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A Major Fork in the Road 

By Kris Bader  

My mom taught young children for thirty-five years. 

With a resume like that, she knows how to understand and 

interpret children pretty well. While I was never in her 

class, I fit into this category as well. I am her only biologi-

cal child, after all.  

“You’ve always been pretty slow when it comes to 

adapting to new things, Kris. I’ve told you this plenty of 

times,” she argued over the phone. “Are you sure you want 

to do this? Just think about everything that is offered to you 

that you haven’t discovered yet. Don’t jump to a conclusion 

so quickly is all I’m telling you.”  

I had heard this pep talk before—way too many times, 

to be totally honest. I was trudging along through the thick 

snow on South Green after a long day in my art class, and 

she was trying to convince me to stay in at Ohio University, 

but I had already made up my mind. That night. I was fin-

ishing my application to The Ohio State University. I had 

dreamed of attending OSU ever since I watched Maurice 

Clarett run the pigskin into the end zone to set up the go-

ahead score in the 2002 National Championship game.  

“Mom, I don’t care about what you’re saying,” I 

snapped back. “Steve already told his other roommates that 
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he wants to save the extra spot in the house for me. He’s 

faxing me the lease tomorrow night.” 

“And what if you don’t get accepted like last year? The 

lease will already be signed, so what’s your plan for that?” 

she asked. 

“We’ll think about that when the time comes, but I real-

ly think this time will be different. Beder said that transfer 

students need only a 2.5 GPA to get accepted, and we both 

know that mine is way above that!” I reassured her. 

She finally accepted the fact that I wanted to leave OU, 

and hung up the phone a few minutes later. She was right, 

though; I just didn’t know that yet. That night, I finished 

my application and sent it to Columbus the next day. My 

two friends, Steve and Beder, had been at Ohio State for a 

little over three months at that point, and they had been 

hyping it up so much. I had already visited them numerous 

times, as I never had anything fun to do in Athens. The 

roars of the rowdy crowd at the Horseshoe gave me chills. I 

dreamed of the day when I could shout the words “O-H,” 

and have “I-O” sung back to me by a chorus of obnoxious-

ly drunk football fans everywhere that I walked.  

“What is so good about OU, anyways?” I asked myself, 

while looking in the bathroom mirror of my silent dorm.  
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Winter Quarter was already halfway done, and mid-

terms were breathing down my neck. At that point, I could 

count my new friends on one hand. All that talk about your 

floor mates being friendly, leaving their doors open, and 

staying up until the late hours of the night was total bull-

shit. Even my roommate was starting to get on my nerves a 

little bit. Oh wait, I meant to say roommates, as his girl-

friend had basically moved into our room full-time.    

“Did you send it out today?” Derrick asked, as I was 

walking out of the bathroom.  

“All done, my dude,” I exclaimed, while giving him a 

high five, “Hopefully I’ll be seeing you around next year!” 

Derrick was my next-door neighbor, and he had the 

same problems. His roommate was his good friend from 

back home, but while Derrick was either studying or work-

ing out,  

Jimmy would spend his days lounging around the dorm 

room with a lighter in one hand and a bowl full of marijua-

na in the other. Derrick and I both agreed that Atkinson 

Hall wasn’t cutting it for us, and that we both dreamed of 

better things at OSU.  

“Dude, I know,” he said. “Last night Jimmy came back 

from Skippers and pissed all over his closet door and 
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passed out in his computer chair. Only four more weeks of 

hell!” 

Derrick was a smart kid. He had applied to OSU when 

Fall Quarter was just commencing, and had heard back 

over our incredibly long winter break. Life was going to 

suck in the spring when I couldn’t walk next door and bash 

on Athens with him anymore.  

“Columbus is going to be so much better than this hick 

town,” he laughed. “I want to start packing right now so I 

can finish my finals and hit the road.” 

He did have a point. Athens was a pretty lame town. 

First-year students at OU can’t get parking permits. I was 

limited as far as my travels went, unless I got lucky and had 

a chance to road trip to see all of my high school friends in 

Columbus. My parents would always scold me when I went 

there for visits, saying that I never gave Athens a chance. 

But what did it matter? The only reason they liked OU was 

because of its beautiful gardens and those brick streets that 

turned into slip-and-slides every time it would rain. I was 

always a city boy at heart. No country town could ever take 

the spot in my heart that was reserved for those big cities 

like Cleveland or Columbus.  

Winter Quarter seemed to pass by as fast as Usain Bolt 

runs his 100-meter sprints. Soon enough, Derrick was leav-
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ing for Ohio State and my floor was quiet once again. A 

few weeks into Spring Quarter, I got my acceptance letter 

from OSU. Mom and Dad were proud of me, but I was 

catching a lot of grief from people. While my high-school 

friends were all excited for me to join them at school next 

year, my new friends in Athens kept telling me it was going 

to be the worst decision I would ever make.  

“Do you know how dirty Columbus is?” yelled Laura. 

“The only reason you are going there is because you’re 

too afraid to make new friends and all you want is to be 

with your old friends,” my roommate added.  

I played it off like I didn’t care what they were saying 

to me. I had made my decision and I was going to Ohio 

State. I had just bought my season tickets for the upcoming 

Buckeyes football season when I got a letter from the ad-

ministrators informing me of my future classes. In no way 

did they sound as fun and exciting as what had been given 

to me at Ohio University.  

“I know that you don’t want to admit it, but deep down 

you know that you’re having fun here,” whispered Clare 

during our art critique during finals week.  

This decision was slowly beginning to kill me. It was 

the only thing that I could think about. Do you know that 

feeling that you get throughout your entire body when you 
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know that something terribly wrong is happening? I began 

taking daily walks on the bike path, just watching every-

thing that Athens really had to offer me. Was I actually be-

coming a small-town person? Spring, my favorite season, 

was in full bloom. I compared the bus-filled, filthy city that 

Ohio State is to the sheer oasis that Athens becomes in the 

springtime.  

Here I was again, looking myself in the mirror in that 

quiet bathroom.  

“What the hell am I doing?” I asked. 

Scott, my roommate, was right. No matter how many 

times I defended my decision to transfer, I had made so 

many new friends over the last three months of the school 

year.  

The only reason I wanted to go to Ohio State was to 

have the comfort of being with my friends from high 

school. 

“That can’t be the only reason…,” I reassured myself. 

And it wasn’t the only reason. The main thing that first 

attracted me to the university was the football team. Win-

ning a national championship sure looks good on a col-

lege’s resume, right? 

I realized that I was transferring to this university for all 

of the wrong reasons. If OU provided anything for me, it 
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was the fact that living on my own had let me grow up and 

mature a little bit more. I was making the wrong decision. 

If I ever wanted to grow up and expand my horizons, Ohio 

University was the institution providing me that very op-

portunity, and I was about to walk away from it.  

“Yoooo, dude!” my dad shouted, his normal way of an-

swering my phone calls.  

“We need to talk, dad,” I said quietly, “Can you get 

mom on the other phone, please?” 

Once she picked up the other receiver, I began to tell 

them everything that I had been pondering for the past 

week. 

“Ohio State isn’t right for me. I want to stay down here, 

with my friends,” I told them. That line was followed with 

nothing but silence, and I grew nervous very quickly. 

My dad finally cleared his voice, “What took you so 

long?”  

I was ecstatic. I knew that this was going to turn out 

well. I was the only person from home to attend school 

here, and it helped me grow out of my comfort zone. As my 

mom has told me many times, I’ve always been pretty slow 

when it comes to adapting to new things. But once I grow 

accustomed to those new changes in my life, they always 

benefit me.  
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To this day, I wonder what life would be like had I not 

had the courage to turn down my dream school. It had been 

my dream school for so many years, never would I have 

thought that I would have found such happiness in this 

small, beautiful town sitting near the foothills of the Appa-

lachians. It really says something about me that I was able 

to take my concrete opinion of a place that I thought to be 

inferior, and alter it to become my new breathtaking home. 

When it came to making such a difficult decision, I was 

hoping that I made the right choice. A year and a half later, 

I am confident that I did.  
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Angel in History 

By Austin Beyke 

History has never been my strongest subject. Therefore, 

when I had to take a history class as a requirement sopho-

more year, I was very disappointed. It was the first day of 

sophomore year, and my first class of the year was a boring 

Civil War history class. I don’t mind school so much, but I 

knew sitting through ten weeks of history would be a giant 

pain in my ass. I walked into class early as I always do, and 

of course the entire front row was empty. I sat smack down 

in the middle of the front row because I am easily distract-

ed sitting in stadium seating. The class filled up slowly, and 

the last few stragglers walked in as the clock hit 10 after. 

This is when I saw what I never expected to see. 

She walked in, and I couldn’t help but stare. My mouth 

dropped. I was drawn to her beauty. Something about this 

girl just glowed. Her presence seemed to take the air out of 

the room, and I was simply breathless. Her flowing blonde 

hair and almond eyes were exotic, yet very comforting and 

intriguing. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She sat two 

seats away from me in the front row. I couldn’t believe this. 

Pretty girls don’t sit in the front row, let alone near me. 

Needless to say, I had no idea what the professor said that 
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first day because the only thing I could think of was this 

beautiful girl. 

A week went by, and she sat two seats away from me 

everyday. I became more and more intrigued as the days 

went on. Then one day she sat right next to me. I felt very 

nervous, sweaty, and shocked that out of all the empty seats 

in the front row she would sit next to me. I knew I had to 

say something. I could not find the right words to say. I had 

no idea what to say. I didn’t know anything about her, yet if 

I didn’t say anything, I would look like a creep who just 

stares at her. After about 10 minutes, I thought of some-

thing to say to start up a conversation. I said, “So, uh, it 

sure is hot out there, isn’t it?” She replied, “Yes, it is.” 

When I asked for her name, she said, “Brianna.” Then I 

told her mine, and we began to talk about where she was 

from, what high school she went to, and what sports she 

played. 

Now we were speaking, and everyday I began to learn 

more and more about her. How she graduated with over a 

4.0 in high school, how she was in ten clubs, and how she 

played a few different sports. First of all, I had never met 

someone this beautiful before, and secondly she was smart. 

I couldn’t believe the discovery I had stumbled upon: smart 

and pretty. Every spare minute I had outside of that class I 
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wished I were back in that class talking to her, not learning 

about General E. Lee, and Custer’s boring last stand. I am 

the kind of person who when I see something that I want, I 

will bust my ass to get it. What I wanted was to be with her. 

Every day I was talking to her and getting to know her little 

by little, she made my heart smile. This was a feeling that I 

hadn’t ever felt before, not this way—she was different. 

I knew that she deserved to be with the best, and I knew 

I was the person to give that to her, for her to be happy, and 

for me to be happy. All of this was going on in my head, 

and we had not even hung out outside of class before. I de-

cided to ask her to play tennis with me to get know her bet-

ter. I play tennis for OU, so I figured I’d show off a little 

and maybe intrigue her some. We played tennis one day 

after class, and talked about music, her parents, food, and 

the basics in getting to know someone.  

A few days later, I had a very sad day. I got news that 

my grandfather had passed away. I decided to attend the 

funeral in Piqua, Ohio, and asked Brianna if she could take 

notes for me. She said she would and that I could pick them 

up at her dorm when I got back into town. A few days later 

when I arrived back in Athens, I called her up and asked if I 

could stop by and grab the notes. She said, “Sure, I’ll see 

you in ten minutes out front.” So, I walked over there ex-
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pecting to say, “Hi, nice to see you,” grab the notes then 

leave. But, she invited me inside. We walked into Adams 

Hall, which was the biggest dorm I had ever seen at OU, 

and to my surprise, the room was pink and black and white 

zebra print everywhere. Her bed, her couch, her floor, eve-

rything in the room was pink and black and white. After I 

got over her room scheme, we began to talk, and before I 

knew it 5 hours had passed. I loved just learning about her, 

and getting to know her—it felt so right that I just couldn’t 

stop myself. A few nights later she asked if I wanted to join 

the movie night that she and her roommate were having. Of 

course, I said yes and went. When I got there, her room-

mate had to leave for some reason or another. Brianna 

picked out some movies to watch, and we sat on the futon 

and watched them one after another, starting with My Girl 

and ending with A Walk To Remember. These were girl 

movies, so I was not interested in them as much as I was in 

just being with Brianna and listening to her. After we 

watched A Walk To Remember, Brianna pulled out two 

notepads and asked, “Do you want to make a list of 100 

things you want to do before you die, just like they did in 

the movie?” I said yes, and we both began writing our lists, 

laughing sometimes, and then reading them back to each 

other. Then we ordered Delivery Dough, which took two 
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hours to come, finally getting there at 5:30 in the morning. 

We stayed up that entire night just talking, and laughing. 

Then we spent another night doing the same thing at my 

dorm, staying up laughing and telling stories.  

As I was growing up, my mom taught me how to treat a 

woman, the importance of being romantic, and listening. 

With that knowledge, and a copy of Brianna’s list of 100 

things to do before she died, I made it my goal to surprise 

her by helping her to cross off as many things from her list 

as I possibly could in Athens. 

One thing on her list was to stomp grapes and make 

wine from them. I didn’t know anything about making 

wine, and I wasn’t 21 yet, but I compromised. I bought $90 

worth of purple grapes from Kroger, which was about 30-

40 pounds of them. Every one in there looked at me like I 

was crazy with all those grapes, but I knew it would make 

Brianna happy, so I didn’t care. I bought a huge 60-gallon 

plastic bucket, and that was all I needed. I spent about 4 

hours picking each individual grape off of its stem, making 

sure that nothing could prick her feet. Then I called Brianna 

and asked her to come over for a surprise and showed her 

all the grapes. She laughed in disbelief. I took as many pho-

tographs as I could of her never-ending smile while squash-

ing those grapes. Just seeing her dream come true was 
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worth any amount of money and time to do for her, even 

though we did not actually make any wine. 

It became a weekly kind of game surprising her, either 

with something from her list or something I knew she 

would just love. The next surprise I had for her was doing a 

painting together, and not just any painting—a painting 

without using our hands. I called her over and asked her to 

wear old clothes that could get ruined. She laughed, and 

came over about 20 minutes later to my dorm room, which 

I covered in plastic from floor to ceiling with a blank can-

vas and 30 bottles of paint. I told her, “We can paint what-

ever you want, but we can not use our hands. Look, I’ll 

show you.” I put red paint on my nose and made a marking 

on the canvas. She followed by putting blue paint on her 

elbow and drawing a fish. Before long, we were covered in 

paint. Our ears, toes, hair, and every place you could see 

had some color of paint on it. The canvas was completed, 

and was a real work of art. 

The next surprise was one of my personal favorites. I 

asked to borrow her car to fill her tires that were low and 

change the oil on it. I did that stuff. Then, I went to 

Walmart, Kroger, and the Dollar Store, buying up all the 

candy I could find. I don’t know how much I spent, but I 

filled her trunk with Pixi Sticks and Lollipops, her 
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backseats with bags and bags of M&Ms and Skittles, and 

her front passenger seat with Ring Pops and Fun Dip. Then 

I bought a white Lily flower to put on her windshield for 

her surprise. I called her and told her the car was done, and 

when she saw all the candy her face lit up like she had just 

gotten $50 worth of coins at Chucky Cheese when she was 

a kid. I was falling in love with her, and that priceless one-

of-a-kind smile. 

Everyday before her class, I would meet her at her 

dorm to walk her to her classes, just to spend 10 minutes 

with her. She made me so happy that I felt like a middle-

school boy falling in love for the first time. I couldn’t get 

enough of her. 

After seven months of surprises, crossing things off of 

her list, and walking her to her classes, I thought it was 

time to make a move: our first kiss. This kiss wasn’t just 

any under-the-bleachers-I-dare-you-to kiss—this was going 

to be a dream kiss that we never would forget. I planned for 

a few days the perfect time, and the perfect place to do it. I 

waited until the full moon on a clear night, because I knew 

this would be perfect ambience lighting for this perfect 

kiss. I made a play list on my iPod of all of her favorite 

songs and ones that we both liked and that reminded us of 

each other. I picked up four bottles of Hershey’s Liquid 
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Chocolate. Then, I met her at her dorm and told her it was 

another surprise and walked her down to the bank of the 

Hocking River. I told her we had to cover ourselves with 

the liquid chocolate (looking back, I don’t really know 

why). She said, “I can’t put anything in my hair, I’m get-

ting it cut tomorrow, and it can’t get wet for 24 hours be-

fore.” I said it would be worth getting it wet for. She put 

the chocolate on. I walked her into the river about knee 

deep, put one ear bud in her ear and one in mine, and 

turned on “our” song on the iPod. Then we slow danced for 

the next 30 minutes. It was magic. The light from the full 

moon was softly reflecting off the ripples. The wind 

wrapped around us like warm blankets. I was in heaven. I 

knew this was the perfect time for the first kiss. I pulled out 

a Hershey’s Kiss, while in the middle of the river covered 

in chocolate, and I asked her “Would you like a kiss?” I 

went in for the kiss, and when I was almost to her lips, I 

heard, “Austin James! What are you doing?” I was 

shocked. It was the first time I’ve ever been rejected. I 

didn’t know what to think or say. I said, “It felt like a good 

time. I don’t know.” I felt like I was in a weird place all 

night, not knowing where I stood with Brianna, my best 

friend, after these seven months. I didn’t get much sleep 

that night because I was confused about the rejection. Was 
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it not the right time? Was she just not expecting it? Did she 

not want it? I had no idea.  

The next night, putting the rejection behind me, I asked 

if she wanted to just drive around and talk. She agreed. We 

drove past the Ridges, and found a place overlooking the 

OU campus. This was one of my favorite places to just re-

flect and get away from the world. I took her there, and we 

sat and talked for a while, and then the most incredible fire-

fly display took place. It was as if God had placed a million 

candles around us, just glowing and dancing the night 

away. She just looked at me, and I just stared back into her 

eyes and soul for a few minutes. Suddenly she said, “Fuck 

it,” and gave me a kiss. This kiss changed my life. After I 

had been worrying all night before about the rejection, this 

kiss was unplanned, under the magic of the fireflies. I knew 

our souls belonged together—this kiss proved it.  

After that night, we hung out every day, and spent eve-

ry moment with each other—we did everything together. 

We visited Chicago, Las Vegas, and North Carolina, and 

we crossed off more things from our lists. We went on a 

carriage ride with white horses through downtown Chicago, 

kissed on top of a skyscraper at night, and went skydiving. 

Our lists were getting shorter and shorter. 
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It’s been three years now since that day in history, 

where I learned that there was an angel in my history class. 

An angel for me, to make me happy and enjoy life. And, 

for me to make her happy. Walking around the apartment 

that we both live in now, I am reminded of that, when I see 

the photos of the day we smashed grapes with our toes, the 

painting hanging on the wall that we painted with no hands, 

the Hershey’s Kisses we both kept from that night dancing 

in the river, and now, our little white puppy that we bought 

together last year, growing up each day. She still makes me 

feel like a million fireflies are dancing around us when we 

kiss.  
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An Unpredictable Family 

By Colleen Carman 
The Carman family’s photo albums portray my family 

as a group of wild hillbilly nudists who may even take 

pleasure in hurting each other. Old pictures can be found of 

my sister sleeping while using the toilet, me prowling my 

yard in just my underwear, my sister covering my face with 

toothpaste when I was a baby, and a documented account 

of an argument between my neighbors and me. My person-

al favorite can be found in the black photo album, the pic-

ture bent up and not even securely fastened to the pages. In 

the picture, my sister’s face is soaked with tears, her eyes 

begging the photographer, my mother, to please help her. 

She looks so pitiful and helpless. Next to her, I am sitting 

with a wad of my sister’s hair in my hand, grinning like I 

just won the best prankster award. I look so mischievous. 

Compared to what my sister did to me, my offense was mi-

nor. I had to withstand years of trauma from my sister’s 

heartless tricks. My mom just happened to catch my evil-

ness on camera. 

No one remembers the countless times my sister would 

repeatedly sing the “Lord’s Prayer” in a sharp vibrato 

voice, holding onto notes for what seemed like centuries 

before we were allowed to eat. My mashed potatoes would 
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tempt me as my sister would call out, 

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAMEN!” 

Greedily I would shove my spoon into my mashed pota-

toes, but before I could taste the heavenliness, my sister 

would continue with another round. “Our Father, Who Art 

in Heaven...” I had no idea how my mother and father 

could sit so patiently, watching her as if she were perform-

ing at the Met.  

My family could postpone their meals for my sister, but 

they wouldn’t even forgive me for witty and potentially 

rude wordplay. One day I was feeling particularly honest, 

and ventured out to call my mom stupid after she told me to 

clean my room. I had managed to get out, “Mom, you’re so 

stup...” when I looked at my father. He was glaring at me as 

if I were about to drop an atomic bomb. His side of the 

family is notorious for their frightening dirty looks. I was 

the recipient of a particularly nasty one. Knowing I would 

probably get a butt beating unless I could say something 

clever, I decided to say something clever. Quickly, I turned 

back to my mom to avoid his stare and finished, “...endous! 

You’re stupendous, Mom!” I gave them a wink and a huge 

grin that apparently was contagious. My mom and dad 

could laugh at this instance, but three days later when I 

called my dad a street-rat, they were less forgiving. I had 
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been watching a lot of Aladdin and ran around calling eve-

rything from my cat to my bed a street-rat. My cat purred, 

but my dad told me I better straighten up.  

I may have been sarcastic with my parents even when I 

was young, but I was a good kid. One day my perfect sister 

and my neighbor got locked out of my neighbor’s house. 

They were planning to smash the window and crawl inside. 

As the younger sister, I found it my duty to tattle. My mom 

was proud of my honesty, and decided to take me shopping. 

It was getting late when I went into the dressing room with 

a heap of clothes. All of the clothes I had tried on were 

strewn across the room. I had saved a beautiful red sun-

dress to try on last. Unfortunately, I chose the wrong size 

and I literally had to wiggle my way into the dress. I was in 

the middle of begging my mom to buy me the dress (I 

wasn’t incredibly logical at that age) when the loudspeaker 

came on announcing closing time. Even though I had an-

other ten minutes, I began to frantically pull off the dress. 

My worst fear became reality — it wouldn’t go over my 

head. Naturally, I became nervous and started running 

around the dressing room with the dress pulled over my 

head and with my body and underwear exposed. This, of 

course, sent my mother and sister into a fit of giggles. I 

started to feel helpless and began to jump up and down, try-
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ing to pull off the dress. Since I couldn’t see, I ended up 

tripping on a silky dress lying on the floor. Rolling around 

on the floor, still trying to get the dress off of me, I began 

to sob. Did I get pity? No. My mom and my sister tried to 

help me pull the dress off, but they weren’t much help as 

they were dancing with laughter. Eventually, my mom and 

sister regained composure and shimmied the fabric over my 

head. I quickly got dressed and ran out of the dressing 

room. I realized people were still in the line; the store 

hadn’t closed, so I turned to my mom and asked, “Mom-

my... can I please have that dress?” 

Mom ended up buying me the dress in a larger size. I 

can be found wearing it in a picture with my sister, both of 

us posing as if we were praying. The dress may have been 

purchased with chaos, but my innocence was still apparent 

when I wore it. One event didn’t taint the dress or make it 

evil. For every embarrassing moment, there is a beautiful 

dress. For every wild, naked-kid picture, there is a picture 

that shows the love in my family. My sister sang the 

“Lord’s Prayer” to show her love for God. My father gave 

me a dirty look because I was being rude to his wife. My 

mom and my sister laughed at me in the dressing room be-

cause they wanted to create good memories for me. Memo-

ries that I can put in an essay.   
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A “Lesson” from Mom 

By Samantha Caulfield  

This may sound a little childish, but a couple of weeks 

ago when Athens was under a tornado warning, all I want-

ed was my mom. Then I remembered that my mom has 

never really helped me overcome my tragic fear of torna-

dos. Before I tell this story, you must know one crucial 

thing. Ever since I was young, I have had a severe fear of 

tornados as well as thunderstorms. Natural disasters really 

scare me because they are unpreventable. I am not sure 

when or where this fear of mine came about, but I have not 

grown out of it. To intensify my fear, we do not have a 

basement so if there were ever a real emergency the only 

truly safe place is our next-door neighbors’ house, which 

belongs to the Stelzers. Being the loving parent she is, my 

mother decided when I was about eight to attempt to get me 

over my fear. This is the story of how she actually made 

things worse.  

