few times. It was 

finally a relief when I returned home for the summer, back to 

my comfort zone. 

Getting ready to return the next year, I was definitely 

nervous. I was scared to return to school, a place that I left 

on bad terms. Matt knew about everything that was going on, 

and the night before I left for school he came in my bedroom 

right before I fell asleep. He sat there with me for about two 

hours and just let me talk. He listened to everything that I had 

to say and didn’t interrupt me. At the end of our conversa-

tion, he explained to me that I have always been a strong per-
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son and nothing stands in my way. “You’ll go back tomor-

row, and you’ll be with all your friends. Don’t worry about 

swimming. If you work hard, there’s no reason you won’t 

succeed.” He didn’t say anything earth shattering, but it was 

his sincerity that touched me.  

When Matt can’t travel with my parents to my swim 

meets at Ohio, I get upset. When I can’t make it to his Prom 

photographs taken each year in our foyer, showing off his 

neatly pressed tuxedo and his date’s beautiful dress, Matt gets 

upset. We enjoy each other’s company, and it makes all the 

difference. 

My parents and I joke around all the time about Matt and 

me. They call our relationship a miracle. In the beginning, 

there was no hope. As the time my brother and I get to spend 

with one another becomes less and less, the more and more 

we appreciate it. 

That day at high school graduation, I realized that I would 

miss Matt for the next four years. It’s hard to become so 

close to someone, and then have to leave them. However, I 

know that Matt and I will always appreciate each other. In the 

beginning, we were enemies. Now, we are each other’s num-

ber-one fan.  
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The Vacation from Hell 

By Jessie Fannin  

“There’s no place like home” is a very commonly used 

phrase, but I don’t believe the typical person who says it real-

izes just how insurmountably satisfying uttering those words 

can be. However, my family understands quite well. A little 

too well, perhaps. 

Throughout our childhood, my brother and I knew how 

lucky we were. Almost every year after Jake turned four, our 

parents took us on an awesome vacation. Sure we had to con-

serve when it came to finances, but those vacations were 

worth every bit we saved. When I was just 10 years old, I 

could proudly say that I had been to Colorado two times, and 

also to Montana, the Canadian Rockies, and Florida one time 

each. As they felt the exposure to the world beyond Ohio was 

greatly important, my parents had made it a goal for us to ex-

perience it firsthand as soon as we were old enough to travel. 

Our home movies from the first trip to Colorado still crack 

us up to this day because it is so hard to understand Jake’s 

babbling. Not many kids can say that they were hiking up 

mountains before they were talking! As we always were, when 

Mom and Dad told us about another vacation in 1996, we 

were ecstatic. 

After recently winning a 16-foot motorboat in a contest at 

work, Dad was dying to take it out for a “real” fishing trip. So 
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that’s what we did, or might I say, that’s what we attempted 

to do. It was one of the muggy summer months in Ohio; I 

remember sweating as I helped load up the car while Mom 

finalized plans with a neighbor to take care of the dogs. Soon 

the troops were off, adventure in our hearts and a boat fol-

lowing behind our mammoth of a station wagon. All was as it 

should have been.  

Unfortunately, we were soon made well aware that we 

were on a road trip rather than in our usual business-class 

section of an airplane. The poor Oldsmobile Custom Cruiser 

was tired. Dad pulled over more times than I could count to 

let it cool down, but minutes after starting up again the tem-

perature gauge would fly toward the red zone. With the boat 

behind it, the overheating was never-ending. This added a 

good three hours onto our already long drive and everyone 

was feeling the effects. Sleeping, “The Alphabet Game,” and 

“Find It” were nothing less than tedious at that point and this 

left Jake and I one option: we started fighting. My poor par-

ents needed out of the car as badly as we did, and we made 

them suffer through our perils. But finally, after the question 

“Are we there yet?” must have been making my brother’s 

throat hurt, the Fannins arrived at our motel.  

It was a cute place. The rooms were right on the lake in 

little picturesque bungalow-like buildings. We scarfed down 

some out-of-the-cooler dinner to allow time to sit outside and 
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watch the sunset over the water. It was really peaceful until 

we decided to go in for the night and ended up watching our 

sliding glass door thud onto the grass outside. After the initial 

shock of witnessing the door tumble completely out of its 

doorframe, we frantically started moving. Not because all of 

our air-conditioning was escaping into the night, which it was, 

but because of the bugs. That was the unfortunate aspect of 

being so close to the lake—it meant we were just that much 

closer to swarms of mosquitoes. And when I say swarms, I’m 

not exaggerating. No pun intended, but they were out for 

blood. Needless to say, we hustled to slam that door back 

into place. You never want to underestimate a mosquito, 

though. After securing the door and squashing what I would 

guess to be at least 50 trespassing mosquitoes, we breathed a 

sigh of relief.  

Dad went to shower off, and we got into bed. Minutes 

later, a shrill, nearly ear-piercing sound jolted us awake. Ap-

parently that was the result of Dad turning the shower on. He 

got not a drop of water, just a horrible scream from the oddly 

loose showerhead. After a few more ear-hurting attempts 

with Mom’s assistance, they gave up on being clean and Jake 

and I fell asleep to them bickering about who picked this 

place out. 

I wish I could tell you that we got to sleep through the 

night without a problem, but this is The Vacation from Hell 
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we’re talking about. At 3 a.m., I woke up to a noise more 

dreadful than my alarm clock: the smoke detector. There was 

no fire, there was no smoke, but that thing was blaring above 

our beds with all its might. The look on Dad’s face as he 

bobbled on the bed in an attempt to end the smoke detector’s 

life was nothing short of horrifying. I envisioned him throw-

ing it so hard into the sliding door that we would have to pick 

it up out of the grass again. Finally, we got to sleep. 

Refreshed and with an optimistic mindset, we awoke the 

next morning, just itching to take the boat out. And when I 

say itching, I mean it physically, because we were covered in 

mosquito bites. Despite that, the next few hours went rather 

smoothly. We got out on the lake, trolled around, put on 

some sunscreen, and got our hooks in the water. Then we 

waited. And waited. And waited some more. Nothing. Not a 

bite. Not as patient as I was, Jake grumpily asked, “Dad, I 

thought you said there were lots of fish in Canada?” 

 “There are, Jake. We’ve just gotta find them. Cool out.” 

So we continued waiting. By this time we were experiencing 

the heat of the day, which was abnormally hot that year, of 

course. Soon, Jake wasn’t the only one complaining, but that’s 

when I caught my fish. It’s nearly pathetic how excited four 

people can be over a tiny and very pregnant crappy. Still, she 

gave us a taste of hope and we put up with the sun for a few 

more hours. In that time we had only one other catch, but an 
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exciting one at that. I caught a big one. Nearly two feet long! 

It made me work to bring it in for a good two minutes, weav-

ing in and out of the seaweed jungle below us. I’ll never for-

get that log. 

We went to sleep testy and sunburned that night. The 

motel maintenance crew had gotten our shower to run, but 

the water beat down on us like shards of ice. Mom and Dad 

were talking about cutting the week-and-a-half trip short. 

It didn’t take long to finalize that decision. We woke up 

to find that someone from an opposing motel in the area had 

dragged a deer by a rope around its neck behind their pick-up 

and left it outside the office. Seeing that deer made me want 

to leave, and seeing a guy run out with a shotgun made Mom 

start packing even faster. I’m pretty sure the old station wag-

on hadn’t floored it out of anywhere as fast as we left that 

motel. 

Since the vacation had been undeniably miserable, Mom 

and Dad were brainstorming a way to still get some enjoy-

ment out of the whole ordeal. Their solution was staying at a 

huge Holidome hotel in Detroit that night so we could go 

swimming, as Jake and I loved to swim. And later that even-

ing, swim we did. We swam until they closed the pool and it 

was awesome. I think that was the only thing worth videotap-

ing on the entire trip, actually, and Mom took advantage of 

that. We threw a ball, dove for toys, practiced our strokes, 
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and dunked each other. It finally felt like a vacation. 

Of course, the hellishness of the trip persevered. At 1:30 

a.m. that night, the Holidome caught on fire. Our first 

thought was that the bastard smoke detector from Canada 

wasn’t through with us yet, but after an extremely shaken 

front desk clerk relayed to Mom that yes, there was a fire and 

we needed to evacuate, we started to move it. Pounding on 

doors and shouting alarms, we booked it down the hallway to 

the staircase that led to the ground floor, which we then 

found to be engulfed in smoke. Immediately losing whatever 

sort of slaphappy humor we had found in this once again 

miserable situation, we held our breaths and ran down to the 

safety of the parking lot.  

Once the adrenaline had stopped pumping and our bod-

ies reminded us that we still wanted to be sleeping, the big 

picture came together. We were among hundreds of people. 

Hundreds of people, in their underwear, groggy and cold, and 

listening to semis driving on the highway nearby. The 

Holidome had over 1,000 people staying there that night, and 

we stood in that Detroit parking lot with them for an hour-

and-a-half.  

The next morning a strange smell caught our attention. It 

wasn’t the smell of smoke, a stinky shoe smell, B.O., or 

something from the bathroom. We just couldn’t quite pin-

point it until Mom uttered an, “Oh, sick!” from the bath-
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room. No one had realized it, but somehow a worm we’d 

been using for bait had gotten flung into her makeup bag 

while we were on the lake. Let me tell you, it smelled bad. So 

bad, in fact, that after grabbing out her wallet and keys, Mom 

re-zipped her purse and ran it to the dumpster. After evacuat-

ing our rotting-worm-reeking room for the second time, I 

must admit we had a good laugh. 

As to be expected, the car continued to overheat the 

whole way home. We were numb to the delays by that 

point—all we wanted was to pull up in our driveway and for-

get this trip ever happened. And eventually we did pull up in 

the driveway, but the trip was still alive and wanting to make 

us miserable. 

Cindy, our sweet-hearted neighbor who lived diagonally 

from us, came running over to see why we were home so 

soon. Mom told her it was a very long and tiring story. She 

then realized that Cindy was supposed to be on a vacation of 

her own, which is why our other neighbor, Virginia, was 

watching the dogs this time. Her explanation really made us 

mad, because evidently Virginia had decided that her allergies 

were too bad to walk across the street and feed our dogs 

twice a day, not even bothering to call us about it. She was 

just going to leave them completely alone and indoors for 10 

days to die, apparently. Poor Cindy found out about this and 

took over her duties instead of leaving on her trip. To make 



51 

matters worse, Cindy’s washer had overflowed and flooded 

her entire and currently on-the-market house just an hour 

before we pulled up. We spent the rest of the day taking turns 

with a Shop-Vac and hoisting water down to the street. 

Naturally, we avoided Canada and road trips for the fol-

lowing year’s vacation.  
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Attack of the Abominable Snowball  

By Derek Gilbert  

My sister is much older than me, and her only son, Sean, 

is very close to my age. Quite often my sister and Sean lived 

in the same house as my parents and me, and we were more 

like brothers than uncle and nephew. Growing up with my 

nephew Sean was always interesting, particularly so in the 

winter.  

Winters were always interesting with the two of us 

around. For most kids snow meant having snowball fights, 

building snowmen, sledding, and no school. We weren’t lack-

ing any of these, but we did some crazy stuff other kids 

didn’t. When we were ten years old, our stunts resembled the 

show Jackass long before it was even created.  

Existing winter sports were enhanced by our imagina-

tions. My house had a very large, steep hill in the yard that 

made achieving break-neck speeds on sleds and saucers ex-

tremely easy. One game we often played while sledding down 

this hill was called “Crazy Eskimo.” This game involved 

building a ramp made of snow at the bottom of the hill and 

targets to crash into mid-air. The game got the name “Crazy 

Eskimo” because the targets were at first igloo-like structures, 

but later snowmen and so on. Sean and I usually preferred 

saucers for this game, since they were much faster and you hit 

the target with more force. One time our ramp was a little too 
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big and Sean was going a little too fast and the saucer disinte-

grated on impact. Of course a couple of hooligans like us 

thought it was hilarious. 

My Dad (Sean’s Grandpa) invented an insane sledding 

game for us as well. Whenever the snowy roads hadn’t been 

cleared, Dad got out his ATV. Dad hooked a rope onto the 

back of the four-wheeler and tied it to the sled. Whenever 

Dad came into the house, he bellowed, “You boys get your 

boots and coats on. I’ve got something I need to show you.” 

We looked at each other, thinking we had done something 

wrong. We quickly got up, put on our coats and boots, and 

went outside. When we saw the sled tied to the four-wheeler, 

we simultaneously spouted, “I’m first!” Dad looked at us and 

said, “Both of you get on, and we’ll see who hangs on the 

longest.” Riding a sled behind a four-wheeler is like being 

drug behind a spooked horse. Dad pulled us at high speeds 

while weaving side to side to try and make us fall off; it 

worked most of the time, too. Hitting a snowy road isn’t ex-

actly pleasant, but we always laughed when we stopped roll-

ing down the street. The neighbors on our street never com-

plained about extreme sledding; they just peered out their 

windows at us disapprovingly.  

Bugs Bunny-style practical jokes were fun on days with 

heavy snow on the ground. The first time we got the idea for 

the “abominable snowball” was by accident when we were 
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making a snowman. We had just finished a huge bottom ball 

for the snowman, when we realized it was too big. The bottom 

was so big that we could never possibly get a middle ball on 

it. Perplexed I asked, “What do we do with it now?” Sean 

thought for a second and replied, “Let’s roll it down the hill 

to see if the snowball gets bigger—like they do on cartoons!” 

We both started pushing the snowball towards the edge of a 

hill. When we pushed it over the edge of the hill, the huge 

snowball took off like an avalanche. The “abominable snow-

ball” rolled down the hill growing even larger every second. 

When the new-and-improved snowball finally stopped, it was 

in the middle of the street. I looked at Sean and said, “How 

are we going to move it? It’s too big! What if a car comes? 

We’ll be in big trouble!” Before we could do anything, we 

heard a car coming up the street, and ducked behind a tree to 

avoid being seen. We watched as a car and a pick-up truck 

simultaneously approached from opposite directions. With 

the snowball blocking road, both vehicles were unable to 

pass. The motorists stopped momentarily, before the truck 

rammed the snowball into a million pieces with its large front 

bumper. We couldn’t help but start rolling on the ground 

with laughter. From then on “Attack of the Abominable 

Snowball” was a favorite winter game. 

That summer our Uncle Dave brought us some old golf 

clubs and a huge barrel of old golf balls he bought from the 
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driving range. After a quick lesson from Dave, we had the 

hang of it—sort of. We were quite entranced by this new 

game and became enthralled when we realized we could tar-

get our neighbor’s house. Sean was hitting balls into an open 

field across the road when a ball wildly took off. The ball 

sliced hard to the left and bounced off the neighbor’s roof; 

luckily he wasn’t home at the time. The neighbor’s house ac-

tually wasn’t very close to our lawn; it was probably 120 yards 

away, too far for him to see us easily. Hitting golf balls then 

transformed into artillery warfare, but we never tried to dam-

age his home. Instead we would hit the golf balls into his 

lawn for him to find when he mowed. Tuesday was the day 

Mr. Delgado did yard work, and Sean and I would always 

watch him pick up the balls before he mowed. We spent an 

entire summer trying to make Mr. Delgado angry by polluting 

his yard with golf balls; but he never even looked a little mad. 

To this day we still don’t know what he thought about the 

magically appearing golf balls or what he did with them. 

Our games changed as we got older, and we got toys for 

bigger boys. We eventually graduated to four-wheelers, and 

off-road motor sports. Our four-wheelers were actually Hon-

da quad-racers capable of reaching speeds in excess of 70mph 

off-road. Sean and I often took our quads to a place called 

the “Fronts.” This place was an area that had been strip-

mined about fifty years ago, and resembled a no-man’s-land. 
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The terrain is sandy, empty of vegetation, and full of very 

steep hills. The hills have over an 80 degree incline and are 

about 100 feet high. The goal was often to ride up one of the-

se near vertical hills at high speeds and hope not to wreck. 

Sean and I picked up a couple other tricks such as riding 

wheelies and jumping the quads over obstacles.  

Today we are still speed-junkies and disturb the peace. 

We still have the same interests as each other; but now we’re 

competing to have the fastest car, motorcycle, or whatever 

vehicle it happens to be. How we’ve survived this long may 

be luck, but we always try to know our limits to be safe. Dan-

gerous, maybe so, but it sure has been a lot of fun. 
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Houdini Dog 

By Molly Gilmore  

Unlike most people, I got to pick out my sister when I 

was six years old. My sister did not look like me or my par-

ents. She was white, fluffy and weighed only fifteen pounds 

fully grown. However, she worked tirelessly throughout her 

life to earn equality and prove that, contrary to her appear-

ance, she was a true member of our family. Biologically, she 

was a West Highland White Terrier but she wouldn’t let a lit-

tle thing like genus and species stand in her way. My first dog 

played an important role in my childhood and her entrance 

into our life was as unique as she proved to be.  

