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Autobiographical Essays



Life with Danielle
By Courtney Benson

Every girl dreams of having an older sister. An older sis-
ter is someone to look up to, get advice from, and of course
borrow clothes from. Don’t get me wrong; an older sister can
have its drawbacks as well. Growing up with Danielle as my
older sister had some bad times, but most of the time, it was
good.

Danielle and I are only two years apart in age, and we
were absolutely inseparable when we were younger. Growing
up ten years ago is extremely different from it is nowadays.
Danielle and I were forced to make up our own games for
entertainment. All summers were hot, but this summer
seemed especially sweltering. It was my eighth birthday and
we had over all my relatives for my birthday bash. I was
counting down the minutes until I got to open all of my pre-
sents that formed a gigantic colorful mound on top of the
fireplace. As I ripped apart the boldly colored paper like an
animal at its prey, I came to reveal a bright orange movie
case. It was Harriet the Spy and the best part was that it came
with two magic spy markers: one marker that wrote with in-
visible ink and the other marker that when used to write on
top of the invisible ink exposed exactly what was written. Ec-
static as I was, I looked over at my sister. I could see the jeal-

ousy rising in her face as if I had the most amazing prize and



she would stop at nothing to get it.

The next morning, Danielle woke me up at sunrise and
told me that we were going to play Harriet the Spy. Danielle
usually made up fun games to play, so I got dressed and met
her downstairs. She had found a notebook and almost illegi-
bly wrote “FOEQO” on the front of it. I was unsure of what
“FOEQO” meant exactly, but making sure I didn’t seem un-
cool to my older sister I hesitated to ask. (I found out later it
meant “For Our Eyes Only.”) We had the notebook and 1
thought that we were ready to play until my sister nervously
said, “Um, we are going to need those markers that you got
with Harriet the Spy.” At this point, I knew that she didn’t
really want me to play spy with her. I was just an intermediary
in her plan to get my markers. I went to grab the markers,
and we headed for the back yard. We lived in a cul-de-sac of a
pretty large neighborhood, and a ditch separated the back-
yards. Danielle and I ran into the ditch and started army
crawling on the ground. We made it half way around the cul-
de-sac when we noticed our first victim.

Mr. Lewis was in his backyard cutting the grass. Danielle
gave the cue to hand her the notebook and the markers. She
started scribbling frantically with the invisible marker. I
couldn’t see what she was writing and I couldn’t even think
about what she could possibly be writing since all Mr. Lewis

was doing was cutting his grass.



Later that evening, Danielle and I starting fighting about
something petty, I’'m sure. I ran to our shared room, took the
spy book and markers and yelled, “You are never playing with
my markers ever again!”

“Good! I didn’t want to play with you anyways,” Danielle
fired back. Needless to say, that was the first and last time
that we played Harriet the Spy.

Harriet the Spy was only one of the many games that
Danielle created in that little head of hers. Being young gitls,
we loved to play with Barbies. We would race down the
basement steps practically throwing ourselves down to be the
first one in the Barbie Room. It was always a task to find the
Barbie you wanted to “be” through the piles of Barbie acces-
sories. After minutes of endless digging, Ewreka! 1 found the
Barbie that I was searching for. It just so happened that that
was the same Barbie that Danielle was looking for. The
euphoric expression that once lay upon her face had now
grown bright red with anger. I had fairly won possession of
the Barbie, and she knew that.

At that instant, she reached for a vivid green Barbie dress
embellished with multicolored sequins. She held up the dress
and cleverly said, “This is my girl. She is invisible.” All sorts
of thoughts were pouring through my head at this point.
What did she mean her girl was invisible? I had finally found

the Barbie I wanted to be first and Danielle crushed all my



dreams at the time with an invisible Barbie. I was not about
to play with a Barbie that had an invisible friend, so I reluc-
tantly handed over the Barbie.

Danielle’s overjoyed mood returned, and we continued
picking out accessories for our Barbie house. We spent hours
setting up the houses, the supermarket, and the airplane in
order to get ready to play. Finally, everything was set up, and
we were ready to play. Then Danielle looked at me with
boredom. In a soft-spoken voice she murmured, “I don’t
really want to play anymore.” For the next hour we spent dis-
assembling everything that we had precisely built the hour
before.

Danielle always had a way of manipulating me so that she
could get what she wanted. Because we were close in age and
size, my mom loved dressing us alike. My mom would go to
the store and buy us the same thing in two different colors:
pink and purple. In one particular instance, my mom came
home with turtlenecks. I was younger, so my mom always let
me choose which one I wanted first. Danielle loved the color
pink and almost melted when she laid her eyes upon the bub-
ble gum pink turtleneck. Right before I was about to make
my decision, Danielle leaned in and whispered in my ear,
“Oh, I love the purple one. It’s so cool.”

It was like she had just let me in on the most important

secret ever. If she thought that the purple one was cool, that



would make me cool. Older sisters always knew what was
cool. So I made my decision to take the purple turtleneck just
like she knew I would. I was so thrilled to have the purple
one, and Danielle was secretly just as thrilled to get the pink
one. It’s hard to believe that a six-year-old knew so much
about reverse psychology. My family ended up going to the
Rainforest at the Cleveland Metroparks Zoo a short time af-
ter the turtlenecks were purchased, and my mom wanted us
both to wear them. I can still visualize the photograph that
was taken right in the entrance of the rainforest. I was wear-
ing my lavender turtleneck, plaid white and lavender boxer
shorts, and a pair of lavender tights to go underneath. Dan-
ielle is standing to the left of me wearing the exact same outfit

in pink with an enormous grin on her face.



There’s a Grocery Store down the Street...
By Tori Blaznek

My freshman year at Ohio University helped establish
lifelong bonds with seven girls whom I have come to call my
best friends. We lived in Pickering Hall on South Green and
grew closer and closer as the year went on.

Around the spring of our freshman year, we decided it
was time to start looking for a house for our junior year that
would fit all eight of us. We searched and searched, up Mill
Street and around Court Street, until one day my roommate,
Krista, heard about a great landlord from her friend at work.
This landlord owned a cluster of about ten houses on West
Union Street. I had been down West Union Street only once
before to get a new Student ID when I left mine in my pants
pocket and ruined it in the washing machine. When we finally
made it down to the cluster of houses that were recom-
mended to us, we immediately fell in love! We couldn’t be-
lieve our eyes when we saw the old Victorian look of the
houses. One house in particular was just right with eight fully
furnished bedrooms. We knocked on the door and pleaded
for a tour. What we found was that it was even more magnifi-
cent inside.

When we left the house, we all were silently smiling to
ourselves because we had all just fallen in love and knew this

was the house for us. Krista e-mailed the landlord that night



asking if we could sign as soon as possible because we didn’t
want anyone else to have it and we wanted to be able to call it
our own. The landlord stated that he wanted to make sure
that the summer didn’t tear any of the eight of us apart from
the group, and so he said he wasn’t signing anyone to the
houses until the first of September, and to call back and he
would let us know. This answer made us very uneasy since
the only other house we were shown that held eight students
was extremely disappointing next to this haven.

We ended up e-mailing the landlord all summer so he
would remember us and would keep us in the running for the
house. In September, he finally allowed us to sign for the
house, and the next September, we moved in! This house is
one in a million when you think about college houses. The
great location is far away from uptown that you don’t get the
random college freshman who comes into your house and
drinks all of your refreshments. But it seems that what you do
get are random homeless men who come in to drink your
milk!

Fall quarter in the house taught the eight of us many
valuable lessons, such as keeping the air conditioning on 72
degrees instead of 60 degrees in order to have money to pay
rent, and we also learned to lock our doors. Our location on
West Union Street led us to believe that we were safe and

shouldn’t really worry about break-ins. We knew the guys



who rented the house last year, and they said it had always
been safe.

One Tuesday night, my roommate, Krista, who lives on
the first floor of our house, was on the phone with her
mother, like every other night around that time, chatting
about the events of the day. She heard the back door open
and slam shut a few times, so she went into the kitchen to see
who it was. When she peered around the corner into the
kitchen, standing in front of the refrigerator drinking directly
from the carton of milk was a scraggly, old man with no shirt
or shoes on.

“What are you doing?” asked Krista fearfully.

The man removed the carton from his lips and replied, “I
was just getting myself a glass of milk.”

“I’'m sorry, but you can’t drink our milk! There’s a grocery
store down the street!” Krista shouted.

The man did not want to cause harm, so he cooperatively
put back the milk, closed the refrigerator door and walked
outside.

Krista was shaking from head to toe. She tried to tell her
mom what had just happened, but her words came out all
jumbled. All her mom heard was, “a homeless man was just
drinking our milk, and I have to go tell the girls. Bye.”
Krista’s mom couldn’t believe what she just heard! She re-

dialed Krista’s number and told her to call the police just in
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case he was still near the house and to keep the neighbors
safe. Krista walked up to our rooms with a look on her face
like she was watching the climax of a scary movie. She
couldn’t get her words out. She finally muttered, “There was
a man in our kitchen.” None of us believed her at first, but
when she didn’t laugh, we could tell that she was not joking.
She suggested that we call the police, and when we did, they
came right away to inspect the premises.

At first, they found no one. They searched outside, in the
parking lot, and at the neighbors with no luck. The chief told
us not to worty about it and said, “Oh, it was probably just a
drunk townie thirsty from drinking at the Smiling Skull sa-
loon.” We weren’t satisfied with this result. Then an officer
walked over and asked for the person from the house who
saw the man to come across the street to the old train depot.
I walked over there with Krista, and to our surprise, the man
was passed out on the stairs of the depot. He had his shoes in
his hand and a bag of his belongings. The officer asked if we
would like to press charges, but we said not to worry about it
since he didn’t cause any harm. They took him away in the
cop car and said not to worry about him because he would be
going to jail for public intoxication and breaking and entering.

The next morning, our roommate, Laura, who slept
through the whole incident was retold the story from the

night before. She didn’t really say much when it was over, but
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instead, she walked straight into the kitchen, got out the Ly-
sol, and started scrubbing the refrigerator from top to bottom
and threw away the gallon of milk.

Later that week, Krista was uptown shopping and spotted
that same man who drank our milk—and who was supposed
to be in jail—sitting at Perks coffee shop drinking their milk.
She just laughed to herself thinking of how the cops tried to
make us feel safer by letting us think we would never see that
man again. We now lock our front and back door, especially

with the rising price of milk.
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Survival of the Weirdest

By Kimberly Brewster

Looking back, I realize more and more what an unabash-
edly strange kid I was. Although I was completely oblivious
to it at the time, I imagine that to my peers I was the token
quiet, weird girl. My one consolation, however, was that for
every strange and awkward situation that I found myself in, I
had my best friend, Christine, at my side. Christine was just as
weird as I was, and many of the things we did could be con-
sidered either wildly creative or borderline psychotic.

Christine and I met at the funnel ball pole in fifth grade
through a mutual friend. We became instantly inseparable.
Fifth grade was a golden year for us. I would go over to
Christine’s house to watch cable television because we didn’t
have it at my house. One of our favorites was the talent show
Figure It Out, in which the hosts would have to ask questions
to guess the talents of normal kids. Christine and I desper-
ately wanted to be on this show. Our talent was going to be
making the largest paper football collection in the history of
humankind. So, everyday during recess (and eventually during
class, lunch, on the bus, and during practice for the musical)
we filled bags with paper footballs. We were each down to
one paper football in ten seconds, allowing us to maximize
our production time and eventually reach over a thousand

paper footballs. Then one day at recess I accidentally left a
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whole bag of the footballs on the playground, and when we
went back at the end of the day to find it, it was gone. Chris-
tine and I had some misunderstandings about it, and in the
end, we gave up our pursuit to go on the game show.

Some weird kids have trouble finding friends in school.
Christine and I, however, had the tendency to intentionally
push away the friends we had, simply because they didn’t un-
derstand our ways. We made a habit of sitting alone at lunch
in sixth grade. One day, a friend of ours whom we used to sit
with approached us and complained that she wasn’t going to
save chairs for us at her lunch table anymore if we were al-
ways going to sit by ourselves. This friend, Melissa, then
pointed a finger at us and shouted for the entire lunchroom
to hear, “THIS IS THE LAST STRAW!”