My mom is great. She is funny, talented, and creative. 

However, she is just as big of a wimp about tornados as I 

am; she just tries a lot harder to cover it up. The day that 

she tried to get me to overcome my fear, we were in her 

room and the walls had just been painted. Therefore, all of 

the blinds and curtains were off of her windows, and the 
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windows took up about half, if not all, of the wall space. 

The windows had to stay open because of the fresh paint 

job. Of course, to my dismay, one of the biggest storms 

Vandalia, Ohio has ever seen hit that day. All I wanted to 

do was cry and go hide in the Stelzers’ basement. My mom 

would not let that happen.  

As I began to head for the Stelzers’ basement for cover, 

my mom intercepted me.  

“No, Samantha!” my mom shouted. “I will get you over 

your fear. Now, sit down on the edge of my bed!” 

She led me into her bedroom, and I was hit with the 

overwhelming smell of fresh paint. This did not help the 

headache that had already begun to develop when I saw the 

tornado warning on T.V. and began my survival plan. 

Shaken and distressed about what to do, I slowly sat with 

my mother. I tried to reason with her once more. “Mom, I 

really just want to go next door to the Stelzers’ basement, 

okay?” 

She wasn’t having it. 

“Samantha, I said no! I will make fun of the storm to 

get you over your fear. Now watch, I am going to blow out 

the window as if I were the wind.” She pointed out to the 

trees in our backyard. “I will try to make that tree smack 

into that tree and so on, just as if the wind really were to hit 
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them all, but nothing will happen. You will see. Everything 

will be fine!” 

Being so young, I immediately was convinced this was 

a terrible idea. The trees were lined up so perfectly in our 

backyard, and the wind could easily make a domino-effect 

happen. I made an effort to stop her though it was simply 

her strategy to try and make me laugh at my fear.  

“Mom, no! Stop it! This is not funny!” I cried out over 

the screaming winds.  

She sucked in one huge breath, and blew as hard as she 

could out the window. That was when the unthinkable hap-

pened. 

The biggest gust of wind yet came through the exposed 

windows, blowing our hair back, and I could not believe 

my eyes as the tree on the far right smacked into the tree 

next to it. Like dominos, the wind knocked one tree into 

another until a big one slammed into the last tree closest to 

our other neighbors’ shed. We both watched in awe as the 

top of the last tree was chopped off. That moment in time 

seemed to go in slow motion as half of the tree did a flip in 

the air directly above our neighbor’s shed. We cringed as 

the trunk landed on their shed, putting a huge hole in the 

top.  

That was where my mom’s game ended. 
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She leapt off the bed and grabbed the top of the win-

dow, trying to pull it down as the rain began to pour. The 

wind prevented every effort she was making to shut the 

windows, which made us both panic even more.  

“TORNADO! Gary! There’s a tornado! Help me now!”  

After about thirty seconds of watching her struggle and 

yell out for my dad in alarm, it did not take me long to real-

ize I needed to get out of that room as fast as humanly pos-

sible. I scurried quickly to our downstairs bathroom, flying 

at hyper-speed past my dad, who went to help my mother 

and calm her down. 

As it turned out, that was the worst part of the storm. A 

tornado did not touch down on Vandalia that day. Howev-

er, in my mind, the image of the trees doing exactly as my 

mom predicted and the tree crushing the top of my neigh-

bors’ shed was enough for me to be permanently scarred 

for the rest of my life. To this day that display is still re-

played in my mind when a storm hits. We look back and 

laugh at this moment, but I will always remember it as the 

time I discovered my mom is just as afraid of tornados as I 

am. 
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Michelle’s Most Memorable, Magical Moment 

By Michelle Esterle 

Beep! Beep! Beep! I rolled over in my bed and 

slammed my hand down onto my alarm clock to shut up the 

shrilling beeping sound coming from it. Today was one of 

those days where I wanted to smash my alarm clock as 

many times as possible with a sledge hammer until it final-

ly was obliterated into a thousand tiny pieces. Regardless of 

the true despite and hatred I had for my alarm clock, I de-

cided that today was not going to be the day I was going to 

fulfill my fantasy of destroying my alarm clock. Unfortu-

nately, it was Monday morning, and I knew that I had to get 

out of my nice, warm, and cozy bed. I was not happy about 

it. It was already 6:50am and I had to get a quick shower, 

get dressed, and be at my first-period class by 7:30am. It 

was the fall of my senior year at Copley High School, and I 

was just beginning to enjoy being one of the head honchos 

at the school. After three years of looking up to the seniors 

and admiring their seniority rights, it was finally my turn to 

be respected as the eldest of the school.  

Even though I hated waking up early, especially on 

Monday mornings, I did love going to my high school. It 

was not that I loved the homework, tests, quizzes, and busy 

work; it was seeing my friends that I enjoyed. My favorite 
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part about school was taking part in the different activities 

offered throughout the year. In particular, my favorite time 

of the school year was the fall because I felt that this was 

the season with the best activities and events. The fall 

months were cross country season, and cross country was 

something I was most utterly passionate about and loved 

wholeheartedly. Also, I especially loved going to the Friday 

night football games and hanging out with all my closest 

friends as we showed our school spirit through face paint, 

decorated t-shirts, and blow horns.  

One of the most important events in the fall was the 

homecoming football game and the homecoming dance. I 

could not wait for the homecoming events because I loved 

getting all dressed up, going to a nice dinner, and having a 

fun, wild time dancing with all my friends on the dance 

floor. It just so happened that the homecoming dance and 

football game were only a week away. I was planning on 

going to the dance with one of my close guy friends, 

Randy, from the cross country team. Randy and I were go-

ing with a big group of our cross country friends and 

teammates. There were absolutely no romantic feelings be-

tween Randy and me, but I was just looking forward to go-

ing to the senior homecoming dance with all my close 

friends.  
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I ended up getting ready in a mad hustle on that Mon-

day morning, and I was able to make it to school on time 

(barely). The day started out as a typical Monday, and there 

was nothing unusual about the day. My first few classes 

were over before I knew it, and lunch time came around. I 

had just sat down to eat my lunch with my friends Amanda, 

Sam, and Nikoo, when Kosta, our Senior Class President, 

came over to our table. 

“Hey, girls!” he said. “Make sure you come over to the 

voting table and vote for this year’s Homecoming Queen!”  

I replied, “Okay, yeah, we will definitely be over.” 

“Okay, great, thanks!” Kosta replied.  

As Kosta walked away, I asked my friends if they 

wouldn’t mind waiting until we were done eating to go 

over and vote. My stomach was roaring with hunger, and I 

was so hungry that I was imagining that my peanut butter 

and jelly sandwich had little puppy dog eyes and a mouth 

saying, “Please eat me!” I had skipped breakfast and was 

famished and my main concern was fueling up for the hard 

after-school cross country practice, not voting for the 

homecoming queen. My friends and I scarfed down our 

lunches quickly, and then headed over to the voting table. I 

went up to the table and voted first. Kosta gave me a blank 

piece of paper, and told me to write down five senior girls’ 
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names that I felt should be this year’s homecoming queen. I 

had to take a moment to think things over.  

At Copley, the homecoming court was made up of one 

elected freshman girl, two elected sophomore girls, three 

elected junior girls, and five elected senior girls. Out of the 

five senior girls elected, the one girl who received the most 

votes from her peers would be crowned queen. I was tired 

of the same, materialistic, stuck-up girls getting onto the 

homecoming court year after year. I believe that every high 

school has that group of girls who win everything and think 

they are better than every else at the school. However, in 

actuality, these girls are close minded and popular only 

amongst themselves. I refused to vote for these girls be-

cause I figured that they would be elected anyway, and I 

did not want to be responsible for them getting any more 

recognition. They already had big enough egos. I wanted to 

vote for the girls who never won anything, and who actual-

ly deserved being recognized as the senior class homecom-

ing queen because of their nice personalities. I wrote down 

the names of five girls in my grade who were genuinely 

nice, friendly, well-rounded people. I left that voting table 

and headed back to the lunch table and thought nothing 

more about it. 
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Later that day, I had several people come up to me and 

tell me that they voted for me to be on homecoming court. 

As the day progressed, more and more people were coming 

up to me and telling me that they had voted for me. At first, 

I thought my friends were kidding with me when they told 

me that they voted for me, but I soon realized that they 

were being 100 percent truthful. I was completely shocked 

and honored that people were actually voting for me to be 

on this year’s homecoming court. I had never been on 

homecoming court before, and I was never in the super 

popular clique of girls at school. I knew that there was no 

possible chance that I would actually make it onto the 

court, but I thought it was pretty cool that people were vot-

ing for me.  

We had our homecoming assembly that upcoming 

Wednesday during the last half hour of the school day. I 

was looking forward to all of the afternoon classes being 

shortened more than the actual assembly. Three o’clock 

finally came around and the entire school was herded into 

the gymnasium for the annual homecoming assembly. I 

found some of my friends and sat down with them on the 

hard, beige-colored bleachers. I hated these bleachers be-

cause they were so uncomfortable and made my butt sore. I 

thought to myself, “Let’s get this over with.” 
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At my high school, only a homecoming queen was 

elected and no homecoming king was elected. The winter 

dance was saved for electing a senior winter formal king. I 

never understood why my school did this, because I felt it 

would have made more sense if a queen and king were 

elected together for the same dance. Instead, some of the 

school’s boy athletes were on the gymnasium floor each 

with a red rose in their hand. The boys were greeting the 

girls elected, with a rose, and then escorting the girls to the 

center of the gymnasium. All the girls on court would stand 

with their escort on the gym floor in front of the entire 

school.  

The assembly started, and the freshman, sophomore, 

and junior girls elected by the peers of their grade were all 

called down one-by-one. Finally, the announcer began call-

ing out the names of the senior girls who made this year’s 

court. To my complete and utter surprise, the announcer 

called my name. I was in disbelief and amazement as I was 

escorted to the gym floor. I could feel my cheeks turning 

red, and my face felt like it was on fire. I was so surprised 

that I had actually made it on the senior homecoming court. 

The other four senior girls on court were the girls in the 

popular clique who had made it on court prior years. Eve-

ryone expected them to make it onto the court again this 
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year, and it was a shock that I had actually made it on court 

along with them.  

After the assembly was over, my friends congratulated 

me for making it onto the homecoming court. One friend, 

Jenny, said to me, “Everyone is so sick of the same girls 

winning things year after year. It’s time someone new, who 

actually appreciates it, gets some recognition now.”  

I replied, “Thank you! I am so shocked that I actually 

got on homecoming court. I know that I have no shot in 

hell to make queen, but I don’t care. I am just honored to 

make it on the senior court.”  

That night I called all my family and asked them to 

come to the homecoming game that Friday night. I asked 

my dad if he would walk me down the football field during 

half time, and he told me that he could not be happier to 

escort me down the field. My whole family was looking 

forward to coming to the game and seeing me. 

Thursday flew by, and before I knew it, Friday was 

here. The school day was a ton of fun, and all the students 

were filled with excitement for the upcoming football game 

and dance. After school and cross country practice, I went 

home and got ready for the football game. I wore my hair 

down, and put on my nicest black skirt, a sky blue silk top, 

and a black blazer over top of it. I felt like I had an extra 
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hop in my step wearing this outfit. I arrived at the high 

school early before the football game started. All the girls 

on court were asked to arrive early to be able to take pic-

tures together as a group and separately with their family 

members. After what felt like smiling for a thousand pic-

tures, all the girls on court and their dads split off from the 

other family members and started heading down to the 

football field to find seats together.  

The night was the most perfect night imaginable for a 

football game. The sun was still shining but beginning to 

make its descent for the evening as the game began. The air 

had a warm, comforting feel to it, and it had to be about 70 

degrees that evening. The stadium filled up fast with stu-

dents, parents, and die-hard fans. The stadium was com-

pletely decorated with streamers, banners, posters, and bal-

loons of our school colors: blue and gold. The school spirit 

was as enthusiastic as I had ever seen it that night. I could 

not believe that it was already my senior homecoming 

football game; it felt like yesterday I was a freshman at-

tending the homecoming football game. I could not have 

pictured a more perfect night for the big game.  

My dad and I sat down in the stands with all the other 

girls and their dads and watched as the game began. While 

watching the game, my stomach felt as if ten butterflies 
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were flying around inside of me. I was beginning to get in-

creasingly nervous thinking about having to walk across the 

football field with hundreds of eyes burning on me. I start-

ed thinking about what if I fell on my face in front of eve-

ryone. I had heels on, and I was not the most graceful per-

son. I just had this feeling that I would fall and completely 

make a fool out of myself. Before I could think much more, 

all the girls on court and their dads were told we had to go 

line up and get ready to walk across the field. My dad and I 

lined up with the other girls and waited patiently for the 

second quarter to end.  

Once the second quarter was over and the football play-

ers hustled off the field and into the locker rooms for the 

half-time break, the homecoming ceremony began. The an-

nouncer started by announcing the freshman girl, then the 

two sophomore girls, the three junior girls, and last the five 

senior girls on this year’s court. I was so nervous. I was 

growing increasingly impatient, as I stood waiting to hear 

my name called to cue me to start walking down the field. 

Several of the school’s band members made a pathway of 

twirling flags for the girls and their escorts to walk through. 

I felt special and important getting the opportunity to walk 

through the pathway of twirling flags. I just needed to get 
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across the field without falling, and I would feel much bet-

ter.  

One by one the girls were called down the field. Final-

ly, my name was called, and I started walking across the 

field through the tunnel of flags as the announcer was stat-

ing the routine spiel that he had to modify for each girl as 

they walked down the field. When I was walking, I distinct-

ly remember telling myself, Don’t fall. Don’t fall. Don’t 

fall. I felt my heels sinking into the wet, mud-slick field, 

and I was beginning to panic thinking that I was going to 

lose my shoe in the mud. I took a deep breath, grabbed my 

dad’s arm a little tighter and kept walking. Before long, I 

made it across the field the entire length of the field, and I 

didn’t fall or lose a shoe in the mud. Whew! I thought to 

myself.  

Now the girls were all lined up horizontally on the 

football field with the senior girls and their escorts in the 

middle. The announcer got the crowd extremely quiet as he 

said, “Now, for what we all have been waiting for…this 

year’s homecoming queen is…” And he paused. I remem-

ber this pause seemed like it lasted an eternity. A pin drop 

could be heard throughout the stadium, as everyone was 

completely silent. Then all of a sudden the band’s drummer 

began a loud rumbling drum roll. The announcer said 
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again, “This year’s homecoming queen is…Michelle Es-

terle!” The crowd broke into an intense roar with applause 

and cheering. My heart felt like it skipped a beat. Is this 

really happening? I thought. Me? Homecoming queen? Im-

possible! I have never even been on homecoming court be-

fore. I never won anything. How could I actually be the 

homecoming queen of the entire school? I felt like someone 

needed to pinch me to wake me up from this dream.  

Before I knew it the previous year’s senior homecom-

ing queen placed a beautiful tiara onto my head, and a 

beautiful bouquet of red roses was placed into my arms. 

The flashing camera lights blinded me and I was told to 

smile as the school’s newspaper reporter quickly snapped 

several pictures. I was in a complete shock and state of 

awe. I walked off the field and dozens of people quickly 

came up to congratulate me and give me a hug. I had a little 

tear stream down my face, as I realized how wonderful and 

special this night turned out to be. 

Becoming my senior class’s homecoming queen was an 

extreme honor. I realized that many of my peers respected 

me for not being a stuck-up person and for not acting like I 

was better than and above others. I was the type of person 

throughout high school who liked to have fun with every-

one, and I never worried about trying to maintain a certain 
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status by hanging out only with a select group of people. I 

liked to be friendly to all no matter what group of friends 

they had, what sports they played, what school activities 

they were involved in, and what clothes they wore. I lived 

by the golden rule “treat others as you want to be treated.” I 

hated going through school and being scrutinized, ridi-

culed, and snickered at by the “popular” group because I 

didn’t always conform to their ideals. It was such an honor 

being elected homecoming queen and recognized for my 

compassion toward all different people at my school. Being 

named homecoming queen was definitely the most memo-

rable, magical moment of my life thus far. 
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The Haunt at Red Bank 

By Tabia Gilbert 

A visit to a haunted house filled with monsters would 

not be out of the ordinary for my life; I enjoy watching hor-

ror movies and anything that features monsters or supernat-

ural creatures. I have a high tolerance for things that might 

commonly scare others, and I am actually afraid of very 

little. Some examples are acrophobia and arachnophobia, 

which might be two of the most common fears. I love being 

up high in the air, riding in roller coasters and being in any 

place where I can see things from a higher view, and I have 

an unusual affection towards spiders. Whenever I’d hear 

my mother or two sisters screaming in terror or see them 

sprinting from a room without looking back, I knew that a 

spider was nearby. I was always the one who coaxed it onto 

a sheet of paper, carried it carefully to the closest window, 

and let it go free. However, I will admit that I am always 

very cautious when it comes to dealing with things that I 

am not familiar with or that I am not ordinarily accustomed 

to. Two of these things are bees and deep water.  

Although I will not panic when I see that a bee, wasp, 

yellow jacket, hornet, or one of their buzzing relatives is 

hovering near, I will become a little uneasy at the thought 

of their potential sting. The uneasiness subsides, however, 
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and I tell myself that they are generally harmless unless 

provoked and eventually my fear abates. As for deep water, 

I am cautious because of the simple fact that I cannot swim. 

I enjoy the feel of water and so I will go into pools and 

wade in the shallow end, but that is as far as I will go. Until 

I learn how to swim, I will stay away from deep water. 

The fears that I have mentioned all have something in 

common: a potentially harmful outcome. When dealing 

with bees (and some spiders), there is the potential to be 

stung. The sting is moderately painful and can also be fatal 

if the person stung is allergic to the venom. When a person 

is in deep water and he or she cannot swim, there is the po-

tential of drowning. And if a person falls from a great 

height there is the potential for them to be killed. All of 

these fears are rational because they involve a potential 

consequence.  

One of my fears, however, is irrational because there is 

not a realistic potential outcome when dealing with it: I 

have an intense fear of clowns. I have no idea why, but 

even though I know that they are only performers wearing 

makeup, when I see one (yes, even Ronald McDonald), I 

become flustered and if I look at it for too long, I become 

overwhelmed with fear. This phobia has been with me ever 

since I began my teenage years, and when I visited a par-
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ticular haunted house I unknowingly stumbled upon a new 

attraction: Clown Town.  

It all began when I was nineteen years old, in my 

freshmen year of college at the University of Tennessee. I 

was extremely fortunate because I had a great roommate. 

Not only did Jessica and I become fast friends, but we al-

ways looked out for each other. Originally from Cleveland, 

Ohio, I knew little about the small city of Chattanooga, and 

she, born and raised in the city, knew a lot about it. On the 

weekends when we had free time she’d take me to different 

parts of the city and we’d spend time with her friends. Her 

friends and I also got along. I especially liked Raymond 

and Kay. 

Kay was a tall and clearly athletic girl. I was, and still 

am, five feet and six inches tall, and she stood higher by at 

least five inches. In high school she played varsity volley-

ball and basketball, and her frame was solid and muscular. 

Even though she appeared strong and capable of bench 

pressing a few redwood trees with one hand, she had a very 

sweet disposition. Her sensitivity and compassion for oth-

ers are two things that I will never forget about this fateful 

night. 

Raymond was a cute boy who had a wonderful sense of 

humor. He had wonderful eyes and a sweet smile. Whenev-



 42 

er he made a joke, it always caught my attention. I couldn’t 

help but laugh even if it wasn’t very funny to me. His en-

thusiasm and joy at making others laugh made him capti-

vating, and I soon developed a little crush on him. Jessica, 

being the great friend that she was, guessed this and decid-

ed to play matchmaker.  

She had it all planned: She, Kay, Raymond and I would 

all go to the haunted house together. She believed that it 

would be the perfect date. Raymond and I would surely 

grow closer as the night progressed, him holding my hand 

protectively, and me clutching his arm dramatically as 

fake-looking, badly made-up ghouls, glowing skeletons, 

and whatever other ridiculous things jumped out at us from 

the shadows of every corridor. It sounded great to me, too. I 

became so excited, and on the long car ride to The Haunt of 

Red Bank, as we were talking about things that scared us, I 

casually mentioned my fear of clowns. I had previously 

told Jessica about my phobia, but the topic had never come 

up in conversations with the other two. They laughed and 

couldn’t believe it. I laughed with them, but inwardly 

hoped that those grotesquely ugly, horribly sneaky and 

makeup-obsessed things would keep away that night. If one 

or two were to show up, I figured that if I closed my eyes, 

held on to Raymond, and just kept moving forward when-
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ever one of them made an appearance, I would survive the 

night unscathed. 

 After waiting in line for at least an hour, we finally en-

tered the haunted house. As she had planned, Jessica 

moved forward standing behind Kay, leaving Raymond and 

I alone in the back of our tiny group. He wasn’t aware of 

her plan, but since she knew that he had a little crush on me 

too (he had previously told her that he was interested and 

wanted to learn more about me), she thought that he would 

catch on fast and keep me company the whole time. She 

was mistaken. Instead of walking right beside me as we 

moved through the dark corridors, he moved in front of me 

and focused all of his attention on making fun of the cos-

tumed performers. I was a little disappointed at first, but 

eventually I didn’t mind. He was making me laugh, and I 

even took part in the joking, too. 

When we made our way through this particularly dark 

tunnel (our vision was hindered so much that I had to reach 

forward and hold on to Raymond from behind), and then 

blindly shuffled out into an outdoor enclosure, my eyes 

briefly caught sight of a wooden archway that appeared old 

and decrepit. Because we were expected to maintain a brisk 

pace, my brain had only a couple of seconds to process 

what was written on the archway: Clown Town. And then 
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immediately following this brief observation, we were 

walking underneath the archway and passing into another 

building that once again threw us into darkness. 

Thinking about, but not fully understanding the amount 

of danger I was actually in, my body had already began go-

ing into a kind of shock. I continued holding on to Ray-

mond as he moved quickly ahead, my hands tightly grip-

ping the tops of his shoulders and my fingers digging into 

his skin. I tried to brace myself for what I knew I would 

see, and I immediately began telling myself that the clowns 

would not hurt me. My eyes were tightly closed and I kept 

as close to him as I possibly could. I heard one of the girls 

scream in front of us. I guessed that it was Jessica. (She 

was afraid of any monster and was willingly sacrificing 

herself for my potential matchup with Raymond.) Kay was 

quietly laughing at Raymond’s joke about a clown’s choice 

of hairstyle. I closed my eyes even tighter.  

Despite the surrounding noise of insanely hysterical 

laughter, and the combination of abnormally high-pitched 

voices and deep and gravely shouts of sickening delight, I 

was holding myself together. Until…there was an abrupt 

turn. Since we were moving at such a fast pace, the sudden 

change of direction jerked Raymond free from my grasp, 

and I found myself frantically grabbing for nothing but the 
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darkness in front of me. We had become separated. I no 

longer had him to lead me through the dark corridors, and I 

knew with heavy dread that I had no other choice but to 

open my eyes so that I could see where I was going. To my 

intense relief, when I initially opened my eyes, I saw noth-

ing but green strobe lights flashing, and the back of Ray-

mond preparing to turn left down another corridor. It was 

only about ten feet away. I ran quickly trying to catch up, 

and I was just about to turn down the corridor, when some-

thing tall and lanky blocked my path. 