After months and months of me begging my parents for a 

puppy, they finally relented and we headed to the local 

pound. We searched and searched through what seemed like 

endless cages of dogs of all shapes, sizes, colors and degrees 

of manginess. My parents and I ended up with different fa-

vorites. As the smallest in the family, I felt a need to show 

allegiance to the runts in the pack, so I was pushing for a mi-

nute black puppy, the smallest in the lot. My parents’ pick 

was a white little puffball with soulful brown eyes. However, 

I begged and pleaded and used my own soulful eyes to con-

vince my parents to choose my puppy. They broke under 

pressure and we put our names down to pick up the new 

member of our family that Friday.  
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The days of that week dragged on like an eternity. They 

say that time flies when you’re having fun, so I tried to play 

my little heart out but it didn’t help. All I could think about 

was that little bundle of joy that we would be bringing home 

at the end of the week. Unfortunately, however, my little 

black runt did not make it to the end of the week. My parents 

got a call from the pound, informing them that our puppy 

had a terminal condition and had to be put down. I was dev-

astated, but my tears were soon stemmed when we learned 

that my parents’ choice was still available. I would still be get-

ting a puppy! 

That Friday, my mom picked me up from school and we 

drove toward the pound. The moment was approaching! I 

was going to be a big sister! As soon as she got in the car with 

us, I fell in love. She rode home next to me in a cardboard 

box we had set up as a bed for her. She sat there so politely, 

giving no clues of the sly genius that lie dormant within her. 

However, that side of her personality would not stay hidden 

for long.  

Unsure how the pup, as yet unnamed, would react to her 

new habitat, we set up a safe area for her in the laundry room. 

We covered the floor in an old, comfy blanket and blocked 

off the entrance with an old screen door that we had in our 

garage. My mother was delegated the job of standing guard. 

She set a chair against the screen and dutifully watched her 
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ward until the phone rang. While in the midst of a conversa-

tion with my aunt, Mom looked down and found soulful, 

brown eyes gazing innocently back up at her. The puppy had 

escaped! Baffled, my mother returned to the laundry room to 

find the screen door still securely in place. The only way out 

was through a tear in the screen, four feet up. Unbelieving, 

my mother returned the dog to her prison. In no time, the 

puppy had escaped not once, but two more times. My mother 

finally accepted defeat and from that day forth, the dog did 

everything in her power to keep from being separated from 

us. 

The new puppy quickly assimilated into our family, win-

ning all of our hearts. After much deliberation, we decided to 

call her Annie, because she was our “little orphan.” She con-

tinued her refusal to be locked away from us in a number of 

ways, earning the nickname “Houdini Dog.” After the failure 

of the screen door to keep her in, my parents purchased a 

state-of-the-art dog gate, similar to the contraptions used to 

keep toddlers from falling down stairs. The gate fit in the 

laundry room door and could only be opened by unhooking a 

hook on the kitchen-side of the gate. However, Annie soon 

learned how to use her paw to reach through the gate and 

unhook the latch. When vacations forced us to board her at a 

local kennel, she would scale the walls or unhook the gate 

latch—anything she could do to gain her freedom. If her es-
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cape tactics failed her, she would simply bark constantly until 

someone came and let her out due to pure annoyance. Many 

a time, we returned from vacation to find Annie as hoarse as 

a chain-smoking bullfrog and banned from yet another ken-

nel.  

My father viewed this ingenious little pup as a challenge 

and commenced building a pen in our backyard that would 

hold her in. He constructed an enclosure about the size of 

half a basketball court with five-foot-high chain-link fence 

and a pad-locked gate. Unsurprisingly, the maiden usage of 

the pen was not a success. Annie dug out under the fence. My 

dad then added two feet of cement under the fence. Confi-

dently, he boasted, “Let’s see the little mutt get out of that 

one!” We tried out the improved pen that Sunday and locked 

Annie up when we went to church. Houdini struck again. On 

our return, we were greeted by a smug puppy, casually loung-

ing on the porch, far from the pen. She leapt up and gave my 

dad’s hand a gloating little lick, as if to say, “Nice try, buddy!” 

We were stymied by this latest break out. She hadn’t dug 

out, the gate was locked tight and no holes were in the fence. 

We devised a plan. We set up the video camera in the back-

yard and climbed in the car for a trip around the block. When 

we returned, Annie greeted us at the car, just as we had 

hoped. We hurried back to the camera. Inside, we gathered 

around the TV to watch our little Houdini in the act. The 
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tape commenced and we watched Annie mill around her pen 

nonchalantly. You could tell she would have been whistling 

an innocent little tune if doggy lips allowed that utterance. 

Her ears perked up as she heard our car pull away. She 

glanced toward the gate, started toward it at a trot and 

climbed that fence with less effort than a five-star chef mak-

ing Easymac. Our petite pup, no bigger than a loaf of bread, 

scaled that five-foot fence with ease. My parents were so im-

pressed that they couldn’t bring themselves to be mad. Our 

local pound had really delivered. We had a puppy with brains 

to rival Stephen Hawkins and spunk that would put any high 

school cheerleader to shame. Plus, she was fifteen pounds of 

pure adorable. When she walked in a room, all babies were 

robbed of the customary ‘cooing’ because everyone realized 

they weren’t so great compared to this dog.  

With the tape as evidence, my dad decided that the only 

way to keep Annie in her pen would be to chain her to a pole 

inside the fence. This effectively rendered the fence useless, 

but my mom and I didn’t mention it, allowing my dad this 

small victory. Whenever we chained her up, Annie would give 

us a pleading look as if to say, “What are you doing? I am a 

person! Don’t you see?” Dad soon caved into his guilt and 

decided to build Annie a doghouse to improve the time she 

spent in her pen. It was a nice thought, but a total waste of 

time. Annie never set foot in her house. She glared at it dis-
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dainfully with a look that said, “What do you think I am? A 

dog?” However, the house did end up serving a purpose, as 

Annie took to sitting on top of it to improve her vantage 

point. From the top of the house, she could see our car from 

about a mile up the road. We grew used to searching out our 

house from afar so we could see the tiny white speck jumping 

up and down with excitement on the roof of her doghouse, 

celebrating our imminent return.  

Annie and my family got along like peanut butter and jel-

ly. We were meant to be together. Annie had a way of know-

ing when you were sick or feeling blue, and she would come 

over and lay her small head on your knee or give your cheek a 

soft, sympathetic lick. She was such an important part of our 

family that I often was greeted by my parents with “Hi, An-

nie—I mean Molly.” Most people’s parents confuse them 

with their siblings. My parents confused me with the dog. 

Annie was my only companion when my parents were busy, 

so we spent a lot of time together. I would try to dress her up 

in my doll’s clothes but this was one human habit that she did 

not approve of. She was the sourest-looking doll in history 

and when I finished with her she would hide in embarrass-

ment until I removed whatever frilly frock she was currently 

wearing.  

During the summer, my canine companion and I would 

spend days in our pool: me swimming and Annie floating on 
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a raft. She hated water, but she couldn’t stand to be on the 

edge of the pool while I was in the water. She would stand on 

the edge whining until I brought her raft over so she could 

float along and join the fun. Annie hated water so much that 

when we finished giving her a bath she would roll around on 

the carpets, trying to rid herself of as much of the vile liquid 

as possible. We had to take to drying her with the hairdryer to 

avoid our carpets getting a wet rubdown every time she need-

ed cleaned, which was often. Annie was a curious, rambunc-

tious dog, so she often returned from an adventure complete-

ly filthy.  

One night, we heard a pitiful whining at the door. When 

we opened the door, we were greeted by a pathetically comi-

cal scene. The reason for the whining was immediately obvi-

ous as a wave of nauseating skunk aroma washed over us. 

Between gags, we saw that Annie had tried to wipe off the 

scent in the garden mulch so she was covered in woodchips 

and looked completely miserable. We couldn’t help laughing 

and I am not sure she ever completely forgave us for that. We 

carried her to the bathroom. My mom had heard that washing 

a dog in tomato juice helps to rid the hair of the stench of 

skunk. In our defense, the smell was so overwhelming that 

immediate action was required, so we didn’t think through 

our plan very well. We simply started pouring the tomato 

juice on the wretched dog. We worked as an assembly line. I 
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opened cans, Dad poured and Mom scrubbed and scrubbed. 

After what seemed like hours in our tiny bathroom, we had 

used the last drop of tomato juice in the house and we were 

ready to rinse Annie and see the results. My dad and I filed 

from the room, as the rinsing promised to be a wet ordeal 

because of Annie’s aversion to water. We heard the tap turn 

on and then the hairdryer. After the hairdryer was turned off, 

my dad and I watched the door with anticipation. The hinges 

creaked and out bounded a pink dog that smelled just as 

much like skunk as before. She looked like a mutant puff of 

cotton candy. I don’t know if I have ever laughed louder or 

longer in my life. Her pink dye job faded in about a month, 

but the memory will be with me forever.  

Another fond memory is the debut of “Annie the amaz-

ing tree-climbing dog.” As a terrier, Annie was bred to chase 

things smaller than her. She was born to hunt and the sound 

of her bark struck fear into the hearts of all cats and rodents 

in our neighborhood. Since we lived in a residential area, we 

walked Annie on a leash but occasionally she would sneak out 

of the house untethered. One day, Annie spied a neighbor-

hood cat across the road and before anyone could stop her, 

she pushed her way through the screen door and was in hot 

pursuit. Her prey, an orange tabby, sprinted toward her only 

chance of safety, a nearby tree. Annie, yapping her head off 

and moving so fast her feet were a blur, came to the tree and 



65 

kept right on going. Her speed carried her about five feet up 

the tree, where she came to rest between two branches. The 

terrified feline clung by her toenails to the spindliest branches 

at the top of the tree. Annie found herself five feet up with 

nowhere to go. Adrenaline and speed had carried her up the 

tree—not high enough to reach the cat but too high to jump 

down safely. Luckily, her faithful family came to her rescue. 

My mom lifted Annie down to solid ground and returned her 

to the house, while my dad coaxed the terrified cat from the 

treetop.  

Annie died when I was fifteen years old. She kept her 

sweet demeanor to the end, although her spunk had ebbed a 

little with age. Annie was a constant throughout my child-

hood and was a full-fledged member of our family. Although 

she was small in stature, her heart and spunk made up the 

difference. She had more personality in her smallest toenail 

than most full-grown men have in their whole body. She 

taught me many things, including loyalty, unconditional love 

and not to let your looks dictate who you are. I will always 

miss and fondly remember my fluffy, white, brown-eyed sis-

ter.  
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What Could Have Been? 

By Carson Gray 

“BEEP, BEEP, BEEP!” The alarm was not something I 

was looking forward to. I raised my head trying to get my 

foggy mind out of its deep sleep. I shook my head a little, 

gave a long stretch, and got out of bed. It was my last first 

day of high school plus the beginning of a new soccer season. 

This was my motivation to get out of bed and go to school.  

“Breakfast is ready,” my mom called from downstairs. My 

mom always got up to cook breakfast on the first day of 

school. It was kind of a tradition. 

“I’m coming,” I said as I slowly made my way downstairs. 

My body ached from the intense soccer practices over the 

past month. 

After getting breakfast, taking a shower, and getting 

dressed, I made my way to school. I walked into school for 

the first day of class with a huge smile on my face. “This is 

going to be a great semester,” I repeated in my mind. For this 

soccer season, our team had high expectations. Last year we 

finished the season with a record of 18-4-2 and finished 

fourth in the state. This was the highest finish for any soccer 

team ever at my high school.  

“BEEP, BEEP, BEEP!” The alarm rang in my ear for 

another morning. It was Thursday; already a month and a half 
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of the school year had gone by. The final game of the regular 

season was today. Our record up to this point was 18-2-3. 

I did my morning routine and once again made my way to 

school and for some reason I just knew that today was going 

to be a good day. 

 “Welcome to Spanish this morning, everyone,” Mrs. 

Poth said. “Today you will be getting back your tests from 

yesterday.” Mrs. Poth started handing back the tests with a 

smirk on her face that made it seem as if the tests didn’t go as 

well. As she approached my desk, I became a little worried, 

but she told me, “Nice job, Carson.” 

“Thank you,” I replied, before I even looked at my paper. 

At the top of the test my eyes saw a 96% in red ink circled 

and I gave a sigh of relief. I knew this was going to be a good 

day. 

The day seemed to creep along like a snail on a hot day. 

Every class I went through I checked the clock every minute, 

which made it even slower. Finally, the final period came 

which just happened to be study hall. Obviously I accom-

plished no homework because I was too pumped to play our 

last regular-season game. 

“RING, RING!” The bell finally rang. It was the end-of-

the day bell and I stormed out of study hall so fast. I ran to 

my locker, grabbed my gym bag and made my way to the 

soccer field. 
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“You ready to play?” Pat, our starting striker, asked.  

“You better believe it,” I said. I continued to put on my 

shin guards and socks and to lace up my shoes. We were get-

ting ready to play Springdale, our rival high school. That 

made my adrenaline race even faster. 

After putting on my soccer uniform, I joined the rest of 

the team as we lined up on the sideline at the 50-yard line. 

Continuing with tradition, we ran one lap around the field, 

then we formed a circle at midfield to begin stretching before 

the game. We were able to do this since we were playing at 

home. Otherwise the other team would probably tackle us for 

doing that at their midfield. 

“Don’t go all out and get yourself hurt,” said Russ. Russ 

was our star forward who scored just about every game. 

“Don’t tell me that before the game starts, you idiot,” I 

said, laughing. “Now I probably will get hurt.”  

As the game was about to start, I was lined up on defense 

on the left side of the field. I was very good at my position 

and as a whole our defense was unstoppable. We gave up on-

ly 10 goals out of 23 games going into our final game. At the 

end of the season they announce the members of the All-

Section Team, and with a good performance I would most 

likely be chosen to be on it.  

“Screeeeeeeech!” The whistle blew and the game was off 

and running. It wasn’t before long that we were already up 2-
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0. For being a rivalry game, the game was going pretty 

smoothly up to 10 minutes into the game. Anyone who came 

down the left side of the field I shut down. I hardly broke a 

sweat at this point. The next thing I knew Russ’s comment 

repeated in my head. I tried to think of something else but 

couldn’t and just continued to play. 

Two more minutes into the game the ball was at midfield 

and a player on Springdale passed it forward towards my end. 

The ball came fast but then abruptly stopped in the thick 

grass that seemed not to have been cut before the game. As 

the ball stopped dead in its tracks, my immediate reaction was 

to run at the ball. As I started running toward the ball and got 

a few feet away, I glanced up and noticed someone from the 

other team running at me to get the ball as well. It was inevi-

table that we were going to collide. As I approached the ball 

at full speed, I slammed into the other kid. Our knees banged 

together and jolted me to the ground. The pain running 

through my knee was the only thing I could think of at that 

moment. 

“Ahhhh!” That was the only thing that would come out 

of my mouth.  

“What hurts?” the trainer asked. “Where did you get hit?” 

“In my knee!” I couldn’t believe the amount of pain that 

was running through it. “I can’t move my leg.” My leg was 

bent and stuck in the position it was in when I fell. 
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The trainer and one of my teammates carried me off the 

field because I couldn’t put any pressure on it. They sat me 

on the bench and I realized that I was done for the day.  

The game came to an end and the final score was 6-0 in 

favor of us. This was nothing unusual as Springdale wasn’t as 

good as in years past. 

“Are you going to be okay for the playoffs?” my coach 

asked. The look on his face did not seem too pleased. 

“I think I will be all right, coach. Nothing a little rest and 

ice won’t cure.” This is not what I saw happening as I entered 

school this morning on such a great day. 

The next morning I was in excruciating pain, and told my 

parents that I should go to the hospital and to get some X-

rays. They were not hesitant at all to do that. We drove to the 

hospital and the doctors took some X-rays. The doctor came 

out a little later and told me that I had broken my kneecap in 

half. This was the worst news I could have ever received. I 

almost came to tears as I knew my season was over and 

wouldn’t get to play in the playoffs my final year of high 

school. 

They announced the All-Section Team the following 

week before playoffs started, and I was placed on the list. As 

excited as I was to be on the team, it didn’t mean as much as 

playing with the team, which I would not be able to do. We 

entered the playoffs as the number-two seed and advanced 
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only to the quarterfinals in the regional playoffs. We didn’t 

even make the state playoffs. Our season was over and did 

not live up to last year’s success. What could have only been 

if I had not gotten hurt? How much further could we have 

gone if I had been playing? 
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Silly Putty Wednesday 

By Stephanie Gregory  

I was eight years old and my sister, Amber, was six years 

old. Every Wednesday night my mom left for the majority of 

the evening to bowl in her bowling league with some of her 

friends and sisters, leaving Amber and me with my Dad at 

home. This was Mom’s only time away from the house and 

from us, other than when we were at school. Mom had her 

bowling night and Dad got his afternoon of golf on the 

weekends. Amber and I began to think that we were a bit 

much to handle for one person at a time. It probably didn’t 

help that we have what we call “sister sense.” The sister sense 

is when Amber and I are thinking on the same page and we 

could just do something without saying a word about it to 

each other. The sister sense wasn’t always used for good. I 

sometimes used it to do something that I knew would make 

her mad. This is probably why most Wednesdays turned out 

to be a nightmare. Amber and I were at that age where we 

would squabble over everything. The night would usually end 

in my Dad yelling beyond frustration at us and making us sit 

across the room from each other or in our bedrooms. Either 

way we were prohibited from talking to each other for the 

rest of the night, “if we didn’t have anything nice to say to 

each other.” We still had our share of fun with Dad, while 

Mom, the boss, was away.  