We had always thought that Melissa was bossy and over-
bearing, so we replied with, “Good!” To this day, whenever
Christine or I get exasperated to the point of desperation, we
just say, “THIS IS THE LAST STRAW!” in our shrillest
voice, and our problem is replaced by laughter.

Being alone at lunch, and then almost all the time, al-
lowed us to do the things we really wanted to do but couldn’t
when our “normal” friends were around. Eventually most of
our friends stopped hanging out with us anyways, because
they’d inevitably feel left out of our inside-joke laughing

bouts. At lunch, we played with our food and even had con-
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tests to see who could put the longest French fry in her
mouth and then pull it through the gaps of our missing teeth.
We made “phones” out of our fry containers at lunch and
would use them to “talk” to each other during the last few
classes of the day. We also brought little stuffed animals to
school and made tiny “books” for them. In between classes
we would meet up to feed them pencil shavings that we
stored in Tic-Tac boxes.

In middle school we even had what we called a twin out-
fit, which we would wear once every week or so. This outfit
consisted of the same shirt, undershirt, shorts, sandals, and
the same necklaces that we bought together at Geauga Lake.
We even wore our twin outfits on picture day in seventh
grade, displaying permanent evidence of our weirdness in our
school’s yearbook.

High school provided us with new outlets for weird and
funny situations. Christine and I competed in shot put and
discus for six years, despite not being very good. I have a feel-
ing that the runners on our track and field team hated us for
bringing down the team’s score at meets. One year, our coach
had the brilliant idea of having us go door to door selling
Waste Management contracts to raise money for the team.
Christine and I went around her neighborhood, eventually
coming upon a quaint house that looked promising. We ap-

proached the front door and rang the doorbell. About half a
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minute passed, and just as we were about to ring it a second
time we heard a jingling noise getting louder from around the
side of the house. A few seconds later, a huge German shep-
herd ripped around the corner of the house, spotted the two
girls invading its property, and started barking and bolting
towards us. Christine and I froze in terror, then scrambled to
the corner of the house’s porch, our Waste Management pa-
pers flying into the air. We cowered there for a few seconds,
each trying to push the other in front of herself for protec-
tion. The dog closed in on us, running at full speed while
snarling and growling, foam dripping from its mouth. We
gave up all hope as the dog quickly cornered us. Just as it was
about to pounce, we heard a whistle from around the side of
the house. The dog stopped in its tracks, still sliding closer
due to its momentum, but never taking its eyes off of us. A
stocky man with a mustache and gardening gloves on ap-
peared on the side of the porch, took one look at the expres-
sions of horror on our faces, and burst into a hearty laugh.
“Oh, don’t mind old Henrietta. What can I do for ya?” he
asked in a heavy New York accent. Our blank stares must
have given away our lingering panic and fear, so he contin-
ued, “Oh, she’s just an old, retired police dog. She still thinks
she has it in her, don’t ya, girl?” He called her to his side.
Christine and I eventually retreated from our corner, and

managed to mumble a quick spiel about the wonders Waste
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Management can do for one’s utility bills. Probably out of
pity, the man took a contract and said he would think about
it. Then we bolted out of that yard as fast as we could, ran the
straightest route through the neighborhood to Christine’s
house, and gave up any desire to ever raise money for our
track coach again.

Other than track and field, Christine and I were involved
in marching band. Starting in ninth grade, marching band in-
troduced us to a novel and fascinating new outlet for weird
and socially awkward behavior: cute, older boys. We didn’t
have much previous interaction with boys, so looking back I
realize that we somehow always fell for dorky band boys, the
only ones who would talk to us. Of course, Christine and 1
ended falling for the same one: Scott. In our weirdness, we
didn’t fight over Scott; instead, we obsessed over him to-
gether. I can only imagine how he must have felt having two
creepy freshman girls in love with him! We made a code
name for Scott, so nobody would know that we were talking
about him. In fact, we did this for every guy that we thought
was cute. One example: a senior had the initials A. C., so we
first nicknamed him Air Conditioning. This then became Eric
O’Ditioning, which became simply Eric. No one would ever
know we were talking about this guy Andrew because we
were calling him Eric. It all made sense in our strange, little

minds.
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We also had a logbook of everything our crush, Scott,
would wear from day to day. I still have it, and whenever I
find it in my room at home it gives me painful pangs of em-
barrassment over how weird we were. We would log his en-
tire outfit, whether or not he was wearing glasses, and
whether or not we spoke to him that day. Usually the last fac-
tor was a negative.

By the next year, in tenth grade, Christine and I were
thankfully (sort of) over Scott. We decided that we were go-
ing to go to the Homecoming dance with some other guys
just to spite him, if we could find any guys to go with. We
eventually found a date for Christine through a friend of a
friend, and her date told me that he found me a date, but that
we’d meet at the dance in a blind-date sort of fashion. The
night before the dance, Christine’s date called me again and
told me, “Oh yeah, your date is a foreign-exchange student.
He doesn’t speak English very well.” I about died laughing at
the hilarity of the situation, that I was going to a dance with a
Swedish guy I didn’t know just to spite some guy who proba-
bly couldn’t care less about me.

Christine thought it was a riot, too, and we ended up hav-
ing a fun time at the dance, although I spent most of the
night asking, “What? I didn’t quite catch that,” in response to
his thick accent. I like to think that our luck with men has

improved since then, although I’m not quite sure.
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Another boy Christine and I obsessed over was our camp
counselor one summer. When we were seventeen years old,
we decided to go to a summer camp because neither of us
ever had, and we figured that it was our last chance because
the age cut-off age for camp is usually eighteen. It was called
Camp Extreme, and we did things like rock climbing, spe-
lunking, and white-water rafting.

Rafting was fun. One spot in the river was called The
Dimple, where the water gushes over a series of rocks and
falls a few feet before another set of rocks. At this spot ninety
percent of rafts flip, and our guide told us that it was the
most dangerous portion of the trip. Christine and I glanced at
each other nervously as our boat approached The Dimple.
We paddled furiously to be in just the right position, and I
ducked inside the raft as we dropped with the water into the
crevice. We made it! Our raft cheered with victory, forgetting
the second portion of The Dimple, the set of rocks jutting
out of the water as the raft pops back up. Our cheers turned
to screams as we crashed into the rocks, our raft overturning
and sending us flying into the rushing, white water. Gasping
for air, we each found a rock or tree to cling to as our guide
extended his paddle to rescue us. It was a great time, probably
the scariest too, aside from the dog incident of ninth grade.
The whole week was funny just because Christine and I,

about to be seniors in high school, were at camp with a
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bunch of fourteen-year-olds. The fact that our male counselor
(we had two: one male and one female) was cute and only
two years older than us just made everything that much more
embarrassing.

Although I'm here at Ohio University and Christine is
studying nursing at the University of Toledo, we still manage
to have funny experiences together from time to time. Many
circumstances have changed in our lives, and we’ve grown
into two very different people. Nevertheless, our friendship
thrives even over distance because of our memories and our
mutual understanding of the other’s weirdness. Even though
Christine will be serving with the Army after she graduates, I
know that I can always call her to tell her about my own crazy
or awkward situations, knowing that she’s the only one who’d

ever understand.
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Wicked
By Haley Butler

Ever since I was a little kid, I’'ve had the luxury of travel-
ing all over the world. When I was in fifth grade, my parents
surprised my sister and me with a trip to Australia. Again
when I was in eighth grade, my parents tricked us Christmas
morning when all we saw under the tree were two big pre-
sents. To our surprise, they were giant suitcases, filled with
tourist items and plane tickets to London, Ireland, and
France. Unfortunately at this time, I was more concerned
with zits and getting a date to the eighth-grade formal than I
was going on this vacation. While it was a great experience, I
was too young to really appreciate anything. Fortunately, I
had the chance to go to Switzerland the summer of my
freshman year in college to visit my friend Kevin Imhof and
his family.

I planned on staying in Switzerland for the whole month
of July. At the end of the month, I also wanted to travel to
London by myself, to explore the city again. This time
around, I would appreciate the art museums and the historical
sites that I once blamed my parents for dragging me to such
boring places. If there’s anything I've learned from my
mother, it’s to travel while I'm young and before I have chil-
dren, because after that, “Life is nothing but bills.”

My parents had a hard enough time accepting that I was
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going to Switzerland, even though they knew I would be stay-
ing with Kevin’s family. Knowing that I was going to London
by myself, however, gave my mother gray hairs. My mother
has always been a cautious person. She drives at least five
miles per hour under the speed limit at all times and insists on
sitting with the strap from her purse on her knee while in a
restaurant, out of fear that her wallet may be stolen. Before 1
left, I assured her that I already had my youth hostel picked
out in the nice part of London and that she had nothing to
wortry about. After some compromise, I promised to call at
least twice a day so she knew I was alive, and I promised that
I would never be out alone past nine o’clock.

When traveling to London, it is almost customary to see a
Broadway musical. When I went with my family in eighth
grade, we saw Chitty Chitty Bang Bang and of course, 1 fell
asleep. I saw a Broadway musical, in London, and fell asleep!
I was not going to make the same mistake twice and be a na-
ive traveler. This time around, I had my heart set on seecing
Wicked, a musical about the friendship of the Wicked Witch
of the West and Glinda the Good Witch and how they meet
in the Land of Oz. I already knew all of the songs by heart,
but it was time to add the stage, costumes, and real-life char-
acters! Being that this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, I
purchased my ticket and was very excited.

While I loved Switzerland and spending time with my
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friend, it was time for a change of scenery. Living in New
York City has always been a dream of mine, and lucky for me,
walking fast has always been my forte; everyone is always on
the go, and unlike Switzerland, there isn’t any place to stop
and admire the view. From what I remembered, LLondon was
the European version of New York City, and I was so excited
to get to my youth hostel and explore everything the city had
to offer, again.

As soon as I got to the hostel, I put on my nicest outfit
and got ready for Wicked. 1 didn’t know what the theatre
looked like inside, but I was sure Row 9, Seat 12 had to be a
prime location. You never want to sit so close that your neck
gets a cramp or so far back that you get a headache from
squinting at the performers. I made sure to put my mace in
my purse, just in case anything was to happen. I#’s better to be
safe than sorry, 1 thought.

The show let out around 11:30 p.m., and while I knew I
was disobeying my mother, seeing Wicked was the highlight of
my trip. The show exceeded all of my expectations and was
well worth the one hundred and fifty dollar ticket. I left the
theatre while humming the songs in my head, looking for-
ward to going back to the hostel to listen to the soundtrack
on my iPod.

As I bought my ticket for the subway and entered the sta-

tion, I looked down at my map. I knew I had to get onto mul-
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tiple subways, and I made sure to map out exactly how to get
back to my hostel once I got off at my stop. Leaving Picca-
dilly Circus, I got on the first subway, and to my surprise,
only two other people were in the car. I thought to myself, I#
must be too early for those ont partying to come home. While 1 sat in
the car, I noticed a man standing a couple feet over. He
looked to be around forty years old and was black. I got a
strange vibe that he was dangerous, but I figured I was just
being paranoid.

I got off at Hammersmith and headed towards the sec-
ond subway. As I was walking, I noticed that the same man in
the last car got off as well and followed me onto the next car.
He sat right across from me and stared, but still I thought
nothing of it and took out my program to glance at the pic-
tures. Five minutes later, I got off the car again to switch
subways. Again, he got off and continued to follow me.
When 1 walked faster, he walked faster. When 1 walked
slower, he walked slower. As the hot air dramatically hit my
face and the rattling subway train flew by, I thought, This is
getting ridiculons. 'The slimy, yellow walls, dim lighting, and my
foot sticking to the ground were the only things that made
sense to me at the moment; and all I can hear is 2 woman’s
creepy, robotic voice in the station, repeating “Mind the gap,
mind the gap,” reminding the passengers to watch their foot

while stepping onto the subway train.
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When he got on the next car with me, I knew something
wasn’t right, but I continued to avoid making eye contact and
tried to remain as calm as I could. It was only a couple more
stops and then a five-minute walk, and I would be back safely
at my hostel. As I stood to get off at the next stop, I heard a
woman on the speaker report that the next two stops are
closed. It was just my luck. I had no idea how to get to my
hostel after going two additional stops.

Out of nowhere, I heard, “Was that your stop?”

“No, it’s fine. I know where I'm going,” I responded
nervously to the man who had been following me for the last
twenty minutes.

“No, I can tell you don’t know where you’re going. Let
me help you. I can get you where you need to be.”