I momentarily forgot where I was. I forgot that I was 

supposed to be averting my gaze, and by natural instinct, I 

looked at the face of what stood in front of me. It was leer-

ing like a demented stalker, seeming to find joy in witness-

ing my fear. It said something to me in a deep and gravelly 

voice, but I couldn’t quite make it out. My hearing had 

briefly shut down and my vision became more acute. This 

allowed me to really take in the horrible sight. Its eyes were 

vertical slits and its mouth was outlined in bright red. The 

rest of its face was painted in a stark white that managed to 

stand out in major contrast to the darkness that surrounded 

us. The makeup was painted on so thickly, that I could see 

the clown’s face sweating under the makeup. I saw air bub-

bles dotting the surface of the skin. At the time, however, I 
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did not see air bubbles and I did not see makeup. I saw 

deathly white, lumpy skin and a bloody red mouth. This 

particular clown wore ragged shorts with an extremely dirty 

and holey tank top. Its hairstyle was very different from 

other clowns that I’d seen in the past. Instead of the short 

and curly style, it was mostly bald except for three red 

braids that stood out rigidly from the top and both sides of 

its head.  

I looked at it for just a few seconds, but during that 

short period of time it must have read my mind. When I 

finally came to my senses and hurriedly ran left down the 

other corridor, leaving it behind me, I heard a harsh laugh 

fading into the distance. I soon discovered that it was only 

giving me a head start, and then it started chasing me. I 

could hear it following closely behind, the same deep and 

gravelly voice making random sounds of amusement. It 

was sneaking along as it pursued me. I could sense it mov-

ing back and forth from wall to wall. It would crouch in a 

corner one moment, and then it was up and stalking again 

in the next. I kept moving forward, taking deep breaths, 

trying to keep myself calm. It knew that I was deathly 

afraid of it. The noises it made alternated between soft 

sniggers and loud barks of laughter, forcing me to hurry 

forward. I was so worried about putting as much distance 
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between myself and it as I possibly could, that I was horri-

bly caught by surprise. Three of its friends suddenly 

jumped out of the surrounding shadows. Two on the right 

and left, and one directly in front, blocked my path. No one 

else was in sight. Not Raymond. Not Kay. Not Jessica. 

There wasn’t even a second group following behind. I was 

totally alone.  

By this point my nerves were going crazy and I started 

to panic. Whenever one stepped into my line of sight, I 

quickly turned away from it, only to meet the gaze of one 

of the others. I was shuffling around aimlessly, trying des-

perately to keep from looking at them, but soon my anxiety 

overwhelmed me. I began shaking violently and tears were 

flowing from my eyes, as I searched helplessly for my 

friends. My breathing became shallow and I could no long-

er stand on my legs. I collapsed to the floor and crawled to 

a corner hoping that the awful things would move on and 

terrorize someone else. I was so overcome with terror that I 

did not notice someone trying to pull me up. I finally real-

ized that Kay was talking to me and trying to help me to 

stand. She kept telling me that everything was going to be 

okay and she was trying to hoist me up underneath my 

shoulders, even though I kept crumbling to the floor when-

ever I saw a clown laughing at my pitiful state. 
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Finally, I was able to stand. Kay quickly grabbed one of 

my hands and pulled me the rest of the way down that cor-

ridor and then out through the exit. The door to the outside 

had been only a few feet away. If only I had been able to 

hold it together for only a little while longer! When we 

were outside, I became aware that tears were still streaming 

down my face. I was also still shaking and my legs trem-

bled with every step. Kay supported me as we made our 

way toward Jessica’s parked car. She and Raymond were 

leaning against it, waiting for us. As soon as we came into 

their view, Raymond began laughing loudly and Jessica put 

a hand over her mouth, trying to stifle her giggle. 

As I sat there trembling in the back seat, I could hear 

them continuing to laugh. Time passed. Kay was silently 

peering at me from the corner of her eyes. She was not 

laughing. At that moment I became aware that my body 

was glued to the car door and I was clutching the door han-

dle. I was holding on for dear life even though we had left 

the haunted house more than twenty minutes ago. This was 

humiliating. I couldn’t believe that I had been affected that 

badly. Kay was looking at me like I was a helpless little girl 

who needed someone to look after her. I had been really 

pathetic. But now, I needed to regain my composure. This 
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realization finally cleared up my head a little and I began to 

make out what they were saying in the front seat. 

“I can’t believe that you were that scared!” Raymond 

laughed. 

“She said she was scared of clowns, didn’t she?” Jessi-

ca said.  

“Yeah, but I didn’t know it was that bad. I mean she 

was balled up in the corner like a….” He couldn’t finish the 

sentence because he was laughing so much. I had told him 

that I have a clown phobia. Did he think I was joking? I 

couldn’t believe how inconsiderate he was being. Wait a 

minute, I thought to myself. He was still in there when the 

clowns surrounded me. So he had seen the state that I was 

in and just stood there laughing? And I had thought that 

Kay was the only one still inside with me.  

“It’s not funny, Ray,” Kay said. 

“Yeah, it’s not that funny,” Jessica said. 

“Yes, it is. It was a haunted house. She should have 

known that clowns would be there.” Jessica and Kay were 

silent after that. Jessica turned on the radio and focused on 

the road, and Kay began looking out of her window. Ray-

mond continued to laugh quietly but didn’t speak anymore 

on the topic. I kept silent, too, and soon fell asleep.  
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 Although I was upset over his inconsideration, I admit 

that I should have done more research on the place before 

we decided to go. I was so excited about having a date with 

him, that I didn’t think things through. After that night, I 

decided to never again be that careless. And I also changed 

my mind about something else; Raymond wasn’t exactly 

who I thought he was.  
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Big is an Understatement, Stick with One 

By Nikolai Gionti  

My parents have been divorced throughout my whole 

life. I lived with my mom for most of my young life, but I 

have always had a closer relationship with my dad. When I 

was eleven years old, my mom moved to Orange, a suburb 

of Cleveland, Ohio, and tried to gain full custody of my 

brother and me, but my dad finally decided it was time to 

try to gain custody of us like he had talked about. Around a 

year later, my dad received full custody of my brother and 

me and we moved back to Willoughby, Ohio, a half hour 

north, which is where we had grown up.  

The close relationship with my dad helped in me liking 

a lot of the same things that he does. My dad is a second-

degree black belt in kun tao, a style of martial arts, and that 

is definitely one of the things that we bond over. Before I 

left to college, whenever an Ultimate Fighting Champion-

ship event, a martial arts event, was going to be on pay-per-

view, we would always go to the local sports bar and watch 

it. He is also very big into tattoos and actually has five of 

his own. Since I was young, I have always remembered be-

ing interested in tattoos. I remember going and watching 

my dad get the tattoo on his back done. This tattoo was a 

symbol for when he received custody of my brother and me 
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and shows a Spartan-style angel breaking chains with the 

first initial of my brother and my name on the cuff links 

that the angel is wearing. I sat in the tattoo parlor watching 

for three hours, loving every minute of it. 

When I became a sophomore in high school, I really 

started wanting a tattoo, but I would have to wait. My dad 

always told me that if I want a tattoo I would have to wait 

to turn eighteen and he would get it for me as a birthday 

present. He taught me a very good lesson, though. When-

ever we talked about tattoos, my dad would always say, 

“Make sure it is something meaningful to you and it is 

somewhere you can hide it because some people still are 

against tattoos.” My dad has five, but looking at him you 

would never know because they are hidden. 

I knew this was true because my grandpa on my mom’s 

side is totally against tattoos. If we went over his house 

when we were young and my brother and I had a temporary 

tattoo, he would try to wash them off if he saw them. 

Around my sixteenth birthday my dad had mentioned an 

idea for a tattoo of a cross with the Italian and American 

flag draped over it like a shroud and it was something that I 

really liked. I am Italian and very proud to be Italian, so it 

was something that could represent my heritage, and I am a 

practicing Catholic so it also expressed my religion.  
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Three months before I turned eighteen, I started plan-

ning my tattoo. I originally went to get it done at the same 

place that my dad had gotten his, and two months before I 

actually got the tattoo done I went in to have them draw it 

for me. I wasn’t sure what type of cross I wanted because a 

cross is a very generic idea and it is hard to find an original 

one. He finished the drawing and it was getting close to the 

date that I was supposed to be getting my tattoo, so I decid-

ed to call the place and ask how much it would be. When I 

called, they told me it was going to cost $750, which was 

an absolute rip off. The tattoo that my dad got was just as 

big, more detailed, and cost a lot less. I ended up going to 

North Coast Body Mod in Mentor, Ohio after getting a rec-

ommendation from my friend. 

The day I went to get my tattoo done all I remember 

was everyone’s reaction when they would walk in and see 

the size of it. Every time one of the tattoo artists would 

walk by and peek at my tattoo, all I would hear is one of 

them yell, “Holy shit!” My tattoo took two sittings, we did 

the whole cross and outline the flag in a session that took 

three hours and three weeks later the flag got colored in and 

that took an hour and a half. 

When I was getting it done, I was having a conversation 

with my dad about the tattoo and how much it means to me 
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and I just remember him telling me, “You’ll always be Ital-

ian, and you’ll always be Catholic…and if you aren’t al-

ways Catholic, I’ll kill you so then it won’t matter.” 

On Mother’s Day I texted my mom and wished her a 

happy Mother’s Day and the only response I got back from 

her was, “Did you get a tattoo?” I said, “Yes, and it is kinda 

big.” After that, she went on Facebook to look at the pic-

ture of it. When she saw it she texted back, “Big is an un-

derstatement. I think you should stick with one.” What my 

mom doesn’t know is that I am already planning my second 

one. 

My first tattoo was definitely an experience and I knew 

my mom would have an interesting reaction to it, but it is 

something I did for me and I will never regret it.  

The tattoo has such a deep meaning for me personally. I 

will always be Italian and Catholic, and my tattoo is some-

thing for me to represent these aspects of my life. My tattoo 

is one of those things that I did for myself because I per-

sonally do not care what other people think of it. I got it for 

me and me only.  
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Slurpee Award 

By Alicia Gooding 

In any high school marching band, you can always find 

that couple. You know the type—they can’t bear to be 

parted for even one free minute, lest that minute not be 

spent macking on one another. They think they’re in love 

and will spend the rest of their lives together, regardless of 

the odds against them. God forbid you are seated next to 

them on the band busnobody should have to endure their 

sounds of frenzied making out or of tender cuddling. Un-

fortunately, before I knew better, I was part of that couple. 

Kyle and I were going to have a fairytale romance, the 

kind of story our kids would beg to hear over and over 

again. The story would begin with our denying our love for 

one another and dating other people until we finally real-

ized we could no longer be apart. We would then tell how 

our love had blossomed throughout high school and into 

college, when he proposed and we went on to live happily 

ever after.  

This story, of course, didn’t take into account how 

completely incompatible we were or the fact that he was 

trying to use me to escape his home life. It didn’t account 

for our growing or changing as we matured. No, naivety 
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tends to breed bliss in the beginning of a high school rela-

tionship, and ours was no exception. 

Although we eventually learned to control our public 

displays of affection, we were absolutely disgusting in our 

first few months of dating. It would have been bad enough 

if we were only making out all over the place, but neither 

of us had ever really dated before, leading to sloppy making 

out all over the place. This was not an uncommon thing in 

the marching band, and, as those first few months happened 

to coincide with our sophomore year’s fall marching sea-

son, we were allowed to get away with more nerd PDA 

than should ever be allowed. 

I can’t remember exactly when we realized what we 

were putting our friends through, but it was sometime be-

fore the end-of-the-year band banquet, or ‘bandquet,’ if 

you’re that kind of nerd. Although we still indulged in a lot 

of tender cuddling wherever we went, we moved most of 

the PDA to the front seat of my car—the logical way to do 

things, since obviously no one can see you if you’re in a 

car. (When I miss my innocence, as I’m occasionally wont 

to do, all I have to do is look back at that kind of nonsense 

to realize I’m better off without it.) 

It was a good thing we had snapped out of it before the 

bandquet, since our parents were there and we had to be on 
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our best behavior. The bandquet was the most highly antic-

ipated event of the band year. Everyone’s parents showed 

up and brought food, providing a delicious feast. Then, all 

the band members were called to the front one-by-one so 

the directors could say a few words about each person be-

fore passing out certificates of  ‘Look, You’re a Huge 

Nerd!’  

Then came the good part: the seniors’ humorous 

awards. The senior bandies were given free reign on giving 

awards, as long as they used some measure of judgment in 

their content. This judgment mostly covered language, 

which left complete freedom to brutally make fun of any-

one in the band. Since making fun of people is hilarious, 

we all were basically peeing ourselves by the time 2 or 3 

seniors had finished giving awards, while our parents won-

dered what was so funny about awards for being out of step 

or playing out of tune. 

As we all know, it’s all fun and games until it’s your 

turn. Inevitably, the seniors rolled around to The Slurpee 

Award. This award was annually given to the most disgust-

ing band couple—the couple that nobody wanted to sit next 

to on the bus. Usually the award consisted of a gas station 

Slurpee, hastily procured immediately before the bandquet. 

During the ceremony, the couple would be called to the 
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front, rush to grab the Slurpee, and then slink back to their 

seats, hoping to be swallowed by the floor or something 

else of that nature. 

When the senior predictably called our names, Kyle and 

I made our dash to the front, briefly looking up to grab the 

Slurpee. However, instead of the Slurpee, Kim was holding 

2 clocks. She asked us to stay, and began reading from our 

‘awards.’ 

I assume the seniors had decided that the Slurpee just 

didn’t cut it when it came to embarrassment for the 2 of us. 

No, we had to really suffer for what we had put them 

through. So they bought us a pair of cheap clocks and re-

placed their fronts with their own brand of torture.  

They had written our ‘daily activities’ by certain times 

on the clock faces. My clock held the morning hours while 

Kyle’s had the afternoon and evening. According to my 

clock, at 3am I was “Dreaming of Kyle,” at 6 I was “Wak-

ing up to thoughts of Kyle,” at 9 I was “Longingly greeting 

Kyle in the hall” and at noon I was “Eating lunch with 

Kyle.” His held similar phrases covering leaving me after 

school, missing me through the afternoon, and going to 

sleep thinking of me.  

I realize now how clever the idea was, but at the time 

all I could process was mortification. As Kim read off our 
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clocks to the entire band and all of our parents, I could feel 

my face going from warm to hot to lava. I began to wish for 

any way out of the situation, ranging from the building 

catching fire to stampeding elephants to ninjas. The crowd 

was all but rolling on the floor about the stupid descrip-

tions, although our parents didn’t join the festivities, mak-

ing it that much worse for Kyle and me. 

Eventually the reading stopped and we were allowed to 

grab our clocks and slink back to our seats. The awards 

went on and I eventually started laughing at them again, but 

it took a while for my face to return to its normal pale. It 

took slightly longer for my dad to decide that the whole 

situation was hilarious and that I should be teased merci-

lessly about it for as long as I live—it’s been 5 years and he 

still brings it up. The difference is, now I can laugh about it 

too. 

Kyle and I were careful not to deserve The Slurpee 

Award the next year and, although we had the privilege of 

giving it out our senior year, we went back to awarding a 

Slurpee. I don’t know if that was because we didn’t want to 

humiliate anyone like we were humiliated or because we 

had just broken up and weren’t talking much. Either way, 

it’s one of those things we can now laugh about. Also, I 

don’t get embarrassed as easily now. Maybe I realize that 
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one day it could make as good a story as winning The 

Slurpee Award. 
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Jack’s Mannequin 

By Abigail Grimm 

“We are finishing this by 8:45.” I held up a half-full 

handle of diluted Kamchatka vodka, or as we liked to call it 

“Comin-at-ya.” Sitting shotgun in my 1998 Green Ford Es-

cort, my best friend, Mollita, aka Molly, looked at me in 

disgust. “We wanna at least see some of the opening act.” I 

rationalized. The windows gently fogged as we downed our 

$10 liquor and rockstar energy drink, as we had so aptedly 

named “Brett Michaels,” out of inconspicuous thermoses. 

One of my favorite bands, Jack’s Mannequin, was playing 

at my favorite (and closest) venue, Bogart’s of Cincinnati, 

and I had been looking forward to the concert for weeks. 

We shoved our way through the typically hostile crowd, 

no seats in Bogart’s, all groundlings, and found a cozy spot 

about 20 or 30 feet from the stage. As we listened to the 

second act, the violent or flaming something or others, our 

cheap buzz began to leak out our pores. Noticing the buzz, 

Molly suggested we play our game. Long ago at a clam-

bake or clan-bake or something, we had created this game 

where we would have to meet a certain number of new 

people, just to spice things up. Our track record included 

such shady characters as “Hippie Bob” from the Badfish 

Sublime tribute, “Stalker Stage Manager” at the Motion 
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City Soundtrack Concert, and so on and so forth. The list 

continued as we made BFFs with a group of extremely at-

tractive individuals claiming to be from South Africa. We, 

of course, gobbled it up. They were loud and obnoxious, 

which, in my drunken state, translated into fun and daring. 

This is the point in the game where you ditch the quota and 

see where this next adventure takes you. And that I did. 

I was thoroughly enjoying my favorite song, “Dark 

Blue,” when I felt some hot young sexiness sidle up next to 

me and grab my all-too willing hand. I smiled coyly. 

“What, are we in second grade?” he quipped, obviously 

misinterpreting my attempt at a seductive smile for actual 

innocence. Only slightly calculating the consequences of 

my actions, I turned to him, grabbed his face, and started 

making out with him to prove that I wasn’t in second grade. 

As the music swelled and the crowd swirled around me I 

can only remember thinking, “This can’t be real.” Well, 

that, and “I hope he doesn’t taste Brett Michaels in my 

mouth.” It was a spectacular moment; however, not every-

one shared the sentiment. I think Molly’s exact words were, 

“Ew, Abby. He’s from Africa. You’re gonna have AIDs.” 

Right. 

Before her disappointment had time to register, I was 

grabbed from behind by a stranger and hoisted up into the 
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air. As I was tossed about on a sea of sweaty palms, I tried 

my best to survey the view from the top. I realized, in com-

parison, that I was probably the lankiest motherfucker in 

the joint. I saw these tiny girls gently gliding across the 

mosh. My performance was anything but elegant, like 

chucking around a 2x4. I could have sworn I heard some 

voice calling my name. I didn’t learn ’til the next morning 

that the “What the hell?? ABBBBBYYYY!” belonged to 

my brother, Nick, who was supposed to be away at school 

in Miami, Oxford. Needless to say he was the last person I 

thought would be grabbing my ass to try and get me out of 

there and screaming my name from below.  

I returned to Molly, shoeless and elated, to find her 

looking even more sour than before. “This can’t be it,” I 

thought to myself. And then, as if by the good grace of Al-

lah, Andrew McMahon started playing our song. The little 

ditty later went on to become my high school yearbook 

quote and will always be remembered as the song that 

saved the night. “I swim across the ocean / it’s my mattress 

in the basement….” 

The rest of the night is a blur. We followed searchlights 

to an adult club opening, an adventure that culminated in a 

scene of me being physically dragged by the arm out onto 

the curb for refusing to comply with one or more orders, 
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Molly following obediently behind. However, the evening 

ended beautifully. At Mac’s bar on the University of Cin-

cinnati’s campus in hard-knocks Clifton, we became the 

stars of karaoke night. We led the entire joint in singing (or 

wailing) a purely magical rendition of Journey’s “Don’t 

Stop Believin’.” It was in that moment, somewhere be-

tween the singer in the smokey room and the strangers—

waiting, of course, up and down the boulevard—that I 

found it. In the bottomless pitchers swaying through the air 

and red faces with big smiles and lazy eyelids, I found an-

other one of the moments I spent my entire night and spend 

my entire life chasing. And I soaked up that happiness until 

the very last chord.  

Because it isn’t about the nights. The nights or the plans 

or even the things you do. Rock and roll is about the single 

moments, potent and rich, but ever so fleeting. The oppor-

tunities come and go so quickly that when you think you 

see one, even just a slight inkling, you have to drop every-

thing and follow it, chase it, run it down and capture it. And 

when you do enjoy it, jump into it and feel it so that you 

remember it forever, because you never know when or if it 

will ever let you in again.  
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And that wasn’t just a night. It was a collection of mo-

ments, perfect moments connected by the crazy, irresponsi-

ble and irrelevant actions that brought us to them. 
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The 48-Hour Film 

By David R. Jeffries 

It is the time of your life. The moment you will never 

forget. You can’t put it off until tomorrow, what you have 

to do that day. It is more fun than a carnival ride. It is an 

explosion of caffeine-driven creativity—this is the story of 

the 2010 48-Hour Shootout. Each year the School of Media 

Arts and Studies at Ohio University hosts a film competi-

tion challenging teams of students to create an original 

three- to-five-minute production. I have competed three 

times, and I have yet to win a darn thing. In order to under-

stand what one goes through in 48 hours, one needs to 

know what the contest entails. 

During the 48-Hour Shootout each team must write, re-

vise, shoot, edit, and burn its production to a DVD, ulti-

mately submitting the disk on time. The twist to the whole 

competition is the elements that are required to be included 

in the piece. Each team is assigned a prop, genre, and line 

of dialogue to supply the core elements of the three- to-

five-minute story. 

My team, Easy Fix Productions, consisted of many 

people who often work together. Alison was the producer, 

the business, the reason the production is able to occur. She 

also was in charge of the money that everyone on the team 
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donated. John was the director and responsible for the per-

formance of the talent, as well as the finished piece. Teresa 

was the art director who made sure that the design of the 

production fit to the script. She did everything from work-

ing with smoking boxes of doom to placing posters on 

walls. Finally, I was the director of photography, accounta-

ble for what was to be seen on the screen, for how shots are 

composed, and for the overall decision about the look of 

the piece—in my biased opinion the most important aspect.  

The story we created is about a two roommates who are 

out of milk. When the male roommate reminds the female 

main character, she sets out to go get the milk. She cannot 

seem to find a pair of socks anywhere in her room. A pack-

age comes with a demon sock inside that takes her on a 

wild ride of knocking people over. She later realizes that 

this sock is what is causing all the issues during her day and 

makes every attempt to get it off. In the end, there is a bat-

tle, and the audience is left wondering who won.  

With so much background on the competition, it seems 

only appropriate to start from the beginning of the long, yet 

exhilarating, weekend. I took care of the paperwork and the 

actual drawing of the elements for the weekend at the com-

petition kickoff event. After the kickoff event, I called Ali-

son with all of the details. 
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“Hey, what did we get?” asked Allison. 

“Okay, here it is. The genre is slapstick,” I said. It 

sounded like a stadium after the home team hit a homerun 

on the other end of the phone. “The prop is socks. The line 

of dialogue is ‘How…did…she…do…it?’” 

“Got it. See you in a bit.” 

With that, the weekend had begun, and everyone’s spir-

its were high. When I entered my team’s meeting in a class-

room, I discovered that they had already filled an entire 

chalkboard full of ideas. However, some members of my 

team were concerned that many of the ideas were not relat-

ed to the genre of slapstick. With some debate, we disre-

garded any suggestions that were either not funny, or not 

related to the genre. The team continued to pitch ideas, and 

I sat quietly in the corner hoping they were not going to 

pick something impossible to produce. When the ideas fi-

nally started to become ridiculous, and clearly unusable, I 

stepped in and gave some quick instructions to the crew. 

Everyone went home to catch a few hours of sleep, while 

the five main writers stayed behind and worked through 

more than fifty ideas. When I felt they had a handle on the 

way they would work out a script, I had a brief meeting 

with my camera assistants. 
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At this point, about six hours into the competition, I 

was not very concerned with not finishing in time. We had 

a good, solid set of writers and a dedicated crew. I took this 

time to teach the freshmen some technical details about 

lighting and the camera rig. None of them had ever worked 

with the type of gear that I own, and the school doesn’t 

own similar equipment. The training paid off because even-

tually everyone was speaking the same technical jargon.  

After we ate a late-night meal, the writers finished the 

script. The crew was called back to the main house that had 

become ‘home base’ for all of the cast, crew, and equip-

ment, while the writers were working. We quickly read 

through the script, and I immediately began sending people 

to set up for the first and last scenes, which were set in the 

living room. Everyone’s energy was high, and they were 

willing to lend a hand where they could. I, personally, was 

a little nervous after reading the script. I realized we had 

many hours of work ahead of us, and several different 

equipment configurations were needed. I recognized that 

we had to work quickly and efficiently. 