73 

One of our favorite things to do to Dad was to hide be-

fore it was time to go to bed so that he would be forced to 

find us before he made us go to sleep. Our best hiding spot 

ended up being what we thought was the most obvious one, 

under the blankets in his bedroom. Dad actually gave up on 

trying to find us and spoke loudly to himself, “The girls must 

have gone out for the night; I guess I will just go to bed.” 

Usually this would send us running into the room, thinking 

we had won yet another game of hide’n’go seek. This time we 

heard him talking as he walked down the hallway to his bed-

room and there was no way we were going to give up this 

opportunity to scare him. By the way, hiding behind doors, 

couches, walls, etc. and popping out to scare him was also 

one of our favorite activities. To our surprise, he walked right 

in his room and went straight into his bathroom, without no-

ticing us hiding under the blankets in his bed.  

“Make sure you girls brush your teeth. I’ll be in there in a 

minute,” Dad shouted as he assumed that we were actually 

obeying his orders. We lay as still as rocks while holding our 

hands over our mouths to ensure a good scare on Dad. When 

he walked out, we sprung out from under the covers, and 

started laughing, knowing that Dad had no idea where we 

actually were. He jumped back a few steps and with a smile 

on his face he shook his head in disappointment that we had 

another scare under our belts.  
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When I think about the days when Mom was in her bowl-

ing league, the first thing that pops into my mind is the 

Wednesday with the infamous Silly Putty. Silly Putty 

Wednesday is now what we call that special day when Dad 

got Silly Putty stuck up his nose. The night started off like 

any usual Wednesday with Mom rushing to eat dinner with us 

so she could run off to the bowling alley. As Amber and I 

finished eating dinner, the wheels began to spin in our heads 

as to what we were going to try to get away with under Dad’s 

supervision. I soon got bored with the quick-fix meal we 

seemed to have every Wednesday and started playing with my 

Silly Putty. I sat at the table and made round pies made out of 

Silly Putty and passed them out to Amber and Dad for des-

sert. Amber and I surprisingly took turns playing and sharing 

the Silly Putty to see what else we could create with it. After 

Dad sat there, watching and playing along with our putty 

games, he decided that he wanted to take a shot at making 

something. He apparently thought that his idea was going to 

trump any of our pizza or pie creations. Dad, a kid at heart, 

spared us nothing when it came to his creative sense of hu-

mor. We watched carefully while Dad turned around and 

stuck the Silly Putty up his nose and pretended to sneeze. 

Even after the fake sneeze, the Silly Putty remained securely 

set in his nose. Dad’s hearty laugh conquered the room, while 

Amber giggled relentlessly and I got to the point where I had 
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the silent laugh. The silent laugh is the point on my laughter 

scale where something strikes me so funny that I have a hard 

time catching my breath let alone even speaking. Amber and I 

began to tease my dad, asking him, “How old are you again? 

Even we know that you are not supposed to put Silly Putty 

up your nose!”  

Needless to say we spent the next twenty minutes crowd-

ed around the mirror in the bathroom, watching Dad pick 

Silly Putty out of his nose. We all took joy in learning that 

your nose should not be used for storing any type of sticky 

substance. Days later Dad was still blowing specks of purple 

Silly Putty out of his nose. At his expense we still joke about 

Silly Putty Wednesday today. Dad laughs along with us as 

Amber and I tell this story when we are gathered with a big 

group of family and friends around the holidays or a cookout 

so that we can all share a big laugh about the day Dad got 

Silly Putty stuck up his nose.  
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The Girl I Call “Jungle Woman” 

By Victoria Harwell 

As I sit here in the library a breeze, full of memories, 

rushes through my brain, while I search for a segment of my 

life that I would like to relive again. Commonly, the clichéd 

topics come to mind first: my 16th birthday and how 

wretched it was, my first French smooch, spring break 2005, 

getting mugged in New York City, etc., but I reject them all. 

Wait, this is easy, my topic was obvious at the precise mo-

ment I arrived to this massive building filled with books, 

when that excited voice exclaimed “Peace-out, Girl Scout!” as 

I got out of the car and walked up the cement staircase. I 

simply chuckle to myself because I cannot help but notice 

how quirky my best friend Yolanda is, and how much of a 

good goofy friend she is, dropping me off at the library to 

study and such, as if I am not just as big of a quirk-ball. 

Meet my friend Yolanda Knauff, and please note that she 

is quite a peculiar bird. Yolanda and I have “been in this shit 

since ’92” as Bone Thugz N Harmony would express in their 

fierce ballads. I recall the first day of second grade, Mom had 

received yet another job offer, and therefore I switched ele-

mentary schools. Yolanda volunteered to be my tour guide of 

the playground that first day of recess. She showed me where 

the best hiding spots were (for hide and seek, duh), intro-

duced me to all the cool kids, and ever since we find our-
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selves relating to Harry and Lloyd from Dumb and Dumber. 

Someone with such character deserves a significant alias. I felt 

it was up to me to assign it. 

Yolanda invited me on a spring break trip to Myrtle 

Beach the summer after eighth grade and I quickly took the 

invitation. While in transit, I peeked up from my Seventeen and 

was immediately frightened as a growling animal pressed its 

face against the headrest, flaunting its huge teeth. The grunt-

ing would continue for approximately 15 seconds, and then 

the face would casually morph back into the friendly freckled 

teenager. So typical. The good times continued in South Car-

olina. We boogie-boarded, canoodled with the soon-to-be fly 

high schoolers like ourselves, and drank virgin daiquiris on 

the beach until our brains froze. As the vacation came closer 

to an end, the second to last day Yolanda revealed a terrible 

and devastating secret: Yolanda was to transfer to a private 

Catholic institution for high school! I begged and pleaded; 

unfortunately, my best friend was leaving me all alone for the 

most important step in our undeveloped lives. No longer 

could I put candles up my nose, I certainly could not use bal-

loons as breast implants anymore, and who was going to be 

my Spanish partner? If I did these activities alone, they would 

not be nearly as memorable or entertaining. 

Yolanda grew apart from the public school kids, and we 

went our separate ways because of distance and extracurricu-
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lar activities. My father moved to Arizona after the divorce, 

and I frequently would fly west to indulge in the desert air 

and wakeboard. As my senior year approached, I was faced 

with the pressures of college and the future. I decided Arizo-

na might be quite an experience. Since the weather is beauti-

ful, and I have lived in Ohio all my life, why not try some-

thing new while living near relatives? I received a phone call 

from Yolanda in late spring of that year. Apparently, she too 

was considering universities in Arizona for higher education 

and was headed out to Scottsdale the same exact week as my-

self. We hung out in the mountain heat and drove around 

singing loudly to pop songs in my convertible. Months after 

campus visiting and the application process, Yolanda and I 

ironically were both choosing between Arizona State Univer-

sity and Ohio University. 

Ohio University was definitely the best decision. Sopho-

more year we filled out our housing contracts and wrote 

down each other as roommates. Finally, some time to catch 

up after light years of not seeing one another due to distance. 

Moving into Mackinnon was torturous. I hauled 100-pound 

boxes up fifteen flights of stairs before reaching my final des-

tination. After all our belongings were safe, we decided to put 

an end to our never-ending perspiration. Installing the air 

conditioner I received for graduation was rocket science. I 

placed the heavy machinery in the window, and Yolanda 
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pulled the window down to secure it. We plugged it in, and 

adjusted the settings to let the luxury begin. Two minutes lat-

er, I heard the window slam closed, I am clueless to how the 

events of the air-conditioner-falling-out-the window story 

happened. All I do know is: half of South Green shared their 

thoughts about the air conditioner that fell four flights to its 

death, never to breathe cold air again. 

The weekends continued in a similar bizarre fashion. We 

would congregate in our room late night on the weekends, 

and I too would transform into a rowdy squirrel. I recall 

climbing up our bunk beds in order to fearlessly leap into a 

pit of pillows stationed in the center of the living space. “This 

is so fun, watch! Watch this one!” Her idea of fun is arms and 

legs spread open, and she would body slam the thin layer of 

padding. “Be careful crazy!” I quickly responded. There was 

something so 2nd grade about this pastime, but I think that is 

why I enjoyed these times with Yolanda so much—it was like 

we were kids again doing things that are in no way logical, but 

were oh-so-pleasant. 

Contrary to my busy campus life, there were moments 

when Yolanda and I were in the room at the same time, 

though it was usually when her boyfriend was with her. 

Yolanda is practically blind without her bifocals and she was 

reluctant to wear them from time to time. She is a very clum-

sy person to begin with, and when she is not wearing proper 
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gear things do become ugly. Our bunk beds were exceptional-

ly short and at least twice a day Yolanda would hit her head 

on the metal frame. It happened so frequently that her boy-

friend and I created a tally that we would keep up to date. 

The tally was directly on the cement wall, above her night 

stand to the right of her bed. I remember the time she bent 

over to pick up a bobby pin off the floor. She punctured her 

temple on the edge of the desk somehow. She yelped and 

whimpered on the floor in agony for minutes after, and I 

ruthlessly laughed standing parallel to my vanity. Was my life 

a situational comedy? I feel as though situations such as these 

do not occur outside the set of Friends. I was given no choice; 

I marked a tally on the chart, dated it, and wrote: “This one 

was really bad.” The best part about the tally system was the 

interpretation of our fellow visitors. They would automatical-

ly assume it was sex related because of the “This one was re-

ally bad” description and its convenient location next to a 

bed. We found this to be quite humorous. 

What I really appreciate most about my dear friend 

Yolanda is ultimately that her name is Yolanda. She is the 

wildest beast I have ever met, I tease her, stating her sheltered 

Catholic school has a correlation to her spontaneity and lack 

of inhibitions, but she disagrees. I also give thanks for her 

permanent state of clumsiness and aimlessness. During a 

weekend excursion in Miami University, she got so intoxicat-
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ed she fell and broke her glasses—they fell off somewhere 

never to be found again, and a black swollen eye shined for 

weeks. I notice her inability to stay calm when she is excited. 

Especially during her favorite song, by The Talking Heads, 

“This Must Be the Place.” When it plays, she twirls and spins 

until it ends. She will never be tamed; she will always frolic 

around, tackle people, freak out about nothing, lose every-

thing she owns, and fall over. 

In retrospect, she is one of the most important people in 

my life because she simply is the kindest and most amusing 

person of the century. I find her accidental tendencies to 

transform into a barbaric mongoloid to be flawless and inspi-

rational. The nickname that I found most fitting for this sig-

nificant character was simple and easy: Jungle Woman. 
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“Three Seconds” of Fear 

By Matt Hinssen 

“You kids need to go outside!” my dad yelled to us from 

the garage. It’s funny he yelled that to us because when Karl 

and I were together, we were always outside doing something. 

Most of the time we were up to no good, whether it be doing 

something destructive somewhere, or just playing our imagi-

nary games. One time, we made a pipe bomb and blew up a 

sewer pipe. Karl was more of a rebel than me, but we did 

everything together. When either of us had an idea, whether it 

was good or bad, we always stuck together.  

We couldn’t think of anything to do. Karl got a bright 

idea and asked, “Why don’t we go shoot squirrels with my 

paintball gun?” 

“That sounds like fun,” I retorted, “but you told me the 

other day you needed to get more paintballs because you 

were out of them.” 

“Oh yeah, I forgot. Well, what are we going to do then?” 

“Let’s go ride bikes and see where the road takes us. We 

usually find something out of that.” 

The last time we went for a bike ride, my chain popped 

off a few miles from my house, and I had to walk all the way 

home because I couldn’t get it back on. This day was differ-

ent. Usually, we just rode around until we found a street or 

some place we hadn’t been to and then became familiar with 
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it. Today, we didn’t get out of my private drive before we 

found something to do. A new house was going up on the 

corner at the end of the drive, so there was a lot of construc-

tion equipment around. We played around on the equipment 

like the bulldozers and the Bobcat. It was obvious that we 

couldn’t start them and actually run them, but we pretended 

that we were driving around in them causing all sorts of de-

struction.  

There were piles of dirt, sand, and other ground materials 

around for the foundation. Karl had the idea of making a gi-

ant ramp to jump off of, so we gathered some wood and 

threw it on the big pile of sand. At first, we were just riding 

all around the foundation and riding up and down the dirt 

hills. I wasn’t the best at hitting the jumps right. Karl was 

more of a born rider than I was. He had learned how to ride 

his bike when he was three years old. It took me a few 

scrapes and bruises before I finally got the hang of it. The 

bike he rode was ten times bigger than he was. It was funny 

to watch him ride because he was such a little guy at age 8 

and his bike was so big.  

“I bet you I can clear that hole five feet from that ramp,” 

Karl shouted from afar.  

“There is no way you can make that. The weight of your 

bike won’t get that much air to clear the hole.” 
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He thought he was tough stuff on his bike. The things he 

could do on his bike amazed me sometimes because he was 

so little and he just whipped his bike around like it was noth-

ing. I couldn’t stop him from making the jump that I knew he 

wouldn’t make. In the back of my mind, I wanted to see him 

try and fail, because his pain would give me laughter.  

It was pretty intense wondering if he was going to make 

the jump or not. The sun was out, and we were sweating 

from riding around all day. I couldn’t stop making fun of 

him, repeatedly saying there was no way in hell he was going 

to make it over the hole. We added more boards to the sand 

pile to make the ramp a little sturdier so he could get better 

traction going up the hill.  

He took off for the hill picking up speed. I noticed that 

the board on top of the sand pile was sliding down. I yelled to 

Karl, “Hey, man, wait up. The top board is sliding down.” 

I guess he didn’t hear me because he flew up the hill, but 

when he got to the top, his front tire got caught in the sand 

and he started to go forward. His front tire sunk into the sand 

as if it were in quicksand. Karl flipped over the hill holding 

onto his bike, and his bike went with him. He did a somer-

sault while his bike flipped with him and landed on top of 

him. I didn’t see him land completely, but when I went over 

the hill to see if he was all right, he was out cold. I yelled his 

name, but he wouldn’t wake up. I was in a serious state of 
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panic, and I had no idea what to do. I was only 8 years old, so 

it’s not like I knew any revival techniques. By now, it’s been a 

few minutes and he still wasn’t coming to yet. I was shaking 

him, slapping him, and screaming at him, but I received no 

response. I thought he was dead. The only thing I could think 

of to do was to get some water and throw it on him and 

hopefully he’d wake up. So I did something very dumb—I 

left him to go home and get a glass of water. When I went 

home, my dad asked, “Where did Karl go?” 

“He went home, pops,” I quickly answered and ran out 

the door. I knew if I told him what really happened, I would 

have been in big trouble.  

I was gone for only about 3 minutes because I was mov-

ing so fast to get back to him. When I got to where we were 

riding bikes, he was still passed out. I yelled his name and 

tried to get him to come to before I threw the water on him. 

He didn’t wake up, so I threw the cup right in his face. As 

soon as some of the water went up his nose, he immediately 

opened his eyes and started choking. I was stunned with relief 

and couldn’t believe it worked. 

“How long was I out?” he asked, looking all confused. 

I didn’t want to tell him he was out for like five minutes, 

so I lied and just said three seconds. I know I should have 

told him the truth, but I didn’t want him to worry. I was so 

scared that he wasn’t going to come back. I feared for his life 
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and feared what I would have to tell everyone if he didn’t live. 

We promised that we wouldn’t talk about what happened that 

day. Our parents would have flipped out and never let us out 

of their sight again. So we vowed that what happened that 

day never happened.  

That day was one of the scariest days of my life. I didn’t 

know how to react to the situation at first. I know it was ter-

rible of me to leave his side, but I did the only thing I could 

think of. I will never forget that “three seconds” of fear. 
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The Formula 

By Jeff Hirz 

I started feeling it toward the end of my freshman year. I 

couldn’t put it into words for a long time. Like a specter 

hanging over me, following me everywhere I went, it tortured 

me. Being ethereal and indefinable made it even worse. I 

didn’t know what it was. All I knew was that I began to stir at 

night with insomnia. I became restless, no longer satisfied 

with the people or things in which I had before taken com-

fort. I became distant from my friends. I rarely talked to my 

family. I became engrossed in my own desire for solitude, 

knowing it would only deepen my unhappiness, but knowing 

that at that point in my life no alternative existed. I couldn’t 

escape. I was stuck at the bottom of a well with no rope, 

without even a spattering of light from above to give me 

hope of escape. The only one that understood how I felt was 

my journal. And he…or she…or whatever it was, didn’t give 

me much advice. 

Finally, when I felt like I would never grasp what this in-

tangible was in my life, a fit of enlightenment seized my brain, 

my heart, my very core, and shook it harder and with more 

surprise than an earthquake. My disease was dissatisfaction 

with life—or rather what life was supposed to be—coupled 

with a feeling of entrapment. The specter had a name: dissat-

isfaction and entrapment! 
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My answer would soon be found. Like an algebra equa-

tion, I was solving it. I had tried various methods but none 

had worked until now. I was beginning to find it in one of the 

most profound and yet simple formulas known to man…my 

family. 

“Let’s play 20 Questions!” my sister had said. A fateful 

proposal, it turned out to be. 