“No, seriously, I don’t need any help,” I said rudely, hop-
ing he would get the hint.

I got off at the next stop, and the man continued to fol-
low me. “T’ll help you, I'll help you,” he kept saying, inching
closer and closer. I walked faster, heart pacing, mace in hand,
ready to take any necessary action. I knew that I needed to
take an elevator to get to ground level, and thought to myself,
There is no way in hell I'm getting in the elevator with that man. 1 was
trying so hard not to cry and tried pushing the horrible
thoughts out of my head: He’s going to rape me. He’s going to rape

me, and then kill me. 1 prayed to God that someone else was in
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the elevator.
The doors to the elevator opened, and what seemed like a
minute later, I hear, “Oh my gosh! How are you? I can’t be-

',’

lieve I ran into you!” The man in the elevator gave me a hug,
and while I did not recognize this man, I decided to play
along.

“I'm great! It’s so good to see you,” I responded as he put
his arm around my shoulder. As the elevator rose, we contin-
ued to chat and the man who was following me left as soon
as we arrived on ground level.

“You saved me. That guy was following me, and I didn’t
know what to do!” I felt so relieved, like I had just crossed
the finish line of a marathon.

The man responded, “I know. I could tell by the look on
your face! You seemed so frightened.”

He had a charming face and a light London accent. He
told me his name was Mark and explained to me that he was
twenty-three years old and had a girlfriend in Washington,
D.C. What a small world. He knew exactly where my youth
hostel was and insisted on walking me back the whole
twenty-four blocks that it took. We continued to chat and the
whole time I kept thinking about how he was my angel. As I
lay down in my bed that night, I took a deep breath. I should

have listened to my mother.
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I Asked for It
By Scott Dombos

Throughout my childhood, I loved sports and played out-
side whenever I got the chance, and spent countless hours
doing so. Upon coming indoors after spending entire summer
days outside, I would always have new bumps, bruises,
scrapes, and on a couple of occasions a broken bone. I am
the youngest of three boys and spent a lot of time playing
sports with people who were twice my size. I would (most
likely) never get hurt intentionally, but I was constantly re-
minded that I was the smallest one. I would get the worst of
any collision, due to my small frame. I broke my left thumb
on two separate occasions and the first time, it was partially
my fault.

It was a typical summer night in the middle of my 4"- and
5"-grade years at Hopkins Elementary School. It was sea-
sonably warm, and slightly overcast; I was outside playing
catch with my brother Brad, and his friend Andy, who are
two and three years older than me, respectively. We were
throwing a baseball around in my backyard; this was a scene
that played out quite frequently. Both of them were talented
baseball players, and were pitchers on the teams that they
played for. Being that they were both pitchers, they began to
throw increasingly faster to each other. Considering that I am

the younger brother, I felt the need to prove that I could do
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the same things that they could.

“Go ahead and throw it as fast as you want to me,” I of-
fered.

“Are you sure?” Andy responded.

’7)

“Yeah, c’mon!” I replied.

Of course, this was just an invitation for them to show
me that I could not handle what they could. They each threw
the ball to me a couple of times, marginally faster than any-
thing that I was used to. I caught them and casually threw the
ball back, “No problem,” I thought. The next time Andy
wound up and threw the ball even faster, once again I caught
it, which was the goal, but this time I caught the ball awk-
wardly on the tip of my thumb. I immediately felt sharp pain
shooting through my thumb.

“Owww!” I screamed in pain, throwing my baseball glove
off of my hand.

I'looked down and saw that the top part of my left thumb
was bent completely backward, and I started sprinting to-
wards my house to go inside. On the way in, I had to run past
Brad and Andy, which of course was another opportunity for
Brad to make a comment at my expense.

“What’s your problem, you little girl?”” he asked, not really
caring. I showed him my thumb and he shut up pretty
quickly.

Upon arriving inside, I showed my parents the little “mis-
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hap” that I had outside. My mom worries about anything, and
instantly freaked out. She always worried about me playing
with the bigger kids since I was so small, and I guess she had
good reason to be. My dad, on the other hand, has a you-get-
what’s-coming-to-you attitude, and he did not show much
sympathy. I’'m sure he just assumed that something like this
was bound to happen, probably having been in similar situa-
tions when he was around my age. We got into his car and he
drove me to a nearby hospital for x-rays. I'm sure I com-
plained the entire way there, and he responded with some-
thing to the effect of “Sh*t happens” and I shouldn’t be sur-
prised if things like this happened when I was playing with
my brothers who were near twice my size.

After having my x-rays taken at the hospital, I found out
that it was broken. It was also dislocated and had to be
popped back into place. Before the doctor put it back in
place, I was given two shots in the thumb to numb it. How-
ever, the doctor missed the nerve, and I felt it the entire time
as he pushed my thumb around to re-set it.

Obviously, I did not find the irony of this situation funny
at all at the time. On the other hand, I don’t think that my
brother had any problem laughing at it, even when it hap-
pened. He definitely let me know what he thought for the rest
of the summer, as my activity was limited by my freshly bro-

ken thumb. Now it is easy for me to look back and laugh at
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what happened, I tried to prove that I could handle more
than I was capable of and failed miserably.

As atypical as it may sound, it is safe to say that I didn’t
really learn anything from this experience. Roughly a year and
a half later, I broke the same thumb again in a strikingly simi-

lar situation, although this time it involved a football.
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The Tortures of Growing Up

By Patricia Dorsey

During my free time, I often find myself watching Amer-
zca’s Funniest Home 17ideos, but not for the reason you might
think. Sure, I find the misfortunate and painfully embarrass-
ing things that happen to these strangers to be extremely hu-
morous, but mostly they remind me about my childhood.

When I was just a young tike running about in a fluffy
white diaper, my older sister Staci and I spent most of our
time together playing outside in the mud or in our overly
filled toy room. I should have realized then that my life as the
younger sister was going to be similar to that of a pocket pro-
tector-wearing nerd. Even though at the time she only had
about 4 inches, 5 Ibs, and 2 years on me, she tortured me just
the same. Since I was so young at the time, I am surprised 1
can still recall the taste of the delicious bug-filled mud pies
she made me in her kitchen set our parents bought her for
her birthday. I was also coerced into squeezing into the eleva-
tor shaft of Barbie’s Dream House. I can picture myself
standing there with a tear-stained face and my arms spread
out across the cardboard 2™ floor, looking somewhat like
Godzilla destroying a cheaply made mansion in Japan. I can
see the look of horror on my mother’s face as she rushed in
to see what had happened while yelling, “WHAT THE
HELL IS GOING ON IN HERE!”
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Looking through our childhood pictures, I realize that
Staci was not the only cause of my childhood torture, and in
fact she too was subject to some cruel and unusual punish-
ment. One picture in particular comes to mind. It prompted
me to ask my mother, “Why do we have mullets?”

She replied, “I told the girl I wanted it to be longer in the
back and shorter in the front, but I don’t think she under-
stood what I wanted.”

“So, after they did it to one of us, why would you let
them do it to the other?” I asked. She had no reply.

Not only was it the unjustified business-in-the-front,
party-in-the-back haircuts, but also the green-, pink-, and
purple-striped and polka-dotted midriff-showing matching
outfits with oversized fanny packs. Sometimes, I have night-
mares about what would have happened if we had not even-
tually started dressing ourselves.

Sometime after our parents decided to go separate ways,
Dad had married a tall skinny redheaded woman whom my
sister and I called “The Witch.” If that was not enough, he
also adopted her four children. William was her oldest at 17;
then Julie, who was 16; next was David, who was the same
age as Staci; and finally was Helen, who was just 2 months my
junior.

With our ever-growing family, we had no choice but to

move into a much bigger 2-story, 4-bedroom house with a
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large backyard. With all of this extra space, I guess it was only
natural that we adopted the largest dog we could find: a black
mastiff-lab mix we named Raja. He was so big he could sit on
the couch with all four paws on the floor and watch TV with
the rest of us. He wandered around the house aimlessly and
knocked over everything in his path, including family mem-
bers.

Having six kids in one house meant that we never had a
dull moment, especially between the youngest kids. William
and Julie were rarely involved with our shenanigans because
they were too busy getting ready for life after high school or
rebelling against the Man. One would think with all of us un-
der one roof we would have numerous arguments and alter-
cations, but for the most part we got along. That is not to say
that unfortunate and semi-dangerous things did not happened
to each of us.

David was always into things he shouldn’t have been in.
He was often found with his head wedged between bars, such
as those on the staircase and on his futon bed. Our parents
would spend long periods of time applying everything greasy
they could find, mostly from the refrigerator. He would eat
Raja’s food and treats and tell us they tasted great so we
would eat them, too, and from what I remember they were
nowhere near as tasty as the tea-time mud pies.

The best memory I have of David is when he wasn’t even
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going by “David,” but instead as “Daisy,” our estranged sis-
ter. I would like to think the time he spent with the three of
us girls had finally made him feel left out. For some unknown
reason, he let us make him over one day. He put on tights, a
light blue flowered dress, some eye shadow, and a headband
in his buzzed hair. In a high-pitched voice, he walked through
the house saying, “My name is Daisy, and I'm a girl.” When
his mother found him, she ordered him to change immedi-
ately. I don’t believe it was spoken of again until a number of
years later.

Staci at this time was a tall, skinny, and somewhat awk-
ward tomboy and liked to believe she was much tougher than
she actually was. She often challenged David to bike races to
the school down the road. This quickly stopped the day she
tried to be Evel Knievel. Riding past a horizontal pole in the
park, she jumped off her bike in hopes of grabbing it but in-
stead fell off and broke her arm.

The pain in her arm didn’t stop her from tricking me to
take the bike ride of a lifetime. Our house was located at the
bottom of a steep road and I, wanting to show her I was just
as tough as she was, took the challenge of riding her bike
straight down it. The seat was too high, making the pedals
barely reachable; therefore, I wasn’t able to successfully use
the brakes. I sped down the hill with my legs out and squeez-

ing the handlebars, at what must have been more than 25
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mph, straight into our brick fence. A few tears, band-aids, a
broken bike, and two weeks of grounding later, Staci and I
had moved past her attempted murder plot against me to our
usual horseplay.

When we weren’t trying to show off to our older siblings,
Helen and I spent most of our time playing quietly in our
room or bothering our parents. They would quietly watch TV
as Helen and I would giggle and do up their hair in multiple
ponytails all over their heads. My dad does, however, blame
us for his constantly receding hairline today.

The best America’s Funniest Home 1'ideo moment I remem-
ber from my childhood happened while during a visit to an-
other family one day during the summer. Helen had run in-
side to get us Popsicles as I waited outside in the front yard.
The front door was wide open, so as she came back outside
she decided to run knowing she wouldn’t have to slow to
open it. I had a front row seat to her full-speed, full-frontal
run into the almost invisible glass storm door. She fell straight
back like a stiff, unsteady piece of wood that had been placed
on its side. I don’t remember if I laughed about it that day but
I know when I see it happen to others now I get flashbacks.

Thinking of this story still makes me laugh until my sides
hurt, and Helen takes extra precautions to this day. She had
come to visit Staci and me a few years ago and we took her to

Easton Shopping Center to see a movie and shop around for



35

nothing in particular. When the night was over, we headed to
the large concrete parking garage to find our car and head
home. For some reason Helen had decided to run to the ga-
rage, but right before she had actually passed through the
doorway, she abruptly stopped and waved her arm in the
opening. I laughed so hard the rest of the walk to the car that
a security guard thought something was wrong and checked
on us. I continued laughing all the way back to the house.

To this day, when I watch Awmerica’s Funniest Home 1 ideos 1
remember a new story from my childhood and wish we had

had a video camera.
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Childhood Summers
By Tina DePuy

I didn’t grow up where most students at Ohio University
did. I didn’t live in some suburb or have to walk city streets to
get to my high school. I am from the country. Not the coun-
try that you see on television, but the good old boondocks
where the cows stand by the road, the four-wheelers speed
by, and you can hear the whippoorwills and crickets at night.
This is my home, and there is nothing like it in the summer-
time.