By 1:00 a.m. on Saturday, we were ready to shoot the 

first scene. Outside the window 1200 watts of light beamed 

through, with another 650 watts entering from the other 
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side; we had successfully created daylight in the dead of the 

night. 

“Roll sound!” Sara, the assistant director, said. 

“Speed,” replied a voice from the set. 

“Roll camera!” Sara said. 

“Speed,” I replied. 

“A Sockwork Orange, scene one, shot ‘a,’ take one,” the 

assistant camera stated. Click, the slate sounded. 

“Camera at frame,” I bellowed back to the director. 

“Action!” John, the director, said. 

The first scene went well. We were immediately satis-

fied with the results, and the efficiency with which we shot 

allowed us to alter our plans. Originally we planned to 

shoot chronologically, but since the scene had already been 

set up, we decided to shoot the final scene. I don’t know 

how many of my readers have changed a room from dark to 

morning to late afternoon in a matter of an hour, but I can 

assure you it is no easy task. When it was finally set up, we 

pushed right through and finished in a reasonable time 

frame.  

Somewhere between 3:00 and 4:30 a.m. we had moved 

on to yet another scene in the house. At this point, some of 

the younger crewmembers began to lose their drive. I began 

to see people falling asleep and moving very sluggishly. So 
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what could possibly help the situation? I thought that the 

scene needed a jib shot, or a shot that moves the camera 

position vertically. Unfortunately, the jib was still in the 

Radio and Television building, and to move and assemble 

the jib takes about three people. After a brief argument, I 

won my case, and we decided to leave the set to get the 

contraption. In total to go get the jib, bring it back, and as-

semble it, we used approximately 25 minutes.  

After Alison and I woke up a majority of the crew, we 

made ourselves ready to continue shooting. We spent quite 

a bit of time making sure that this scene had everything we 

wanted from it. The camera had to jib up, the package the 

main character was opening had to release smoke, and the 

acting had to be convincing. Fortunately, with enough re-

hearsal we needed to roll only about four minutes of foot-

age, ultimately saving us quite a bit of space to shoot more.  

“David, you were right…the jib shot looks good,” Tere-

sa, jokingly groaned.  

By this time, the sun had risen, and we needed to shoot 

some of our exterior scenes beginning with one on OU’s 

bike path behind South Green. Just about any other week-

end, that would have been a great shoot. But that day the 

temperature was easily in the single digits with the wind 

blowing. The moment we stepped out of our cars we were 
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instantly cold. We still had four more scenes that needed to 

be shot in the frigid weather. By the time we finished at the 

bike path, it was already nearing the afternoon. 

We then moved to a location just down the street from 

our home base, a local Italian deli whose owners allowed 

us to use the exterior of their location. What we didn’t tell 

them was that we would be throwing 15 shaving cream pie 

tins into the air, and ultimately on their parking lot. After 

spending a few hours there, it was apparent that we were 

quickly running out of daylight with which to work. With 

three more scenes we needed to shoot in the daytime, we 

had less than three hours of daylight remaining. We needed 

some serious script revisions. 

Our head writer was on set with us and she diligently 

made some corrections, changing the script to interiors as 

opposed to exteriors. At the same time, our group was mov-

ing to a new location, a large field, but technical difficulties 

arose during the move. The audio team had to leave its re-

cordings with the editor, and this delay used a good chunk 

of our daylight. With literally every minute counting, we 

managed to shoot a scene before it got dark. After the script 

revisions, we had one exterior scene and two interior scenes 

to shoot. Everyone knew they were in for a long night. 
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We continued to shoot many of the revisions, which 

were moved around a bit so it would enable us to shoot in-

side. After a while, however, the exhaustion began to get to 

us. We realized the script had a plot-hole the size of the 

Grand Canyon. If we couldn’t find a way to resolve the 

concern, we would be unable to successfully finish shoot-

ing the script. 

We decided to meet about it and discuss what we were 

going to do. The director, editor, art director, and I met at 

my house (where the editors were working) to discuss mo-

tivations behind the characters’ actions. After two hours of 

bickering back and forth, we had made some decisions. 

“Someone write that down,” said John. 

“I don’t have anything to write that down with. I’ll re-

member it, don’t worry about it,” I replied. 

“Just get a pen and write it down.” 

“You live in this house. Go upstairs and get your own 

pen!” 

“No, man, all I asked for is for someone to write...” 

John said as I marched up the stairs to my room to get a 

pen. 

“See, wasn’t that freakin’ hard now, was it?” 

John and I bicker all the time, about absolutely nothing 

for the most part, so we knew that mini-fight would not im-
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pact the rest of the production. We had what we needed. It 

turned out that most of what we shot in the climax scene 

had to be reshot, ultimately adding more time onto the total. 

The end of this was looming closer and closer, with the 

completion of principal photography, or when we would be 

done shooting, far off in the distance.  

The moment that would make or break the finishing of 

the film came at around 4:00 Sunday morning when we be-

gan our second-to-last scene. I was on edge like a diver 

ready to compete in the Olympics. I had never been so 

ready to break before. I tried to tell everyone, “Margie 

looks tired. We should let her sleep a bit. We can shoot in 

the morning.” 

“Let’s just finish this scene, take a break and shoot our 

final scene when the sun comes up,” John said. 

“Look at her eyes. That will definitely show up on 

camera.” 

“It is not that bad. We can do this really quickly.” 

“I’m good, let’s just do this,” Margie, the lead actress, 

said. 

I was irritated, to say the least. I didn’t really care if she 

slept. I was personally looking to get a few moments of 

shut-eye. Apparently I was not shy about my distaste for 

the current shooting position. The 12 people with whom I 
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was working whispered to one another while I set up lights. 

The tension in the room was so thick it would need to be 

cut with a chainsaw to break through it. 

The scene was a montage of the main character at-

tempting to get a possessed sock off her foot. The finished 

product had her attempting to lube it up with petroleum jel-

ly, butter, and cooking spray. trying to cut it off with a 

hacksaw, and finally attempting to burn it off. While those 

appear quite humorous, the grouch who was the director of 

photography was making the set miserable. I realized that 

the entire problem was me, and partway through the shoot I 

commented, “I am just on edge. You all don’t need to 

whisper.” At that point, things became blurry.  

The final scene was our editor being pushed off a lad-

der. In retrospect, it was probably a poor casting decision to 

put the person finishing our film on a ladder, but in the end 

it all worked out. As the last few people remaining stood in 

the bitter cold morning air, we finished our shooting at 

10:30 a.m. With literally only eight hours remaining, our 

editors were hard at work. At 6:15 p.m. our movie was 

burning to a disk, and was due at 6:30 p.m. 

I handed the judges the disk at 6:26 p.m., found my 

seat, and unintentionally slept though everyone’s work. 

When the results came back, we didn’t win—again. Still, 
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our team was happy with the finished piece, I was happy 

with the audience’s reaction, and for the third time, we all 

survived the 48-Hour Shootout. 



 77 

Extreme Scootin’ 

By Brandon Juszczyk  

For as long as I can remember, summers consisted of 

football conditioning in the mornings, manual labor all day, 

and lots of beer around the bonfire on the weekends. The 

beer part wasn’t until I got to college, but regardless even 

the thought of living out from under my parents’ rule with 

my friends when the sun is shining was enough to get me 

excited for summertime.  

At the time of the incident I will tell you about, I was 

taking two classes at Ohio University during the summer 

quarter, but I had plenty of time to have fun in the sun and 

my first class didn’t start until noon, which gave me plenty 

of time to recover from the long nights.  

Two of my friends were also taking classes at school 

and were living with me all summer. Also, a house full of 

girls was across the street. My puppy, only 5 months old, 

was needless to say a handful but just as much fun as he 

was work. Making a day out of going to Stroud’s Run with 

my puppy, drinking beer and swimming with pretty girls 

was great. Like it always does, schoolwork started to catch 

up to me and although the great times didn’t cease in the 

slightest bit, I did have to start spending a good bit of time 

in the computer lab working on a school project.  
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My roommate Kyle and I are both studying mechanical 

engineering at Ohio University. At the time, we were tak-

ing Dr. Bob’s Kinematics and Dynamics of Machines class. 

Part of Dr. Bob’s class is to create a presentation that in-

cludes a complete engineering analysis of a machine of our 

choice. We picked the two-stroke internal combustion en-

gine, which for those who don’t know is the engine in most 

weed eaters and chainsaws. The second progress report was 

due the next day, so we were in the lab trying to make up 

for the time we had spent at Stroud’s Run, working on a 

computer program that would allow us to further analyze 

our machine. After seven straight hours of staring at com-

puter language, we agreed that a break and some dinner 

were well deserved.  

I’m pretty sure everyone had a razor scooter as a kid or 

has seen an 8-year-old boy ride one around at some point, 

but if you haven’t they’re tiny kid’s scooters that are col-

lapsible so you can carry one over your shoulder. The girls 

across the street had two of them. It is still kind of a mys-

tery why four 21-year-old girls had these little scooters in 

their house, but we just hope two boys weren’t crying on 

the sidewalk because their scooters were missing. My other 

roommate, Trevor, was not working on the project with 

Kyle and me, but when we returned from the computer lab 
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he had the scooters prepped for a race (and when I say 

prepped I mean he stole them from the girls across the 

street). I live on Mill Street in Athens, Ohio, which is a 

small college town that is almost entirely built on a hill. At 

the end of Mill Street is a good-sized incline that was con-

venient to race down because our front yard makes a good 

finish line. I yelled back to Kyle, “We’re going to race 

ONE TIME down the hill, and then we can head back to 

the lab.” I never made it down the hill that day. Now how 

bad can it be? A razor scooter is a kid’s toy and it’s not like 

we were jumping them off a cliff; instead, we were riding 

them down a paved road. It turns out that even a kid’s toy 

can cause a lot of pain. 

As we raced down the hill, I was in a slight lead, and as 

quickly as the race started it ended. I swerved to avoid a 

pothole and lost my balance; when I put my foot down to 

catch myself, “POP,” was all I heard, followed by “MAN 

DOWN!” from Trevor as he cruised on by. I reached for 

the scooter to get up, but the pain crippled my entire leg 

from moving. Like a three-legged dog I crawled off the 

road on my two hands and other leg to make it to the side-

walk, still in shock from the whole situation. It wasn’t a 

couple seconds later that Trevor pulled up in his car to col-

lect the scooter and me off the hill.  
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In the emergency room I wheeled myself to the service 

desk and explained that I was pretty sure I broke my ankle, 

when a lady who came running through the door screamed, 

“A CAR JUST FELL ON MY HUSBAND.” Poor little-

broken-foot boy was immediately pushed out of the way, 

and there I sat for the next two hours with a throbbing pain 

that seemed to run from my toes up my leg and into any 

comfortable part of my body that might remain. It seemed 

like Trevor and I sat there forever, but eventually a nurse 

got me in a bed, and after another long hour the doctor 

came to see me.  

“Doc, I’m pretty sure I broke my ankle. It hurts here, 

here, here, and here,” I explained. Wearing a blue plastic 

glove, he ran his fingers around my ankle and asked if I 

wanted anything for the pain before they sent me to get x-

rays. It felt as if a weight had been lifted from my chest. 

My entire life I played football and growing up with my 

tough guy mentality crying was not an option; in fact, do-

ing anything other than hiding every ounce of emotion in-

side just wouldn’t be acceptable. Nevertheless, I pleaded, 

“Yes.” In my head I thought, “Finally, I just want it to stop 

hurting so damn bad!” However, when the doctor handed 

me two Advil, my joy quickly diminished. “Two Advil… 

man, I take three Advil for a slight hangover. Is this guy 
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kidding?” I thought to myself. I took my two Advil with a 

pissed-off look on my face, and the nurse rolled me down 

to the x-ray room. “Lift, roll, down, stay still,” the nurse 

commanded several times and somewhere along the ride to 

the x-ray room the weight was carefully returned to my 

chest, and it got even heavier when I heard from behind the 

x-ray machine, “How fast did you say you were going 

down that hill?” 

We rolled on out of the x-ray room, and on the ride 

back to my room we were stopped by the doctor holding an 

envelope, which I believe was full of the pictures of my leg 

and ankle. “Uuuhhhhhh… would you like a shot for the 

pain?” said the Doc, followed by “You did a number on 

that leg.” In my head I pictured hitting this doctor with his 

clipboard, but in his defense I was a little edgy from the 

pain. Two shots in the rear later and the weight on my chest 

was removed and replaced with a fuzzy haze. I could no 

longer feel my leg... or arm… or head and I’m pretty sure I 

weighed only a couple pounds because I was about to float 

off the bed. The doctor explained to me that my leg was 

soon to receive two pins and four metal plates, and I would 

lose so much mobility in my ankle that I would be consid-

ered legally handicapped. At that point I called my room-
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mate Kyle, “Hey, man, I don’t think I’m going to be able to 

finish the program tonight.” 
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Driving Test  

By Akhil Kakumanu  

Words are not enough to explain how you feel when 

you finish your driving classes and are preparing to get 

your license. When my friend told me he had finished his 

driving classes, I knew exactly how he felt because I was in 

that position a couple of years earlier. You thing that get-

ting your driver’s license might be the most memorable 

thing you might do in your lifetime. When you are young, 

you dream about driving a car, but now that dream is going 

to be reality. 

My friend told me he took the practice test with the 

driving instructor earlier in the day. I instantly knew what 

he was going to say, and I was right: “It was the easiest 

thing ever! How can someone fail their driver’s test?” I 

started laughing within myself and thought to myself, “He 

has no clue how nervous he is going to be during the test.” I 

told him to take the test seriously and not be too overconfi-

dent. 

When I finished my driving classes, my driving instruc-

tor did the same thing that my friend’s driving instructor 

did; he took me for a practice driving test. I remember my 

instructor telling me, “This is the same route you will be 
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taking during the real exam.” After taking the practice test, 

I felt really confident about taking the real test. 

My driving instructor told me not to be overconfident 

or nervous; I did not really listen to what he said. I did not 

really know why he was telling me that because I thought 

the practice test was easy; why would I not be confident 

about passing the real test? Lots of people told me the same 

thing: “Do not be overconfident or nervous because the real 

test will be different from the practice test.” I did not be-

lieve them because the practice test was easy. Why would 

the real test be hard when they both have the same obstacle 

courses and have the same driving route? 

Before my real driving test, my driving instructor made 

me practice the course one last time.  I was getting ready to 

get in the car with the DMV official when my driving in-

structor said, “Do not become nervous, mess up, or become 

the DMV official’s lunchtime story.” Still, I did not know 

why he would say that and I did not really care because I 

was minutes away from getting my license. However, once 

I got in the car with the DMV official, I instantly froze up 

and my mind just went blank. I had no clue what to do and 

started getting nervous. It was at that moment that I finally 

understood what everyone was talking about when they 

said the real driving test was going to be totally different.  
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I did the cones first, and the whole time I was on the 

cones course I was nervous and sweating because I did not 

want to mess up. After the cones, I had to do the road test, 

which was even harder because it was through a residential 

neighborhood. There were lots of stop signs and I did not 

want to run any of the stop signs because that is an auto-

matic failure. I thought to myself, It was not this hard when 

I took the practice test. The DMV official was taking notes 

when I was driving. That made me even more nervous be-

cause I did not know what she was writing down. I thought 

she was writing why I should not get my license.   

Finally, I made it back to the DMV without making any 

mistakes. When I thought it was all over, the DMV official 

yells, “Stop,” and I slammed on the brakes and the car 

came to a screeching halt. Then I realized why she yelled—

I was going to run a stop sign, which would automatically 

fail me. I thought the DMV official was going to fail me, 

but she did not and I luckily ended up getting my license.  

When my friend told me he thought the practice test 

was easy and the real test was going to be just as easy, it 

reminded me of when I was going through the same pro-

cess. I told him to take it seriously or there is a big chance 

he might fail it. Most importantly do not be nervous be-

cause it is going to make everything worse. The lesson that 
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I learned from that experience is to never be overconfident 

about anything in life.  
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Thank You, Young Sir 

By Lindsay Kaplan  

According to <www.webster.com>, hair is “a slender 

threadlike outgrowth of the epidermis of an animal.” Or, in 

my opinion, hair is a girl’s prize possession, safety net, and 

pride and joy. A girl’s hair is sometimes what attracts a boy 

to her, and what girl wouldn’t want that? Not only your 

typical self-absorbed teenage girls, but also young little 

girls like that boy attention as well. I guess I do miss those 

pre-school/elementary school years when you and a boy 

liked each other, but never talked or hung out with one an-

other. It was always passed through secret messages of 

friends where you were like, “Yeah, I like him. What? He 

likes me, too?” Anyways, I as a 6-year-old girl was never 

able to experience the long, luxurious hair lengths that all 

of my other friends had. I was stuck with a short, chopped, 

pixy haircut that made me look like a boy. I begged my 

mom to let me grow it out, but she always said, “Why, 

honey? You look so cute just the way you are. With that 

haircut, you are the cutest little girl in the entire world!” 

Because of her convincing, high-pitched voice, I somehow 

always ended up being satisfied with it at the end of the 

day.  

It was a perfect, sunny Sunday afternoon in late August, 
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just a couple days after my 6th birthday. I had received just 

about everything a little 6-year-old girl would wish for, 

right? Wrong. I received things like a remote control car, 

pirate figurines, and a kid’s toolbox set. If surveyed, I’m 

sure the general mother population would say these are not 

your typical gifts for a 6-year-old little girl. My mother was 

obviously not part of this survey. She instead thought I 

would enjoy not-so-typical girl toys. Though I ended up 

playing with these presents, I was always jealous when I 

heard about the toys my friends had; they had toys such as 

Barbies, baby dolls, make-up sets, and various craft sets 

that included lip balms, bracelets, and key chains. I knew 

these presents I had always got were not right, but never 

could figure out why.  

 My parents had promised to take me out to dinner, an-

ywhere I wished, to celebrate my birthday a few days late. I 

chose to go to Max & Erma’s, a restaurant that had always 

been the family’s favorite. However, I partly chose it for its 

perfect location; my favorite ice cream shop was to the 

right of it, and a massive, magical, prone-to-accidents play-

ground to the left! I was all ready to act like a big, bad, new 

6-year-old. I acted like I was going to start acting like a big 

girl, and show off my manners proudly. When 5:30 p.m. 

rolled around, my family and I were on our way to dinner. I 
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had on a pair of navy-colored capri pants, a plain white top, 

and a multi-colored zip-up jacket. I had a pair of bright red 

earrings in, and a matching bracelet to go with it. I was sat-

isfied with my attire, but what I really wanted to wear was 

a dress. Unfortunately, I didn’t have one.  

Once we arrived at Max & Erma’s, I begged my parents 

to let me hold the door for some people, and to let them see 

what a fine, young 6-year-old I really was. I hopped out of 

the car as quick as a bunny, and ran straight for the door. I 

held the door for my whole family, with each family mem-

ber smiling, saying thank you as they passed me. My mom 

showed me where our table was, and instructed me to come 

join them after holding the door for one group of people 

and that was it. 

I was so excited to see a couple approaching me. I 

quickly ran my fingers through my hair, stood up straight, 

and revealed my pearly whites with a big smile that 

stretched from ear to ear. I straightened out my clothing, 

and patted down my hair. I could tell they were delighted to 

see such manners from such a lovely-looking girl. As they 

walked from their car to the door, I made sure the door was 

as wide open as it could go. The older woman walked in 

first, kindly saying, “Thank you very much!” with a big, 

happy smile on her face. Next, the older man came walking 
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through saying, “Thank you, young sir!” while patting the 

top of my hair. At this very moment I was in shock, I felt 

mortified, and I was so incredibly embarrassed. I could 

NOT believe what had come out of the man’s mouth. Sob-

bing, I sprinted to our table, and as soon as my mother saw 

me she quickly stood up and said, “HONEY! What is 

wrong? What happened? Please tell me!” Due to the com-

bination of being completely out of breath and sobbing, I 

had trouble getting my explanation out. With effort I ex-

claimed, “THAT MAN (pointing to the older couple, 

though they did not notice) CALLED ME A BOY! He… 

he… s-s-s-aid SIR to me!” Still feeling absolutely morti-

fied, I noticed my mother cracking a smile while turning to 

look at my dad. This angered me, so I screamed, “IT’S 

NOT FUNNY!” My mother turned to me and said, “Sweet-

heart, I know it’s not funny, I’m sorry. You know you are 

not a boy, though, so why are you letting this upset you? 

Please, sweetie, try to forget about it and enjoy your dinner. 

I love you.” This made me feel a bit better, but I still could 

not get out of my head that I had just been called a boy! I 

didn’t know what else to blame it on other than my ex-

tremely short hair! 

*** 

Though my mom has admitted it to me only recently, 
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she secretly thought she was having a boy throughout her 

entire pregnancy with me. I don’t think she wanted to admit 

this until recently because of this childhood memory of be-

ing mistaken for a boy. I guess it is true that she already 

had a little girl (my older sister) and was hoping that her 

second child (me) would be a little boy. That makes sense, 

right? Well, maybe since she didn’t get what she secretly 

hoped for, she tried to make it seem like she did. I’m not 

sure what she was thinking dressing me in little boy-like-

looking clothes, chopping off my hair into a short pixy, and 

giving me toys designed for boys, but what I do know is 

that she pretended that I was a boy. 

Hair? Maybe it is just a girl’s pride and joy, safety net, 

and prize possession, but it also may be a part of a change 

of lifestyle. Girls unfortunately always want what they 

can’t have. Girls with curly hair want straight, straight 

wants curly, short wants long, and long wants short. Over-

all, though this was an extremely embarrassing and upset-

ting childhood event at the time, over time I have found 

ways to laugh about it. This is something my family mem-

bers and I constantly talk about. It somehow is always 

brought up at family gatherings and events. To this day, I 

constantly tease my mom about the extremely short haircut 

she made me have when I was younger!  
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Sisterly Love 

By Allison Kontak 

I do not know what my life would be like without my 

sister, Amanda. The love of my sister is something that is 

irreplaceable in my life. We are two years apart, and I can’t 

even begin to count the number of memories we have 

shared together that I will carry with me for the rest of my 

life. We were always laughing or playing, getting in trouble 

by our parents, and of course fighting. However, some of 

the best memories I have with my sister were during the 

holiday seasons.  

It was Easter of 1991, I was about to turn two and my 

sister was four. We woke up as soon as the sun came up 

that morning, excited to go hunt for our Easter baskets. We 

were all decked out in our festive pajamas, the kind you 

look back at and say “oh my gosh, what was I wearing?” 