We were all sitting around our new cast-iron table on the 

back deck facing Lake Erie, drinking wine and beer—all key 

ingredients in the formula, apparently! My sister and my par-

ents had wanted one final night on the lake with just the four 

of us—my older brother was still in Iraq. We were moving 

out of the condo in less than a week, but with all our sched-

ules being in such discord with one another’s, this was the last 

opportunity to be together before we moved. 

My dad laughed his grandpa laugh, as we all jokingly 

called it. “I don’t think I have enough alcohol in my system 

yet,” he said. He tilted his head back and finished off his Bud 

Light in two quick chugs. If anything can be said about my 

dad, that man can hold his alcohol. He was not an alcoholic 

by any means—he was the solid oak of the family—but when 

he drank he was in it for the long haul. 

My sister playfully punched him in the shoulder as he set 

his beer down. “Come on, pops,” she said, “you’re the lush 

of the family, so you should be ready for anything!” 
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My mom sighed and put her head in her hands. “Why, oh 

why, didn’t I marry Dan Crow when I had the chance?” she 

asked, causing us all to burst out in laughter. 

“Yeah, he’s rich at least,” I said between breaths. “Dad 

here’s barely pulling in six figures! How can I afford my 

crotch rocket and spring break to Panama?” 

The alcohol flowed and 20 Questions was played—or at-

tempted, in some cases. My turn finally came last and I knew 

what was coming. 

My mom cocked an eyebrow at me and posed the first 

question: “When did you lose your virginity?” 

I spewed what I had just poured into my mouth onto the 

table in shock, covering the freshly opened wine bottle with 

my now-lukewarm beer. I thought I had known what was com-

ing. My mom was as unpredictable as the aforesaid earth-

quake. 

The night continued on and the moon slowly crawled 

across the night sky, nearing the Erie horizon and bathing the 

lake with its soft glow. About halfway through my turn, a 

question was posed that cut me to my core, shocking me 

more than the virginity question, more than that earthquake. 

“Are you happy?” my mom asked. 

Silence. 
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“What do you mean by ‘happy’?” I asked, desperately de-

laying my answer. Had I been that obvious? Or was her ESP 

that powerful? 

“Are you happy with where you are in life?” she re-

phrased, trapping me. 

Entrapment! What irony, I would soon think afterward, 

trapped in the unwanted spotlight by own dissatisfaction. I 

still had two passes left—I had actually answered the virginity 

question—so I didn’t necessarily have to answer the question. 

No, I told myself. This is my family. If I can’t trust them, I 

can’t trust anybody. 

“No,” I said. Tears began to flow, partly because of the 

alcohol and partly because this had been building inside me 

for so long. “Not at all!” I broke down, ashamed of my lack 

of self-restraint in letting my emotions overpower me. 

Five minutes later I looked up from my hands and saw 

tears in all of their eyes. My dad’s were misty. My mom’s and 

sister’s were flowing freely down their cheeks and dripping 

off their chins, creating salty pools on the table. I smiled in 

spite of myself and the situation. Nobody had come to put 

their arm around me or comfort me with any physical affec-

tion. They knew me too well. 

My mom smiled through her tears. “Crybaby.” 
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My jaw dropped, but immediately I laughed the loudest 

belly laugh they had ever heard from me. In that precise mo-

ment, I realized I hadn’t been that happy in over a year. 

I told them my story that night. I told how I had fallen in 

love with Noelle and how the feeling wasn’t returned. I told 

them how I hated the system of college and how if a person 

wants to be successful he has to go to college, paying $15,000 

a year to get a piece of paper that says he’s qualified to enter 

the real world. I’d rather use it for toilet paper, considering I 

always seemed to be running short of it. I told them how I 

wanted to move to Ocean Beach with my best friend. I told 

them how I felt trapped in a normal and boring lifestyle with 

no escape. I had made the decision to go to Ohio University. 

I had made the decision to go to college. But it was in that 

moment that I realized it wasn’t me who had made the deci-

sion. Yes, I sent in the application; I filled out the housing 

contract; I picked the meal plan, and I paid the first bill. But I 

hadn’t made the decision. 

Society and its conventions made the decision, and I was 

too terrified to defy the system. I was too scared of being cast 

out from the mainstream and living an unsuccessful life. 

My naiveté at that point in my life astounds me to this 

day. My fear of being an outcast and my fear of not being 

successful were groundless. I realized this as I told them my 

story, as I explained to them why I was unhappy. They didn’t 
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interrupt me. They didn’t pick up a bottle of beer or a glass of 

wine to drink. They didn’t even get up to go to the bathroom. 

They listened. They were still. They were constant. They 

helped me solve my problem by their mere presence, their 

devotion to and love for me. They provided the map for my 

formula. 

On the left side of the ultimate equation is one word: 

LIFE. 

On the other side of the equals sign stood another that I 

found after surviving that earthquake: FAMILY. 
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Mom Hated That Game 

By Joe Kromer  

Dad was once a kid. I’m glad he never grew up. 

Somewhere around the time I was in second grade, Dad 

told my brother and me that he was building a tree house for 

us. Of course, he meant that we would be building it togeth-

er. He would always encourage us to have fun, as long as we 

learned something. We finished the first level sometime that 

summer. Five years, and three more levels, later we reached 

the end of construction. 

The tree house hung in between seven trees in our back-

yard, and swayed back and forth with every breeze. My 

brother, Tim, and I really enjoyed that. It was an exciting fea-

ture that added a sense of realism to our pirate-ship games. 

All of the levels were able to move because the anchor-bolts 

ran through six-inch cutouts in the wood. It was not only a 

cool feature, but it also kept the levels from breaking apart in 

high winds. The levels were staggered in a zigzag formation, 

rather than the traditional stacked-level tree house arrange-

ment. We used the tree house for many other games, one of 

which could only be played in the winter months, and only if 

the weather cooperated.  

Winter break was usually boring. We never really did 

much besides visit our family in Cleveland. Once in a while 

we would get lucky and there would be some good snowfall 
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at home. Good snow was wet enough to pack tightly, but not 

so wet that it would melt in only a few hours. We loved this 

kind of snow and despised the worthless powdered-sugar 

stuff—the kind that wouldn’t stick no matter how hard we 

packed it. The quality of the snow had a great impact on how 

much fun we could have playing “snow wall.” Snow wall was 

a simple game on the surface. Build a wall of snow. Knock it 

down. To the novice, I’m sure it seemed silly, but this was a 

game of skill.  

The tree house was the centerpiece of our entertainment; 

without it we wouldn’t have had the game. Connected to the 

third level of the tree house was a half-inch steel cable that 

stretched a long way across our backyard. Attached to the 

cable was a pulley with two loops of rope. The ropes were the 

handles of what became known as the “zip-line.” I’m not sure 

where the term originated, but Dad always said, “It’s a zip-

line,” so that’s what we called it. On several occasions, young 

boys and girls could not muster the courage to leap off the 

third level, which was about 20 feet high, to zip across our 

yard to the anchor point 150 feet away. The zip-line was al-

ways fun, but when it was combined with the right weather 

we had the ingredients for perhaps the greatest game of my 

childhood. Part of the fun was the danger—danger that near-

ly ruined our fun. 
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“Pack it better!” I yelled at my brother, Tim. We used 

five-gallon buckets to form cylinders of snow that we could 

stack on top of each other to form a snow pyramid. They had 

to be packed tightly because one fault in the pyramid would 

bring the whole structure down and delay our fun.  

“I’m doin’ it first,” I told Tim upon completing the stack.  

“Why?” he grumbled. 

“Because, I’m the oldest!” That was my go-to excuse any-

time he questioned my decisions. It was perfect because it 

would always be true and he wouldn’t see anything wrong 

with the logic because he was a fourth-grader. 

I ran to the tree house and climbed to the zip-line plat-

form, anticipating how the impact might feel. I was breathing 

heavily, and sweating inside my snowsuit as I stared down the 

line at the wall. It was nearly as tall as me, and surely weighed 

more because I was well south of 100 pounds. Just as I was 

about to take the plunge, I heard Dad saying something. 

“Do a precision drop!” he bellowed across the backyard. 

He had come outside a few minutes before with our cam-

corder—he always recorded infamous family moments.  

“What? How do I do that?” I squeaked back, unsure of 

what a precision drop was. 

“Do one. I bet you can’t do just one,” he replied, chal-

lenging my skill. 
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I had to prove him wrong. I focused my eyes on the top 

snow cylinder and leaped powerfully off the tree house. The 

power-leap was a poor choice because it caused me to bounce 

up and down on the steel cable as I zipped towards the snow 

wall. I steadied myself and directed my attention to the center 

of the top snow cylinder. As I neared the wall, I could tell my 

legs were dangling too far down. I pulled them up just in 

time. I blew past the wall with too much speed to see the end 

result. As I came to a stop at the end of the line, I dropped 

out of the zip-line handles and ran to the wall. Success! It was 

a deadly accurate hit, completely destroying the top snow cyl-

inder while the others were unharmed. Tim was unimpressed. 

Dad, on the other hand, applauded my efforts. “Great shot!” 

he admired from behind the camcorder.  

“I’m goin’ now,” Tim scowled, not to be outdone. I knew 

he couldn’t top my performance. After all, I was older! So, I 

helped him repair the wall and he headed up the tree house to 

the zip-line. 

“Dad, are you watching? Dad. Dad! Daaaad!”  

“Yeah, we’re rolling,” Dad answered. 

I was eager to see Tim’s attempt to top me, but I wasn’t 

worried one bit because I was older, so I had to be better. We 

were all ready, waiting for Tim to make his move. To my 

amazement, he showed some creativity and jumped 
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off…backwards! I remembered asking myself, “Why didn’t I 

think of that?”  

Just as he approached the wall, something went wrong. I 

couldn’t tell if his hands slipped out of the handles, or if he 

just let go too early. His feet and rear hit the ground directly 

in front of the wall, and his back hit square in the middle of 

the wall. It was a pretty good hit. He looked like he would 

take down the entire wall, and in fact, he did. He took it all 

down, and laid there sprawled out in the snow, then came his 

cry, “My butt!” 

Dad rushed over to him, but wasn’t worried. He even 

continued to film Tim while asking him, “Are you o.k., Tim?”  

“No! I hurt my butt,” he said.  

“Well, should I get Mom?” Dad asked. Mom was a Doc-

tor, so she always knew what to do in situations like these. 

“No,” he said, wiping the tears from his face. “I think I’m 

fine.”  

Tim got up very slowly and we all headed inside the 

house. That night we reviewed the tape. Tim hit with a good 

amount of force that caused him to turn black and blue on 

his rear end. Mom couldn’t believe how careless we had been, 

especially Dad. 

The game was so much fun that we rarely ended it on our 

own terms. Ultimately, our game would end when the snow 

began to melt, exhaustion set in, or someone got hurt. It 
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amazes me that we never had any serious injuries. We would 

often be banged up, but we never required medical attention. 

Mom hated that game. 
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Mischievous Girls 

By Natalie Lappert  

“Rhonda, get in the car! We have to take Renee to the 

Emergency Room,” Dad shouted to Mom from the base-

ment. My sister had hurt herself after sliding down the stairs 

on a couch cushion. Of course, my parents didn’t know she 

had used one of our new couch cushions to get to the base-

ment. 

I still remember the day we got a brand-new couch for 

the living room. It was exciting for my family to get a new 

piece of furniture because most of the things we had were 

given to us. It was the ugliest couch in the world, but at the 

time it seemed decent. It had pink-and-white, vertical stripes 

on it. There was a pull-out-bed in it and therefore, it had two 

large, removable, pink-and-white striped cushions. “Don’t 

pull out the bed without help from your Daddy or me,” Mom 

warned us. We never listened. 

My Mom worked at our school so she could be home 

with my two sisters and me when we weren’t in school. I 

think it’s ironic that she stayed home to watch us, yet she 

never seemed to actually be watching us. My Mom was often 

oblivious to the fact that my sisters and I were always getting 

into mischief. If we weren’t fighting or screaming in pain, she 

assumed we weren’t doing anything we shouldn’t be. Since 
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she trusted us, she was never in the room we were playing in, 

so we saw that as an opportunity to get into everything.  

One summer day, my sisters and I decided to pull out the 

bed of the new pink-and-white-striped couch. Without ask-

ing, we pushed the coffee table out of the way and threw the 

cushions and pillows aside. (Later, we discovered a use for 

them.) We helped each other pull out the bed. At first we 

would just lie on it and talk about new games we could play. 

Then we discovered that if all three of us sat on the very edge 

of the bed (the end closest to the couch itself), the other end 

of the bed would fly up in the air and we would slide down 

inside the couch. This was as fun as the Haunted Mansion 

ride in Disney World. 

I remember laughing so hard that I couldn’t wait to get 

back up there and do it again. “Let’s do it again!” I shouted. 

Without hesitation we all climbed out from under the couch, 

back onto the edge of the bed, and slid right back down in-

side the couch. The second time was just as awesome as the 

first, as well as the ninth and tenth times. We eventually dis-

covered that it didn’t take all three of us to make the bed fly 

into the air. You just had to get close enough to the edge of 

the bed. This only caused fighting over whose turn it was and 

we had to go back to sliding together.  

Our “slide” became an instant hit with our friends. 

Whenever they came over, we always played on the bed. In 
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time, just sliding down the bed became boring. We had to 

come up with something new to entertain ourselves. My 

friend came up with a brilliant idea, “Let’s slide down the 

stairs on the cushions!” When you’re kids you never worry 

about danger, but before sliding down the stairs we did take 

some precautions.  

We gathered every pillow, blanket, stuffed animal, and 

anything else that would make for a soft landing. We placed 

all of the items at the end of the carpeted stairs. Then the fun 

began. I was the first to try the new game, for the reason that 

I was the oldest. I sat down on the ugly couch cushion at the 

top of the stairs. Looking to the bottom, I didn’t think it 

seemed like a long drop, but I still had some queasiness in my 

stomach. My sisters gave me a push and down I went. It was 

quite a bumpy ride and the cushion didn’t stay under me the 

whole time, so I bruised my bottom on those last three or 

four steps. “That was awesome!” I reported, not mentioning 

the pain.  

“My turn, my turn!” Everyone else was ready for their 

turn. If you held on to the sides of the cushion really tight, 

you had a better chance of staying on the whole time. This 

new game clearly replaced the bed “slide.” It was a little more 

dangerous, but the risk was worth the thrill. We played this 

the rest of the summer. Well, at least until I heard my Father 

call to my Mother about the emergency room. My sister had 
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become so used to the ride that she didn’t take all of our 

“safety precautions” as seriously as she had all summer. 

On this day we were not speaking to each other. We had 

got into a fight over who got to be the pink Power Ranger. 

This is something we fought about often, but this time it re-

sulted in us not talking. I was playing upstairs in my room so 

she decided to play downstairs in the basement. Instead of 

running to the basement, she decided to ride down the stairs. 

She grabbed a couch cushion and ran for the steps. As soon 

as she took off, the cushion came out from under her and she 

tumbled down each step. Once she got to the bottom, she 

realized what happened and started screaming and crying on 

top of her lungs. She was lying down at the bottom of the 

stairs screaming for help as my Dad was walking in the door.  

That was the last time the cushions were used to slide 

down the basement stairs. It turned out she broke her collar-

bone during her tumble. We were all scared of hurting our-

selves doing the same thing, but I guess it only taught us not 

to ride down the stairs on couch cushions. Of course, we 

found something better to replace it. We learned that if we 

took out the screen on the window in my room, we could 

climb out onto the roof.  
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Horse Meat and the Mount of the Martyr 

By James Satchell 

Back in the summer of 2004—June to be exact—I took 

my first venture out beyond the confines of this puny North 

American continent, venturing across the great Atlantic 

Ocean to Mother Europa herself. You see, my sister, Michele, 

a junior at good ole Ohio University at the time, participated 

in a study abroad program in Tours, France, for Spring Quar-

ter of 2004. Thus my parents decided to use it as an excuse to 

hop across the pond and see some of Europe, and I, of 

course, would naturally be in tow.  

Immediately following the end of the quarter, her boy-

friend, Clay, flew out and they met in Paris and then contin-

ued on into Germany for a few days. Then it was our turn. 

We also flew into Paris and met the two of them. Suffering 

from jet lag, we immediately set off on a full day, and come 

nightfall, my dear sister suggested we dine at one of the many 

restaurants on Montmartre, the artsy part of town and the 

highest point in the city, atop which sits the mighty Basilique 

du Sacré-Cœur, a beautiful Romano-Byzantine basilica devoted 

to the Sacred Heart of Christ that was built after the Franco-

Prussian War. 

We hopped on the Métro and followed my sister off at the 

appropriate stop. “Just a few blocks ahead, then up a few 

stairs,” she said casually. And it was a few blocks, but she ra-
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ther missed the mark on the stair estimate. As we neared the 

small plaza from which the stairs arise, we were greeted by a 

number of African fellows trying to tie colorful string brace-

lets on our arms as we walked past. Apparently they try and 

charge you if they can manage to get one on you. Getting 

through that distraction, we saw looming before us an abso-

lutely immense staircase. Begrudgingly, we started up. “Holy 

freaking shit,” I uttered between pants, having ascended nigh 

halfway, “I’m going to die. I know I’m going to die.” 