I live by the Little Muskingum River and have gotten
plenty of use out of it. One of the most exciting times I can
remember has to do with the river flooding. Make no mis-
take: my mother would tell us children the horror stories
about people dying in the flood waters. “You never know
when the road may be washed out underneath,” she would
say. This didn’t deter my sister Tracy and me. We would wait
until the creek started to flood and our road would slowly get
cut off from both directions. When this would happen, we
would get on our bicycles and ride back and forth all day long
completely uninterrupted by any vehicles. As the water would
continue to rise, we retreated back to our house on the bank.
We fashioned an extremely long handle on a net and would
catch various treasures passing by in the floodwaters. One

year we found a bottle letter, but it didn’t say anything excit-
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ing. We caught all kinds of little creatures that would flee
from the field across the road. One time I remember chasing
around a mother mole and her babies. They were in a perfect
little line scurrying around despite not being able to see very
well. I chased after them until they hit our dumpster and the
mother bounced back, bumping into her babies like domi-
noes. When the creek peaked, Tracy and I would sit on our
front walk with binoculars and make bets about which vehi-
cles would try to make it through the floodwaters. Not many
ever did.

Another time, Tracy and I crawled through a fence into
the barnyard and decided to adventure around. We saw this
cow that was known to be quite unfriendly. Tracy grabbed a
rock and threw it at her. I was stunned for a couple seconds
as she charged at us; Tracy was already over the fence as I
barely managed to crawl over just in time, ripping my pants.
She also told me one time to run out in the grass in my bare
feet. I told her that bees were on the flowers, but she assured
me, “Tina, if you step on one, it will just be squashed.” So I
did, and for the rest of the evening, mother picked stingers
out of my feet while Tracy cackled.

Tracy would delight in getting me into trouble, but my fa-
ther was around to try to keep the peace between us and our
three other siblings. Ah my dad, the hardest-working man I

have ever known in my life. When all five of us were at home,
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he would go out before the sun came up and not make it
home until 11 or 12 at night. He would be all black from
working in the oil and gas fields all day. In addition to his job,
he also keeps the family farm running, which is a lot of hard
work. When I was little, I used to climb up in the tractor with
my dad and pick corn. He would spend hours chopping hay,
too, in 90 degree heat. One particular hot day, I went with
him to visit some of his wells in a God-forsaken place. He
and his partner had their drinking jugs down in a little stream
to try to keep them cool. When I saw these jugs I didn’t know
that they had clean water in them, I just thought that they
were floating in the stream and decided to make better use
out of them. Later that day, my father asked me where their
water had gone. I almost started crying as I showed him my
new pet frogs swimming around in their water jugs. Dad was
upset, but couldn’t hold in a few laughs as he looked over my
catch.

As I grew up, I started to go out more with my friends. In
the summer, boys would ride their four-wheelers everywhere
and it wasn’t unheard of to go fishing all day. My friends and
I would enjoy renting canoes and piling into them with cool-
ers that would be overflowing with beer and snacks. We
would gather together and take trips down the river, stopping
at rope swings along the way.

I remember guys would climb high in the trees and jump
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into the river to prove who was most manly. Deer jerky was
made by the pound and around hunting season people often
got surprised with “treats” in their cars or lockers. If you re-
ceived a “treat” in your locker or car, it meant that you re-
ceived a gift of bloody entrails or bits of an animal carcass
that a young man had killed during hunting season. Guys
would show off this way. They would often hide and wait to
see the reaction on their victims’ faces and then burst out
laughing with a twisted look of pride on their faces.

One girl whom I have grown up with is named Sarah. She
and I know all about these things. We would often get into
our own trouble. When I was younger, she would hide me
somewhere in her house whenever my mom said that it was
time for us to go. I was always found and usually smacked for
not listening the first time. We had a secret place underneath
a bridge. It was beautiful. The reflection of the water danced
on the concrete above our heads. Flowers and trinkets sur-
rounded us as we would just lie by the riverbank. One day, we
got the bright idea to roll down the side of a hill. I went first
and rolled right into an electric fence. Lucky for me, the elec-
tricity wasn’t turned on at the time because I was tangled all
up in it. Sarah slowly helped me out of it, but couldn’t stop
laughing the whole time. She has a younger brother who is a
real terror. So one day, we decided to get him back. We

taped him to a chair for a little while, and then when we let
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him go, we told him that if he didn’t tell anyone he could be
in our secret club. He never told, but if he would have we
wouldn’t have been able to sit for weeks.

As I continue to grow up, I realize that there probably
won’t be anymore of these adventures. My sisters and broth-
ers have grown up and moved out, starting families of their
own. My best friends are scattered all over the state. This
summer I won’t be home on my riverbank; instead, I will be
taking classes. However, I think that I will have ornery chil-
dren taking my place. My nieces and nephews are growing up
so fast! My nephew, I fear, will be a troublemaker like I was.
When I was watching him and his brothers, I had just gotten
them out of the tub, when the doorbell rang. I instructed him
to go put on clothes and went to answer the door. The next
thing I heard was “Hey, Aunt Teenie!” I turned around the
same time as the gentleman at the door to behold a little na-
ked boy grabbing two wooden rungs of a loft with “himself”
wiggling between the rungs. I yelled at him then apologized
to our guest. He was just laughing,.

I will never forget where I come from or my childhood. I
will never forget the hot summer days and the mud squishing
between my toes. I will never forget riding in tractors or

catching frogs. I will always remember my family and friends.



41

A Short Trip
By Tim Ericsen

It simply wasn’t fair. I had driven for several hours, skill-
fully navigating the sea of gawking tourists and over-cautious
geriatrics. I had located the estate, tucked away at the end of a
private drive, based only upon vague direction. I had even
managed to cleverly bypass the gate with a little quick think-
ing.

“It’s...uh... Tim. Uh...Ericsen. Your favorite nephewr”

As I said, smooth.

And yet, for all my talents, I was somehow completely
and hopelessly lost in my aunt and uncle’s back yard. In my
defense, their backyard abuts an intricate maze of canals, en-
cased in a tangled web of mangroves. It was here, in this laby-
rinth that would put Daedalus’ to shame, that I found myself
trapped with only my fathet’s fiendish optimism and a wet
backside to keep me company.

The original catalyst for this excursion was my uncle
Mike’s plot to gather the family in Punta Gorda, Florida, for
both Thanksgiving and, more importantly, my aunt Kathy’s
50" birthday. He had outdone himself. At great personal ex-
pense, Uncle Mike had coordinated a massive surprise party
and had arranged for all of Kathy’s relatives to fly to Florida.
As a mature, older brother, it was my fathet’s job to relent-

lessly tease his younger sister, within seconds of his arrival,



42

about how downright 0/ she was. As luck would have it, I
was interning at Honeywell in Clearwater at the time and was
also able to make the trip.

Because I had been away at college and a generally poor
correspondent, this was the first time I had seen or heard
from anyone on my dad’s side of the family in at least five
years. To their best recollection, I imagine I was still a self-
absorbed teen with a cracking voice who generally wasn’t fun
to be around, not that they would admit it. That’s the best
part about family: folks are generally more accepting of your
flaws simply because they have the misfortune of being re-
lated to you. I'll take what breaks I can get.

Things had started out so well. Dad and I, rugged out-
doorsmen of the highest caliber, had set out on a kayaking
trip at Uncle Mike’s insistence. He called it good exercise;
Dad called it an adventure. As we sailed out under an after-
noon sun that would put most gift shop postcards to shame,
I called it relaxing. And it was relaxing, until we tried to head
home and realized that we didn’t know which way to go.

We weren’t the only ones having problems. A schooner
full of vacationing grandparents, the sort of people who
would be considered old even by astronomical standards, had
passed us twice already.

“I think it’s this way!” Dad yelled from behind me, back-
pedaling for what had to be the fiftieth time.
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“For the last time, no, it isn’t!” I retorted, my agitation
growing, “We didn’t pass any open water when we came out
here!”

My words fell on deaf ears. I turned around to see Dad
already sailing off into the distance. By this point, he was
nothing but a blurry shape, like Bigfoot. Skeptics would later
claim that “Dad” was in fact a man in a gorilla suit, or per-
haps a piece of driftwood. It didn’t help matters that I was
growing tired and managed to capsize my kayak on a sand
bank hiding just beneath the water. The speck that was Dad
grew smaller. The schooner puttered into view once more, its
occupants still horribly confused. As the boat drew closer, 1
could tell that the people aboard recognized me.

“Since we’re all in the same boat,” I thought, quickly ad-
monishing myself for the bad pun, “maybe they’ll be willing
to help me get back in my kayak and go find Dad.”

They weren’t. Instead, they sailed right past me, chuckling
to one another about the poor unfortunate who was watching
his kayak float away. As I was climbing back into my kayak
and muttering dark threats at the retreating schooner, Dad
returned.

“Are you coming?” he inquired, seemingly oblivious to

what had just transpired.
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“It’s a little hard to keep up when you’ve run aground and
are being pointed at and laughed at by the elderly,” I snapped.

“It’s good for you. Builds character. Come on, I'm pretty
sure it’s this way.”

Considerably miffed at his nonchalance, I muttered fur-
ther curses and hurried to follow, lest Dad pull one of his dis-
appearing acts again.

In only five minutes, we reached a stretch of open water,
the same open water that we had never passed, according to
my recollections. True to form, my memory had been notori-
ously bad. Situated on the far bank, back-lit by the setting sun
as if to mock us, was the house. Somewhere, I could swear 1
heard a choir of angels sing “Hallelujah” as we oared our way
up to the dock, over three hours after we had left.

“What were you thinking, Dad?” I said with a smirk, “I

told you it was this way.”
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An Innocent Walk On The Beach
By Parker Fernandez

I hadn’t been the kind of kid who needed constant activ-
ity to have fun, and certainly never went out of my way to
find it. When I’d hear about people going to a movie, I’d
convince myself that I’d rather just watch some TV. When I
did wish I had something to do, I'd be the one who waited
around hoping that someone would call, instead of just asking
on my own. So when I went with my family to Myrtle Beach
for spring break during my sophomore year of high school, 1
continued to keep to myself and not really take any chances. I
had fun creating things alone in the sand, walking around
alone exploring, and just people-watching alone.

After a day of witnessing me sitting inside watching col-
lege basketball, my mom told me what she thought about all
the time I was spending alone. “I don’t understand why you
aren’t trying harder to enjoy your time by doing things with
all the other kids here. Get out there and socialize with them,
swim with them, or just goof around with all the other teens
in our hotel,” she pleaded, somewhat upset. I listened, and I
had nothing to say to her but, “You’re right. I'll start right
now.” I finally went looking for some excitement as I headed
to the hot tub where about five other teens were lounging.
They had already become good friends, but I edged my way

in and introduced myself. We all talked, and when it was time
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to head back to our families, a few of us decided that we’d
meet up later that day and watch O Brother Where Art Thon in
the hotel lobby. But when we went to check out the video
from the activities desk, someone else had already rented it.
That prompted several kids to go back to their rooms, leaving
me with a freshman girl from Tennessee named Hannah. The
two of us still wanted to kill some time, so we decided to
head down to the beach.

We trekked southward until we came to a spot flooded
with water that was too deep to cross. At that point, we
turned around and headed back in the other direction. We got
back to our hotel, but we continued walking because we were
getting along wonderfully. While walking, we discussed poli-
tics, high school, religion, family, and all kinds of crazy sub-
jects that teenage strangers may possibly think of to discuss.
This walking and talking on the beach with someone else was
proving to be much more fulfilling than building a giant sand
crab on the beach alone, like 1 had eatlier in the week. As
we’d pass a resort or beach house, we’d almost dare our legs
to go on to the next one. Eventually, logic told us that it had
been a long enough time so we’d better head back—
especially since no one knew we had left in the first place. On
the way back Hannah joked, “My parents might have assem-
bled a search party for me by now.” I responded, “Now #hat

would be funny.” The closer we got on our return trip, the
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closer we got to finding out just how funny it actually would
be.

As we came up to our hotel, we could hear people yelling.
Once we got to the gate, we realized that the yells were peo-

',’

ple on the beach calling, “Hannah!” Her parents were on the
other side of the gate looking quite distressed and talking to a
police officer! I looked over to Hannah, who had turned
ghost-white, and I started laughing. She decided to go and
hide somewhere. Instead of running away, I walked right up
to the entrance. A man whom I assumed was her dad scurried
up to me and asked, “Are you Parker?” in his soft southern
accent. “I am,” I responded, “and if you’re looking for Han-
nah, she got a little bit scared and ran over there.” The mob
descended in her direction. I decided that I was enjoying this
fun, though, so I stayed outside and sat by the pool waiting
for a little more excitement to come my way. As I sat down, I
glanced at the clock and realized that five hours had gone by
since we started our walk. Oops!