Mine were of course pink with little bunnies in every color 

imaginable, and the pajamas had to have footies or else I 

wouldn’t even be wearing them. My mom and dad were 

there equipped with the video camera to catch all of our 

“precious moments” on tape, which is probably why I re-

member so much of Easter when I was two. We started the 

hunt and Amanda, trying to be the big sister, decided she 

was going to help me find my basket. We planted ourselves 
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in the middle of the family room, excited to dig into our 

pink wicker baskets covered in green and purple Easter 

grass. I had yet to speak a word throughout this whole pro-

cess because I refused to take my foo-foo—other people 

would know it as a pacifier—out of my mouth. My sister 

was extremely enthusiastic as she pulled her presents out of 

her basket, while I sat with a little smug look on my face, 

digging through my basket, looking for something that 

would amuse me. Finally, I found it! I pulled out a hot pink 

egg and began to shake it, hearing that there was something 

inside. I struggled to open my hot pink egg and when it fi-

nally flew open, jellybeans scattered all over the room. My 

sister, trying to be helpful, started to gather up my precious 

jellybeans, but I was not having that. I ripped my foo-foo 

out of my mouth, turned and looked at her with a scowl, let 

out a screech that could be heard around the world and said, 

“Deez are mine.” This was of course in my squeaky deep 

voice that you would never expect to come out of a two-

year-old, and no one will ever let me forget it. My family 

and I watch this on our home videos now and laugh so hard 

our stomachs hurt and tears roll down our cheeks. Overall, 

even with my little grumpy start, it turned out to be a good 

Easter.  
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Another memorable holiday was Halloween. It was 

1992, and I was three, and Amanda was five. We, like 

many families, had the tradition of carving pumpkins every 

year for Halloween. Going to pick out our pumpkins was 

always quite an event. It was always a competition about 

who could get the biggest pumpkin, or the fattest pumpkin, 

or the pumpkin that was the brightest orange. Once we 

brought our pumpkins home, we put them on our little blue 

table in the kitchen, all excited to begin the carving. Alt-

hough we liked to “help” our parents carve the pumpkins, 

the best part was when my mom would cut out the top and 

we could start to take the goop out. Amanda and I were ob-

sessed with the goop. We played with it and smushed it be-

tween our fingers; I feel like we could have played with the 

goop for hours on end. Forget carving the pumpkins; just 

let us play with the goop. We particularly liked to call them 

“goopies.” Of course like all of our other special events, my 

dad had to catch our carving party on video. My dad had 

strategically stood on our kitchen table to videotape us, but 

apparently that was not okay with me. I turned around to 

my dad and said, “Daddy, you are gonna break the table, 

and we’re gonna have to get a new one.” Once again this 

was in my squeaky deep voice, and you can hear my dad 

dying of laughter in the background when you watch the 
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video. After I told daddy that he needed to get down, 

Amanda decided that we needed to name our pumpkins. I 

don’t really know what a typical pumpkin name should be, 

but when my parents asked Amanda what she decided to 

name her pumpkin, she whipped her head around and said, 

“Ohhhh, maybe Ernie.” All in all, our pumpkins turned out 

great, like always and it was a successful Halloween.  

That same year was a particularly good Christmas. We 

had lots of snow and were excited for Christmas morning 

and all the presents we were going to get. One of the days 

before Christmas, my sister and I were outside playing in 

the snow with our mom. We were covered from head to toe 

in snow gear. My snowsuit was pink and my sister’s was 

purple. We looked like two puffy colored marshmallows 

that would roll down the driveway if we fell. We had gotten 

our sleds out and were all excited to go to the park to sled 

with all the other kids.  

We said, “Mommy, can we go sledding today?”  

Her response was, “No, girls, not today.” 

Of course we were devastated—why would she tell us 

no when we got all this great snow. Since we were unable 

to go sledding at the park with all the other kids, we appar-

ently thought it would be a good idea to go sledding in our 

yard, but keep in mind that our yard is completely flat. 



 96 

Therefore, Amanda decided that she was going to pull me 

all over the yard in the sled. She put the string of the purple 

sled around her waist, and with me in the back of the sled, 

she started to drag me across the driveway. I actually 

seemed to think it was pretty fun, since my sister was my 

slave pulling me all over the yard. I even started yelling at 

her and telling her where to go like I was a princess. Our 

neighbors probably thought we were crazy, but we made 

the best of sledding all over our flat yard, and it actually 

turned out to be fun. It was especially funny when Amanda 

got tangled up in the string that pulled the sled and wiped 

out in the driveway. After she had fallen, I think that maybe 

my mom finally felt bad that she didn’t take us sledding.  

I could share so many more stories about my sister and 

me, but these are just a few that make me smile and laugh 

every time I think about them. Hopefully, we will continue 

to make great memories throughout our lives that we can 

look back on and laugh about.  
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An Unforgettable Experience 

By Ryan Kowalewski   Kowalewski 1 

The vacation began, as usual, in my parents’ Ford 

Windstar, which was ideal for our large family. Our desti-

nation was Seven Springs, Pennsylvania, which was the site 

of our second annual Wilkins Family Reunion. My mom 

has eight brothers and sisters; many of them have their own 

large families, who helped make our vacations different 

from typical family reunions. In fact, the reunions were so 

big they lasted a week and served as my own family’s 

summer vacation. In regards to my family, I have three 

brothers: Richie, Sean, and Kevin. Sean and I are in the 

middle even though Sean usually functions as the oldest 

brother since Richie, who was 21 at the time, no longer 

lived with us. Kevin (eleven years old at the time) is my 

youngest brother and is well known to be the instigator of 

the family. He would do anything to get a rise out of Sean 

or me on a day-to-day basis.  

This was the case on our trip to Pennsylvania. Unfortu-

nately, back then we did not have a TV in the van to keep 

us entertained. I remember a battle between Sean and Kev-

in that started out harmlessly. Kevin asked Sean, “Can I 

listen to your CD player?” while Sean was listening to it. 

Sean replied, “No, it is my CD player and my CD, so I am 
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going to listen to it.” Kevin asked our parents, who told 

Sean he had to share. Sean chose not to argue at the time 

and began plotting a prank on my brother. Kevin initially 

told him he would give the CD back in an hour, but he pro-

ceeded to listen to it until the batteries died. Sean started 

talking to me about his ideas, and we settled on the idea of 

bombing him with water balloons when we arrived. We 

arrived at the reunion late that night; therefore, Sean and I 

did not have time to get our water balloons ready. 

The next afternoon, Sean and I decided to execute our 

prank on Kevin. We waited until he was busy talking to our 

cousins to launch our water balloons. Kevin was not very 

happy, but he also knew it would not do him much good 

fighting a battle against both of us. Later that day, Kevin 

started thinking about whom he could pull a prank on. He 

knew better than to mess with our older brother Richie, 

who was infamous for his cow bites, so he decided to go 

for our cousin Johnny. (Cow bites are where a person grabs 

the fatty part of your leg and squeezes as hard as possible.) 

Kevin hid above Johnny’s cabin with a bucket of water 

waiting to soak him. Kevin’s plan worked, and Johnny did 

not find the prank as funny as Kevin did. He yelled, “Kev-

in, you punk, just wait. I will get my revenge.” Several 

days later Johnny took a more direct approach; He chased 
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Kevin down with a bucket of water and drenched him. 

Kevin did not say anything at the time, but we all knew 

Kevin was not going to consider ending the battle then. The 

next day, Kevin noticed Johnny was lying out in the sun 

listening to music. He knew it was the perfect time for a 

prank, so he decided to run to our house to get his own 

bucket of water. Luckily for him, our parents were down at 

the pool; therefore, they were not there to stop him. Kevin’s 

mission was a success until Johnny decided to chase him 

down. He did not harm him in anyway, but he yelled, 

“Kevin, keep this up and you are going to find yourself in a 

lot of trouble.” The battle stopped there since Kevin knew 

there was a line you should not cross with Johnny.  

The following day we decided to have a family game of 

badminton. My brothers and three of my cousins played in 

a game that started out harmlessly but ended with a mishap. 

One of my cousins hit a shot out of bounds, but for some 

reason I did not give up on the birdie. I dove to hit it and 

flew into the trees that were beside our badminton court, 

and I rolled down a small hill. My brothers and cousins 

found this hilarious, so we decided to recreate the scene. 

Our cousin Kevin found his Mom and she allowed us to 

borrow her video camera. We envisioned our video on 

America’s Funniest Home Videos; however, we were una-
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ble to reenact the scene as well as we hoped. I dove into the 

woods three more times, but the sense of surprise and au-

thenticity were not easy to recreate.   

My most vivid memory of the vacation began when my 

brothers and cousins decided to play Ghost in the Grave-

yard on the fourth night of the reunion. (Ghost in the 

Graveyard is played by having one person hide while the 

remainder of the group tries to find the “ghost.”) Whoever 

finds the ghost yells “ghost in the graveyard” and attempts 

to make it to the base without being caught. My brother 

Sean found the person who was playing the ghost during 

the game and was determined to get away. Our brother 

Richie yelled, “You found me in the wrong place, Sean. 

You are screwed.” He looked over his shoulder to see how 

much space he had between him and the ghost. Moments 

later, he found himself on the ground after the badminton 

net managed to clothesline him to the ground. We felt bad 

for my brother because of his misfortune, so we did not 

count the fall as him being caught; nonetheless, this was a 

game of Ghost in the Graveyard he would never forget. 

This portion of the reunion took place when we were 

playing Comanche during the final night of our reunion. 

(Comanche is essentially hide and go seek in the dark 

where the base is a jail; people who are found and tagged 
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by the opposing team must wait there to be freed.) My 

cousin Bobby did not think his hiding spot was good 

enough, so he left his spot. He saw a person from the other 

team and needed a way to escape. Strangely enough, Bobby 

saw a group of people rollerblading around midnight and 

decided to join them and pretend as if he was rollerblading 

with them. We still do not know why these people were 

rollerblading. The plan worked out perfectly: the person 

trying to find him did not notice him and proceeded to look 

in other potential hiding spots.  

These memories make this the family reunion the one I 

remember the most. Despite being nearly ten years ago, our 

trip to Seven Springs was an instant classic. Looking back, 

the timing of this reunion was perfect. Many of our cousins 

were still young enough to play in games that my brothers 

and I loved as teenagers. This great success story is one of 

the several reasons our family continued to have nine more 

reunions following our trip to Pennsylvania.  
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Officer Payne 

By Trevor Lindle  

I had a unique high school experience due to my high 

school police officer and former baseball coach, Paul 

Payne. I met Officer Payne during my 7th grade baseball 

season. It was his final year as our assistant coach. Officer 

Payne was a friendly baseball coach; however, our relation-

ship went sour when he became our school police officer.  

At first, I was called to his office for prank phone call-

ing my friend Nick’s cousin. Nick always boasted that his 

cousin was a professional golfer’s caddy and that they al-

ways played golf together. I imitated my friend’s voice and 

asked his cousin, “When are you coming to town next so 

we can play golf?” His cousin failed to understand I was 

mocking Nick and felt endangered. He thought I was ask-

ing questions such as “What car will you be driving” and 

“What time will you be there” in an attempt to harm him. 

Foolishly, I called using my own cell phone, which pointed 

all fingers in my direction. Nick was upset and told Officer 

Payne about the problem. I was given a warning. 

Once again, I was called to his office during the winter 

of my sophomore year. I used to post messages on internet 

forums such as ESPN and Yahoo. In February, Barack 

Obama and Hillary Clinton were in the running for the pri-
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mary elections. The entire message board was flooded with 

Obama and Clinton supporters. When I used to post on the-

se forums, I would sometimes type obscene messages to get 

a reaction. That night, I made the biggest mistake of my life 

by typing, “If Obama loses the election, I will take a paint-

ball gun to school and shoot I HATE MCCAIN on an exte-

rior wall of the school.” I was immature and had a lot of 

time on my hands. I had no evil intent and cannot even ex-

plain why I wrote that I would shoot even a paintball gun at 

a school. Someone from the message board called the po-

lice, and Officer Payne and another police officer showed 

up in my English class a week later.  

The school principal, Officer Payne and the other police 

officer interrogated me. They asked questions such as “Do 

you have any guns or swords in your room?” and “Are you 

a political extremist?” My mind was racing throughout the 

interrogation and could not stop thinking about how I 

would be punished. I thought I was in a nightmare and 

struggled to face reality. They told me that what I had writ-

ten was being taken very seriously. During the two-hour 

interrogation, the principal continued to ask me, “Why 

would you do this?” I had no response for this question.  

The wait for my parents seemed like an eternity. The 

principal called them on speakerphone and explained the 
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situation briefly. My father sounded horrified. I waited pa-

tiently in the front office but in dismay. My mom picked 

me up and was in disbelief. She told me, “Trevor, this is the 

most embarrassing thing I have ever dealt with in my life.” 

Officer Payne and the other police officer followed us 

to my house. My room was searched from top to bottom. 

They searched through all my drawers, closet, bed sheets 

and everywhere imaginable. Nothing was found and I did 

not receive any charges; however, Officer Payne informed 

me that this would be my final warning. “You have two 

strikes. Next time you screw up, I’m not going to be as 

nice.”  

I received my third and final strike the end of my soph-

omore year. A couple of friends and I decided to skip our 

last class of the day. Officer Payne’s patrol car slowly crept 

up on us mere seconds after we had made it to the main 

road. Officer Payne was usually in the building at this time, 

but unfortunately for us he was just returning from a high-

speed pursuit. He assumed we were leaving school to 

smoke, so he proceeded to search our bags. I had a pack of 

cigars in my backpack, which coincidentally was the only 

time in my high school career I had anything illegal. I was 

suspended from school and sent to unofficial juvenile court. 

Once again, my parents were extremely disappointed in me 
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and my future was not looking good. I went to court a 

month later, but was luckily given another warning.  

Officer Payne made an extremely positive impact on 

my life. I learned I was not as anonymous as I really 

thought on the phone or the Internet. I have a lot of respect 

for Officer Payne because I know my punishments could 

have been a lot worse. I easily could have been sent to ju-

venile hall or expelled from high school. Reminiscing 

about my ongoing dilemma with Officer Payne makes me 

realize how ignorant and immature I used to be. I learned a 

great deal about maturity and responsibility through my 

misfortunate high school experiences. 
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No Throw Up On the Field 

By Kara Lyons  

The summer before my sophomore year of college was 

filled with lazy afternoons and uneventful nights. I antici-

pated my return to school and couldn’t wait to fill my time 

with more useful activities. Two weeks before classes start-

ed, I prepared myself to do something I had been doing for 

years. Something I have dreaded for most of the summers 

of my life. This of course being cheerleading camp. Cheer-

leading camp is one of the most horrendous events of a 

young cheerleader’s life. The long days are filled with 

hours upon hours of jumping, falling, and breaking and 

stretching every part of your body. This year was sure to be 

packed with the familiar pain that I was so very used to. 

It was the first day of camp and sure to be the longest as 

we all crawled across the gym floor to get the mats. None 

of us had followed our rigorous summer workout schedule, 

and we all knew the trouble we were going to be in as soon 

as our coach saw our unconditioned bodies. Tricia Perry 

was our coach that year. A five-foot-nothing, blonde-haired 

woman who was absolutely terrifying. “Good morning, 

everyone!” she exclaimed when she saw us. This was unu-

sual; something was going on. She was excited about some-

thing…she doesn’t get excited. We all gathered around to 
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see what had caused this unusual happiness. Tricia in-

formed us that we were going to be playing against The 

Ohio State University Buckeyes for our first football game 

of the upcoming season and that six of the cheerleaders 

would be able to attend the game. We all buzzed with ex-

citement and anticipation of who would actually get to 

cheer at the famous Horseshoe stadium in Columbus, Ohio. 

Since only six could attend, the next few days were 

filled with outrageous attempts to woo our coach and show 

we were worthy of the experience. Each of us put forth our 

very best effort every single day, trying to demonstrate our 

abilities. After hours and hours of hard work, pulled mus-

cles and death-defying stunts, it was time to announce who 

would be attending. She called off the names as I sat with 

anticipation. “Kara Lyons,” she said. She said Kara Lyons, 

right? I’m Kara Lyons, right? I couldn’t believe that I had 

been chosen. After the shock wore off, I called every per-

son I had ever known to tell them. My parents were ecstatic 

and bought tickets immediately upon hearing the news. 

Two days later, my five teammates and I anxiously got 

on the buses and prepared to cheer in front of the largest 

crowd we had ever seen. Before we went to our hotel, we 

stopped by the stadium to see where we would be cheering. 

I entered the field with my jaw dragging on the turf. It was 
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the largest stadium I had ever seen, I was completely over-

whelmed, even though it was completely empty. Thousands 

and thousands of red seats and bleachers towered over me. 

I tried to picture the seats full to prepare myself for the next 

day, but I couldn’t wrap my mind around the image. We 

went to our hotel and tried to sleep. The night before the 

game I tossed and turned—when I finally got to sleep, I 

think I even did band dances. I woke up ready to throw up, 

and tried to compose myself before getting on the bus to 

the game. This was a Saturday I knew I would never forget. 

We arrived at the practice arena a few hours before the 

game and tried to stretch out and mentally prepare our-

selves for what was about to happen. We walked over to 

the stadium, huddled together like a flock of lost ducklings 

and tried to put a smile to cover our terrified faces. The sta-

dium already had accumulated 100,000 people prior to our 

arrival. It was the most unreal sight my eyes had ever seen. 

We all stood together unable to breathe before the game 

started. Moments after the National Anthem, a coach 

shouted at us to run across the field, and that we did. Run-

ning across that field was the fastest my legs have ever 

moved. I didn’t stop screaming for a second, as I sprinted 

in front of my team. I was in total disbelief of what I was 

actually doing. Arriving to the other side and looking at the 
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crowd around me was the most surreal moment of my 

whole life and cheering on that field was one of the times 

that I have been proudest. 

The whole four hours of the game, I kept telling myself 

how fast it would go and how it would be over soon. Be-

fore I knew it, I was crawling back on the bus and headed 

back to school. I couldn’t believe it was over, and I 

couldn’t believe that I would forever have that memory. 

Although I was so nervous the whole time, and unable to 

compose a complete thought, I can honestly say it was one 

of the best experiences of my life. It is something that I will 

remember forever, and feel honored to have experienced. 
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Nine and a Half 

By Justin Malloy 

“Hey Justin, are you interested in going on a bike ride 

with me?” my mom called down to me. “I have to get a gift 

for your cousin at the store.” 

“Why would I want to do a thing like that?” I joked. It 

was the summer before my eighth-grade school year, and 

although I should have been doing something outside, I was 

in our basement playing a video game. 

“To spend some quality time with your mother.” She 

played the guilt card. I was stuck. I had no other choice but 

to agree to go. I have told this story countless times, and 

even though I always begin it with my mother’s words, I do 

not mean to blame her for what happened; my own sense-

lessness is at fault.  

The story really begins a week before the fateful ride, 

when my friends and I were talking about someone who 

went to our school who had just recently cut off the tip of 

his finger. He was riding his bike and reached down to fix 

his chain, and his finger went into the sprocket, slicing the 

tip clean off. He rode his bike home in shock and showed 

his mother what he did. She retraced his route, picked up 

his fingertip, and took him to the hospital. The doctors were 

able to perform surgery and reattach his finger. “How stu-
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pid do you have to be to put your finger on the chain when 

you are riding?” I can remember saying. Little did I 

know… 

Fast forward back to my mom and me riding home 

from the store. Pedaling fast down the street, I was about 

40 yards ahead of her and a half a block away from my 

house, trying harder and harder to pick up speed. Consider-

ing how hard I was working my legs, I thought I should be 

moving faster. Maybe the chain is loose, I thought. Maybe I 

can get some links taken out of it to make it easier to pedal 

fast. This thought changed my life forever. The next thing I 

know, I am lying on a tree lawn, clutching my right hand, 

which is covered in blood. I barely even remember lifting 

up on the chain, but it was obvious what I had done. My 

middle finger was missing the top half inch, and I was in 

unbelievable pain. My mom saw it happen, and she rode 

back to my house to get the car. The wait for her to get 

back seemed endless. Blood ran down my hand like lava as 

I sat on the grass and scanned the ground for my missing 

finger. It was nowhere to be seen. Sometimes I think I’m 

still sitting on that lawn, forever searching for my missing 

finger. 

A man doing work in his yard across the street saw me 

sitting there and walked over to see what happened. “Oh, 
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yeah, that looks pretty bad,” he said when he got up to me. 

“I’ll go get you a rag.” As he walked away slowly, I saw a 

clean white towel in his back pocket. He must not have 

wanted to turn it red. 

My mother finally arrived after what couldn’t have 

been more than five minutes, considering that the average 

golfer could hit my house using just a 9-iron from the scene 

of my accident, but the pain, blood, and the complete indif-

ference of my neighbor made it seem like an eternity. My 

brother came with her to walk my bike home, and I got in 

the front seat. “Here, put this towel on your hand,” my 

mom told me. I obeyed. “Breath in through your nose, out 

through your mouth. Try to relax, everything is going to be 

okay.” She repeated that over and over on the way to the 

hospital. In through your nose, out through your mouth, 

relax, everything’s going to be okay. I tried hard to believe 

her, but it wouldn’t stop the pain. I squeezed my hand, I 

screamed, I cried, I cursed, but nothing stopped the pain, 

and it seemed like I was never going to make it to the hos-

pital. We hit every imaginable obstacle on the drive. Traf-

fic. Construction backups. Red lights. We even had to pull 

over for an ambulance to pass us. I wanted to scream, Take 

me, too!  
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After finally arriving to the hospital, we were taken 

immediately back to see a nurse and have my paperwork 

filled out. “You’re handling this so well,” the nurse said to 

me. “We have big, 40-year-old men come in with lesser 

injuries, and they are bawling their eyes out.” She seemed 

sincere, but I couldn’t believe her. Inside I was frantic; eve-

rything was pulsing. I felt as if I was on a plane falling out 

of the sky, doomed to crash into a mountainside. All I 

could do was close my eyes and pretend that it wasn’t real. 

I let my mind take me out of the room, out of the situation. 

In through your nose, out through your mouth, relax, every-

thing’s going to be okay. 

I spent the next long and agonizing hours on a hospital 

bed, receiving anesthetic, having my finger cleaned and 

treated, and listening to doctors tell me what was to come. 

This is when I first saw my new, shorter middle finger, 

cleaned up and unstitched. The sight was surreal. I had cut 

it off just above the white part of my nail, so part of the nail 

was still intact, but my finger was a half inch shorter with a 

clean, flat cut top. I studied it for a second before I couldn’t 

look anymore. I’m not going to be able to play in the 

playoffs this year, I thought. Looking back now, it’s funny 

how I was worried about Little League baseball before any-

thing else. Even though it was right there in front of me, I 
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didn’t truly comprehend that what I had done was going to 

stay with me for the rest of my life. That fact didn’t sink in 

until later that night when I was finally home and in my 

bed, alone with my thoughts and my hand. Never had fall-

ing asleep been harder for me than on that night. Somehow 

I was able to get some rest, and the next day I saw an or-

thopedic surgeon. It was decided that the best option was to 

perform surgery, one that would remove the nail and file 

down the bone a bit more as to allow extra skin to cover the 

top. Two days later I had the surgery. Three days after that 

was my 13th birthday, the most depressing of any of my 

birthdays, and one that I try to remember little about. 

But behind every storm cloud is some sunshine. I could 

feel something change about my attitude towards life dur-

ing this experience. Looking back now, it seems as though 

when part of my finger went away, some awkwardness and 

uncertainty that was inside of me went with it. I found it 

easy to take the accident lightly, through jokes and through 

making up fictitious stories when people asked what hap-

pened that were far more exciting and dramatic than what I 

actually did. In fact, after the accident I learned that while 

my brother was walking my bike home, he looked down to 

see the tip of my finger still stuck in the sprocket of my 

bike. He dropped the bike in horror and went home, leaving 
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it up to my dad to take care of. Well, his solution was to 

shoot my fingertip into the backyard by moving the pedals 

fast with his hand. This presented an opportunity I couldn’t 

pass up. After finding a small jar, I went into my backyard 

and found my finger, put it in the jar, and kept it in my 

room for a few weeks, even taking it into school on a dare 

from one of my teachers. I couldn’t keep it for long, 

though; hospitals don’t give out formaldehyde, and once-

living flesh doesn’t take long to decay. 

My mom has always taught me that everything in life 

happens for a reason. Sometimes, it’s a hard mantra to be-

lieve in, especially during this ordeal. However, as I look 

back on it now, although it was careless and stupid, cutting 

off my finger changed me for the better. I developed a 

light-hearted way of looking at life in place of a serious 

one, learned to laugh at times when I would have cried, and 

most importantly of all, figured out how to handle tough 

situations when they come up on you out of nowhere. It’s 

easy: just breath in through your nose, out through your 

mouth, relax, and know that everything is going to be okay. 
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Freshman Failure 

By Alyssa Meckert 

I thought college was going to be just like high school, 

a joke most of the time, only with a lot more parties. Sadly, 

I was wrong. My first few weeks at college have been in-

teresting; classes, dorm life, parties, and boys are only a 

few of the things I have encountered. Every freshman 

wants to look cool, but unfortunately I’ve been a failure at 

that so far.  