“Boy, we need to get you into shape,” my father said to 

me annoyingly. 

 “Don’t worry, he’ll be fine. We just need to rest for a few 

minutes,” proffered my mother. “But look at Clay go! He’s 

not even remotely tired, though I sure am. I guess all those 

aerobics classes I’ve been taking haven’t paid off as much as 

I’d hoped.” 

After an arduous journey, we reached the summit, right 

next to the Sacré-Cœur, and proceeded towards the restaurant 

area. We walked along for a few minutes, peering into various 

restaurants and examining menus. “We should probably look 

for something relatively cheap,” my mother chimed in, “for 

we’ve already spent enough on this vacation as it is.” Thus it 

was upon a rather cheap restaurant, one offering a set-price 

deal—13 euros, I believe—where you have your choice of 

drink, appetizer, entrée, and dessert, that we settled. Not a 
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high-class joint, to be sure, but they served food, so it met the 

base requirement. 

French cuisine may be different from American cuisine, 

but the drink selections are anything but. That is, with one 

notable exception. While perusing the menu I noted a 

beverage enigmatically called “Orangina,” which quickly 

caught my intention. “You drink tons of orange juice, don’t 

you?” said my sister. “You’d probably like it; it tastes sorta 

like carbonated orange juice.” That was enough for me, so I 

ordered it, along with some pâté, a nice steak entrée, and 

some dessert. The Orangina turned out to be quite delectable, 

and so I reckoned it a good omen of things to come. 

My father is one of those fellows who likes to crack jokes 

about France, much to the chagrin of francophiles like my 

sister. In his heart of hearts, he may not really hate France, or 

indeed even dislike it, but his rapid-fire torrent of jokes would 

never suggest this. “I hear the French are rather taken by 

horse meat,” he quipped to a chorus of my sister’s groans. “I 

bet the steaks here are horse, if the price is any indication.” 

“I quite fancy that’s not the case,” I replied, anticipating 

my steak’s impending arrival. 

“Ew, of course not,” my sister said. “They don’t eat much 

horse meat in France. That’s stupid, and they certainly 

wouldn’t sell it in the guise of a normal steak.” 
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Then, as if drifting amidst the clouds, my steak floated 

through the room and down onto the table from the hands of 

the server. “O glorious day! O Divine Bovine!” I thought to 

myself. Being quite famished, I eagerly attacked the blessed 

meat with my fork and knife combo, but quickly noted its 

rough, coarse texture. And, recalling the earlier conversation, 

I thought, “Could it be that foul horse meat of which we ear-

lier spoke? Nay, forsooth, such could not be.” Having tempo-

rarily reassured myself, I resumed the onslaught and con-

sumed, albeit with an abnormally large amount of vigorous 

chewing, some of my steak. “It doesn’t taste too bad, though 

even the knife, let alone my teeth, seems inadequate for its 

texture,” I said. 

“Do I smell horse meat?” my father mused. 

“Oh, be quiet, and don’t tease him,” my mother said. 

“Go on and eat it; it’s not really horse meat.” 

“Aye, I suppose not,” I said. “It’s probably just steeped in 

cheap.” 

“Well, if you’d like to eat better, we could just take it out 

of your college fund,” my mother shot back. 

I then went back to my meal and did my best to eat what 

I could, which, given the beating my jaw muscles were taking, 

wasn’t much—perhaps five eighths at best. Having given it 

my best go, I remarked, “Gee, I walked up hundreds of stairs, 

nearly dying of exhaustion along the way, only to come to 
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some cheap joint in the craphole part of town and attempt to 

eat some farcical pseudo-steak, only to find its horse-meat-

like texture nigh impossible to slice via tooth or steel. My, 

what a wonderful day. What have you planned for tomorrow? 

A self-demonstration of Robespierre’s guillotines? A nice dip 

in the Seine?” 

“Oh, come on,” my sister replied, “it was a good meal, 

and the area around here is amazing. I love coming here. I 

mean, look at that view: the Sacré-Cœur to the one side, the 

lovely Tour Eiffel out a ways on the other. Now, let’s go down 

the other side of Montmartre and see the Moulin Rouge.” 

And so off we set, down the gentler slope of Montmartre, 

headed to see the exterior of the notorious Moulin Rouge, 

hopefully never to return to that wicked Montmartre again. 

As it turns out, however, we went back the next night for a 

very slightly better meal, rendering me rather displeased. 

Looking back, however, I suppose a sub-par meal or two was 

a small price to pay for a parent-paid trip to Europe. 
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The Times Worth the Memories 

By Kristen Schrader 

Several members of my family decided to take a ski trip to 

Breckinridge, Colorado. We had been on skiing trips before, 

but they had always been to small resorts in New York. Also, 

going on those trips were only Melissa (my sister), my par-

ents, and me. This one was different because it was my im-

mediate family, two other families, and my Aunt Denise from 

California. My cousin Brenna and I call her Fitness Barbie. 

She eats only healthy food, wakes up early every morning to 

go to the gym, mountain bikes, runs on the beach—I think 

you get the idea. 

I knew I would have fun with the other two families since 

we had gone on trips together before. As far as cousins go, 

there were five, including Brenna. We ranged in age from 18, 

which was my sister’s age, to about 11. I was 13 at the time. 

One of the things we usually would do on our trips was play 

hotel hide-and-seek. This is, I must say, the most fun kind of 

hide-and-seek. Players get into teams of two or three and ba-

sically run through the halls, in the elevator, and through the 

gift shops. We even tried to climb out the window onto the 

roof once. We got in trouble for that one. I was always on a 

team with Brenna. We’ve always been close, even though she 

lived in St. Louis and I lived in Cleveland for most of our 

childhoods. She always looked up to me, but I never knew 
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why. She is an outspoken, confident, pretty girl. I suppose she 

looked up to me just because I was a little older. 

As always, I was so excited when we got to the airport. I 

liked flying by this time but I remember being so afraid just a 

couple years earlier on my first flight. It was a flight to Florida 

with my grandparents. As the flight was taking off, my 

grandma held my hand from across the aisle to calm me 

down. I still remember looking down at her bright red nail 

polish on long, fake fingernails. By the time we were landing, 

I didn’t want to even get off the plane. 

We had rented a big three-story house up in the hills 

above the little town of Breckinridge. To get there, we had to 

drive up curling, snow-covered roads. Normally I wouldn’t be 

nervous but my Uncle Bob was driving, so I was scared out 

of my mind. This was a sentiment that is shared all through 

the family. It’s not like he gets in a lot of accidents—but eve-

ryone who has been on a drive with him is surprised by this 

fact. We drove up the steep driveway and finally arrived at the 

house. There was so much excitement as we ran in the door, 

ready to explore. The whole house was beautiful, with wood 

everywhere and a huge fireplace. It was like a cabin trans-

formed into a castle. My favorite part, though, was the win-

dows. The main room was a living room with a high ceiling 

and the entire wall was basically one big window. When you 
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looked out the window, you saw what seemed to be an eterni-

ty of trees, covered in snow glistening in the afternoon sun. 

Like I mentioned before, I had never been skiing out 

west. It seemed like a whole different league from any place 

that I had been before. The first day, sitting at the bottom of 

the first hill, it became too much for me. 

“No, Dad, I don’t want to go up,” I cried. 

“It’s just like the hills we have been on before—it will just 

take a little longer to get down,” my dad replied, trying his 

best to calm me down. I was two seconds away from spend-

ing my day in the lodge eating nachos and drinking hot choc-

olate when Brenna spoke up. 

“C’mon, Kristen, it’s not a big deal,” she pushed. 

Well, I was not going to get shown up by my younger 

cousin. I have an abnormally high level of pride and competi-

tiveness. So up the mountain we went. As always, my father 

was right. There was nothing particularly scary about skiing 

on these mountains. In fact, it was much better. The view of 

the town from the top of the mountain made it look like a 

child’s toy. We even saw a rainbow over the mountains. My 

dad has that on video because, predictably, the video camera 

didn’t leave his hand the whole trip. It just so happens skiing 

“action” shots are his favorite to shoot. 

Since we were skiing on mountains instead of hills, the 

ski-lift ride up to the top seemed to take an eternity. To pass 
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the time, Brenna, Aunt Denise and I made up a simple game. 

It was not necessarily exciting but it got the job done. You get 

to the top of the run by sitting in a chair that is pulled by ca-

bles that are held up by poles. At the bottom of every moun-

tain, as we waited in line for the ski lift, we each had to guess 

how many poles we would pass on the way to the top. The 

loser got pelted with a couple of snowballs once we reached 

the peak. 

Being rather young in a house way up in the mountains, 

we had to be creative to entertain ourselves at night, when it 

was too dark to ski. That is how we came up with the hot tub 

game, since the house had a hot tub on the deck. The game 

was pretty simple. One person at a time would climb out of 

the hot tub and brave the below-freezing temperatures on the 

deck surrounded by snow. Whoever stayed out the longest 

won the game. I did not last very long. I do not remember 

who won—probably one of the boys. 

By the end of the trip, we were exhausted. This meant 

that the trip home was not very pleasant. Once we were sepa-

rated from our cousins, my sister and I began to fight. 

“You're feelin’ the strength of the rump, step up, / Hear 

the funk of the jump that the thugstas feel, just be thuggin’, / 

Straight buzzin’, lovin’ your peoples ’cause we so real,” blared 

the music out of Melissa’s headphones. She was in her rap 
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phase, which I usually didn’t mind. This time, though, I was 

trying to sleep. 

“Turn that down!” 

“No way, it’s not even that loud,” she snapped back. 

“You know I’m a light sleeper,” I started, but mom quick-

ly interrupted. 

“No fighting!” 

“But, mom,” we said in unison. 

“Melissa, turn off your music and try to sleep,” said mom. 

I gave my sister the “ha-ha, she took my side” look. She 

scowled back and reluctantly turned off her CD. The baby of 

the family always wins. 

Being five years apart, my sister and I have never been 

close. We could talk to each other the way other sisters do—

we just choose not to. Obviously I love her, though. She did 

make up one of my favorite childhood games. I do not know 

if she was the one who actually made it up, but that’s what 

she always has told me. It was something we would do during 

the summer when both of our parents would go to work. 

Every day we had a simple list of chores to complete. We 

found that the easiest way to get them done was to turn it 

into a race. It jibed with my competitive nature. We would 

take little squares of paper with one chore written on each 

and place them at the place where a chore was to take place. 

The paper would have the next chore you were supposed to 
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do. It was like a scavenger hunt, I suppose. To make the 

game a little more interesting, we included more things like 

brushing our teeth and brushing our hair. Whoever got done 

with their list first won the game. Sadly, I don’t think I ever 

won. However, this is a game I am sure I will teach my chil-

dren, seeing as our chores did get done every day. 

You are probably wondering why you did not read any 

stories about actually skiing in a story about a ski trip. As I 

look back on the trip, that is not what I remember. All I can 

think of are family experiences, and really, that is all that mat-

ters. 



114 

Bullet Ants and Dancing Monkeys 

By Michael Spence  

Bright and early at seven o’clock I walked into the class-

room and took a seat ready for the meeting to begin. When 

Ms. Lovejoy, my Spanish teacher, began handing out the ten-

tative itinerary, I began picturing myself hiking through the 

rainforest and exploring ancient ruins. The trip was scheduled 

for the summer after my junior year. I had always wanted to 

go to Costa Rica, and this Spanish Club trip seemed to be the 

perfect opportunity.  

Initially, thirty students signed up for the trip, and when 

the final payment date had passed only twelve remained. The 

group consisted of ten females, another male and me, as well 

as a few teacher-chaperones. The expedition was booked 

through ACIS, a travel company with set itineraries for jour-

neys across the world. My parents fully approved of me going 

on the trip and without their financial support I would not 

have the memories I have today.  

After months of anticipation, summer was finally in sight. 

We were set to leave three days after the final day class was in 

session; however, my excitement had taken over about a week 

prior to departure, which is when I began packing. Ms. 

Lovejoy, who was the main chaperone, also loved to travel 

and she used the Spanish language as an excuse for the trip as 

Spanish is the primary spoken language of the country. 
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Lovejoy, as she preferred to be called, and I had a good rela-

tionship as I had just finished my third year of Spanish and 

planned on taking a fourth during my senior year. I was an 

excellent student in her class, and I knew the language very 

well when it came to reading and writing. Speaking, however, 

was a bit harder as I could not seem to respond fast enough 

during a conversation.  

The group met at 2 a.m. to drive up to Columbus in order 

to catch our flight into San Jose, Costa Rica, the capital of the 

Central American country. I knew I was in for an experience 

when I discovered that I was the only person aside from the 

chaperones who had been outside the U.S. from the group. 

Upon arriving in San Jose, we all lucked out as every piece of 

luggage was accounted for, and then we made our way out-

side to meet our designated tour guide. I will always remem-

ber Sergio, a middle-aged man of Hispanic descent who al-

ways appeared to have an answer for any question you could 

come up with. Needless to say, he was very knowledgeable 

and an excellent tour guide. As we loaded up the foreign-

looking Nissan van and headed toward the hotel, I realized 

that I was finally there, and began to take it all in.  

The first day was pretty relaxed as we started to unwind 

and rest for a while. There was no need to unpack as we 

would be switching hotels frequently throughout the seven-

day trip. The first hotel, a La Quinta Inn, was very accommo-
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dating and hospitable to our needs. Not a member of the 

group had been to the country before, so it was a new occur-

rence for all of us. We felt refined on the first day at the cur-

rent hotel as we basked in the sun by the pool and enjoyed a 

well-prepared meal of fresh fish, accompanied by rice and 

beans. If you have ever been to a Central or South American 

country, you will know to expect rice and beans as they are a 

daily staple in the lifestyle for those in that part of the world 

and are very common to have with every meal. We all went to 

bed early as we knew that a long day awaited us in the morn-

ing.  

When the sun shined through my window and woke up 

Casey and me, we got ready and gathered our things to hit the 

road. Casey was a year older than I was, and we were friends 

prior to the trip. Being the only two males around, we quickly 

grew to be close companions. We checked out of the hotel 

and headed to the mountain town of Savegre. It was a five-

hour trek across poorly marked roads that twisted up through 

the mountains offering dramatic scenery and breathtaking 

views along the way. Up to this point the trip was going very 

smoothly, and other than a few mishaps here and there noth-

ing eventful had really occurred. 

I was shocked at the diversity of the country as in the 

mountains it resembled more of the Pacific Northwest with 

rushing meadows and tall evergreen trees. In this quaint little 
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village was a small hotel owned by a single family separated 

into several small cottages, each with two rooms. Of all the 

places we visited, Savegre had to be my favorite for its sheer 

beauty and serene atmosphere.  

 We had some time to explore after we checked in, so 

four or five of us wandered off into the forest, which was fun 

as we crossed over streams and continued to walk for around 

thirty minutes before we decided to head back as it would be 

dinner time in an hour or so. Just as we turned around, I felt 

an intense pain along the inside of my arm and as I investi-

gated it, the pain became sharper and forced me to stop walk-

ing. Two pin-sized red dots appeared on my arm as my entire 

torso began to burn radiating from my arm. A few seconds 

later as I began to walk again I heard a yelp. 

“Ouch!” Allyson shouted. 

“What’s the matter?” I replied. “I feel the same thing and 

it hurts!” she said, holding her wrist in agony. 

No one out of the group knew what it was, but it ap-

peared to attack just the two of us. 

“We should just walk back as quick as we can to get help 

because there’s nothing you’re gonna do about it out here,” 

Casey suggested. 

We agreed and walked back as quickly as possible to get 

help. The entire walk back I tried to fight the pain, which was 

probably the most gut-wrenching throbbing sensation I had 
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ever felt. Allyson was crying and complaining the whole time 

as we made our way back through the forest. I thought to 

myself, what could it be? 

Upon arrival back at the lodge, we all went directly to 

Sergio’s room as the rest were curious as to what he would 

say. He opened the door, and we explained the story and de-

scribed our pain. 

“Bullet ants,” he calmly replied. 

“What’s that?” Allyson responded. 

“They are found only in the rainforest in this part of the 

world. The pain is very harsh, and no medicine will help it. 

The pain can last up to twenty-four hours, but it’s harmless 

for the most part,” Sergio remarked.  

“Oh great, you mean to tell me I have to deal with this 

for another day?” Allyson frantically replied. 

“Yeah, but you’ll be all right,” he said. 

As we got ready for dinner, I thought about the experi-

ence and how relieved I was that it was not serious and even-

tually the pain susbsided. Even then, I really loved the small 

town of Savegre. After horseback riding the following day 

and canoeing that afternoon, I began to appreciate what an 

experience I was actually receiving.  

The next location we set off to was that of Punta Maren-

co. A lush rainforest retreat, or at least as it appeared from 

the photographs, was the destination that most of us had an-
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ticipated the most. There were no roads to the resort, which 

is why we took a small boat off the Pacific coast and coasted 

up onto the beach. The rooms looked nice but overall it was 

very rustic, dirty, and poorly kept. No hot water, no electrici-

ty, and bugs in the sheets is not at all what I was used to. The 

owners lived in filth, which is a shame as the village hanging 

on a cliff over the ocean looked like a postcard. It was fun 

and fairly uneventful even though we swam through a river 

and took part in some unique and enjoyable activities. 