As I sat by the pool, basically expecting that someone was
going to come and scold me, I noticed that all the guests who
were still in the water were giving me glares. Their noses were
turned up, eyebrows in V shapes and their eyes appeared to
be saying to me, “You scum.” These people had obviously
heard about me. It turned out that Hannah’s parents had

gone to almost every door and asked everyone in the hotel if
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they knew where their daughter was. I smiled and nodded to
all the onlookers, who turned their backs to me. Then, the
part that I was waiting for finally came. Hannah’s mother
walked up to me with the most intensely cold stare I've ever
seen.

Her rapid-fire questioning began immediately. “Are you
even staying here?” “Why isn’t your mother looking for you?”
She asked some other questions, too, but her final question
was my favorite, “Did you touch my daughter?”” This woman
thought I was a monster! Even though I wanted to crack up
at that question, I managed to keep a straight face the whole
time. She went on to tell me, “Hannah’s father and I called
everyone at our church back in Chattanooga, and they have
all been praying.” She also said, “My mother is even creating
missing signs with Hannah’s photograph on them to fax to
me.” I was cracking up on the inside, but on the outside I was
sure to keep responding in the same way, “Ma’am, I am
sorry.” I made sure to use “ma’am” as though it were going
to help me win her over. She finally finished her interroga-
tion, grabbed her bewildered daughter, and they went up-
staifs.

I walked back up to my room, finally allowed to smile
openly about my night. Once there, I asked my mom, “Did
you hear anything about a missing girl?” Apparently Hannah’s

family hadn’t made it to our door because my mom said,
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“No, why?” I shared the story with her and we laughed a little
bit together. The next day, Hannah’s mom had her go around
and apologize to everyone in the hotel for making them
worry. She wasn’t allowed to leave the property, and she had
to keep reporting her every move via walkie-talkie. As her
partner in crime, I gladly helped her with her uncomfortable
assignment. Despite her punishment, we continued to get
along for the next few days. Her dad liked me by the end of
the week. Her mom, however, flashed a stare of death my
way every time our paths. If I could do it all again, I think I’d

have told someone we were leaving...maybe.



50

Ivan the Idiot
By Roman Goldman

When I was younger, living in the Soviet Union, my
grandmother and I had a Sunday morning tradition. We
would walk over to a local small grocery store to get ingredi-
ents for Sunday dinner. I would always receive a special treat
for going, usually chocolate. I would always look forward to
Sunday mornings and eagerly await those magical words to
come from my grandma: “Come on, let’s go. I'll get you
something real special.” I would jet out of bed, quickly get
dressed and fly out the door full of excitement when those
words came out of her mouth.

On a typical cold winter Sunday, when I was 5 years old,
my grandma and I were faced with a very unusual situation. It
was already a chaotic period of time with the Soviet Union
falling apart. We were moving to the United States in a few
weeks, so we were just trying to get by without problems. We
put on our heavy coats and hats and set out on our weekly
journey. It was usually a 10-minute walk to the store, but the
weather was awful, so it took us a little longer. We finally ar-
rived, and I went off on my own to look for something tasty
to snack on. My grandma knew that she had nothing to worry
about because we knew everyone in town, so I could walk
around freely. I spotted this delicious-looking monster-sized

chocolate bar across the aisle and ran over to it. I picked up
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the bar, getting ready to bring it to my grandma and suddenly
I heard a loud commotion coming from the front of the
store. I paused and debated what I should do. Should I go see
what is happening or hide and wait for my grandma to come
get me? Finally, I had made my decision.

I quickly ran to the front of the store looking for my
grandma and found her standing in the corner with a con-
fused look on her face. I quickly scanned the room and dis-
covered what had caused all the havoc. I caught a glimpse of
a giant man with a black eye waving a knife in the air and yell-
ing, “Everybody shut up and do as I say!” But I didn’t have
time to react as I heard my grandma from the corner shout-
ing, “Roman, get away from that man! Come here now!” I
quickly obeyed and ran over to the corner. As I was standing
in the corner, the man was shouting at everyone, “Give me all
your money,” flashing his knife in front of people’s faces. I
looked around and no one seemed intimidated although this
guy had a knife because he looked completely clueless. But
nobody wanted to provoke him into doing something stupid,
so they stayed quiet. He was stumbling all over the place, talk-
ing to himself, and being an unproductive robber. Later, I
learned he was heavily intoxicated.

After about 20 minutes of standing silently in the corner,
I was getting restless and bored. I kept whining to my

grandma, “I wanna go home. Let’s go home. I am tired of
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being here.” My grandma calmly whispered, “Keep it down,
can’t you see we are in a terrible situation here?” I just kept
complaining and crying until she just snapped at me, and
shouted, “SHUT UP!” Those two words caught the ugly gi-
ant’s attention and he stumbled over to my grandma. As he
was trying to intimidate her, I heard a woman’s voice from
the crowd, “Ivan, stop this nonsense. You’re a big idiot.
You’re going to go to jail.” Ivan responded in a slurred man-
ner, “Shut the hell up. I know exactly what I am doing!” I was
now standing by myself, completely ignoring Ivan and sour at
my grandma; I began to think to myself that this guy really is
a huge idiot, what’s he doing? I've seen plenty of movies
when a robbery happens and all those guys use guns. I de-
cided to take things into my 5-year old hands because I knew
that bad guys never end up on top.

During my childhood years, I idolized various superhe-
roes and pretended to be them and save the world from evil.
In my mind, I was untouchable, an invincible superhero. 1
was going to finally save the world for real. I finally gathered
all my courage and shouted at the robber, “Stop it, you big

”?

meanie!” As I shouted, I charged Ivan with all my might and
punched him with all my strength near the knee area. Unfor-
tunately, that punch was ineffective seeing that I was 5 years
old and this man was the size of a bear. Ivan barely felt it and

retaliated with a quick slap across the back of my head and
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shouted, “What the hell are you trying to do, kid?” As I got
wacked, I fell on a small display of boxes, causing them to
scatter all over the ground. After a minute, I awoke from a
dazed state; I realized I had a huge cut on my leg. I looked
down and saw the sharp corner of a box covered in blood
and with a small piece of skin hanging from it. I began to cry
and scream at the top of my lungs, “Ouch, it hurts, it hurts!”
My grandma quickly ran out from her corner and grabbed me
by the collar and tugged me into the corner. “Shut up and
don’t move; someone is coming to help us,” she calmly whis-
pered in my ear. She told me someone had snuck out of the
store while Ivan wasn’t looking. I calmed down a bit and
suddenly the sound of sirens caught my attention.

Everyone, including myself, rejoiced as they heard the si-
rens and began to start yelling at Ivan about how stupid he
was and how he was going to end up in jail. He began to
panic and attempted to stumble out the back door, but his
feet got caught up on the boxes that I had knocked over. He
fell to the ground, and his weapon of choice slid across the
room, leaving him completely unarmed. He was too drunk to
get up and attempt a getaway from the cops. An average-
sized man came out of the crowd and pounced on Ivan’s
back, holding him down for the police. The police came
asked some customers a few questions about the situation

and let everyone go home. The man who snuck out and got
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the police told my grandma the reason he was able to sneak
out without Ivan noticing was because of my antics. In the
end, it turned out my stupidity led to the defeat of Ivan. My
grandma cleaned out my cut and we started to walk home. As
we walked off into the sunset, she said, “Well, all those hours
you spend playing Superman paid off, didn’t they?” I re-

sponded, “You know it, Grandma, you know it.”
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Race of the Butterfly
I dedicate this to my little brother, Shawn, and all other in-
coming freshmen as they begin the next adventure in their
lives with open wings. And to the best friends who were there

to help mend broken wings and help me soar!

By Megan Gorey

It is a safe, comfortable, and familiar cocoon we weave
during our high school years, only to be greeted with the cold,
harsh reality that graduating and going off to college offers.
There is the pressure of not flying as high as the other butter-
flies or as graceful as them. The fear of flying for the first
time on your own, knowing it’s a far fall from that high up.
Or even worse, when you do fall, not knowing how to brush
your wings off and fly again. Yet, all along there is the hope
within the pit of your stomach that knows that the warmth of
the sunshine will make it all worthwhile if you can make it a
little longer and fly a little higher. This is the race of the but-
terfly.

While sitting on my orange, four-legged, plastic chair in
the gym of my high school during commencement practice, 1
realized how much my life was going to change just by walk-
ing across a stage and being handed a piece of paper. As the
names were rattled off in alphabetical order, I couldn’t help

but label every person who crossed my gaze: the bully, the



56

bitch, the nerd, the slut, the band geek, the jock. As my close
friends crossed the mock stage made of risers, a slight smile
drew across my face as fond memories raced across my mind.
It all became a two-hour time slot of reflection. Who you be-
came close with, who you lost contact with, who did better
than you, who changed, who didn’t, and who will never
change. You picture yourself as a freshman again and you pic-
ture yourself forty years from now. You wonder who will
make it to the class reunions and who will be too rich and
famous to even care where they came from. I cared. All I
could think about was how I became who I am today because
of those people around me and where I came from to get
there.

The top five percent of our graduating class of six hun-
dred sat in the front row. They not only knew how to fly, but
they knew how to look beautiful while doing it. They sat up
there with their special colored tassels on graduation day and
dazzled us all with their acrobatics of high GPAs and scholar-
ship awards. As I sat there and listened to the speeches and
looked around at the sea of white and green, I felt the sting of
jealousy and regret upon my conscience. If only I would have
pushed myself harder, spent less time being a social butterfly
and more time being a studious butterfly, maybe I too could
be up there showing off my colors. However, that thought

quickly fluttered by as I was met with this overwhelming feel-
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ing of growing up.

My row stood up and we headed to the stage. The names
continued and with each step, I was one stride closer to being
given my wings. I wanted to stop halfway across the stage and
just ask, “Are you sure it’s time? How do you know I'm
ready? Can you promise everything will be all right?” Instead,
I smiled toward the direction where I thought my family was
sitting, I blinked, trying not to cry, and I focused hard on not
tripping and falling on my face. No, no one fell during com-
mencement, but you still have to wonder how many of the
graduates actually lay awake at night wondering if they would.
I was handed my diploma, shook hands with a stranger I had
never met in my four years of high school education, posed
for a picture, and then walked down the stairs to return to my
seat. Seven hundred and twenty days of school, all for twenty-
five seconds of recognition. That was it: quick and painless. 1
had shed the final layer of my cocoon.

Summer began and quickly flew by like a whirlwind of
changes and attempts to make as many memories as possible.
It is in the summer before you leave for college that you find
out who your true friends are, who you are, and how much
your family means to you. You want to savor every moment
and hang onto every memory. Not only have I never taken so
many digital photos in my life, but I took so many mental

images. I wanted to be able to close my eyes forever and stay
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in those moments—preserved.

I'll admit that I dragged my feet preparing myself to leave.
I protected my mind from the reality that once August 24"
came, I would be on my own. It started to sink in a week be-
fore I was due to fly away to begin my undergraduate degree.
You start making a mental list of who you still want to see,
who you want to see more of, who has stuff that you want
back, and who you have some final thoughts to say to. Even
though it is during this time that so many people are near you
knowing that you are all soon going your separate ways, you
feel so alone. Chaos and fear mixes with excitement and anxi-
ety in the glass of life. I know the saying goes, “If life hands
you lemons, made lemonade.” For me, I added ice, a splash
of vodka, stirred and drank.

One morning, after going to a graduation party with some
friends, I sat in the kitchen talking to my Mom while she was
washing out my flask that was sitting in the sink from the
night before. I told her my funny stories and gave her updates
about who was hooking up with whom. As she handed me
the flask back, I told her that I was going to get it engraved
one day: “Having nights I'll never remember with friends I'll
never forget.” She smiled and said it was cute. I'll miss that.
Not her washing out my flask, but how she listened to me.
You spend your whole life listening and looking up to your

mother. Then you hit a stage in your life when all she wants is



59

for you to talk to her. I'm glad I did. I looked forward to it
actually and would even become overwhelmed when I
couldn’t talk to her. It became more than just a mother-
daughter relationship; she became my best friend. Don’t get
me wrong, we still screamed at each other and wanted to pull
out each other’s hair, but that’s just healthy sometimes. We
simply wouldn’t be normal if we didn’t argue with our moth-
ers.