Since the day I registered for classes, my mind has been 

playing a scenario of what my first day of college would be 

like. Since class for me didn’t start until 2:00p.m. on the 

first day, I knew I had everything under control and would 

make it to class on time no problem. I could sleep in, have 

some Fruit Loops cereal, triple check where my classes 

were on the Ohio University map that I carried constantly 

since the day I moved in, and make sure I wasn’t rockin’ 

the freshman backpack. Sadly, the scenario in my mind was 

not quite how my first day turned out. Luckily, I had met a 

girl a few days earlier who lived on my floor, and happened 

to be in every single one of my classes. We planned on 

walking everywhere together, so if we did get lost then at 

least we would have each other. Around 1:50p.m. rolled 

around on the first Tuesday of classes. We were all packed 
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up with our laptops, notebooks and pens, and once again 

our campus map that we carried constantly. We were off, 

excitedly speed walking down the four flights of stairs in 

Treudley Hall and onto the front lawn. We knew exactly 

where our building was, right across the street. Enthusiasti-

cally, we walked up the steps and onto the curb just before 

the street. At this point, we were mindlessly talking about 

how awesome our weekend was with all the parties and 

gorgeous upperclassmen. In deep conversation, we crossed 

the street and headed straight for Baker. I believe we head-

ed in that direction because that is where many of the orien-

tation activities took place and we were relatively familiar 

with the building. Unfortunately, Baker is not where we 

needed to be at all; and just as we hit the third floor of 

Baker we realized that we were walking in the completely 

wrong direction! As fast as we could, we turned around and 

tried not to look as confused as we really were. How did we 

get lost going to our first class when it literally was right 

across the street from where we lived? Another five 

minutes had passed, and we still hadn’t gotten to where we 

needed to be; the clock said 2:08 and class started in just 

two minutes. Immediately, the two of us stepped up our 

pace to a slow jog in order to try and make it on time. 

Thankfully, we walked in just as the clock read 2:10. How 
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we got lost going to our first class still amazes me; alt-

hough we did manage to make it to class on time, unfortu-

nately, we did not avoid looking like little lost freshmen on 

our first day of college.  

Not all of my funny college experiences have happened 

in the classroom; many have happened on the weekends 

when I’m out with my friends. One night in particular 

stands out from the rest of my weekends at OU. I was out 

with some friends from my high school, and some new 

ones whom I had met the weekend before. We all wanted to 

find a party where we wouldn’t get kicked out for being 

freshmen, and where we could dance. After wandering 

around aimlessly for about thirty minutes, we finally found 

one at the bottom of Mill Street. Black lights and blaring 

music were exactly what we were looking for. Causally and 

confidently a group of about six of us walked into the 

house with ease; it was only moments later that I saw a girl 

from my dorm who invited me to dance on a stage with her. 

Since dancing was exactly what I wanted to do that night, I 

immediately hopped up on stage and started dancing with a 

bunch of different people. Sadly, the dancing was short 

lived because before I knew it, I was airborne. Someone 

had been dancing so wildly, they had accidentally hip-

checked me off the stage. I came crashing down into a 
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brick wall and my leg and arm instantly began throbbing. 

At first I didn’t really understand what had happened, but 

my friends were all bent over laughing hysterically so I 

knew the fall couldn’t have been anything truly dangerous. 

Slowly, I got up with the help of my friends, who asked, 

“Allie, are you okay?” All I could hope for was that no one 

besides my friends had seen my super-embarrassing fall. 

Unfortunately, my wish did not come true and the entire 

party saw my fall including all of the cute frat boys who 

had just arrived. My friends made sure I was all right and 

then went right back to laughing uncontrollably; that was 

not how I wanted to get noticed by boys at all. After regain-

ing my balance and standing up, I checked myself for cuts 

or bruises but no immediate injuries were noticed. That was 

short lived. The day after the fall, I woke up with a bruise 

the size of a cantaloupe on my right thigh; I also had 

scrapes and bruises all up and down my right arm that we 

hadn’t been able to see in the dark the night before. Also, 

the worst part was that I had to go back to the house the 

next day and get my jacket from the night before, so not 

only did everyone see me fall, but all the guys who owned 

the house got to see the aftereffects of my clumsiness.  

Thankfully, not all of my memorable experiences have 

been ones that have resulted in injury, but this last memo-
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rable moment could have been potentially disastrous. Liv-

ing in a dorm is something I never really wanted to do, but 

all freshmen in college have to suck it up and deal with it. 

Sharing a bathroom with a lot of other girls and sharing an 

11 x 14 room with another person is not easy, but now 

those things aren’t of much importance to me. Since I live 

on an all-girls floor, there are bound to be problems — let’s 

face it, girls just aren’t all that friendly sometimes. It all 

started when two girls down the hall were blasting loud 

music and being extremely obnoxious all day and night. 

One Tuesday night, my roommate and I were really tired 

and were sick and tired of the loudness coming from a few 

rooms down. We had already talked to the RA, and she 

wasn’t doing anything about their noise, so my roommate 

and I decided to take it into our own hands. We thought 

about what we could do to get them to be quiet, and then an 

idea finally hit us! We decided that the only way to get 

them to be quiet was to threaten their privilege of attending 

Ohio University. My roommate and I typed up a letter from 

“Ohio University Judiciaries” saying that they have re-

ceived many reports of noise coming from that room, and if 

they didn’t respect quiet hours within the dorm then they 

would be suspended from the university. We shoved the 

letter under their door one early morning, and ever since 
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then they have been much more quiet and respectful of the 

quiet hours within the dorm. Luckily, they still don’t know 

the letter was from my roommate and me, or else we 

could’ve gotten in major trouble and they might’ve retaliat-

ed. 
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The Benedict Arnold of 7th Grade 

By Melissa Mock 

“I hate her, I seriously hate her.” This was all I could 

say about the girl I now viewed as a female, more modern 

version of Benedict Arnold, a girl I could describe only 

with words as serious as “betrayal” or “treason.”  

“No. You don’t,” my friend Angela responded to my 

angst-y outburst at the lunch table.  

In actuality, we were both angry because our best 

friend, Rose, had just gotten her first “serious” boyfriend 

and frankly, we hadn’t. Of course, I would never admit this 

as the true reason behind my passionate hatred towards my 

former best friend. My rationale behind the anger was that 

Rose had, for the third time, decided to hang out with her 

new boyfriend instead of going to the mall with us. Going 

to the mall had become a ritual with us every weekend; it 

was a staple event in our 13-year old lives. Until we out-

grew hanging out at the mall, there was no acceptable ex-

cuse not to go, especially a boyfriend.  

Rose, Angela and I had been friends since third grade 

and nothing had ever come between us, absolutely nothing. 

There had been boys before, but these relationships had 

lasted only a recess or two, nothing that involved any after-

school time and certainly not weekends.  
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Being that this was our first official fight in five years, 

we took it very seriously. Notes were passed, lunch tables 

were divided, silent treatments were instigated and backs 

were stabbed. The first nine hours spent in school after the 

initial fight were the worst I’d ever had, and that was in-

cluding the time my mom forced me to go to school after I 

had accidentally cut my bangs a little too short. It was too 

weird not being able to sit next to Rose in Social Studies 

and gush about whatever gossip we had heard since we had 

seen each other at the start of the school day three hours 

earlier. Instead, I was forced into choosing a seat next to 

Jimmy, the kid who still picked his nose while openly shar-

ing what were clearly his parents’ conservative views on 

politics and announcing that he would be running for presi-

dency in 2024. 

As the day continued, I started to become accustomed 

to the stares; or rather the glares, coming from Rose and 

those who had decided to side with her. Our normal lunch 

table had completely divided in half and I was happy to see 

that our side was lucky enough to stake claim on the usual 

table, while Rose’s gang had to move tables; it was a small 

win, but a win nonetheless. 

Following the lunch period, I was readying myself for 

whatever Rose and her fellow traitors might have for me in 
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our last class of the day, Spanish. Although Spanish was 

my least favorite class, I could normally survive it, with 

both Rose and several of our other friends suffering along 

with me, but as luck would have it, all of them had sided 

with her. I arrived as the final bell rang for class after 

stalling in the hallway as long as possible to avoid any 

awkward pre-class chitchat. Of course, being the last one to 

enter the classroom left me with the only open seat that just 

so happened to be right in front of Rose.  

Even while I tried my hardest to focus on Ms. Sanchez 

and listen to her spouting out verb conjugations, I could 

feel Rose’s eyes boring into the back of my head. As if 

there was any form of telekinesis that could make up for 

what she did, I thought bitterly to myself. Luckily, I made it 

through the class without having to speak a word, English 

or Spanish.  

The rest of the school week went on just like the first 

day. Rose and I continued to ignore each other in the two 

classes that we had to endure together. Just as I was think-

ing of all the ways I planned to continue not speaking to her 

in Spanish class on Friday, a note came out of nowhere and 

landed on my desk on top of my blank notebook that 

should have been filled with Spanish verbs. The note was 

blank on the outside, leaving me the decision of whether or 
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not to open it. I glanced around and saw that no one seemed 

to be looking for the note, so I decided it must have been 

meant for me. I discreetly unfolded it so as not to attract 

attention from anyone, specifically Ms. Sanchez. Inside, I 

found a handwritten note with two simple words, “I’m sor-

ry.” Underneath this, the note was simply signed, “From 

Rose.”  

I turned around and looked at Rose, she gave me a 

hopeful smile back and that was it. After days of not speak-

ing or acknowledging each other’s existence, we were sud-

denly friends again; all I needed was an apology. In all the 

fickleness of a young teenager, I went from viewing Rose 

as the biggest traitor I had ever met to viewing her as the 

best of friends again.  
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All Because of a Grapefruit 

By Jamie Mrosko 

The three months I spent studying abroad in Mexico 

have been the most meaningful, adventurous, fascinating, 

colorful, outrageous, stay-out-latest, drink-the-most-and-

feel-the-worst-the-next-day experience of my life. I was 

completely absorbed in the Mexican culture, learning eve-

rything from customs to dance to the language to eating 

different foods. And yes, this included drinking like my 

Mexican friends, or so I thought.  

Fast forward seven weeks into my time in Mexico. I 

could converse in Spanish like a champ and could even 

dabble in a little Mayan. I could woof down delicious mys-

tery meals made by my tiny, caring mamá without ques-

tioning what exactly I was eating. I could navigate Emily, 

my roommate, and myself downtown and back by the 

means of an overcrowded and cramped public bus. What I 

have yet to master, and probably never will, along with the 

other sun-burnt gringos from Ohio University, is being able 

to live the late-night-alcohol-drinking lifestyle that our 

Mexican friends have become accustomed to. Unfortunate-

ly, I found this out the hard way. And even more unfortu-

nately, it never stopped me from trying my hardest to keep 

up with them. I know now, two years too late, to never go 
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out drinking with Mexicans unless you are fully prepared 

for the after-effects the following morning—well, let’s be 

honest, the entire following day. 

This particular story is of my Valentine’s Day experi-

ence. In Mexico, Valentine’s Day is not a “true love” holi-

day filled with couples celebrating and holding hands and 

exchanging sappy lovey-dovey cards, but a day of friend-

ship. Because of this, our Mexican friends wanted to take 

us out. Mind you, Valentine’s fell on a Thursday, meaning 

we still had to be at school the next day at 8 am with com-

pleted homework, our Valentine’s exchange gift, and our 

prize-winning-cupid-themed card. Emily and I had barely 

completed two out of the three of these tasks. Of course, we 

blew off the written assignment, but did complete the fun 

projects by making beautiful cards and buying small bottles 

of rum for exchange gifts. Even though our homework pa-

pers were completely blank, we decided to go out, mostly 

because our mamá would harass us if we did not. “You 

girls are crazy. You are here for only three months. Go! Go 

out!” she would say in lightning-fast Spanish, basically 

throwing us out of the house. 

 Thursdays always proved to be the most interesting 

nights, mainly because of Kyu, a popular discoteca, or 

club. Thursday was ladies’ night at Kyu, which was an un-
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dercover way of saying, “Hold onto your hats, chicas. You 

ain’t seen nothing yet.” Every Thursday was wilder than 

the one before, which was not hard considering there was 

an open bar. The only obstacle that stood in the way of 

complete debauchery was the fact that we had a 1 am cur-

few since it was a school night. In a way, the curfew made 

it more fun. It was like a race against time. A race that at 

night everyone wanted to win, but the next day wish they 

had lost. 

After a short taxi ride, we pulled up to Kyu. Although I 

have never been to Las Vegas, I would imagine Kyu looked 

frighteningly similar to a run-down, cliché nightclub, all the 

way down to the red velvet ropes in front of the entrance. 

We waited outside like lost little puppies in the rain until 

some of our Mexican friends arrived. Upon entering, we 

grabbed ourselves a table or six and settled in. Almost im-

mediately, the waiter came over to take our drink order. As 

he went around the table, the gringos asked, in broken 

Spanish, for all different types of dangerous drinks. When 

it came to be Emily’s and my turn, we just stared at each 

other, as if we possessed the power of telepathy, trying to 

discuss our options. Emily asked the waiter, “Me gustaría 

dos vodka y piña, por favor.” 
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“Y lo mismo para mi,” I replied with excitement, know-

ing full well what this meant. Emily and I had just signed 

up to do a marathon of drinking in the time it takes to do a 

sprint, which is a rare occurrence for us. We had ordered 

two vodka drinks with a splash of pineapple juice—apiece. 

As the night progressed, so did the amount of fun and 

number of drinks everyone had. We drank and danced the 

night away on the microscopic, overcrowded dance floor 

that felt like it was going to give out any minute. Emily and 

I decided we needed another drink, so we pushed through 

the densely packed crowd full of sweaty and intoxicated 

people. As I mixed our drinks up, Emily checked our ’80s-

style-size-of-a-brick cell phone to see how much time we 

had left to celebrate Valentine’s. She shot me a look that I 

will not soon forget. She yelled, “Shit! Jem, It’s 1:04!” We 

stared at each other and tried to use our telepathic powers 

once again. Finally, I broke down and said, “Well, I mean 

we’re already late, right? It would take at least fifteen more 

minutes to get home.” 

“This is true,” answered Emily. 

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 

“What’s the difference between four minutes or one 

hour?” 
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“Exactly!” I exclaimed. Obviously, we were not in the 

right state of mind to make good decisions at this point in 

the night, figuring that being four minutes late was the 

same as being an hour late. We took our freshly concocted 

drinks and headed back to the dance area to boogie some 

more and practice our Spanish skills, which improved with 

each drink. As fast as it takes to blink an eye, one hour 

turned into two, which then turned into three. All of a sud-

den, Emily and I were shocked to find out it was already 4 

am. So much for being only an hour past curfew. We threw 

our drinks down on the table, grabbed our belongings and 

booked it the hell out of there. By the time we were able to 

sloppily wave down a taxi, which of course took us the 

long way so we had to pay even more, and made it home, it 

was almost five o’clock in the morning! We crept into the 

house being as quiet as two intoxicated females wearing 

high heels on a marble floor can be. Quickly, we both 

chugged a bottle of water and passed out on top of our 

beds, still in our sweaty clothes from the club. 

Unluckily for us, we had to wake up for school at 7:15 

am. Yes, Emily and I got only just over two hours of sleep 

after the raging fiesta last night. I woke up feeling wonder-

ful and I could not believe I had zero hangover, and let me 

tell you, I have quite the reputation for evil hangovers, even 
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after a minimal amount of alcohol. Once I literally rolled 

my body out of bed and began stumbling to the bathroom, I 

realized why I wasn’t hungover. I was still drunk. In my 

messed-up head all I could think was, “Oh no. Oh no. This 

is not good. Well, maybe school will be enjoyable?” I 

quickly snapped back to reality as Emily and I nearly 

plowed each other down like bulldozers in the hallway. 

“Emily, are you still drunk?” I asked her with half-open 

eyes and make-up smeared all over my face. “Yeah, I think 

so. Oh man,” she answered back. We caught a slight break 

in that our mamá had already left for church, and we were 

the only ones home. Before she leaves, she always sets out 

breakfast for us, which is a glass of juice and a half of a 

grapefruit. The grapefruits in Mexico were one of the most 

deliciously sweet-tasting foods I have ever eaten. They 

cannot even begin to compare to an American grapefruit. 

The juice is filled with more natural sugar, and the color is 

a much brighter, lively shady of ruby. Any other day, I 

would have demolished my grapefruit in ten seconds flat 

with sticky juice running all down my face. But today, no. I 

wanted nothing to do with this grapefruit or any other food. 

All I wanted was about fifty gallons of water. 

Here was the problem. I could not simply just throw 

away the grapefruit that mamá so graciously had cut and 
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prepared, not unless I want to get reamed out by her later in 

some crazy, angry Spanish I could hardly understand. So, 

the grapefruit would have to travel to school with me be-

fore it could meet its demise. Wonderful. It was getting 

late, so we began to pack up our lives and head out on the 

fourteen-block walk to school, hoping it would sober us up 

a little. On my shoulder was my beautiful school bag with a 

beaded handle that constantly slid down my arm every 

chance it got. In one hand, I put my precious cargo: my 

hand-crafted Valentine’s card and my exchange gift (a 

small glass bottle of rum). In the other hand went two bot-

tles of Crystal water and my half of a grapefruit. Knowing 

that there was no possible way this arrangement of things 

would last long, we scurried out the door, Emily first and 

me lagging behind.  

Enter problem number two, closing the door. Our over-

sized-heavy-dark-wood door was notorious for getting 

stuck on a certain part of the floor, so you really had to put 

all of your might in pulling this puppy closed. Normally, 

this is not a big deal, but when both of your hands are load-

ed with breakables, it gets a little challenging. Because of 

my lack of soberness, it never crossed my mind to simply 

set all of my belongings down outside, close the door, and 

then load back up. I was fully determined to close this 
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sucker as is. I tried to pull it a few times, not even budging 

it an inch. After a few choice four-lettered words and Emily 

yelling to me and offering her help, I yanked at the door 

with all of my being. Immediately, the scrumptious grape-

fruit fell out of my paw and landed with a massive, juicy 

splat inside the house launching sticky liquid everywhere in 

a one-foot radius. My hand-made card crumbled to the 

ground, getting smashed by the two bottles of water. By the 

grace of some higher power, the bottle of rum didn’t break, 

but the worst was yet to come. The edge of the heavy 

wooden door slammed full force into my forehead, and I 

tumbled to the ground along with all of my belongings. In-

stantaneously, a massive red welt emerged on my forehead. 

What an excellent start to a day. In an infuriated rage, I 

grabbed the grapefruit and launched it over the fence and 

down the street as hard as I could, throwing out my arm in 

the process. Instead of wiping up the juice with some paper 

towels like a normal sober person, I made the mistake of 

just kind of rubbing it in with my school bag. I collected 

what was left of my things and headed off for school in a 

less than perky mood.  

School was less than enjoyable, but I was happy to see I 

was not the only one who had a rough morning. Then 

again, no one else got crushed in the face with a door. All 
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day I suffered through school with a wicked hangover that 

was only intensified by the getting-hit-in-the-head-with-

multiple-hammers type of headache given to me by the 

door. 

 As the school day came to an end, I began to feel better 

as Emily and I headed for home. Then she reminded me of 

the goose egg on my forehead and the slight black eye that 

was forming. During the long fourteen-block walk home, 

all I could think about is how in the world I was going to be 

able to explain this over-the-top story to my mamá, let 

alone in Spanish. That, and how much I needed a nap. 
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A Night Between Curtains 

By Meghan Murphy  

It started off as an ordinary night with my sister and my 

friends. We were at my grade-school gymnasium where my 

mom was in charge of the volleyball tournaments. My mom 

made my sister and me go with her because we were too 

young to stay home by ourselves, even though we had al-

ways dreamed of eating all the food in the pantry and stay-

ing up all night long with no parents around. As a second-

grader, I found it quite boring hearing whistles being blown 

every two seconds, watching older girls in shorts so short 

you could see their butt cheeks hanging out, and seeing 

them diving on the ground practically beating themselves 

up. My sister, friends, and I decided to get away from eve-

ryone else and play our own game of hide-and-seek. 

My sister, Chelsea, was only six years old at the time. 

She was very persistent on being the seeker, while my three 

other friends and I were hiding. When Chelsea did not get 

her way, she usually cried and pouted until someone no-

ticed. As usual, I decided to let her get her way. She began 

counting, “One, two, three.” Occasionally I would see her 

slip a peek and be forced to yell, “Close your eyes, you lit-

tle brat.” She usually got the message.  



 136 

I looked everywhere for the perfect hiding spot. I felt 

like a Cheetah hunting for my prey. I searched high and 

low, around every corner, and in every window possible. I 

could not seem to find anything until I turned my head. It 

was like the angels of heaven were singing to me, and light 

had shined upon my ideal spot: the stage. I went up to the 

stage quickly because I knew my sister never counted to a 

hundred like she was supposed to. I looked everywhere like 

something was calling my name. I could hear my sister 

yelling, “Ready or not, here I come!” I finally came up to 

the big, velvet, thick curtains at the end of the stage. It was 

not a one-layered, but a three-layered curtain. Now I really 

felt like I was in the jungle weaving through vines and trees 

trying to wiggle my way in between the layers.  

I began to realize that I had picked a brilliant spot, and 

it would take my sister and my three friends forever to find 

me. I could hear my sister running around frantically trying 

to find everyone. I started to get really hot, and noticed how 

thick the curtain layers actually were. I was beginning to 

regret the baggy sweatshirt I was wearing at the time. Add-

ing more body heat was the last thing I wanted at this mo-

ment. About twenty minutes had passed, and I suddenly 

heard another girl’s voice along with my sister’s. They 

were now traveling as a pack. I could hear my sister say, 
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“You look for the others. I’m finding Meghan.” This made 

me even more determined to stand still and not move the 

curtain.  

Another twenty minutes had passed; I could hear my 

sister and two of my friends now. I felt like they were right 

next to me, but my spot was too good to be found. My sis-

ter suddenly stepped onto the stage. I could hear her foot-

steps getting louder and louder as she approached. It was so 

nerve wracking I almost screamed, but I knew I could nev-

er surrender to her. I knew at this point she was standing 

right next to me, and I could feel her hands reaching her 

way behind the curtain. Unlike my intelligent creativity, my 

naive sister did not realize that this curtain had three sepa-

rate layers, and I was in between them. Once she yelled, 

“She’s not on the stage, guys,” I felt relief, the kind you felt 

after staying up past your bedtime without your mom notic-

ing.  

I suddenly realized I had been hiding for over an hour. 

Sweat was running down my face, I wanted so desperately 

to be able to look out the curtain to see if they were still 

looking for me, and to get some fresh air, but I was too 

nervous. I wanted to take my enormous, oversized sweat-

shirt off, but was afraid of moving the curtains and allow-

ing them to see me. It was like I was a criminal hiding from 
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the police and every move I made would lead them to find 

me, so I remained still. 

Another thirty minutes passed and I was beginning to 

think my sister and friends were not looking for me any-

more. I thought my spot was good, but not this good. I 

thought I was going crazy. I began counting sheep and talk-

ing to my finger like I was Danny, the little boy from The 

Shining. My face was beaming red; I was soaked in an im-

mense amount of sweat. I almost could not take it anymore, 

suffocation was creeping up on me, and I had to surrender. 

All of a sudden right before I was about to give up, I heard 

a woman talking from the gymnasium, “If I could have 

everyone’s attention, please… if anyone has seen a little 

girl named Meghan Murphy, please let us know. Her moth-

er and sister cannot find her.” The woman on the micro-

phone started to describe how I looked to everyone. I was 

so confused; I quickly understood this game was officially 

over. I knew my sister was a bad seeker, but I never knew 

she would stoop so low as to get the adults involved. 