After departing from the village, we traveled up the coast 

to the city of Quepos. “Costa Verde,” meaning green coast, 

was the name of our next resort as it was much more civilized 

and luxurious. Everyone was very happy for the opportunity 

to take a hot shower and remain clean for at least a few 

hours. It seemed perfect, and for the most part it was until I 

went to bed the first night.  

I heard a loud thumping noise, which woke me up. It was 

followed by sounds of what I thought were people walking 

on the roof, which was made of tin. It put you to sleep when 

raining but easily kept you awake when anything else came in 

contact with it. After it continued for a few minutes, I be-

came annoyed and wandered outside to investigate. I walked 

outside and up the hill far enough to where I could see the 

top of the chalet and I could not believe my eyes. Monkeys! I 

saw at least three monkeys throwing nuts or some other 
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round objects at each other playing on the roof around five 

o’clock in the morning. I stared in astonishment for a few 

moments then ran to get Casey as I figured that no one 

would believe me later if I did not have a witness. He also 

was amazed at the creatures that appeared to be approximate-

ly a foot and a half tall, prancing around on our roof. That 

had to be the craziest thing I witnessed throughout the entire 

week. We then returned back to San Jose, saying goodbye to 

Costa Verde. 

The flight back home went smoothly, and I was thankful 

for the wonderful memories and experiences I had received 

from the trip. As we landed in Columbus and made our way 

back to the van, I was happy to be back home. Then I knew 

that I could sleep in my own bed that night without worrying 

about bullet-ant bites or monkeys dancing on the roof. 
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A Dog and a Diamond 

By Lance Spires 

My soon-to-be fiancé, Erin, and I had been talking about 

getting a little brother for our dog Peyton for a few months. 

After researching for a while, we decided another Labrador 

Retriever would be the way to go. They are friendly and they 

were Erin’s favorite kind of dog. We had been dating for al-

most two years and figured this would be how we could take 

our relationship to the next level. Little did she know, I had 

been planning on proposing to her and this gave me the per-

fect opportunity to pop the question. 

I can still remember the phone call; I was in Columbus 

getting my car worked on when my cell phone began to play 

“Thunderstruck.” “Is this Lance Spires?” the man on the 

other end asked. “I believe I received a call from you about a 

puppy.” I informed the man I had already made arrangements 

with another breeder in Newark to go and look at one of his 

yellow labs. “Oh, are you sure you wouldn’t be interested in 

coming down here?” he asked, “I know it’s quite a drive for 

you. Maybe we can work out a deal. I have these white lab 

pups and…” 

 “White labs!” I blurted out. “I’ll be down on Friday.” I 

had always wanted a white lab, especially a pink-nosed one, 

and he assured me that he had a pair that had both character-

istics, so I was hooked. After getting directions to his house 
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in Chillicothe, I began to conjure up the perfect way to pro-

pose to my fiancé.  

Erin and I take the phrase “dog people” to a whole new 

level—three of our first five dates consisted of taking our 

dogs either hiking or on long walks—so I knew my idea was 

perfect. The hard part, asking her dad for permission, had 

gone pretty easy, so I figured I should try to do something 

extra special with the pup since she knew that we were getting 

it. “Why don’t I take a ribbon and tie the ring around its 

neck?” I thought. “No, no, that’s way too corny. Well, what if 

I stuck the ring on his tail so when she picked him up she’d 

see it. Not with my luck. It would definitely fall off and I 

would be S.O.L.” I ended up deciding to tie a note to his 

neck, but I still wasn’t sure what I would write. 

Finally, after a week or so of not sleeping, Friday was 

here. I went about the morning of work like I always do, but I 

knew that afternoon would most definitely be different. I 

asked my boss, “Dean, you wouldn’t mind if I took off a little 

early today to go pick up my new dog, would you?” 

 “You’re getting another dog?” he asked as if he couldn’t 

believe our other 110- pound Lab wasn’t enough for Erin and 

me. 

 “Yeah,” I replied, “I’m actually going to use him to pro-

pose to Erin.” 
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 “Well, in that case, go ahead and leave whenever.” It’s 

nice working for family friends. 

There I was on the road, so excited to pick up the new 

member of our family and my accomplice for the proposal. 

We were going to name him Deuce, since he was the second 

dog, and he’s named after one of my favorite football players: 

Deuce McAllister. After two or three hours of driving, I had 

finally gotten to the breeder’s house, where I was promptly 

met out front by a Labrador Retriever that had the broad 

thick build of a Pit Bull, and a head that I could have sworn 

belonged to an alligator. Luckily, the breeder saw me and 

brought me back to the shed that all the puppies were being 

held in, since it was December, and then he let the two white 

Labs loose. They were complete opposites. The first one tried 

frantically to get back with its other siblings in the shed. The 

other pup came screaming at me to attack my shoelaces. This, 

I was sure, was my Deuce. After handling the business side of 

the transaction, I was on the road again. But this time, I had a 

five-pound white fluff ball sitting on the floor on the passen-

ger side. I was praying he wouldn’t have an accident since he 

wasn’t housebroken yet. 

I had to stop at my parents’ house on the way back to 

Logan, not only to pick up the ring and make the note that 

would do the question popping for me, but also because my 

mom would have killed me if I wouldn’t have brought Deuce 
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in for her to play with. After getting my note worded just 

right, I was T-minus 35 minutes until the big moment. I tried 

to give Deuce a pep talk. “All right, buddy,” I said, “when I 

set you down inside there’s going to be the biggest dog you 

have ever seen—don’t poop on the carpet.” Luckily my 

words inspired him not to potty on the Berber carpet that he 

would proceed to destroy in the next six months.  

We had arrived, it was “go-time,” it was now or never, it 

was every single cliché I could possibly think of to get my 

legs, which had somehow turned to jello in the last fifteen 

seconds, to step out of the car. As I stepped up on the porch, 

I could feel my palms start to sweat, dog in one hand and en-

gagement ring in the other. I opened the door and let the lit-

tle guy loose; he ran maybe a total of three steps before Erin 

scooped him up. “She still hasn’t noticed the note!” I thought 

to myself as my insides were ready to explode. Then it hap-

pened, she saw it and read the note out loud, “Hi, Mommy, 

my name is Deuce Spires. Will you have the same last name 

as me?” Then I dropped to one knee as she started repeating, 

“No way, no way!” 

 “Erin, will you marry me?” I asked. Needless to say, 

since I have been referring to her as my fiancé, I got the right 

answer. After playing with the dog for a while, we went out to 

dinner at some real fancy place in Logan. By fancy I mean it 

is one of the rare restaurants in Logan where sleeves are re-



125 

quired. I can remember thinking to myself, “This night has 

been perfect. I don’t think anything could go wrong,” I spoke 

too soon. As we were walking into the house, I could hear the 

still unhousebroken Deuce crying from his crate and as I got 

closer something didn’t smell very good. I crouched down 

and it looked as if someone had snuck into our house and 

switched our white lab with a chocolate. 



126 

A Summer at FOX 

By Dustin M. Strah 

As spring quarter of my sophomore year came to an end, 

I was getting more and more excited about my upcoming in-

ternship with FOX Sports. This was my first big step in my 

road to employment! When I was in grade school, I would 

always wish I could just go straight to employment and avoid 

high school and college. Looking back, however, I’m not sure 

many professional businesses would hire a 7th grader. My dad 

has been in the television industry for over 20 years, so I had 

a decent knowledge of the business. He’d always take me be-

hind the scenes at events to show me how things worked and 

how a program is put on the air. I was always eager to visit 

the studio and see the local “celebrity” newscasters. He’d 

been all around the country working for NBC, CBS, ABC 

and FOX as a videographer and director of news operations. 

So here I was: FOX headquarters in Cleveland. Although 

I was living at home for the summer and could commute, I 

felt some independence and importance. My first few weeks 

there were surprisingly boring. I guess I thought I’d be run-

ning equipment and bossing people around. However, I was 

merely answering phones and delivering papers around a stu-

dio. I occasionally popped my head in during some live 

broadcasts, but most of my duties were sitting and observing 

broadcasts from the control room. 
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Business picked up when I was asked if I wanted to join a 

crew at Cleveland Browns Training Camp in nearby Berea. I 

knew the work I had been doing was “stimulating,” but I 

thought I needed to get out there, so I enthusiastically said, 

“Yes!” 

A few days later, I made my way to camp. I arrived 30 

minutes late after getting lost in the maze of satellite trucks 

and semis. I encountered my first obstacle when I had to ob-

tain a press pass that got me into any area in the facility. 

When you are in a highly secured area with million-dollar ath-

letes around, it’s not good when you look like you are 13 

years old. I spent a good 10 minutes trying to convince the 

security personnel that I was, in fact, myself. After getting 

though, my next job was to find the reporter I was to work 

with the rest of camp. Taking a look around, I saw about 200 

members of the press spread across three football fields. 

Luckily, I located the reporter, Jeff, right away. Taking one 

look at Jeff and other members of the media, I knew I made a 

miscalculation in clothing choice. It was about 95 degrees and 

I was in a button-down shirt with nicely ironed khakis and 

dress shoes while everyone else was in shorts and sandals. At 

the end of the day, I wrung my shirt out and dressed appro-

priately from then on. 

I drove to Browns Camp almost everyday that summer 

working with Jeff and enjoying the atmosphere. My duties 
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were simply to carry a camera for about four hours and watch 

practice. After practice, I ate catered food in an air-

conditioned press room and watched interviews from players 

and coaches. My avid Browns fan friends were quite envious. 

I even got to go to Cleveland Browns Stadium and help with 

a live shot on the field. I was really enjoying my time there 

and was upset to see it go, until the last day. 

The day started like any other trip to camp. I walked 

around with the crew for three hours helping get shots and 

carrying equipment. After every practice, all the media would 

come on the field and interview the players. We had individu-

al interviews and larger ones in which all the media were in-

volved—these were appropriately titled “gang bangs.” Before 

the interviews, I was always in charge of getting the wireless 

microphone set up and giving it to Jeff. This time, Jeff was 

nowhere to be found. The players were coming off the field 

soon, so I quickly located the producer and asked where Jeff 

was. He said to me, “Dustin, isn’t this your last day here?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Well, you’re doing the interview today,” I laughed at his 

comment and continued my search for Jeff. 

I nervously waited five minutes with the camera sitting 

next to me without any sign of my reporter. Now I realized 

the producer went inside the media room, leaving his intern 

all alone. Just as the players were finishing their practice, the 
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producer reappeared and began to give me tips on interview-

ing players. 

“You’re serious?” I said, stunned. 

“Yes, just go up to him and ask how practice is going and 

if he feels prepared for the regular season and any other ques-

tions you want,” he said in a serious voice. I didn’t want to 

look like the timid intern, but I wasn’t prepared to interview 

the quarterback for the Cleveland Browns today on FOX. I 

nervously stood around thinking of hundreds of questions to 

ask— all stupid ones. Finally I heard someone in the media 

group say the quarterback wasn’t speaking to the press today. 

What a relief! However, I wasn’t out in the clear just yet. 

My producer came up to me and said, “Ok, you may have 

gotten off with the Charlie interview, but take the mic and get 

into the gang bang with Braylon Edwards.” All I really had to 

do was hold the microphone in his face and didn’t even have 

to ask any questions. I’d seen it done a hundred times by my 

father. I wormed my way into the pack and proudly held the 

FOX mic, making sure to get into NBC and ABC’s shots. 

About a quarter through the interview, my arm was getting 

tired and I noticed I was resting my arm on another reporter’s 

shoulder. I quickly whipped my arm up, colliding into every-

one else’s microphones. The clank of all the mics banging 

together caused every reporter and cameraman to stare at 

me—Braylon even stopped talking. I whispered, “Sorry,” and 
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went back to holding the mic and soon found myself resting 

my arm on the same reporter. This time I gingerly removed it 

and tried to hold it steady. 

Finally the interview was over. As I pulled the mic back, 

that same reporter whom I used as an armrest turned around 

and said, “Mr. Strah, was my back a good support for you?” 

Embarrassed, I turned around and it happened to be one of 

my father’s former co-workers at NBC, whom I knew and 

was acquaintances with during camp. 

Our mic is just too damn heavy!” I joked. We laughed 

about the situation as I went into the media room to wrap up 

my internship. 

Looking back, I didn’t know what I was expecting com-

ing into my first internship. Actually, neither did FOX. When 

I was first interviewed for the internship, they told me they 

weren’t sure what I was going to be doing. Though all the 

boring times and embarrassing moments, it was a great expe-

rience. I got to meet some interesting people along the way 

who opened me up to the business as I came away with 

knowledge and understanding. Next time, I’ll remember not 

to use any reporters’ shoulders for support. 
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The All-Girls Experience 

By Caroline Sundman 

When I was young and imagined my life as a student in 

middle and high school, I had always imagined pep rallies, 

going to the football games cheering on my classmates, pass-

ing notes to guys in class, and flirting with my latest crush in 

between classes while passing in the hallway. That all changed 

in the fall of 1997. 

My father attended an all-boys private school from fifth 

grade through his senior year in high school. My mother grew 

up in a community where the schools were well known as 

some of the best public schools in the state with a great edu-

cation, and her college was all-girls. Their educational back-

grounds led to my life as a student at an all-girls private 

school from sixth through twelfth grade.  

My parents were always very adamant about me not at-

tending our local public school because their mascot was a 

rebel holding a confederate flag, so it was only fitting that 

about two minutes down the street from my house was The 

Andrews School for Girls. I remember my mother’s unsuc-

cessful phone call to the Director of the School Board to po-

litely show her disgust for their disgraceful taste in their 

choice of a mascot and their ignorance for not changing it, so 

I was aware that I would be attending private school.  
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Andrews is a small school of just around 200 students in 

seven grades as well as an international boarding and day 

school. They pride themselves in “educating women to suc-

ceed as self-reliant women” as well as promoting their eques-

trian program, which is known throughout the world. I came 

to terms with the decision that I would be attending this 

school because I really had no other options and eventually 

thought that it would be rather enjoyable. Being an only child 

had quite an impact on my somewhat shy and reserved per-

sonality throughout grade school so I figured that this would 

be helpful in calming my nerves.  

On the first day of school my sixth-grade year, dressed in 

my uniform and excited to be a part of the first sixth-grade 

class in the history of the school, I immediately, and unknow-

ingly, caused trouble. We were on a block schedule, leaving us 

with an hour and a half to eat lunch, and plenty of time af-

terwards to wreck havoc on the auditorium. After we ate 

lunch my class of just thirteen students decided to play a 

game of “tag in the dark,” just two stairs up and beside the 

dining room. We did not realize that among the loud voices 

in the dining room they would be able to hear us playing tag. 

We got together with a couple of the seventh graders and 

picked our teams. The rules were simple: you could hide an-

ywhere in the auditorium, but not on the stage, and when you 

decided that it was safe, you were allowed to run to the stage 
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in the “free zone,” where you could not be tagged. The game 

started as a simple, innocent game of tag, but then people 

started to use team tactics to win the game.  

“Hey, Caroline!” loudly whispered my classmate Monica. 

“What?” I whispered back. 

“Want to hide behind the entrance and when Cristel 

walks by we will scream and run to the stage?” 

“Ooh, yes, that is a great idea,” I replied, excited for our 

new twist in the game. 

We proceeded to hide in the back of the auditorium just 

in between the back wall and the divider before the seats. 

There were three sections of seats, so we hid in the corner of 

the auditorium behind the first one. When Cristel walked by 

us and turned to walk back down the right aisle, we screamed 

like banshees and made a beeline to the stage. Cristel 

screamed at the top of her lungs and chased after us, only to 

be unsuccessful in catching us. Our classmates caught on and 

the next thing you know, the auditorium was intermittently 

filled with twenty screaming middle school students. About 

twenty minutes into our game, Silke, the Director of Student 

Affairs, startled us when she turned the lights on and 

screamed, “What in the world do you think you are doing? 

Get to the stage, all of you!”  

Oh boy, were we in trouble. Silke had us line up on the 

stage and in about ten seconds the Dean of the School en-
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tered to take all of our names assigning us to detention for 

that afternoon during our next block of time. It was only my 

first day of school and I was already going to be in detention, 

I thought to myself. Fortunately, I wasn’t afraid because our 

entire class was in this together. I was just feeling guilty and 

as though I had let people down. The Dean personally made 

phone calls to all of our parents while we sat, scattered 

throughout the gym getting lectured by our middle school 

English and Physical Education teachers at what an embar-

rassment we had turned into on just our first day of school, 

and how disappointed everyone was with us. As we sat in si-

lence we all began to feel guilty and embarrassed because we 

knew that the older students were going to look down on us 

even more.  

Starting in the winter of seventh-grade, I consistently 

begged my parents to let me transfer schools. I didn’t mind 

the private school atmosphere, but the petty attitudes of the 

girls in my school were really getting to me and I had enough 

of the all-girls atmosphere. My father’s all-boys school be-

came a co-ed school shortly after he had graduated, so I 

thought that this would be convincing in allowing me to 

transfer to his alma mater. However, little did I know that his 

reputation at that school was far from superior; he was 

known as the troublemaker. My parents weren’t having it. 