That was one thing that shocked me as we all neared our
departure dates: how many of my friends were counting
down the days to run away from their parents. All they
wanted was the nagging to stop, the lists of chores to disap-
pear, and the freedom to do whatever the hell they wanted.
Then there was my mother and me. I was going to miss the
nagging. I was going to miss having someone to roll my eyes
at. In one sentence: I was going to miss her. I'm sure that
most college students get one week into their newfound lives
and begin to miss their parents, but I already was and I was
still at home. I guess it was just hard for me to imagine such a
large and important part of my life not being there with me.

Luckily, my mother was still able to help me through the
stormy weather and celebrate with me as I reached new
heights and accomplished so much during my undergraduate
years. I also had my best friends from high school right by my

side to help mend broken wings and to teach me how to fly
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again. I quickly discovered that you can always build new co-
coons, find shelter and protection from your friends, and al-
ways fly home. As I come to the end of my third year at Ohio
University and enter my senior year of undergrad, I cannot

wait to see what new winds will come and carry me.
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Mission is Possible
By Wam Thomas Hui

Ever since I was a child in Hong Kong, I had thought
about how the life was in the United States. The only way I
could learn about the U.S. was through Hollywood movies,
TV programs and books. I always thought it would be very
odd to live in a farmland with all the cattle and horses; the
waves in California were so high that it seemed like a tsunami
to me; it was impossible to live in an area where everyone
spoke a language other than Chinese and all the black people
were basketball players in the NBA. My imagination did not
transfer to a real experience until I got a letter from a Chris-
tian church that had approved my application for volunteer-
ing as a missionary. I was sent to New York City for a couple
of years to do the proselytizing work and service projects to
the community. This was an excellent opportunity for me to
explore a country that I had heard of for years. I was ex-
tremely glad about it and could not sleep at that night. My life
was different from then on.

As a missionary, I had to follow some rules that made me
focus on my work so that I would not waste any time. A mis-
sion president was assigned to watch over and manage all the
preaching and housing for all the missionaries in his area.
However, he would not micromanage everything, such as

making sure we followed all the rules. Although I did not
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have the mission present to police me whether I broke the
rules or not, I still tried to keep all the rules. Therefore, I had
to train myself to have patience and endurance. I was ar-
ranged to work and live with another male missionary all the
time. Every day, we had to wake up at 6:30am, leave the
house to work at 9:30am, come home before 9:30pm and go
to sleep at 10:30pm. The routine was actually fine with me
except for waking up that early. I would call myself a night-
time person. I enjoy the nighttime so much that previously I
seldom went to bed before 12:00am. Going to bed at
10:30pm and waking up at 6:30am were difficult in my first
couple of weeks out there. The other strict rule for us was
about contact with the opposite sex. We could not have any
intimate contact with any girls. We could not stay with a fe-
male alone in a room and could not get too close to them
even in public. I can understand how easy the work could be
ruined if we did not exactly follow this rule. Although being a
missionary was not very easy, I did learn very much in obey-
ing these strict rules. For example, following the daily routine
helped me to learn good time management; living with a
companion helped me to learn how to communicate with and
respect others.

While observing rules was not my problem, living with
others surely was. I could not believe that the first thing I

need to master was not the preaching skill, but the attitude
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toward others. Most of my companions were American
whites. We had different cultures, backgrounds, educations
and even experiences. As a Chinese, I would hold back all my
opinions and comments without expressing them because I
thought I should only express them in the right place and
right situation. However, my first companion was quite an-
noyed by it. He told me, “You should not hold back your
opinions. It won’t do much good for our relationship and
work!” He was annoyed because he could not tell if I was fine
with his decisions. Sometimes, I would not comment even
though I was not that happy about his decisions. It was hard
for me, too. I needed to learn how to humble myself at first,
then to accept the others as what they were. After we had
lived and worked together for several months, we started to
find that we actually had something in common. Now we are
very good friends and will email each other once every several
months.

In New York City, I barely saw any white people around,
especially in an area called Flushing. I learned several Korean
words and phrases from a Korean-speaking missionary over
there. These phrases were “my name is so and so” and “I am
a missionary.” One day, I saw a middle-aged Korean woman
in the street. When I saw her, I thought, “Now is a time to
use Korean!” I walked to her and started using my fresh Ko-

rean to greet her. She thought I was a Korean, and so she re-
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plied to me by saying Korean quickly. She kept talking for
over a minute until I could stop her. I did not know what she
had talked about, but from her facial expression, she was so
happy to meet someone who could speak Korean.

Music is very important for humans, especially for the
missionaries. We always had a small-size hymnbook in our
backpack. When it was around Christmas, we would line up
in front of the subway station and sing all the Christmas
hymns. At the same time, the other missionaries who did not
need to sing would talk to the people who were listening.
One day, when my companion and I were walking in the
street and trying to find someone to hear our message, we
saw a businessman who was waiting for a bus. I told my
companion, “Let’s sing a hymn to that businessman and see if
we can set up an appointment to share our message!” My
companion agreed. We walked up to the man and asked,
“Excuse me, sit. We are the missionaties from a church. We
would like to sing a song to you.” He was quite shocked
when he heard it. But, he did not refuse our invitation. Then,
we pulled up our hymnbooks and sang. He probably felt very
good about our singing, and so he gave us his contact infor-
mation and promised to go to the church next Sunday.

As the missionaries, we understood that people would
not automatically come and ask us to preach. We needed to

work very hard to dig them out. Although it was usually a
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very pleasant experience, there was still an exception. An old
man came up to me while I was preaching in the street one
evening. He told me that he wanted his son to socialize with
others because his son always stayed at home. He invited my
companion and me to visit his home several nights later. On
that specific evening, we went there and started our normal
conversation before preaching. His son, however, walked
back into his room and did not want to talk to us while we
got there. No matter how his father tried to persuade him, he
just wanted neither to talk nor to see us. Since we could not
do anything, we started to share our message to the father.
When we were talking about the Supreme Being, his son sud-
denly shouted out some words and ran to the kitchen. At
first, I did not know what and why he was shouting. Then, I
heard that he was actually cursing. My back was so cold that it
seemed like someone had put ice on it and the goose bumps
popped up. I helplessly turned to look at my companion and
found that he was actually looking at me with a big question
mark on his face as well as two horrified eyes. I knew that my
companion had the same feeling as I had. Therefore, we
shortened our message and left the house. The son kept curs-
ing in the house until we left. After we had walked out the
house, I asked my companion if he had the same feeling.
Even though he did not say anything, I could sense that he

was very frightened. We did not say much when we were
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traveling back to our home. Next morning, I asked my com-
panion his opinion about that. He told me he had never
feared like that before. Even now, I still do not know why the
son cursed. It was not the first time I heard people curse, so I
should not be afraid. Why was I so frightened by hearing the
curse words? If it was just my problem, why was my compan-
ion also scared?

New York City is an international city. You will find peo-
ple speaking many kinds of languages, such as Spanish, Rus-
sian, Chinese and Korean. I do not know any Spanish or Rus-
sian. However, because of the companion system, I had some
chances to work with Spanish and Russian missionaries. I
would follow them to visit with people and shared the church
messages at their home. Since I knew nothing about the lan-
guages, I would usually only sit next to my companions with-
out saying anything for the whole time. I could not show my
boredom and frustration during the visits. Therefore, I would
force myself to listen to the conversations and nodded my
head regularly. It seemed that I understood the whole discus-
sions. Moreover, I needed to show how happy I was when
my companion was sharing the message, even though I actu-
ally was not.

Having mentioned that racial diversity was a specialty of
New York City, I met friends from many countries and con-

tinents. Before I went there, I thought I could only learn the
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culture of the United States. Nevertheless, it turned out 1
learned more than that. If learning the western culture was
the paycheck for my volunteer work, making friends was
surely the bonus. The more I learn from other cultures, the
more I respect them. I hope people will have my experience
so that conflicts between countries and races will disappear

some day.
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Whitewater Rafting & the Goodworths
By Isaac Miller

I often view my family the same way as one views a tele-
vision sitcom. With a full cast of zany characters and enough
boisterous personality to liven any room, my family can be
described as weird, eccentric and at times, hilarious. My
mother seems to have instilled a somewhat crude sense of
humor in me and my sister, Sarah, at a young age. I always
remember a wintry Cleveland day when I was eleven as my
mother and I tramped through the snow. The shrill shriek of
the wind was silenced by my mother: “Jesus! It’s colder than a
witch’s tit in a stainless steel bral” From then on, the Miller
family has never been the same. It has almost become our
civic duty to use this seemingly low humor on a regular basis.
Our family is truly unique.

Conversely, I often view the Goodworths as one would
imagine participants in an English tea party in the mid-
Victorian era. Proper, astute, and well mannered, the Good-
worths, our longtime family friends, live a very conservative
life with little or no zest at all. Initially, our families seemed to
go together like an immiscible concoction of oil and water.
Surprisingly, the two families have found a common ground
and have formed a very tight relationship with each other.
Apparently, oil and water do mix.

When the Miller and Goodworth families met for a day-
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long whitewater rafting excursion, I immediately anticipated a
conflict of personalities. At the time, both families were rela-
tively new to each other. My mother had met Evelyn Good-
worth through a friend, and both women felt it would be a
good idea for the two families to participate in a social outing
together. As we unpacked the car following a two-hour ride
to Pennsylvania, my sister and I caught our first glimpse of
the Goodworth family. Pulling up in a bright-red minivan, the
Goodworths piled out, revealing their identities.

“Hello. My name is Ron Goodworth. You must be Isaac,
and you must be Sarah. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you
both.”

I retracted my hand from a firm Mr. Goodworth hand-
shake, and with a blank stare, I observed the new face in
front of me. Mr. Goodworth stood tall, bearing a straitlaced
smile and sophisticated-looking bifocals that drooped past the
bridge of his nose. He spoke as if he were trying to commu-
nicate with a foreigner, propetly enunciating each syllable
with a smooth roll of the tongue. Mrs. Goodworth was not
much different. With her hands properly folded in front of
her, Mrs. Goodworth sported a clean-cut homemaker look as
she used words like “extensive,” “insufferable)” and “atro-
cious” to describe her car ride to Pennsylvania. Within a mat-
ter of minutes, I had apparently taken a couple of free lessons

in the Goodworth school of etiquette and enunciation.
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As the parents muttered with small talk in the back-
ground, I, Sarah, and the Goodworths’ only child, Evan,
readied the raft among the several other families in our raft-
ing group. Somewhat shy and withdrawn, Evan was a gaunt
twelve-year-old with very little to say. I decided to attempt to
break through his timid demeanor by using the Miller wit to
reach out to him. I proceeded to unleash a bellowing burp
that radiated throughout the loading area and into the im-
mense river valley. Expecting a flood of laughter, I was sorely
mistaken when I saw a horrified and disgusted look on
Evan’s face. Normally, twelve-year-old boys would normally
erupt with laughter when such a vulgar act would occur.
Quickly, I broke the long, awkward silence that followed and
decided to learn more about him.

“So, Evan, what kind of music do you like?”

“Classical,” replied Evan in a monotone voice.

“What’s your favorite foodr”

“Filet mignon,” stated Evan.

“How about your favorite TV show?”

“Frasier,” replied Evan.

I proceeded to ask him questions, and all I could muster
out of him were one-word answers. Indeed, this was going to
be a long rafting trip.

After a lackadaisical trip down the first half of the river,

the group stopped along the river to take a break. So far, the
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trip had just enough excitement to keep me from a slumber-
ing state. The tumultuous whitewater rapids seen in the bro-
chure were apparently nonexistent. Before we headed back to
our raft, the lead instructor interrupted the chatter of the
group.

“This rapid ahead is a class-four rapid. It is a difficult
part of the river to maneuver,” she replied.

“Yeah, right,” I muttered under my breath.

“Just be alert and keep paddling,” the instructor boldly
stated.

Given the easy nature of the first half of our trip, none of
us paid much attention to the warning. We immediately
pulled out in front of the group and were the first raft to en-
ter the rapid. Evan and I were paddling in the bow of the raft,
Sarah and my mother were in the middle, and Mr. and Mrs.
Goodworth were helping each other steer in the stern. As our
raft turned a bend in the river, Evan and I suddenly turned
pale. The sight ahead was an absolute monstrosity. Before us
lay a churning sieve of rushing water with colossal boulders
interspersed. Immediately, Evan and I took notice of the
oversized rock quickly approaching the front of the raft.