As I walked off the stage and into the gymnasium, I 

looked out at the woman on the microphone and said, “Um, 

hi, I am Meghan Murphy.” I turned around and saw my sis-

ter, my friends, my mom, and her friends all crying and 

hugging. I can honestly say I have never been more con-
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fused in my entire life; who ever knew a simple game of 

hide-and-seek would turn into a soap opera. Once I caught 

eye contact with my mom, she ran up to me squeezing me, 

explaining how they thought I was kidnapped. I knew my 

sister probably made that one up, so she would not look 

like such a wuss at hide-and-seek. My mom grabbed my 

arm and asked me, “Why did you not come out earlier, 

when you knew they could not find you?” I simply replied, 

“Mom, have you ever played hide-and-seek? I’m pretty 

sure those aren’t the rules.”  
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A Great Adventure 

By Casey O’Brien  

My favorite vacation that I took during my childhood 

was a vacation that wasn’t supposed to happen at all. Dur-

ing the President’s Day Weekend following my eleventh 

birthday, my family attempted to fly to New Orleans to 

board an exciting, relaxing, super-duper fun Carnival 

Cruise Line vacation. However, when a massive snowstorm 

in the Northeastern United States caused our flight to be 

delayed, and we missed the departure of the cruise ship, our 

visions of an exciting vacation were crushed. Or so we 

thought... 

Once we realized we had missed the ship, an overly 

cheery cruise line representative in New Orleans told us she 

could set us up to fly to Jamaica and stay there for three 

days until the ship came to the port in Montego Bay, where 

we could go through customs and board. This news was a 

nightmare to my parents. There might possibly be nothing 

in this world that pisses my dad off worse than when his 

travel plans go awry. From the second he found out we 

missed the cruise liner’s departure, his whole body had 

tensed up into a menacing lurch, and my brother and I 

could have sworn that the protruding vein on his temple 

would burst at any moment. In spite of my parents’ despair, 
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they reluctantly agreed to continue on to Jamaica. My 

younger brother, Connor, and I, however, were thrilled — 

we were about to go on an adventure! 

The first excitement we encountered was on a shuttle 

bus ride to our hotel. At the Montego Bay Airport (which, 

with its tin roof and decrepit state, looked more like an old, 

disheveled hut, than a high-traffic airport responsible for 

the safety of thousands of people), my family boarded a 

shuttle bus with about twenty other people. The bus drivers 

told us that it would be only a short ride to the Wyndham 

Rose Hall Resort. Maybe the bus driver had meant a 

“short” ride relative to one’s lifetime, or perhaps a glacial 

ice age, but the shuttle ride we took that blistering hot af-

ternoon was not “short” by any conventional standards that 

I’m aware of. We put our windows down, and the bus filled 

with dusty air as it barreled down the unpaved dirt roads. 

My brother’s face, along with my own, was plastered up 

against the Plexiglas, awe-struck by the world outside our 

window. Women walked along the side of the road, carry-

ing groceries or buckets of water. Old men rode rusty bicy-

cles around and waved to the bus driver as we went by. Im-

poverished children threw rocks up against metal shacks or 

kicked soccer balls in fields.   
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“On your left you will see the market. This is where the 

people go to get fresh meats and vegetables,” the bus driver 

announced in a thick Jamaican accent. “To your right is 

where the children gather to play. And, if you look way out, 

up on the cliff, that is my house,” he added with a chuckle. 

This impromptu tour continued on for almost an hour 

until we turned onto a much smaller dirt road that twisted 

through a dense forest of trees. At the end of the road there 

was a large open area that revealed a massive, yellow re-

sort. We had reached our destination. 

*** 

More adventure was soon to spring up in Jamaica. On 

our second day in the country, I woke up late to the sound 

of my mom rustling through her quite overstuffed suitcase. 

“Mom, what time is it?” I asked. 

“It’s about eleven fifteen, Case.”  

Oh no, I thought. How could I have slept in so late?  

“Where are Dad and Connor?” 

“They headed downstairs to get some lunch by the 

pool.” 

After hearing this news, I immediately jumped out of 

bed and went to put on my swimsuit. My mind drifted back 

to Christmas mornings when Connor would sneak out of 

bed incredibly early and scope out all the presents that San-
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ta had left for us. When I would eventually wake up, Con-

nor would be waiting for me in the living room, ready to 

brag that he got the most presents that year. He always 

wanted to explore everything, and find things before I did 

so that he could take credit for them. This morning was un-

doubtedly no different. Connor wanted to explore the resort 

before I had a chance to, so he purposely woke up early and 

conned my dad into going to “get lunch” with him! 

My sandals scuffed across the ground as I power-

walked through the lobby towards the pool. I weaved in 

and out of guests, but when I reached the pool gate I 

stopped. My dad and Connor were nowhere in sight.  

I wondered, Where could they be? 

Mom said they hadn’t been gone for more than fifteen 

minutes before I left, so they weren’t likely to be done eat-

ing yet, but I didn’t see them sitting at the poolside bar. The 

only people around were boring, old, nose-in-the-air adults 

lounging in pool chairs. Ughhh, I sighed to myself. I 

couldn’t find my brother or Dad, and no kids were in sight, 

so I unhappily decided to retreat back to the room.  

“Casey!” someone called out as I was opening the glass 

door to the lobby.  
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I turned around to see Connor hurrying towards me 

with a hot dog in his hand; my dad was about 10 feet be-

hind him, trying to keep up with my brother’s excited pace. 

“Casey! Oh my god, dude, you’re not going to believe 

what we just found!” Connor said to me with a mouth full 

of hot dog. 

“What?” I replied, slightly annoyed because Connor 

had once again beat me to a discovery. 

“We found a water slide! Actually, there’s a whole wa-

ter park! And there’s food, too: hot dogs, and French fries, 

and strawberry daiquiris, and —” 

“Wait! What?” I turned looked towards my dad to see if 

Connor was lying. Surely I hadn’t missed a whole water 

park when I was at the pool... 

“Yeah, Case. It’s really cool. We were just walking 

back to tell you about it,” my dad offered. 

“Oh, my gosh, show me!” 

We ran so fast you would have thought the ground was 

on fire if you saw us. Connor showed me an opening in the 

thick tropical brush that bordered the hotel and led me 

through an intricate maze of stone pathways. When we 

reached the clearing, I stopped. 

Connor wasn’t exaggerating when he said he found a 

water park. Calling it a water park was actually an under-
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statement. Massive water slides were weaving in and out of 

palm trees. Giant fountains and hoses sprayed children 

playing near them. A lazy river curved about and then dis-

appeared around a distant turn. A bar was actually in a 

pool! It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.  

By this time, Connor had finished his hot dog and we 

followed signs that advertised the “Jungle Slide.” Our ex-

citement made it seem like a million stairs were leading up 

to the slide’s platform, and we were relieved when there 

was only a short line at the top. When it was our turn to go, 

I went first. Even though I maintained a brave exterior in 

front of Connor, I was so nervous my stomach turned as if I 

had eaten some bad Chinese food. I carefully sat down in 

the chute and held on to the bar for a few seconds, but sud-

denly, I felt a push from behind and as I lost my grip and 

slipped down the chute, I caught the glimpse of Connor 

laughing near the side of the tunnel. 

“Ahhhhh!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. 

Water swooshed and slushed around as I whirred down 

the long slide. More than once my stomach dropped and I 

felt as if I were going to separate from the water and fly 

right through the air. After a good number of twists and 

turns, I shot out of the chute at the end of the slide and 
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landed in a large pool. I surfaced and looked up at the slide 

to see Connor hitting the water right after me. 

“That was awesome!” we shouted in unison. 

*** 

Every experience we had in Jamaica was just as adven-

turous as the last. My dad stopped mulling over our initial 

travel misfortune, and he and my mother began to have 

some fun of their own. Connor and I continued to play in 

our hidden water park utopia, and for days we went along 

without any sort of fight or argument. Normally we would 

have some sort of petty fight about who was going to get 

the better bed to sleep in; or an epic battle over who would 

get to push the buttons in the hotel elevator. But something 

about Jamaica brought us together. Rather than competing 

against each other, we joined forces to explore this unfamil-

iar territory. 

At the end of our stay, we sadly packed up our belong-

ings and headed through the hotel lobby. My brother and I 

sat beside each other on the shuttle bus, and once again 

pressed our faces against the Plexiglas windows as we 

waited for the other people to settle in their seats. We 

watched the hotel disappear as the bus started down the 

narrow dirt path; and over the rumble of the road and the 

bus engine, we heard a few passengers talking about the 
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cruise ship. Almost simultaneously, Connor and I looked at 

each other and a wide grin spread across our faces — we 

were thinking the same thing. In the midst of our sadness of 

leaving our Jamaican paradise, we had forgotten about the 

cruise. A cruise ship would certainly be filled with many 

new things for us to explore! For the rest of the ride, Con-

nor and I plotted our next great adventure; and we were 

certain it would be a great adventure because we were go-

ing on it together. 
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Out in a Blaze of Glory 

By Caroline Rahtz 

Huppertz-family vacations have always been the high-

light of my childhood. Every summer my mom’s side of 

the family, the Huppertz side, packs up and heads to a dif-

ferent destination (a few of the places we have visited in-

clude Destin, Florida; Charleston, South Carolina; Deer 

Creek, Ohio). My mom has five brothers and two sisters, 

all of whom have families of their own. This makes for a 

pretty big gathering each summer — between twenty and 

twenty-five of us all needing beds, food, and entertainment. 

We always manage to keep ourselves busy for the full 

week we are there. Of course, we participate in the typical 

summer vacation activities such as swimming, mini-golf, 

go-carting, tubing and biking, but we also have managed to 

develop our own intense competitions to keep the boredom 

from creeping up on us. For example, every time we gather, 

a run-around-the-ping-pong-table tournament begins. My 

cousins and I decided the game of ping-pong was slightly 

too bland, and we modified it so participants must simulta-

neously go around the table in the midst of their ping-pong 

game. Granted, the game starts out with six to eight players 

all rotating slowly around the table, anticipating their turn 

to hit the ball once they reach the ends of the table, but 
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once people start being eliminated the game picks up speed. 

A second game that is guaranteed to be played during a 

Huppertz family gathering is a card game called Nertz. A 

game of speed and coordination, Nertz often makes people 

new to the family (i.e., girlfriends/boyfriends) completely 

lost and overwhelmed when asked to play. Basically, the 

game is a giant, mutant version of Solitaire and Speed that 

multiple people play. And, of course, the best Huppertz 

game is simply called Huppertz-ball. Explaining the rules 

of this game is impossible — there are no definite rules! 

Every new game of Huppertz-ball has different rules that 

are made up along the way and uses only the different types 

of balls that may be lying around. 

Needless to say, my family and I know how to keep 

ourselves amused when we are on these vacations. Even 

when we aren’t coming up with modified versions of 

games, we spend a lot of time together talking, telling sto-

ries and making each other laugh. One of my favorite plac-

es and times to hang out with my cousins is around the 

campfire late at night. I will never forget feeling the 

warmth of the fire just as the air begins to chill and watch-

ing the stars come out, all while listening to a cousin re-

count the time my brother got kicked out of the go-carting 

track for purposely bumping into our cousins in the other 
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go-carts on our vacation in Canada (“Eh, you! You’re 

oot!”). My aunts, uncles, cousins, and my immediate family 

have all had amazing times on these vacations, especially 

time spent talking around the campfire. 

About four years ago, on our vacation at Higgins Lake, 

Michigan, we were all sitting around a fire in exactly that 

way. It was the last night of our week there, and no one 

wanted the week to end. To put off the departure, we were 

all sitting around our fire late at night. As the night wore 

on, the adults began to make their way to their beds, but the 

cousins (myself included) were determined to keep the va-

cation alive. We stayed up later and later into the night until 

the fire began to die on us, and even I was considering 

sneaking away for some last-minute R&R. In a last-ditch 

effort to maintain the life of the vacation, my cousin Dave 

tried to revive the fire. Instead of using the plethora of 

precut firewood we had bought at the start of the week, 

Dave decided to use a massive stump (which we had been 

using as seating around the fire). “This will build the fire 

right back up,” he said. 

Alas, despite my doubts, Dave was right. The embers lit 

the bark, which began to light the entire stump. Not so 

slowly but very surely, the fire began to grow and grow. A 

huge column of flames was forming and, while some of my 
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cousins sat around excited and in awe, I was wondering 

how we were going to put this out.  

Of course, this fire-pit was relatively close to the house 

we were staying in. The house was not close enough to 

catch on fire, but the bedroom windows had a very nice 

view of this beast we had created. Incidentally, my Aunt 

Shelly had one of these fantastic views. Aunt Shelly is the 

kind of aunt everyone seems to have; she’s the one the 

whole family depends on to bring the cookies, cakes, and 

pies to every family gathering, whom you can hear laugh 

throughout the whole house and know exactly whose laugh 

it is, whose political views are more entertaining than they 

are serious. In other words, Aunt Shelly is a story in and of 

herself.  

Unfortunately for all parties involved, Aunt Shelly was 

up and happened to glance out her window. Normally, a 

person who saw what he or she thought was flames out the 

window might take a step closer and examine the situation. 

However, at three o’clock in the morning, normal reactions 

can’t be expected of anyone. At three o’clock in the morn-

ing, a person who saw flames outside his or her window 

would most likely assume the house was on fire, and this 

was Aunt Shelly’s exact line of thought. Still outside and 

watching these monstrous flames grow even higher, we 
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were shocked when a startling screech broke the hush of 

the late night and we saw a person sprint out of the house 

like it was, well, on fire! 

It took almost an hour to calm down my Aunt Shelly (it 

took only about five minutes to put out that huge fire), and 

she was still fuming the next day (pun completely intend-

ed). For our family, this is one of those stories that is 

brought up every time we see each other (although, depend-

ing on who you talk to, it is a hysterical moment to look 

back upon or a terrifying one). For me, it’s a story that will 

always remind me of my vibrant, wild family. 
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My Pal Slimy 

By Andra Ruiz 

Growing up, every child will experience some sort of 

attachment to a certain toy. Some children get attached to 

blankets, dolls, teddy bears, and superhero figures, but not 

me. The first toy that I became attached to was a small, 

sticky lizard that I won out of a gumball machine when I 

was five. This sticky lizard was lime green and would cling 

to walls, floors, and table tops. I named the lizard Slimy. 

Since Slimy had a sticky body, dirt clung to him. Slimy’s 

little green body turned a dirty greenish color and little dirt 

balls covered him, but I still loved him.  

I know Slimy was only a sticky lizard, but to me he was 

a pet, and a special friend. I housed Slimy in my kitchen. 

He usually slept in the kitchen cabinet where the cereal 

was. I do not know why that is where I thought to keep 

him, but I did. My mom played along with me and when-

ever Slimy was in the kitchen cabinet she would keep the 

cabinet door open so he could see out, but when it was bed-

time she would close it and say, “Lights out, Slimy.” I can 

remember rushing to the cereal cabinet every morning to 

get him up and take him to bathroom with me to brush our 

teeth. After we brushed our teeth, Slimy found a cozy spot 

inside my pocket for the rest of the day. To let Slimy know 
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I was thinking about him I would slip my hand in my pock-

et occasionally and give him a little squeeze. At lunch I 

would put cookie crumbs in my pocket for him to snack on. 

The cookie crumbs never got ate, and they usually fell out 

in our washer at home. My mom never said anything; she 

would just always smile.  

Slimy would go everywhere with me. He loved coming 

to school with me and sitting on my desk while I did art 

and crafts. I would bring him along to all my ballet classes 

and check on him during our breaks. At home he would 

watch television with me and play board games, too. He 

went on multiple road trips to the grocery store with my 

mom and me, and he loved going to Grandma’s house. I 

really cannot think of a time when I would ever be without 

Slimy. I loved Slimy-a lot—but him being so little really 

made it hard for me to keep track of him. Anytime I ever 

lost Slimy I would throw a huge fit and go into hysterics. 

Life could not go on until my mom and I found Slimy. 

When I think back to all the times Slimy came up missing, 

two times I for sure thought he was long gone.  

The first time I thought Slimy was a goner was when I 

went to the car wash with my mom one summer afternoon. 

I remember setting Slimy on the backseat while my mom 

was vacuuming the front of the car. I was playing outside 
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by the car just waiting for my mom to finish when I heard 

her scream. I thought my mom got hurt, so I went running 

to her side yelling, “Mommy, Mommy!” When I got to my 

mom’s side and saw she was not hurt, I looked up at her 

face and noticed she had on her worried face. I asked her 

what was wrong as she franticly shut the vacuum cleaner 

off. My mom glanced at the backseat and I followed her 

eyes to see an empty backseat. Slimy was gone! I could not 

believe it- my mom had vacuumed Slimy up! I started to 

cry hysterically and was screaming at the top of my lungs. 

My mom was hugging me, telling me how sorry she was 

and that somehow we would get Slimy back. At first I told 

my mom I did not care that Slimy was gone and that I just 

wanted to go home, but after the words actually came out 

of my mouth I started to cry again and I knew we had to get 

Slimy back. I could not just leave him alone in the dark 

vacuum cleaner. My mom sat in the driver’s seat for a cou-

ple minutes thinking of what to do. She was worried that if 

she put in more quarters in and turned the vacuum back on 

that Slimy would get all the way sucked into the bag, but 

then again, she knew there was a slim chance he may 

somehow get shot back out when the vacuum cleaner 

turned on. My mom took her chance and put in the 25 

cents. I had my hands clasped over my eyes waiting for the 
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outcome. My heart was racing, and once I heard the vacu-

um cleaner turn back on I jumped. Almost as soon as the 

vacuum cleaner turned on, I heard a shriek from my mom. I 

opened my eyes and saw her toss the vacuum hose and pull 

out a little, now dirtier, green lizard. I remember sitting in 

the car just squeezing my mom as tight as I could and being 

so happy that we got Slimy back.  

After a big incident like that, I started to take extra good 

care of Slimy. Slimy never left my eyesight, or my pocket. 

I even moved Slimy out of the kitchen cabinet onto my 

night stand next to my bed. I knew I had to be extra careful 

with the little guy. However, a six-year-old can do only so 

much and Slimy had another near-death experience.  

This next near-death incident took place on a school 

morning in the bathroom. When I was little I would always 

climb onto the bathroom counter top to see the mirror bet-

ter. I would usually brush my teeth sitting cross-legged, 

keeping Slimy on my leg. But, that day I must have forgot-

ten I sat Slimy there and I stood up and watched him fall 

into the sink bowl, with the water running. I felt like I was 

watching it happen in slow motion. The only thing I could 

do was watch Slimy get washed down the drain. I hurried 

and shut the faucet off, jumped off the counter, and ran to 

the kitchen to get my mom. Of course, I was in hysterics, 
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and my mom knew instantly something must have hap-

pened to Slimy. I grabbed my mom by her hand and 

dragged her to the bathroom. Somehow my mom was able 

to figure out what happened through my sobs, and took 

charge, as usual. She turned the faucet on quickly, and then 

shut it off; she turned it on, and then shut it off. My mom 

did this for a couple seconds and before my eyes Slimy 

came sprouting out, as if a whale blew him out of his blow 

hole. All I could do was squeeze my mom and hold Slimy.  

To this day I still cannot believe how my mom got 

Slimy back from those situations. Slimy should have been a 

goner, both at the car wash and when he was washed down 

the drain. I am still amazed at how my mom was able to 

bring Slimy back to me. It is sad to say that, after all the 

work, and all the tears I shed over Slimy, I do not remem-

ber what happened to him. I am sure one day I grew out of 

Slimy and had to retire him for a doll, but he will always 

have a spot in my heart. My mom and I still bring him up, 

and all the times she saved him. We laugh that Slimy, the 

little green lizard, caused so much chaos in our life for a 

short time.  
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That’s My Yak in the River 

By Katie Schreiber 

While investigating potential undergraduate schools as 

a newly graduated high school senior, I refused to consider 

any school that lacked some type of body of water. I can’t 

really explain what it is, but a lake or river brings a certain 

something to an area, aside from just water. 

Tom, my older brother, felt the same way while he was 

looking at potential schools. He, as I eventually did, settled 

on a school by a river. His motive surfaced when he pur-

chased a kayak. I followed in his kayak trail the day I de-

cided to purchase a boating vessel of my own. After I had 

lived at Ohio University for three full years, the urge to ex-

plore the Mighty Hocking River simply overwhelmed me. 

The idea was mine. The inspiration came from Tom. 

The action arose from my irritated roommates.  

I tend to spend a lot of time exploring the world with 

my roommates. The limitation to land exploration, howev-

er, brought me to investigate aviation courses. Already hav-

ing a packed schedule and a rapidly decreasing amount of 

time to take courses, though, I opted to keep my feet on the 

ground. However, the possibility of water exploration still 

existed and still pulled at me like a tugboat.  
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“That is beautiful water. That’s kayaking water,” I 

would repeat every time the exploration with my friends 

brought us across a bridge or near the Hocking. 

Eventually, the response ceased to be laughter and 

smiles. It become something like, “Buy a damn kayak al-

ready.” 

A trip to the sports store ensued, sales were investigat-

ed, and a decision was made. I would soon be floating 

across the waters of the Mighty Hocking on a bright orange 

yak. 

The kayak’s price tag was exceptionally reasonable at 

Dunham’s Sports, but the exorbitant price of a paddle to go 

with it seemed to make up for the kayak’s sale price. I 

therefore consulted Amazon.com. 

The paddle arrived in the mail on a nothing-out-of-the-

ordinary-rainy Athens day. I was, for once, happy about the 

drippy southern Ohio clouds, as I knew that when the rain 

stopped falling, the river would be at least a foot deep! As 

long as I maneuvered around the patches of grass growing 

throughout the river, kayaking the Mighty Hocking could 

be a success! 

The rain stopped, and the sun beat down. I constructed 

a PB&J, gathered my paddle, filled a bottle of drinking wa-

ter, and scooped up my new pair of water shoes. These 
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items were neatly packed into a backpack that I hung over a 

shoulder. As I left my apartment building, I looked around 

at the cars in the parking lot, none of which belonged to 

me.  

“Lazy drivers,” I thought to myself as I shook my head 

and smiled.  

I began the trek to Dunham’s Sports. My journey had 

begun. 

Four miles later, upon my arrival at the sports store, a 

sales associate greeted me. 

“Is there something wrong with your paddle?” she 

asked with a glance at the Amazon-purchased paddle I 

wielded like a pre-fight sword. 

“Yes,” I responded with a grin, “I don’t have a kayak to 

go with it.” 

The hot sun must have dried up her sense of humor; ra-

ther than laughter, she gave me a “buy-a-damn-kayak-

already” look, and proceeded to show me where I could 

find the bright orange kayak that my soul was set on. 

A second withered associate approached me, asking if 

he could help me load the vessel into my car. I laughed and 

responded, “Nah, I’ll just kayak home.” 

The smile stayed on my face as I awkwardly gathered 

the not-heavy, seven-foot-long boat under my arm and car-



 161 

ried it out of the store, across East State Street, behind 

Lowe’s, over the bike path, and down to the shore of the 

Mighty Hocking. 

I changed into my water shoes, arranged my water bot-

tle and lunch in the vessel and prepared to board. My yak’s 

bottom got a bit of a scrape as I boarded, so I hopped out, 

dragged the kayak to the middle of the river, and complete-

ly lost kayak-riverbed contact. I was pleased. 

It took a while to get used to the shallow depth I could 

stab my paddle into without scraping, but soon I was cruis-

ing upstream with minimal problems. 

I occasionally got stuck without warning, but it simply 

took some back-paddling and redirecting to find a path that 

would allow smooth sailing. Only twice was I required to 

physically get out of the kayak and carry it a ways over 

half-foot depths. Once, the shallow feature of the Mighty 

Hocking did come in handy. I got stuck in a shallow bit of 

the river, set my paddle down, kicked my feet up, and en-

joyed lunch directly in the middle of the Mighty Hocking. 

The smiles and greetings sent from people sauntering along 

the bike path made my PB&J taste sweeter, fresher, and 

significantly less squished. 

Eventually I made it as close as the river gets to my 

apartment. Sunburnt and exhausted, I rested for a moment. 
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Then with pride I carried the kayak over land the rest of the 

way to my apartment and to its new home. 
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Wanna Bet? 