They still believed that the all-girls atmosphere in the class-
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room would be beneficial to my education. So, on I went for 

six more years.  

In the sixth-grade, you aren’t sanctioned to compete on 

the sports teams, but they will allow you to practice with the 

team in order to prepare you for the following years. I was a 

member of the junior field hockey and lacrosse teams and I 

had earned my title as Team Captain of the lacrosse team in 

the spring of my seventh-grade year. However, our sports 

teams were not so much known for their talent, but rather for 

their multiculturalism. 

On a sunny afternoon in the spring, after lacrosse prac-

tice, I decided to go to the home softball game because we 

were playing my cousin’s school and I wanted to cheer her 

on. Sitting at the game socializing with my family, I realized 

that quite a commotion was going on and glanced up at the 

game. My cousin’s school was up to bat and someone had 

just hit a ball into the outfield. Everyone in the stands was 

chanting, “Run, run!” while in the meantime two of our out-

fielders had collided trying to catch the ball and bumped their 

heads. Beachwood scored a home run on a simple hit that 

could have easily been an out, and the two Korean girls who 

collided were busily making sure that their heads were okay, 

while the ball sat on the grass in between them. Some people 

got a good laugh at this, but not everyone—mainly not the 

rest of the softball team. This was exactly the frustration that 
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some of us had to deal with being a part of a multicultural 

team. Some of the girls would come from overseas and look 

at sports equipment as though they were foreign objects 

(which of course they were to them) and have no idea how to 

use them. With the language barrier and not entirely under-

standing the rules of the game, they would quite often run the 

wrong way on the field or score a point for the other team. 

Some girls would also get carded during games for screaming 

obscenities at our opponents in another language.  

In May of my eighth-grade year our entire middle school 

and the middle school faculty, about 80 people, flew to Bal-

timore, Maryland for our yearly middle school trip. We met at 

the school at six on Monday morning and took buses to the 

airport. Shortly after arriving to the airport, it wasn’t long be-

fore we lost track of a few students, and from that time on I 

knew that this was going to be an interesting trip. As we were 

preparing for takeoff, the stewardesses serenaded our school 

as they welcomed us to Southwest Airlines and we all sat 

there embarrassed, but laughing hysterically.  

On our first afternoon adventuring through Baltimore, 

we had some free time to walk along the Harbor, shopping 

and joining in on the festivities on the Boardwalk. It was din-

ner time and close to when we had to be at our meeting spot 

to check in with our teachers. As we were sitting along the 

Boardwalk, I noticed that a police officer was walking by and 
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a bird had just pooped on the top of his hat. I tapped my 

friend on the shoulder and exclaimed, “Lizzie! Look at that 

police officer—a bird just pooped on his head,” while quietly 

laughing under my breath at his unfortunate fate. Almost 

simultaneously I felt a light tap on the top of my head. I in-

stantly became nervous and lightly touched my hair, only to 

scream at the top of my lungs in annoyance as I realized that 

a bird had just done the same to me as one did just seconds 

before to the police officer. I guess that’s karma.  

It wasn’t long before we were grown up and freshmen in 

the high school. This was the beginning of our maturity of 

soon becoming adults. That spring we were forced to face 

reality when one of our classmates suddenly passed away after 

having a seizure. About eighty students took buses to attend 

her funeral service and give sympathy to her family. It was a 

time when our school became one, and there was no division 

among the classes.  

By now, most of us had formed friendships that were an 

everlasting bond. Each year new students would arrive from 

foreign countries. Some just studied a year abroad and we 

were likely to never see them again, while others stayed there 

until graduation. We were also introduced to our brother 

school that was about thirty minutes east of our school. We 

often had events to socialize us with our “brothers” such as 

school dances, community service projects, and field days. 
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One of the most memorable events was our annual Interna-

tional Day that we decided to invite them to. International 

Day was when students got together to cook food from their 

home country and then following lunch there would be per-

formances of traditional dances and skits from different cul-

tures. That year my two best friends and I caught on that if 

we were to cook for the event, we would get out of having to 

attend class that day. We cooked macaroni and cheese and 

made Tollhouse chocolate chip cookies—quite the American 

kids’ meal.  

In September of our sophomore year, an event occurred 

that will never be forgotten. It was the morning of September 

11, 2001 and we were just about to start second period. Our 

class anxiously waited for our teacher to arrive, but he was 

late. This was very uncommon because Mr. Menzie was al-

ways on time. In fact, he was always early. We all continued 

socializing, while wondering what could be the delay. Sudden-

ly, the librarian ran into the room from next door and told all 

of us to sit on the floor in the library; there was something 

that we needed to see. She turned on the television just in 

time for us to see the second plane crash into the towers of 

the World Trade Center. Georgia, one of my classmates, im-

mediately burst into tears and ran to get her cell phone from 

the student center as her uncle had been scheduled to be fly-
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ing out of New York City that day. Fortunately, his plane had 

been cancelled and he was safe. 

The rest of us watched in astonishment and fear at what 

was occurring. As the news feed progressed, we learned of 

the events going on at other airports and a few scares that hit 

close to home. I panicked and began to cry in fear because I 

was worried about my father and uncle who were flying from 

Detroit to Cleveland that morning and no one was sure at 

how widespread this tragedy was or when it was going to end. 

By now two other planes had crashed in Washington D.C. 

and Pennsylvania. I proceeded to call my father’s cell phone, 

but all I kept getting was “all circuits are busy.” It was nearly 

impossible to reach anyone by phone that day because people 

were scrambling to get in touch with their loved ones. I esti-

mate that I called his phone about thirty times in twenty 

minutes before I was able to get in touch with him. He had 

rented a car with some of his business partners and they were 

on their way home. I was relieved, but still uneasy.  

The school heard word that one of our schoolmates was 

scheduled to be on one of the planes that crashed into the 

World Trade Center. She had been in England for a few days 

and was scheduled to take the morning flight home. By some 

change of fate, her plane from England to the states was de-

layed and she missed her connection out of New York, which 

was one of the planes that crashed into the towers.  
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My mother came and picked me up from school about an 

hour later and we then drove to my cousin’s house just out-

side of Cleveland to be with family and wait for my father 

and my uncle to arrive from Detroit soon after. We watched 

the television so intently and non-stop for the next few days 

just waiting for new information. School was cancelled the 

next day, and it was in the days following that we would leave 

school in the afternoon blaring “Proud to be an American” 

from our cars.  

Just two days after September 11th, the middle school art 

teacher had already come up with a “Cleveland Supports” t-

shirt design and had borrowed money from the school to 

print hundreds of t-shirts that we would sell to raise money 

for the New York City Firefighters’ Relief Fund. All of the 

proceeds from the t-shirts went straight to the Red Cross, 

which then distributed it to the families. Little did we know 

of the demand for these t-shirts. News had spread and we 

had people calling in from across the country purchasing t-

shirts. Local businesses were selling them in their stores, we 

were on the radio and evening news stations, and a short 

documentary was later made of our accomplishments. Classes 

alternated their schedules to work different shifts throughout 

the day selling shirts and taking orders. We sold over 35,000 

t-shirts and raised over $250,000. The President of the Amer-
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ican Red Cross came to our school to present us with a certif-

icate and a flag for raising the most money ever by a school.  

In the fall of my junior year, my class got together with 

the current senior class and decided to start the first annual 

junior-senior Powderpuff football game in conjunction with 

Homecoming. We practiced for about a month with our Eng-

lish teacher, Mr. Fallon, who coached us to victory. The sen-

iors held a grudge until graduation for that win. The following 

year we also won and became two-time champions.  

Time flew by and the next thing we knew it was election 

time for class student council. My best friend Lizzie and I 

came up with a plan that she would run for school President 

and I would run for class President. This way, we would be 

able to work together to create fun, new events and in our 

minds we knew that we would be ‘running the school.’ We 

both won the elections and worked diligently all summer 

planning for the following school year. It was our senior year 

and we wanted it to be memorable.  

Planning Prom that year was a cinch because Lizzie and I 

had served on our class Student Council since the sixth grade 

and we had over $7,000 in our class bank account. My home 

yacht club allowed us to use the dining room for free and 

having interned at an interior design firm, I had plenty of 

knowledge on how to decorate on a budget. Prom was abso-

lutely beautiful that year, and quite a success. We used the 
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$5,000 we had left at the end of the school year to remodel 

the library as our gift to the school and we spent some more 

on an extravagant Senior Skip Day. Soon after we were al-

ready graduating and would be adventuring into college. I 

gave my speech at graduation and by the last sentence I 

choked over my tears and reality hit me. It was likely that I 

would never see half of my class ever again. My classmates, 

being from three different states and four different countries, 

were likely to move on and never to return for reunions or 

spontaneous gatherings. My all-girls experience had come to 

an end and the friendships that I had made would soon be 

replaced by friendships with my college classmates.  
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The Youth in Asia 

By Maggie Wendell 

I had already been awake for a half an hour before my 

alarm clock went off at 6:30 a.m. The alarm was on my cell 

phone, and for some reason, instead of just turning it off be-

forehand, I had been holding it in my hand in a state of nerv-

ous anticipation so I could quickly hit the button before wak-

ing up my new roommate. It was the first day of my college 

career, and I wasn’t about to make the stranger I was sharing 

a bunk bed with despise her over-anxious roommate already. 

I clumsily hobbled down the end of the bed in an attempt to 

be as quiet as possible, but ultimately missed the last rung of 

the ladder and came crashing down on the brand new leop-

ard-print shag rug that she had so graciously added to the 

room before I moved in. By the time I made it to my desk, it 

was 6:34 a.m.—I had less than an hour and a half before my 

first class as an Ohio University student.  

As I waited for my coffee to brew, I checked my schedule 

online and reviewed the building directory and map on the 

student webpage to make sure I knew exactly when and 

where I was going. After two bowls of cereal and a healthy 

dose of People.com, I finally slipped on my spongy flip-flops, 

grabbed my stylish stainless steel shower caddy, and headed 

down the hall for the showers. To my absolute horror, I 
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wasn’t the only early bird on my floor and all the showers 

were taken but the smallest one in the corner! Of course I 

was too restless to wait the two minutes for a normal one, so 

I spent an endless ten minutes slammed up against the tile 

wall while shampoo poured into my eyes—there was no way 

I was closing them even for a second for fear that the moldy 

shower curtain would creep up and make contact with my 

skin.  

After getting ready and checking my schedule and campus 

map two more times, I finally walked out my door wearing 

my cool new outfit I had picked out the night before. Okay, 

maybe it was more like five nights before, but either way, my 

short-sleeved Abercrombie and Fitch polo and distressed 

jeans coupled perfectly with my Old Navy flip-flops in a way 

that definitely asserted my being a cool college student who 

OBVIOUSLY wasn’t trying too hard to look good on the 

first day of school.  

The first class of my college career was Communications 

103, a public-speaking course required for my major. I arrived 

a respectable seven minutes early, took a seat in the third row, 

and quickly realized that most of the people in the room were 

sitting in silence and constantly yawning. I immediately decid-

ed to hide how awake I was by slumping far back in my chair 

and “carelessly” tapping my pencil on the desk as I stared at 

my feet—I fit in perfectly with the 8 o’clock class crowd. Af-
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ter a couple minutes, a small elderly man hurriedly walked 

through the door and stood at the podium before us. 

“Good morning, wonderful public speaking students!” he 

practically shouted in his high, nasal voice. “It’s the first day 

of the new quarter, which means that you will all be giving 

your first speeches today!” 

We all looked around with dumbfounded expressions on 

our faces, wondering if we had heard our professor, Mr. Wil-

son (not his real name), correctly. Did he just say we were giving a 

speech TODAY? I thought. A tidal wave of hands flew into the 

air, with numerous outbursts: “Uh, excuse me?” “WHAT?” 

“Huh?” and “Dude, are you serious?” During this brief 30 

seconds of apparent panic, Mr. Wilson stood at the podium 

with a look of sadistic pleasure on his face. 

“You all signed up for a public-speaking class, didn’t 

you?” he asked. “Let’s get right to it then!” He proceeded to 

explain to us that his way of taking roll on the first day of 

class was to call us up to the front of the class, where we 

would walk to the front of the room, stand at the podium, 

and introduce ourselves. After this, we were given a random 

topic that we had to speak about for a minute and a half – 

and yes, we HAD to talk the entire time. It was the classic 

impromptu speech—the surefire downfall of any student (like 

myself) who lives for planned schedules and ample prepara-

tion time.  
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A collective groan thundered across the room as we were 

all suddenly not so tired and groggy anymore. When Mr. Wil-

son announced that we’d be going from the bottom of the 

alphabet to the top, I had serious thoughts of wanting to in-

flict physical pain on this terrible man, who, it seemed at that 

time, had truly just ascended from Hades before entering this 

classroom. My last name starts with ‘W,’ which meant that 

only two people went before me. I sat at my desk, nervously 

cracking my sweaty knuckles and gnawing on the inside of my 

bottom lip. How am I going to do this? I’m going to make a fool of 

myself! I know I’m just going to freeze up. This is so cruel, I thought. 

My heart sank when the guy before me finished his speech. 

For the past minute and a half, I had completely tuned out his 

quiet, shaky voice as he discussed his thoughts on high school 

hazing.  

“Let’s see here, Margaret Wendell?” said Mr. Wilson, 

whose annoyingly calm voice I had already managed to des-

pise made me want to throw something at him. 

I slowly walked to the front of the room, trying my best 

to hide how nervous I was. After a brief introduction of my-

self, it was time for me to receive my topic. I clenched my 

fists behind the podium and prayed for something easy—

something I had a chance of filling an entire minute and a 

half talking about. I stared at Mr. Wilson like I imagine a per-
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son on trial for second-degree murder would stare at the 

judge when being read the jury’s decision.  

“Okay, Margaret. Your speech topic is euthanasia. You 

have a minute and 30 seconds, and your time starts now.” 

As I heard the quiet beep of Mr. Wilson’s stop watch, I 

felt my stomach do some sort of advanced gymnastics move 

that it had never done before. I didn’t have time to panic – 

the clock had already started! So many thoughts were buzzing 

around in my head, but I couldn’t control them enough to 

make any sense of them. Finally, I was forced to succumb to 

the tried-and-true method that, while not desirable in assert-

ing that I was a bright student with the ability to organize and 

present a coherent set of thoughts, would at least guarantee 

that I fill my time: verbal diarrhea. I just began talking, hoping 

that at some point I’d talk myself into a point that would get 

me on track. 

“Um, when I think about the youth in Asia, the first thing 

that comes to mind is how different they are from the youth 

here in America,” I began. “I would say that the biggest dif-

ference between Asian children and American children is the 

level of discipline in the school systems, and just what the 

adults expect of them in general. The youth in Asia seem to be 

more well mannered and respectful than the youth in Ameri-

ca.” It all felt like an out-of-body experience—I listened to 

the words coming out of my mouth while never being able to 
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recall ever telling my brain to say them. I went on to tell a 

story of a made-up friend I had in grade school who was 

from Asia and how he was so quiet and polite compared to 

other obnoxious and unruly boys in my class. Finally, after 

what seemed to be an eternity, the soft beep of the stopwatch 

sounded again. 

“Okay then,” Mr. Wilson said shortly, the corners of his 

mouth beginning to curl. 

For the first time in a minute and a half, I became aware 

of my surroundings. I had been concentrating so hard at the 

white wall at the other end of the room during my speech 

that I didn’t even take a second to realize that everyone in the 

room was smiling at me; in fact, quite a few were clearly hold-

ing back laughter. I racked my brain for reasons why my 

speech could possibly be considered humorous. As I stood 

there wondering if I said a bad word, or if my fly was undone, 

Mr. Wilson cleared his throat and sat up a little straighter in 

his chair. 

“Thank you, Margaret. I must say, your take on the Asian 

children of the world was quite interesting, and I think we 

would all agree that you did a great job delivering your 

speech. I think it’s right to point out, however, that you may 

have been a little confused about the topic I gave you. I actu-

ally meant for you to talk about euthanasia,” he said, speaking 

like he was addressing a first-grader. “Euthanasia is actually 
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one word. You might be more familiar with the term ‘mercy 

killing’?” 

My heart literally skipped a beat. I felt a surge of extreme 

embarrassment coupled with acute nausea as I came to the 

realization of what I had done.  

“Oh, um, yeah, I know what euthanasia is,” I said as I felt 

my whole body go numb. Finally, the whole class burst out in 

laughter. “No, really! I swear I do. I do.” 

After a little more babbling and apologizing, I was even-

tually able to join the class and laugh at myself. While I was 

beyond mortified, I couldn’t help but think how ridiculous I 

must have sounded. Mr. Wilson thanked me for providing 

the comic relief, and assured me that the next time he issued 

that topic he’d be more careful in his pronunciation. I shook 

my head and looked at my feet, still bearing the now dying 

laughter of the class. The walk of shame back to my desk was 

particularly painful. I tried to hide how humiliated I was by 

acting like I didn’t care and that I was even somewhat pleased 

with myself for making everyone laugh. In reality, all I could 

think about was not just how all these people were laughing, 

but that they also all thought I was a complete ditz. The rest 

of the class time I just sat slouched back in my chair, count-

ing the milliseconds until ten o’clock. Finally, after another 

hour of speeches, everyone had successfully made the journey 
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through hell and back. I grabbed my book bag and was the 

first person out the door.  