“Dad, steer left!” screamed Evan.

Hearing Evan say something well above my hearing
threshold was shocking. I stared at him with a perplexed look

for a few seconds. I suddenly remembered the crisis at hand
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and instantly turned toward the massive boulder. It was too
late.

Our boat slammed against the rock, ejecting Evan and me
into the churning chasm of water. Sarah, my mother, and Mr.
Goodworth followed soon after. The churning water washed
over me, keeping me submerged for what seemed like a life-
time. I finally resurfaced a few yards away, coughing up water
and franticly swimming toward the shore. Once on land, I
gazed over the river, skimming the river for my fellow rafting
members. I instantaneously found my family, Evan, and his
father across the river standing safely on land. Where was
Mrs. Goodworth? Had she become a victim of the river?
Suddenly, I heard what seemed to be a terrified woman
screaming for help. I turned toward the screams and saw an
inconceivable sight. Apparently, our boat had not completely
overturned, but had been propped against the boulder on its
side. The force of the water kept the raft stable in an upright
position. To my dismay, Mrs. Goodworth was hanging verti-
cally from the side of the raft. Holding on to a rope attached
to the perimeter of the raft, Mrs. Goodworth succinctly made
her wishes known.

“GET ME THE PF*K DOWN FROM HERE!” the
well-mannered Mrs. Goodworth screamed.

I was immediately overcome by a bout of laughter. Did 1

hear right? Did she really say that? Never did I think I would
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hear such a word come from that women’s mouth. Suddenly,
the boat became loose and slipped away from the rock. Mi-
raculously, Mrs. Goodworth delicately landed back into the
raft and was once again heading down the river.

We all caught up to Mrs. Goodworth and the runaway
raft a few hundred yards away. Mrs. Goodworth lay inside the
raft, wet and still terrified.

“Oh, my God. Oh, my God,” she said in a shaken daze.

“What a trip,” I thought to myself.

Mrs. Goodworth had taken on an entire river and won.

Not bad for a homemaket.
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Fun or Fooled

By Natalie Morello

The many creative things children come up with never
cease to amaze me. In particular, the games my cousins, my
sister (Dana), and I used to create seem so strange to me
now. Dana was eleven, and my cousins were nine, eight, six,
and five. I was six. Dana was the boss of us all. The games
were always humorous, potentially dangerous, or both. We
had a gift for inventing the most bizarre games or rules to a
game. Looking back on it now, I am shocked and a little wor-
ried about what stimulated these strange ideas.

One of the games we played outside was titled “Blob.” It
was usually played after a rainy day or when the ground in the
yard was wet from the sprinklers running. No one liked being

€Ci .

it,” although now it seems like the best part to play. The
person who was “it,” whom we named Blob, had to stay on
their knees in the mud by the swing set. The rest of the play-
ers started at the side of the swing set on the sliding board.
The swing set consisted of a sliding board, swings, a set of
rings and a two-person glider. The goal was to make it to the
opposite end, from the sliding board to the two-person glider,
without touching the ground. The hard part was that the per-
son who was “it” had to try to pull you off. This game could

go on for hours and we made no rules about being too rough.

Injuries occurred from a broken ankle to bumps on the head
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to bleeding and bruising. Dana was never Blob. Why did we
continue to play this game?

One of my favorite games was “Doctor.” Although I had
no ambition to be a doctor back then, and even if I did, 1
never got to be the doctor when we played. My sister was al-
ways the doctor, I was the patient, and my cousins were her
assistants. I remember lying in the bed hearing my sister yell-
ing, “More. We need some more!” This was about the time I
would be getting nervous. Many other memories would be
running through my head, like when I had to drink a red
pasty medicine because I apparently had a stomach disease.
The medicine burned as it went down my throat. It was thick,
hot, spicy, and I recognized a ketchup taste. There may have
been some hot sauce and vinegar as well. It was a mixture of
food and spices I never wanted to experience again. I threw
up later that day. Then there was the time I was in a car acci-
dent and needed a full body cast. To make the cast stick, a
paste of a white glue mixture that smelled worse than the
cabbage my grandma left cooking downstairs was smeared all
over my body. Many showers were in store for me that day. I
yelled, “I don’t wanna play anymore!” but that never seemed
to work. I could hear giggling from the other room. The doc-
tor and assistants came into the room. “I'm sorry, but you
have a respiratory problem,” the doctor said. “We found a

cure, though.” She then got out a ball of something wet and
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sticky and pink. She stretched it over my mouth and nose
making it hard to breathe. I breathed deep and it smelled
fruity, a little like strawberry. It was bubblegum! They had
chewed as much bubblegum as they all could find, put it to-
gether, and stretched it over my mouth and nose. I don’t re-
member liking “Doctor” so much after that day.

There was one game that I can recall that might have
stemmed from something in my childhood. In my house, we
watched the movie Annie religiously. If you have not seen it,
the orphans were treated as slaves of the house, sometimes
worse than the dog. We called this game “Orphanage.” One
person, always my sister, was the owner of the orphanage and
the rest of us were the orphans. The game didn’t have a win-
ner. Dana would put each of us in a certain spot of the house,
and we were to pretend we were locked up there and could
not leave until someone found the pretend key. She would
whisper what the key was to the orphan that was locked up.
The other orphans had to guess what it was. It changed often.
Sometimes it would be the television remote or the salt
shaker or a quarter that was lying on top of the hutch. It was
almost impossible to guess what the key was, and we would
run around frantically trying to set the other orphans free.
The game started with one orphan locked up, but as time
passed and no one found the key, Dana would lock up an-

other orphan, then another, and so on. If none of us were
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able to guess the key, then eventually all of us would be
locked up. Sometimes it took us awhile to figure out if we
were all locked up because we would all be in different
rooms. What Dana was doing during that time, we will never
know.

Dana was a few years older than all of us. Now that I
think of it, she always picked which game we played. The pat-
tern was never obvious to us then. The games we used to play
seemed exciting and a lot of fun back then. Now, it seems
like we were fools for partaking in these games and Dana had

the fun.
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It Takes More Than A Ditch
By Andrew Morris

The award for my favorite comedy of all time goes, with-
out a doubt, to the beloved yuletide tale of the Griswold fam-
ily and the succession of inopportune events that befall them;
I make an attempt to watch National Lampoon’s Christmas 1 a-
cation at least one or two (or twelve) times each December.
Every time I watch it, the disasters get funnier and the quotes
become more memorable—“Is your house on fire, Clark?”
“No, Aunt Bethany, those are Christmas lights”—and I can
never watch the entire movie without reminiscing about a
similarly disastrous vacation that my family and I once had
the pleasure of enjoying. We laugh about it now; in hindsight
it is too entertaining to not at least chuckle in admiration of
my family’s unique knack for improvising to bring the best
out of every situation. The week of relaxation was interrupted
by countless mishaps, but I do believe that Chevy Chase
would have killed for the rights to make our trip into National
Lampoon’s Camping V acation.

A bit of background on our travels should help make this
tale slightly easier to imagine. About 75 miles east of my town
on the Ohio/Pennsylvania border sits the tiny borough of
Tionesta and the surrounding townships of Forest County.
Situated in the Allegheny National Forest along the backs of

the Allegheny River, the entire area has been my family’s tra-
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ditional camping locale for countless years. In fact, we joke
about the area being as familiar as a second home to us; with
rolling fields, deep forests of towering hemlocks, and innu-
merable rocky streams cutting through the mountains, it is a
haven for dedicated campers like us. My Aunt and Uncle,
Aleda and Lucky, respectively, own a cabin just outside of the
township border, but if you venture thirty minutes further
into the wilderness, you can find our favorite spot to set up
camp for the week. Just off County Road 116, a narrow, sel-
dom-traveled dirt road, there is a small clearing in the woods
just large enough for a single campsite. Forty minutes from
any grocery store or hospital, and without any electricity or
cell phone service for miles, what has been dubbed Camp 116
is so dissimilar from any typical campground that if it weren’t
for the circular pile of rocks that make up the fire ring near
the middle of the clearing, an inexperienced passerby may not
even realize that the area is even used for camping. The place
is definitely not for city folk, but luckily the phrase does not
apply to my family. “High-spirited outdoorsy go-getters”
would be most appropriate.

Every year we leave Forest County, heading west, wishing
we could stay in the mountains after a successful trip, but one
year we experienced so many problems that we now have a
great story to tell anybody who will listen. Everything started

out problem-free this particular trip; even small misfortunes
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typical of any camping trip of our caliber were easily solved
and shrugged off. One of our clan, Dave, came down with a
cold, but it was nothing that a shot of whiskey and some rest
couldn’t solve. My sister, Hannah, twisted her ankle in a par-
ticularly acrobatic badminton performance, but with some ice
from the cooler and a quick examination from Aunt Aleda
(who happens to be an LPN), the makeshift badminton court
was quickly occupied again.

As the week progressed, more bad luck was mercilessly
thrust into our plans, disrupting neatly every possible sce-
nario. Not far from our campsite, there is a small but fully
functional horse ranch: The Flying W. As tradition would
have it, we donned jeans and tennis shoes and prepared for
an afternoon on horseback. Aleda and Hannah, who had
driven separately to run some last-minute errands, planned to
meet us at the ranch in time to hit the trail. As the minutes
passed and they still hadn’t made an appearance at the ranch,
we began to wonder what had been keeping them. We leaned
against the stable fences, absent mindedly stroking nearby
horses and making small talk with fellow trail riders as we in-
conspicuously threw quick glances over our shoulders expect-
ing to see the rest of our crew pulling up at any minute.

“Is that them?” asked my step-mom, Datlene. She
pointed to some haggard figures walking—not driving—

down The Flying W’s hilly and dusty entrance lane.
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“Something’s wrong with the Blazer,” confessed Aleda as
they came to a halt, brushing tan dust from the road off her
jeans. The rest of us stood in anticipation of an explanation.
We knew the Blazer had been having battery problems, but
we weren’t expecting her next statement. “We backed into a
ditch at the bottom on German Hill. I think it’s probly the
biggest ditch we could’a found, too!” Aunt Aleda was still in
good spirits—it takes more than a ditch, even a very steep
one, to ruin her day.

b

“We had to walk all the way here,” said Hannah with a
frown in typical teen girl fashion, obviously annoyed at hav-
ing to make the two-mile hike in the hot sun and more than
ready to mount her horse and be on the way.

We gave the keys to the truck to Aleda so she could drive
back to camp and get my Uncle Lucky, who had stayed be-
hind, to help her tow her Blazer out of the ditch. After a few
hours of trail riding, the rest of us were picked up at the
ranch and we promptly headed back to camp to examine the
damage. The Blazer was fine, or at least as fine as could be
expected for having just fallen backward into the Grand Can-
yon of roadside culvert ditches.

The following day proved no more fortunate. Just north
of camp, a section of virgin forest full of enormous, ancient
conifers boasts excellent hiking opportunities. Our motley

crew pulled out of camp, headed north for the day, in typical
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country style: four people were in the cab, and the other
three, I included, were in the open bed of the truck. We were
basically confined to gravel travel, so our slow rate of speed
allowed us in the bed to safely stand up and lean over the top
of the cab. (Besides, we were in no hurry—there is no such
thing as running late during camp week—and if we drove too
fast, we couldn’t spot the deer eyeing us as we passed.) I
grasped the interior of the truck through the open rear win-
dow for extra stabilization as we moved. Unfortunately, the
open window was unexpectedly and suddenly rolled up tight,
effectively and painfully smashing my fingers; luckily I was
able to pound on the window with my other hand to get the
attention of those inside the truck. Nearly six or seven sec-
onds passed before anyone realized what had happened and
the window was rolled down, bringing much-needed relief to
my bruised and battered fingers. I insisted I was fine, and we
continued on our way. Shortly afterward, however, I began
feeling dizzy and sat down with a bottle of water to try to re-
lax. I thought to myself, I have never had any problem with
dizziness before, and why is my peripheral vision turning
black? Then much to my dismay, and for reasons unbe-
knownst, I blacked out for a couple seconds. We put off the
hike for another day. My fingers ached for days, and the tip
of my middle finger was numb for weeks before I regained

feeling.
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One of our favorite camp week activities involves making
a trip to the Tionesta Reservoir to enjoy an afternoon of jet
skiing and rafting. Normally, the only misfortune that occurs
is the slight possibility of the lake swallowing the sunglasses
that slip off your face if you hit an especially brutal bit of
wake and fall into the water. Usually, especially if you’re car-
rying a passenger behind you, falling off the jet ski is nor-
mal—you simply climb back on. But if the ski overturns,
flipping it back upright can prove nearly impossible in deep
water. Darlene and Hannah had the bad luck of running
across this exact problem and had to wait until Dave swam
out to their location (maybe 100 yards offshore) to lend a
hand. It’s a good thing Dave was an experienced swimmer—
and that the ladies knew how to tread water.