By Teresa Strebler 

I plan to be one of those 90-year-old women chain-

smoking in front of a penny slot machine in a West Virgin-

ia casino. I don’t smoke and I’m about two-thirds of a cen-

tury away from 90, but I do know how to get excited about 

winning eight cents. I attribute this love of low-level gam-

bling to my family. When I turned eighteen, the Streblers 

packed up and made the one-hour drive over the West Vir-

ginia border to the east coast slot machine Mecca known as 

Mountaineer. At the time, Mountaineer allowed eighteen 

year-olds to gamble because it had only slot machines. This 

fact made it even more of a senior citizen stronghold than 

most casinos, and I loved every smoke-filled inch of it. 

Everyone took turns making sure my Grandma wasn’t 

pressing the “max bet” button on her nickel machine and 

we all huddled around the famed “Jackpot Party” machine. 

Nobody won anything significant, but we had a really great 

time clapping for each other over a three-nickel gain.  

My sister is very similar to our mom, my brother acts 

like a member of a different family, and I am becoming 

more and more like my dad the older I get. I inherited his 

habit of buying for the sake of having, his love of overdo-

ing everything, and his distaste for everything tasteful. We 
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also have a very similar sense of humor that only the two of 

us truly appreciate. For example, in one of our favorite ex-

changes I would say, “Hey, Dad, do we have any Chee-

tos?”  

He would then respond with “No, but I really wish we 

had some Cheetos.” Then the conversation would contin-

ue… 

 “You know what would be really great?” 

 “If we had Cheetos?” 

 “No. It would be really great if we had Cheetos.” 

 “I wish we had Cheetos.” 

 “Wait, you mean we don’t have Cheetos?” 

This would continue until my mom could no longer 

handle our game and interjected with something like “Oh 

shut up.” See, this is a hilarious game, right? Maybe not, 

but I think it’s more entertaining than any television show, 

movie or nap. And that is really saying something because I 

would give up heat before cable, watching movies is one of 

my favorite activities, and falling asleep during movies is 

second only to actually watching them. 

Aside from repeating the same question over and over 

again, we also really enjoy making entirely trivial bets. 

This string of wholesome back-alley gambling started with 
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grape jelly. I walked from the kitchen to the living room 

and asked my dad, “Do we have any grape jelly?”  

He quickly responded, “Of course we do, there is some 

in the pantry.” On my dad’s suggestion I walked back out 

to the kitchen and looked through the pantry again. I found 

a dented can of okra, an empty roll of Scotch tape and 

twenty-five boxes of Jell-O, but no grape jelly. I went back 

to the living room and explained my findings. My dad re-

mained adamant on the jelly issue.  

He said, “I’m sure we have jelly.”  

I responded, “Wanna bet on it?”  

He thought for a minute and responded, “Yes.” This 

was the best kind of bet for me because I knew I was right, 

so I went along with it. In my best mobster voice I said, 

“What are we gonna wager?”  

He said, “Loser answers the phone for a week.” Alt-

hough it seems trivial, those were actually very high stakes. 

When more than one person is home in the Strebler house-

hold, phone calls go to the answering machine about 65% 

of the time. The rule is that the closest person answers the 

phone, but when there is a dispute about who should claim 

that title, the phone usually goes unanswered.  I agreed 

quickly before my dad could realize the gravity of his ac-

tions. We shook hands and made our way out to the kitch-
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en. He thoroughly searched the entire kitchen, only to find 

that he was in a house surrounded by absolutely no grape 

jelly. It was my first win, and from there on out I walked 

around with a confidence that was destined to be my down-

fall. 

Our next big wager yet again involved whether or not 

we had something within the house. Looking back, our 

combined love of packing the house full of stuff was defi-

nitely one of the things that enabled our betting. My parents 

and I were watching television and stubbornly ignoring 

phone calls when it happened. I came across the mid-

nineties Kevin Kline presidential comedy, Dave. We 

watched it for a little while, and then my dad said, “Why 

are we watching this on television when we have it on 

VHS?”  

I said, “The same reason I watch Rocky every time it’s 

on television even though I can literally see the DVD from 

this chair. And, we don’t own Dave.” He was sure about 

this one, so he jumped the stakes up quickly.  

 “I will bet you one hundred dollars that we have it.” I 

very quickly accepted the bet without thinking about 

whether or not I was right.  

 “Done,” I said, and quickly shook his hand. We both 

walked over to the proudly displayed shelf of outdated 
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VHS tapes and rifled through them. After removing every 

single tape from the shelf, we ended up with a snow-fort 

sized pile of videotapes, and none of them was Dave. I had 

won again, and in true Strebler-style commitment, he actu-

ally gave me the hundred bucks.  

Unfortunately, this win turned me into a volatile shade 

of cocky. A few weeks later, the issue of a baby crib came 

up and my dad mentioned that we had one in the attic. Our 

attic is not dissimilar to the storage area of Goodwill. Eve-

rything is badly stacked in the front, the piles form a kind 

of delicate slope, and only the guy in charge knows what is 

inside the room. There are literally boxes in the back la-

beled “kitchen non-essentials” that have been there since 

my parents moved in thirty years ago. Jelly and movies are 

one thing, but the attic was my dad’s territory. My previous 

wins made me careless, so of course I jumped on the oppor-

tunity: “I bet there isn’t a crib up there.” This time my dad 

was the confident one, so he raised the stakes before I real-

ized what I had done.  

He said, “The loser has to bring in the next load of 

wood on their own.” Again, this was a deceptively 

weighted bet. We heat our house partially with wood, 

which means dump-truck loads of wood have to be brought 

in to the basement one wheelbarrow load at a time. Gener-
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ally, a load consists of more of 45 wheelbarrow loads. The 

kicker is that the basement ceiling is very low, so anyone 

over 5 feet tall has to crouch down in order to avoid hitting 

their head on an exposed pipe or beam. We shook hands 

and went upstairs. With annoying ease, he found a crib al-

most as soon as we entered. It was my first loss.  

After dragging 48 wheelbarrow loads of frozen lumber 

into a basement designed for a hobbit with a penchant for 

spider webs, I became a little bit more cautious about my 

betting habits. We haven’t made a bet recently, but I can’t 

imagine it will last much longer. Our bets may not involve 

bright lights or bonus rounds, but life never ceases to be fun 

with Richard Strebler.  
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Life Lessons from Grams 

By Shannon Vance  

I like to say that the one person I resemble most in life 

is my grandmother. Not physically, because we don’t look 

anything alike. However, my Grandma Dottie, known to 

me for as long as I can remember as “Grams,” lived with 

my parents, brother, and me off and on for most of my life. 

As a result, my brother and I spent much of our childhood 

with her; she practically raised us right along with our par-

ents. Many of my fondest memories of growing up involve 

my grandmother, and a lot of those experiences influenced 

the person I have become today. Grams taught me every-

thing I know about integrity, responsibility, and, most im-

portantly, how to enjoy life. 

Grams grew up in a large family without a lot of mon-

ey. She would tell my brother, Josh, and me stories about 

what it was like to grow up poor, and always reminded us 

of how fortunate we were to be able to afford the things 

that we had. In spite of the hardships she has suffered in her 

life, including going through a divorce from her first hus-

band and losing her second, among other things, she still 

has the sunniest outlook on life of anyone I know. Though 

she was a single mother with two sons and had to work 

long hours to support them, my dad told me that when he 
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and his brother were young, she would wake them up for 

school every morning by throwing open the curtains to let 

in the sunlight and singing loudly until they got out of bed. 

Since she has never been able to sing a note in tune, this 

always got them out of bed in an instant. In spite of this, 

she still hasn’t stopped singing. 

When my brother and I were young, Grams would drive 

us a lot of places, and one thing she loved to do to entertain 

us in the car was to sing. As a child, it seemed to me as 

though she knew every song there was. Once, on a three-

hour-long car trip I asked her how she knew a song for al-

most anything my brother or I said. This resulted in Josh 

and I challenging her to come up with a song for any ran-

dom word we came up with. We selected the word “bath-

tub,” and without missing a beat she burst into a song about 

a bathtub. I still think she made it up. 

Grams always drove us crazy, and I mean this in the lit-

eral sense. She used to own a cabin in Kentucky where she 

would spend many weekends, and Josh and I often went 

with her. It was a long drive, but even though we were 

young kids, we never got bored in the car. In addition to 

singing outlandish songs, Grams also found other ways to 

entertain us. Because her cabin was located in the middle of 

Kentucky in the heart of Daniel Boone National Forest—
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or, as she would put it, “in the boonies”—we had to take a 

lot of long, winding back roads through the hills to get 

there. When no one was in sight on these roads, Grams 

would let us lie in the back of the van and would swerve 

wildly around the road, jerking the wheel from side to side 

and pretending to lose control of the vehicle. Josh and I, 

and sometimes our cousin John, would roll around in the 

back of the van, giggling uncontrollably. As an eight-year-

old, I thought that Grams’ crazy driving was better than any 

roller coaster. 

Grams wasn’t the only one doing the crazy driving. Part 

of the fun of going down to Kentucky was the fact that only 

a few miles from the cabin was Cave Run Lake, where 

Grams kept a type of pontoon boat called a deck boat. 

Grams loved to take her only three grandchildren, John, 

Josh, and me, out onto the lake in the boat. The best part 

was when she would let us take the wheel. Of course, being 

children, we never could keep the boat on a straight course. 

One memorable time, my brother took the wheel, turned it 

all the way to the left, and kept it there so that the boat was 

speeding around in circles so fast that the waves from the 

motor made a perfect round trench in the water. Rather than 

be concerned, Grams broke out into song, which, of course, 

seemed to be her reaction to every situation. She sang, 
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“’Round in circles we will go, not too fast, not too slow! 

Laugh at everyone we see, and we’ll be as happy as can 

be!” And we were as happy as we could be. 

Grams always said that there was no use crying when 

bad things happen, that it wouldn’t solve anything, and 

therefore it was always better to laugh instead. This was not 

simply something she said, but something she lived by, as 

well. Once, while taking a hike in the woods, Grams, Josh 

and I got miles-from-the-nearest-trail lost. Though we had 

planned to go for only a short hike, we ended up wandering 

around in the middle of the woods for hours, up to our 

knees in years worth of fallen leaves, so tired we were 

stumbling over every root, rock, and ridge in the forest. 

Worse yet, we must have been in a valley which, combined 

with the thick trees, made it impossible to get a sense of our 

direction; for all we knew, we were heading in circles 

smaller than the ones we made in the boat. After a couple 

of hours, Josh and I began to get upset: we were exhausted, 

we were hungry, and we were convinced that we were nev-

er going to get out of there. Grams refused to let us get our 

spirits down, though, and by the time we stumbled out of 

the woods, we could not help but laugh at the fact that we 

were only about a twenty-minute walk from where we had 

started.  
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In spite of our inability to find our way in a forest, 

Grams and I have always shared a love of the outdoors. We 

love it so much that once, while sitting on the front porch 

of the cabin during a rainstorm, we decided that the smell 

of rain in the trees was a scent that should be bottled and 

sold so everyone could experience it. We were convinced 

that this idea could make us a fortune if only we could fig-

ure out how to capture the essence of that fresh rain smell. 

We were always coming up with schemes like this, alt-

hough they almost never worked. Grams and I decided that 

stormy afternoon that we should try to make our own per-

fume, and, not knowing the proper way to develop a per-

fume, we experimented. First, we gathered leaves, twigs, 

and mud from the ground around the cabin. Of course, to 

get the smell of rain, we needed to collect rain; however, it 

turns out that when you put out a bowl to gather rain, you 

don’t get a whole lot. Nonetheless, we had our ingredients. 

We stuck the whole mess in a pot, stirred it up, and put it 

on the stove to simmer. Then we forgot about it. A long 

while later, we began to smell the aroma of our new fra-

grance…something between burnt pinecone and muddy 

water. Unfortunately, our careers as perfume creators ended 

the day they began. 
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In addition to being outdoorsy, we also share a strong 

attraction to adventure and new experiences. Among the 

many things I love about my grandmother, this is one of the 

things I admire the most about her. When she was in her 

mid-sixties, Grams had already retired from her long-time 

job in childcare, but not long into her retirement, she real-

ized she was bored. Therefore, she decided that she was 

going to take another job running a preschool program…in 

Alaska. Here she was, a sixty-five-year-old widow who had 

never lived outside of Ohio, taking off to a little school in 

Galena, Alaska, a tiny town that could be reached only by 

boat or plane. The day she left, I realized that in my sixteen 

years of existence thus far in life, I had never been without 

my grandmother for so long, and now she was leaving me 

for the Alaskan tundra for two whole years. While saying 

goodbye, I hugged her and could not hold back tears, and 

Grams, who always laughed and never cried, got tears in 

her eyes, too. Before long we were both wailing. We 

looked at each other, realized how pathetic we looked, and 

could not help but laugh at the sight of ourselves. By the 

time Grams came back two years later, in time for my high-

school graduation, she had fallen in love with Alaska and to 

this day she talks about how much she would love to go 

back. Unfortunately, she had to return to Ohio to take care 
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of her mother, but if she ever got the chance, I am sure she 

would go again.  

I will never forget the day when I was about nine or ten, 

Grams and I were talking and having a good time and she 

said to me, “One day when you’re older, Chickadee, you’ll 

be tired of your old granny and you won’t want to spend 

time with me anymore.” I insisted that this could never be 

true. So far, I was right. I have treasured every minute that I 

spent with my grandma, each moment another lesson 

learned about life. She taught me to be strong, be independ-

ent, and, most importantly, never forget to laugh.  
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It Takes a Mouse 

By Kendra Wagoner  

When I think of my life, one thing that comes to mind 

is how everything seems to fly by so fast. I can hardly be-

lieve I’m already almost a month into my freshman year of 

college. Sometimes I can barely believe I’m actually here. 

Me, a college student… no way! It seems like only a few 

weeks ago I was attending high school football games 

wearing homemade spirit shirts on a Friday night. I can 

even recall my very first day of high school. It seems like 

these things were so recent, but as the days fly by they just 

become mere memories of my childhood. Every time I get 

the chance to act like a kid again, I take it. I jump at every 

opportunity to forget about all the stress, responsibilities, 

and homework I have now.  

One time I really got to experience the joys of child-

hood again was towards the end of my senior year in high 

school. One day while walking through the old, smelly 

hallways, I saw a sign posted: “Sign up to be a camp 

MICHINDOH counselor today!” I had heard of camp 

MICHINDOH before from some friends who went there 

the year before. From my understanding, any junior or sen-

ior could apply to be a counselor to serve as a cabin leader 

for a group of sixth graders for an entire week at camp. To 
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me this sounded like an awesome week-long vacation away 

from my schoolwork. I knew the selection process would 

be brutal, and I found out each applicant would go through 

a panel of six teachers to critique each student and ultimate-

ly decide which sixteen kids were chosen to be cabin lead-

ers. Knowing this, I still applied and hoped that those six 

teachers all liked me. 

A couple of weeks passed until it was finally the day 

where the cabin leaders would be announced. As the morn-

ing announcements began, I tuned everything out up until 

the cabin leaders’ part. I heard several names, and finally 

the name Kendra Wagoner was called. I was so excited and 

relieved; as soon as we had a break in class, I ran to the on-

ly bathroom that has phone service and called my mom to 

tell her the good news. It felt great to be chosen especially 

since it was by teachers who thought that I would be a great 

choice to lead the sixth graders at camp. The next couple 

weeks passed until the day finally arrived to leave for 

camp. Of course, being me, I over-packed and my bag was 

stuffed to the point where it would barely zip. We weren’t 

supposed to bring things like hair dryers or makeup, but I 

definitely snuck them in my bag. The main thing we 

weren’t supposed to bring was any type of food. I didn’t 

listen, and my mom bought me bags of Starburst, granola 
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bars, Fruit Rollups, chips and cookies. I thought I’d be fine 

as long as I could shove them in my bag — nobody would 

ever notice. 

Camp MICHINDOH is named because it is right on the 

Michigan, Indiana, and Ohio border. It usually serves as a 

summer fun camp for school kids, but during the late win-

ter it serves as a fun, outdoor, informational, hands-on 

camp for elementary schools to visit. We finally arrived 

after a two-hour school bus ride to the middle of nowhere. 

The cabins were small and dank, and they smelled stale and 

old. Each had twelve bunk beds mounted on the walls with 

nothing but a flimsy, thin pancake of a mattress pad to 

sleep on. The first night there was our one and only night 

without the sixth graders, so we had to make it count. It 

was a blast because we just stayed up late pigging out on 

the food I brought, playing cards, and talking. 

Eventually the kids did arrive, and it turns out I got 

stuck in a cabin with ten girls. Some of the other cabin 

leaders were paired up with each other and they had only 

eight girls in their cabin. At first I freaked out because I 

was on my own and I could barely even remember any of 

the girls’ names. I got them all mixed up for the first two 

days, but they never complained. The best feeling, though, 

was that they looked up to me; they all wanted pictures 
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with me and to know about my life. After awhile I started 

to almost feel like their mom. That, however, wasn’t such a 

great feeling. They all had so much fun rock climbing, 

holding reptiles and learning how to make fire with two 

sticks. It made me wish I were in their shoes.  

The third night, the smallest girl, Little Maggie, as we 

called her, said she swore she saw a mouse run under 

somebody’s bed. Of course I assured her there was no 

mouse and she was just seeing things. The next day, Little 

Maggie said she heard a noise all night and couldn’t sleep. 

She just knew it had to be the mouse. By this time, all the 

girls were scared to go to bed at night in fear of the big bad 

mouse. The thought crossed my mind that there really 

could be a mouse because all of the food I had stashed in 

my bag under my bed. Nevertheless, I assured the girls 

there was no mouse in our cabin. 

Boy, was I wrong! Little Maggie’s best friend, Sally Jo, 

started screaming at the top of her lungs, with the highest 

pitch known to man, while she was in the shower. 

“MOUSE! There’s a moooouuuuse!!” She came running 

out of the bathroom with her towel on, soaking wet, and 

flung herself up onto the top bunk. All the girls started 

screaming as I got down off my bunk to see what was go-

ing on. Just then a huge brown mouse scrambled across the 
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floor. Instead of acting like the “mom” in this situation, I 

lost my cool and shrieked while leaping across the floor 

and up onto the bunk with the other girls. In our moment of 

panic, which lasted a good twenty minutes, I felt like a kid 

again. I was just another sixth grader screaming about a 

tiny little mouse instead of being a responsible, boring 

young adult. These are the moments I live for and the ones 

I will always remember. I never want to lose my inner child 

and sense of fun. It is what keeps us young at heart even as 

we grow old. 
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My Little Menace…I Mean “Little Brother” 

By Brittany Zorn 

Let’s just say those who have a younger sibling will 

understand what I’m saying about little brothers, and those 

who don’t understand probably grew up with a little sister. 

Don’t get me wrong, I love my little brother, but I have a 

few stories to share that didn’t seem funny at the time; 

however, now that I look back on them, they put a smile on 

my face. Before I tell you about the stories I have of my 

little brother, let me introduce you to him. His name is 

Kyle, but my mom calls him Kylie Wylie; he has short 

brown hair and a lean figure. He was always the little guy 

on the team growing up, but now people don’t question his 

height or strength. The word “cocky” would never come to 

my mind when describing my little brother, but he has this 

confidence that all the girls love, or maybe it’s the charm 

he has to make people laugh. Now that you have a little 

background information, let’s start from almost the very 

beginning.  

In preschool Kyle was known as the “biter.” My mom 

would receive progress reports each day saying, “Kyle bit 

John and Sarah today without apologizing.” Each day she 

would get a new note saying which person he bit that day—

it’s a good thing he didn’t have rabies. Kyle eventually got 
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over the biting phase, but it took him a while to be able to 

keep secrets. My dad always enjoyed golfing here and there 

on the weekends, so for his 30th birthday my mom decided 

to get him a golf cart. Of course, my little brother and I 

were there to help my mom pick out the golf cart. The night 

of his birthday, everyone was sitting around the table hav-

ing some birthday cake and my mom brought out my dad’s 

gifts, but before she could even set the golf cart next to my 

dad, Kyle got up and stood on his chair and screamed, “It’s 

a golf cart.” At that time I was around 10 years old and I 

can remember getting upset at Kyle because I was excited 

to see my dad’s expression, but now we make a joke about 

it on my dad’s birthday every year saying every gift is a 

golf cart before my dad opens any gifts.  

When Kyle reached the age of 6 years old, he found an-

ything with buttons to be extremely fascinating. Therefore, 

he loved to use the telephone, and of course the only num-

ber he really knew to call was 9-1-1. So my mom would 

receive emergency calls from the police every other week 

to make sure everything was all right because they had just 

received a phone call coming from our house. The worst 

episode was when my parents had a party at my house with 

a few of our close neighbors and everyone was gathered 

around having a good time and my mom could remember 
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Kyle grabbing a chair and moving it but she thought he was 

getting something from the food cabinet. To her surprise, 

though, she could hear sirens 10 minutes later and lo and 

behold the fire department was at our house and Kyle was 

nowhere to be found. It turned out that he had used the 

chair to reach and press the fire alarm key on our alarm sys-

tem. The fire department ended up giving him a hat and a 

coloring book. My mom was concerned, though, because 

she didn’t want Kyle to think that every time he needed a 

coloring book he should just get his fire department bud-

dies over to the house for a visit. 

Eventually, Kyle reached the sports years—he loved 

every sport and pretty much played them all. The Mighty 

Ducks was his all-time favorite movie, and I think he could 

quote every line after watching it nine times in a row. I kid 

you not, he would watch the movie then put on his skates to 

go play hockey in the court for a few hours, and then come 

back inside to watch the movie again. I can remember 

wanting to watch a movie, but I couldn’t because The 

Mighty Ducks was on again.  

The next sport Kyle learned to play was lacrosse. He 

loved the sport right away and listened to every word his 

coaches had to say, but when it came to cradling the ball, 

he couldn’t quite grasp the concept. Cradling is a technique 
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used in lacrosse to keep the ball in the stick. It’s a kind of 

rocking motion performed in the game while running down 

the field. Every time he was in the game running down the 

field, we could hear his coaches yelling, “The stick, 

Kyle…cradle the stick!” Apparently he would shake his 

head when he wanted to cradle the lacrosse stick. 

Then in high school Kyle made the football team, but 

he didn’t enjoy it as much his freshman and sophomore 

years because he didn’t hit his growth spurt when all his 

friends did. During a big rival football game, one cold Oc-

tober night his team was getting crushed and at half time 

Kyle was debating whether or not he should just sneak back 

on the bus to keep warm. He figured they wouldn’t miss 

him anyway. To his surprise, though, he ended up getting 

into the game after halftime and scoring his first touchdown 

of the season. We laugh now about the story because he 

would have never have scored his first touchdown if he had 

stayed on the bus.  

More recently, I have discovered some annoying habits 

Kyle has developing, but eventually they always make me 

laugh. For example, when I was home for Christmas break 

I was expecting an important phone call from a friend and 

just couldn’t wait to hear from her. So around the time she 

was supposed to call I would run to the phone, but to my 
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disappointment it was my little brother on the other end. At 

first I was really confused because I had just seen him walk 

downstairs five minutes before, but I learned that he was 

calling from his cell phone just to get my mom’s attention. 

I had also forgotten what it was like to live with my little 

brother at home since I’d been away at college, but I was 

reminded he had this thing about not throwing away empty 

food boxes. For example, if there was just a little bit of 

juice left in the refrigerator, he would drink a little bit and 

leave a sip or nothing left in the juice container and put it 

back in the refrigerator. This would get me upset because I 

would be so excited to have orange juice or something at 

breakfast and then find out there was nothing left in the 

container. He would do the same with food items, too. This 

was known in my family as Kyle’s signature move.  

Although he can get annoying, I can’t get too upset be-

cause he always has a way of turning something into a joke 

and putting a smile on my face. I love his laid-back and 

carefree attitude. Kyle has started a lot of inside jokes in 

my family and has turned some dull moments into ones that 

I will never forget. He is someone I love very dearly and 

would never want to change! 
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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 



 188 

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. 
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