The entire walk back to the dorms consisted of me trying 

to figure out exactly how many times I said the words “youth 

in Asia” in my speech. A stint of nausea hit me every time I 

replayed that endless minute and half of my life over in my 

head. My friend called my cell phone as I was unlocking the 

door to my room, and I hit the silent key, knowing that I 

didn’t have time to talk to her quite yet. As soon I walked in, 

I marched straight over to my computer. After a few swift 

clicks of the mouse, and a couple pecks of the keyboard, my 

computer landed on the screen I had been thinking about 

ever since I made it back to my desk after the speech: ARE 

YOU SURE YOU WANT TO DROP CLASS # 03087 

COMS 103? Without even a second of hesitation, I hit the 

YES button, and called my friend back. 
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Lemonade and Barbies 

By Liz Wilkin  

Many kids move and change schools throughout the 

course of their childhood, but not me. I was a “lifer.” (I 

stayed at the same school from kindergarten to senior year.) 

Classmates and close friends came and went through the 

years, but not Jenny. Jenny was my best friend from first 

grade to senior year of high school; though she was one year 

shy of being a “lifer” like me, we were inseparable from the 

moment we met. From roller-skating parties to late-night 

sleepovers, we were never bored. Through the years we de-

vised different ways to have fun depending upon whose 

house we were at for the day. 

At Jenny’s house, no siblings were around to annoy us 

because she was an only child. No one would bother us when 

we were dressing up in her mother’s clothes or painting our 

fingernails crazy, bright colors. It was always just Jenny and 

me playing by ourselves with her large collection of Polly 

Pockets and Beanie Babies. On the weekends, her parents 

would take us to exciting places like the zoo, the movies, and 

on long bike rides. The entertainment was non-stop, and I 

loved it. However, spending the day at my house had its 

perks, too. 

I had two younger siblings at my house. They were often 

annoying, but were convenient when we needed students to 



152 

play school with or when we wanted to play a board game 

that required four players or more. Jenny loved my brother 

and sister and treated them like the siblings she never had. My 

brother and sister loved Jenny, too, and treated her like an-

other big sister.  

Each of our houses had something different to offer, but 

our favorite pastime, which we could do at either house, was 

playing with our idol, Barbie. Jenny and I would spend hours 

dressing Malibu Barbie for the beach, Holiday Barbie for the 

party, and Bridal Barbie for her wedding day. Needless to say, 

we were busy getting our Barbies ready for their big events. 

After awhile, Jenny and I began to get bored with our Barbie 

collection and decided we needed to make some purchases 

that would add variety to our Barbies’ wardrobe. Unfortu-

nately, we made this decision at a time when Christmas and 

birthdays were already passed and our piggy banks held noth-

ing but a few nickels and dimes. The only logical idea was to 

ask our parents for the items we wanted, in hopes that they 

too would agree our Barbies needed a makeover.  

“Mom, I love you. That shirt looks really good on you,” I 

said charismatically while smiling. I was laying my charm on 

pretty thick. 

“Thank you. I wear it all the time, but you are so sweet to 

notice. Are you and Jenny having fun today?” my mom asked 

as she unloaded the dishwasher.  
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“Yeah, kind of, but we were thinking we could clean the 

bathroom or vacuum the living room for you today,” I said as 

my mom nearly dropped the stack of plates she was holding 

and began to laugh. 

“Okay, what do you want?” she asked. I had her complete 

attention now as she looked at me with a puzzled expression. 

Jenny and I explained to my mom that we were willing to 

do chores in return for Barbie paraphernalia. We had a good 

plan which might have won my mom over, but I forgot we 

had a cleaning lady who came twice a week and completed all 

the tasks that we were going to do. My mom suggested we 

have a lemonade stand instead during the annual garage sale 

in our neighborhood. This idea was perfect. 

Jenny and I spent the last few weeks of school, before 

summer vacation, preparing for our lemonade stand. We had 

to get all the major details worked out such as what table and 

chairs we were using, what color poster board for our sign, 

and of course whether to use pink or yellow lemonade. After 

all of these decisions were made, we waited for summer to 

arrive. 

The morning of the garage sale, Jenny and I were so ex-

cited. We set our stand up at 7:30 a.m. and waited patiently 

for our first customers to arrive. By late morning our sales 

were soaring, and by early afternoon we ran out of lemonade 

mix and had to call it a day with a whopping $30 profit. 
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Whether the money was made from our parents buying twen-

ty Dixie-size cups of lemonade or from our outstanding mar-

keting skills, I will never know. 

I do know that once the day was over, Jenny and I were 

begging our parents to take us to Larson’s Toy Store so we 

could make a few purchases. Our purchases included Barbie’s 

entire summer line of clothing, a stylish new set of wheels, 

and of course a new shirt for Ken, Barbie’s famous significant 

other. Jenny’s and my lemonade stand became an annual 

event. Over the years we created a Barbie utopia, complete 

with six cars, two dollhouses, Barbie schoolhouse, doctor’s 

office, and grocery store, which was complete with everything 

from toilet paper to bananas.  

As we grew older, our idol changed from Barbie to Brit-

ney Spears to our mothers. We stopped having our annual 

lemonade stand and eventually stopped playing with our 

dolls. Our years of fantasy figures and make-believe have 

ended, but Jenny and I have a lot of memories and an even 

more substantial number of Barbie dolls to pass down even-

tually to our own daughters. 
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Football Fever 

By Danielle Wilkinson 

Some of the best times in my life were spent with my dad. 

My dad, Tom Arthur, is a thin man of average size with a 

calming smile that appeared only during football games. 

Dad’s motto was work hard and play hard. This is exactly 

what he did. My dad was a military man, and until I was three, 

he spent nine months out of the year overseas. When he was 

home, all of his time was spent with my brother and me. Dad 

always spent a little extra time with me. I was daddy’s “little 

grit.” 

Dad took a particular interest in developing my love for 

football. We went to football games, listened to football 

games, and spent several hours watching football games. Our 

pre-game ritual consisted of going outside and playing tag 

football with the rest of my family, which included my older 

brother and my mom. My mom and I would then proceed 

into the kitchen to put together our favorite game-time 

snacks. The kitchen was small and square but always smelled 

like fresh bread. Mom spent a lot of her time in the kitchen, 

and on game day we were in the kitchen together. Mom 

would make the sandwiches, and I would put the potato 

chips in the huge-stone bowl that we only used for football 

games. We would then make brownies, and mom always let 

me ice them. The icing would usually match the colors of the 
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teams that we were watching. Half of the brownies would be 

iced with the color of one team, and the other half would be 

iced with the color of the other team. 

Following the snack preparation, dad and I would decide 

which team we wanted to bet against. Dad would usually let 

me choose first. Of course, with age came knowledge, and I 

would always choose the team that had better odds. We al-

ways had a friendly wager on the game being played, and as 

soon as the teams were chosen, the quarters would be placed 

directly in the center of the coffee table. 

“I am gonna win,” dad would say as the game started.  

“In your dreams,” I replied excitedly. 

Dad and I would usually make jabs at each other 

throughout the game. The occasional yell at the referee al-

ways brought a smile to our faces too. We always knew that 

the ref was favoring the other team. We made sure that we 

stated that continuously throughout the game too. 

“Come on, ref, roughing the passer,” dad would yell. 

 “It was a fair tackle,” I would reply laughing as the score 

jumped in my favor. “Who’s gonna lose?” I asked as I point-

ed to the TV. 

Of course there were times when I would lose, but by the 

end of the season we were usually even up in regards to our 

winnings. (At least we were even until the Super Bowl.) The 

Super Bowl game was our big betting game. Our bets jumped 
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from a quarter to a dollar. Yes, the Super Bowl game was 

special to the Arthur family. The pre-game tag football was 

longer, and the delicious football game snacks were bigger 

and more creative. The sandwiches turned into subs shaped 

like footballs, and the brownies became a two-layered cake 

decorated just like the brownies of which the first piece went 

to the person who was winning at half time. 

At the end of the game, the winnings were tallied, and the 

winner’s dance began. Ah yes, the winner’s dance began. The 

winner would spin and dance around our dark green couch 

chanting, “I won. I won. You lost. You lost.” This traditional 

dance always made everyone laugh. 

When the season was over, we were left with nothing but 

waiting for the next season to start. We talked about football, 

read books about football, and dreamed about football. We 

were preparing ourselves for the next season. My dad was 

relentless and determined the next season would be his win-

ning season. 

When I turned twenty, I got married and moved into my 

own house. My husband had football fever, too. We spent 

many weekends during the upcoming season visiting my par-

ents and watching football games together. We eventually 

quit playing our pre-game family football. The men cheated 

way too often. The traditional snacks and bets were still on, 

though. My husband switched sides often. Sometimes he 
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chose my team, and sometimes he chose dad’s team. That 

didn’t change the competitiveness between dad and me. 

My husband wound up changing careers a few years back, 

and it pulled us away from what I called home. Our last game 

to be seen as a family was between the Patriots and the Pan-

thers. Of course, dad said, “You choose which team you 

want.”  

“I’ll take the Panthers,” I chimed. I had just watched a 

documentary on the Panthers and fell in love with their social 

convictions at the time. According to the documentary, the 

Panthers worked together helping several charities through-

out the year. They also were known for supporting their 

teammates.  

“Are you sure?” dad said. 

“Yes,” I said with confidence. The next day I spent all af-

ternoon at mom and dad’s making food. Of course, the cake 

was the most important. We decided to make two cakes. 

Each would have its own team color. It just gave me more 

time to spend with mom before we moved.  

The game started, and the excitement began. My dad was 

ready to win, and so was I. “Personal foul,” dad yelled. 

“What do you mean—roughing the kicker? Come on, ref, 

open your eyes,” I shouted. 

“That’s right, fifteen-yard penalty,” dad choked out as he 

laughed. 
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“Whatever, I’m still gonna win,” I muttered. 

My dad and I went on and on until half time. Before I 

knew it, it was half time, and I was losing. He ate the first 

piece of cake, and we snacked until the game started again. 

The Panthers ended up losing, but my dad didn’t do the win-

ner’s dance. Somehow, knowing the next day I was moving 

took the joy out of winning. 

After we moved, the games were celebrated over the 

phone. The fun didn’t stop. The tradition just changed. My 

dad would call me one game, and I would call him for the 

next game. We also transitioned from NFL to college foot-

ball. My dad clung to Notre Dame, the school he graduated 

from. I chose Ohio State, mainly because my husband and 

oldest son love OSU.  

I now have three kids who all love football. My boys, Ty-

ler and Brandon, play football for their school, the Alexander 

Spartans, and my parents drive an hour and a half every 

weekend to watch them play. On game day we celebrate our 

win or loss with a cookout and of course, a two-layered cake. 

Only now the cake has Alexander colors. We still call each 

other when football games are on TV, but my dad rags on the 

kids now about who will win instead of me. As for me, I rag 

the kids as well. I have found now that my greatest joy isn’t 

about watching the college football game. It’s seeing the pride 

on my dad’s face when hears the announcer says, “Tyler Wil-
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kinson, ball carrier for the Spartans, brought down by a host 

of Lancers, picking up the first down for the Spartans,” or 

“that was a five-yard loss for the Lancers as number 13 was 

brought down by the Spartans’ own number 68, Brandon 

Wilkinson.” 
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Appendix A: Some Books by David Bruce 

Retellings of a Classic Work of Literature 

Dante’s Inferno: A Retelling in Prose  

Dante’s Purgatory: A Retelling in Prose  

Dante’s Paradise: A Retelling in Prose  

Dante’s Divine Comedy: A Retelling in Prose  

From the Iliad to the Odyssey: A Retelling in Prose of 
Quintus of Smyrna’s Posthomerica 

Homer’s Iliad: A Retelling in Prose  

Homer’s Odyssey: A Retelling in Prose  

Jason and the Argonauts: A Retelling in Prose of Apolloni-
us of Rhodes’ Argonautica 

Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 1 Henry IV, aka Henry IV, Part 1: A 
Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s As You Like It: A Retelling in 
Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Comedy of Errors: A Retelling 
in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Henry V: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Macbeth: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Merchant of Venice: A Retell-
ing in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream: A 
Retelling in Prose  
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William Shakespeare’s Much Ado About Nothing: A Re-
telling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Othello: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet: A Retelling in 
Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Taming of the Shrew: A Retell-
ing in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Tempest: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night: A Retelling in Prose  

Children’s Biography 

Nadia Comaneci: Perfect Ten 

Personal Finance 

How to Manage Your Money: A Guide for the Non-Rich 

Anecdote Collections 

250 Anecdotes About Opera 

250 Anecdotes About Religion 

250 Anecdotes About Religion: Volume 2 

250 Music Anecdotes 

Be a Work of Art: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

The Coolest People in Art: 250 Anecdotes 

The Coolest People in the Arts: 250 Anecdotes 

The Coolest People in Books: 250 Anecdotes 

The Coolest People in Comedy: 250 Anecdotes 

Create, Then Take a Break: 250 Anecdotes 



163 

Don’t Fear the Reaper: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Art: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Books: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Books, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Books, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Comedy: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Dance: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 4: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 5: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 6: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Movies: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Music: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Music, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Music, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Neighborhoods: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Relationships: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Sports: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Sports, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Television and Radio: 250 Anec-
dotes 
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The Funniest People in Theater: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People Who Live Life: 250 Anecdotes  

The Funniest People Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 Anec-
dotes  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds, Volume 1: 250 
Anecdotes 

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds, Volume 2: 250 
Anecdotes 

Maximum Cool: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Movies: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History: 250 
Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, Vol-
ume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, Vol-
ume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Religion: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Sports: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People Who Live Life: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 
Anecdotes 

Reality is Fabulous: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

Resist Psychic Death: 250 Anecdotes 

Seize the Day: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

Free Discussion Guide Series 

Dante’s Inferno: A Discussion Guide  
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Dante’s Paradise: A Discussion Guide 

Dante’s Purgatory: A Discussion Guide 

Forrest Carter’s The Education of Little Tree: A Discus-
sion Guide 

Homer’s Iliad: A Discussion Guide 

Homer’s Odyssey: A Discussion Guide 

Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice: A Discussion Guide 

Jerry Spinelli’s Maniac Magee: A Discussion Guide 

Jerry Spinelli’s Stargirl: A Discussion Guide 

Jonathan Swift’s “A Modest Proposal”: A Discussion 
Guide 

Lloyd Alexander’s The Black Cauldron: A Discussion 
Guide 

Lloyd Alexander’s The Book of Three: A Discussion Guide 

Mark Twain’s Adventures of Huckleberry Finn: A Discus-
sion Guide 

Mark Twain’s The Adventures of Tom Sawyer: A Discus-
sion Guide 

Mark Twain’s A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s 
Court: A Discussion Guide 

Mark Twain’s The Prince and the Pauper: A Discussion 
Guide 

Nancy Garden’s Annie on My Mind: A Discussion Guide 

Nicholas Sparks’ A Walk to Remember: A Discussion 
Guide 

Virgil’s Aeneid: A Discussion Guide 
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Virgil’s “The Fall of Troy”: A Discussion Guide 

Voltaire’s Candide: A Discussion Guide 

William Shakespeare’s 1 Henry IV: A Discussion Guide 

William Shakespeare’s Macbeth: A Discussion Guide 

William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream: A 
Discussion Guide 

William Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet: A Discussion 
Guide 

William Sleator’s Oddballs: A Discussion Guide 
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Appendix B: About the Editor 

It was a dark and stormy night. Suddenly a cry rang out, 
and on a hot summer night in 1954, Josephine, wife of Carl 
Bruce, gave birth to a boy — me. Unfortunately, this young 
married couple allowed Reuben Saturday, Josephine’s 
brother, to name their first-born. Reuben, aka “The Joker,” 
decided that Bruce was a nice name, so he decided to name 
me Bruce Bruce. I have gone by my middle name — David 
— ever since. 

Being named Bruce David Bruce hasn’t been all bad. Bank 
tellers remember me very quickly, so I don’t often have to 
show an ID. It can be fun in charades, also. When I was a 
counselor as a teenager at Camp Echoing Hills in Warsaw, 
Ohio, a fellow counselor gave the signs for “sounds like” 
and “two words,” then she pointed to a bruise on her leg 
twice. Bruise Bruise? Oh yeah, Bruce Bruce is the answer! 

Uncle Reuben, by the way, gave me a haircut when I was in 
kindergarten. He cut my hair short and shaved a small bald 
spot on the back of my head. My mother wouldn’t let me 
go to school until the bald spot grew out again. 

Of all my brothers and sisters (six in all), I am the only 
transplant to Athens, Ohio. I was born in Newark, Ohio, 
and have lived all around Southeastern Ohio. However, I 
moved to Athens to go to Ohio University and have never 
left.  

At Ohio U, I never could make up my mind whether to ma-
jor in English or Philosophy, so I got a bachelor’s degree 
with a double major in both areas, then I added a master’s 
degree in English and a master’s degree in Philosophy.  

Currently, and for a long time to come, I publish a weekly 
humorous column titled “Wise Up!” for The Athens News, 
and I am a retired Ohio University English instructor. 