The remainder of the trip was relatively accident-free;
however, the last day, including our attempts at actually mak-
ing the trip home, went down in history as one of the most
surrealistic string of events in camping history. The final day
at camp is never particularly enjoyable—no one really likes
having to pack up and leave. We sat around the last morning
fire, swallowing the last bit of camptfire coffee and scrambled
eggs before packing the tents and hitching the pop-up camper
and jet ski trailer to the trucks. We started the vehicles—all
but one. The Blazer, as conveniently as could be expected of

this trip, was dead. Some quick decision-making led to a cou-
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ple of us waiting in the woods with the disabled vehicle while
the truck capable of towing it drove a half hour to the cabin
to drop off its current tow load, the jet ski. After an hour of
waiting, we hitched the Blazer and were soon en route to the
cabin. We followed and watched the Blazer as it was towed
through the curvy and hilly country roads, swerving precari-
ously. At last, we reached our destination and prepared to
leave, for real this time.

Finally, after the epic delay the length of the Mesozoic
Era, our convoy was finally on the highway, headed west. We
made it about halfway home, joking about all of the calamities
that we experienced over the last week and how we still,
somehow, had a blast. Then, as our four-vehicle caravan
cruised down a sweeping entrance ramp, it happened. We all
braked suddenly and came to a halt at the shoulder as a
ragged piece of rubber detached itself from the jet ski trailer
and bounced away. We all knew what had happened, and we
all clamored out of our vehicles to inspect the damage. The
left tire of the trailer was missing—simply gone. The wheel
was now sub-par as well, having scraped across pavement for
a few hundred feet without the rubber tire to protect it. As
we gave a quick call back home for some help, we walked up
the road in the direction we had come to locate the shredded
tire. We found it, and it had definitely expended its lifespan.

The tire was shredded to pieces, and all we could do was
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shake our heads.

We were still an hour from home, and a spare trailer was
on the way. All we could do was wait on the side of the road.
As dusk approached and the dog stood guard under the in-
termittent blink of hazard flashers, the spare trailer finally ar-
rived and the ski was loaded up. The sign over the Interstate
80 westbound lane reads, “Ohio Welcomes You.” We passed
under those words far later and much more exhausted than
we could have ever expected.

We have this family motto that states, “What happens at
camp, stays at camp.” Luckily the events of this trip were
more bizarre than anything that this motto forbids repeating.
The tale of National Lampoon’s Camping Vacation has be-
come a favorite dinner table conversation topic, and it never
fails to render smiles. Next summer’s trip has already been

marked on the calendar.
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Valentine’s Day Massacre
By Chris Reyes

My most vivid memory was on February 14th, 2004, at
the Convocation Center at Ohio University in Athens, Ohio.
Wrestling sweaty guys isn’t exactly how you want to spend
your Valentine’s Day while your girlfriend is in the stands, but
what could I do? It was the final round for the sectional wres-
tling tournament, and I had breezed my way to first and sec-
ond in the 112-pound weight class. Despite my initial success
against the other wrestlers, my finals match was against
someone I was familiar with and knew would be difficult to
defeat—Phillip Traugh from Nelsonville. Traugh had effort-
lessly demolished his opponents on his way to his third
straight sectional titte—and he was in the hunt for a fourth
straight sectional title. This sucked for a couple reasons.

First, Traugh had kicked my ass seven straight times,
none lasting more than four minutes. This included four pins
and three tech falls. The previous week, he had beaten me 18
to 2, but not before 1 wrecked his nose with some mean
wrestling. Traugh was also a recognized wrestler at 112,
ranked as high as top-six in the state and had beaten some
great wrestlers. He was a man wrestling boys, one of the few
18-year-olds who wrestled this weight class. His winning of
all but one match for the year showed his tenacity and skills.

To top it off, in his four years of wrestling in the Tri-Valley
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Conference, he had never lost to another league opponent.
Even though he had beaten me down four times alone that
year, I was pretty tough myself but knew it was going to
be the most difficult match I had wrestled. To prepare for it,
I needed to outsmart him and try something different. I had a
plan for the conference match with him the week before, but
that backfired when he put me on my back four times. But
this was a new match, a new week, and I knew I wasn’t going
to go down like I had before. My plan was to put myself in a
situation to win and not let up.

On the day of the finals, I focused only on what I needed
to do. I had my good luck heart written on my left hand, and
was ready to leave it all on the mat. We both entered the cir-
cle as we were set to start the match. My first plan was to try
something different and not be so aggressive. Instead of at-
tacking him, I kept a good stance and pressured him into tak-
ing bad shots on me. This was becoming frustrating to him
and after a couple bad shots by Traugh, I capitalized with a
good shot of my own and got the first take down. He quickly
escaped and we exchanged a couple more points before the
first period ended 3-3. At this point, the Nelsonville coach
was screaming, “WHAT ARE YOU DOING, PHILLIP?
STOP MESSING AROUND! TAKE HIM DOWN!” I
knew Traugh was going to be coming at me, but I was pre-

pared.
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The second period is where things got interesting. During
the week, I had perfected a couple moves I wanted to use
during this part of the match that I felt he wouldn’t be pre-
pared for. I won the toss for choice and instead of deferring
it, I took this opportunity to take the top position not know-
ing if there would be a third round to try what I practiced. I
caught Traugh and the Nelsonville coaches off guard when 1
picked the top position and threw them another curve ball
when I put myself on the right side of his body: a non-
traditional position considering the circumstance. The referee
started the second round and I quickly got hand control and
begin to flatten his face into the mat. I did this repeatedly un-
til I executed the move I practice all week called the “ball-
and-chain.” I then was able to flip him over twice and get six
unanswered points to take a commanding lead. I did this for
the whole period and sensed panic from him and his coach.
By now, Coach Yinger from Nelsonville had lost his high
pitch in his voice and was yelling asloud as he could at
Traugh, “DO SOMETHING, PHILLIP! GET OFF YOUR
BACK!”

The third period wasn’t much different. He had choice
and took neutral where he got the first take down. I swiftly
escaped and got a take down myself. Once again, I put the
“ball-and-chain” on him and got three more points to take a

15-6 lead with only 1:20 left. After about 40 seconds, he got
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an escape and attempted a series of desperate take downs and
throws until the buzzer sounded. The score was 15 to 7, 1
won! It was the greatest moment in wrestling I have ever felt.
I was immediately in the air pumping my fist and celebrating
all the years of hard work up to that point. I never thought
that my hand would be raised on the same mat as Traugh,
and to be honest, I don’t believe my coaches did either.
I quickly ran over to shake Coach Yinger’s hand, and went to
celebrate with Coach Hosaflook and Coach Adams. I hugged
them both and ran straight up to the bleachers to see all the
people who were there to support me.

The first person I went for was Keela, and I gave her a
big hug and kiss with my sweaty body obviously not being an
issue. I then found my mom to give her a hug as well, since
everyone was excited about the victory. It was not exactly
how you want to be spending your Valentine’s Day, but con-
sidering the circumstances, it was a great moment in my life
that I will never forget. It was the turning point on how I see
everything in life and how no one should ever give up despite
always being knocked down, always losing, always doubting,
ot not having enough confidence. Resilience is more powet-
ful than any skill anyone can possess, and I know this person-

ally.
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Script Intern
By Chris Sansone

I shot through the hallway, dodging in between writers,
producers, and various teamsters. My shoes banged out a
now memorable tune against the floor, the beat of the daily
rush back to the control room. The shoes were really the key
to the job. On my first day, Steve the floor manager and pa-
triarch of the union guys told me to get a good pair of tennis
shoes. Other people thought that dress shoes would be more
appropriate footwear at 30 Rockefeller Plaza, home of NBC.
But those people weren’t script interns.

How I found myself in this position is a story in and of it-
self, but in the winter of 2007 I was one of two script interns
at Late Night with Conan O’Brien. My partner in crime, Mary,
was a graduate student from the University at Buffalo. (I was
in the middle of my sophomore year at Ohio University.) We
got along well considering the age gap between us. While
waiting for the pile of scripts to copy, we discussed our plans
for the future and what our dream jobs were. The copy room
was our home away from home. In fact I had my suspicions
that the copy room was slightly larger than my tiny studio
apartment in Upper Manhattan, though I never got the
chance to find out. Our stress levels depended on how many
times the writers decided to change the script. This was usu-

ally a lot. In fact, we had our own system. White for the
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original, then yellow for the first change, then pink, green,
and finally blue. If we were printing on blue, then it was a bad
day.

One particular day, we had already experienced a perfect
storm of script malfunction. Our industrial copier had de-
cided to jam, the writers were changing the script every other
second, and we were fast approaching the time where we
would need to crack open the box of blue paper. Mary and I
were running back and forth through the studio, desperately
trying to get the scripts out to the cast and crew. At least one
of us had to be present at “The Circle,” Conan’s warm-up
right before the show.

Somehow, I made it to the warm-up circle. Conan stuck
out from the group in his finely pressed suit, his red pompa-
dour bouncing to the tune the band was playing. Steve the
cue card guy was armed with a stack of stiff white poster
boards etched in his perfectly legible handwriting. And the
daily ritual began. Conan’s beady eyes shot over the cue card,
his internal comedy barometer carefully testing the joke. He
practiced saying it out loud, the punch line delivered with
succinct perfection. The entourage roared out a hearty laugh,
approving of the joke and its flawless delivery. Seemingly sat-
istied, he motioned Steve to move to the next card. This cycle
was repeated two more times when something unusual hap-

pened.
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He read the next joke with hesitation. I can’t remember
exactly how it went, but it had to do with Lisa Nowak, the
disgraced astronaut and how Russian cosmonauts were
scrambling to make their cross-country stalking missions even
quicker. Again, laughter rang out from group around me. The
boss was still unsure. His eyes darted around the circle
quickly until stopping on me, the youngest person in the
group.

“Hey, you!” he barked out. “Do you know about the
space race?”

Conan had just appointed me ambassador for millions of
teenaged and college-aged individuals across the country, I
was a one-man focus group. Let me digress here for a mo-
ment and tell you about my childhood fantasy: To be an as-
tronaut. By age twelve I had read every book that I could find
that pertained to space exploration. I could name the mis-
sions and crews from the first Mercury missions all the way to
the current space shuttle program. John Glenn and Yuri Ga-
garin were my heroes. I knew a thing or two about the space
race.

“Uhhh...a little,” I managed to stammer out.

“So kids your age know about the space race—they’ll get
the reference?”

“Umm...yes,” I responded timidly again.

Conan looked the cue card over pensively and motioned
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Steve to go to the next joke. I scrambled to write down the
new order of the monologue for the director. Before I knew
it, the band started playing the show’s main theme. That was
our cue. Conan darted away from the group and headed to-
wards the stage. The rest of the circle broke apart, and writers
and producers scrambled to their respective positions. I led
the charge of crew heading to the control room, I knew bet-
ter than to let myself get caught in the middle of the madness.
I slapped the newly created monologue joke rundown in
front of the director and took my seat behind the second row
and got ready to watch the show. Fortunately for me, the joke
received a respectable laugh, so I wasn’t in trouble with the

boss.
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Cook’s Forest: An Unforgotten Family Tradition
By Hallie Seiser

Throughout my childhood years, every year around New
Year’s Eve, the whole Seiser family was in for a big treat. In
fact, the family was about to go on a five-day adventure. For
as long as I could remember growing up until eighth grade,
my family, my dad’s sister and her family, and my dad’s
brother and his family would pack up the car and drive to
Cook’s Forest in Pennsylvania. For five days, thirteen family
members plus other family friends would stay in a cabin in
the forest to celebrate the coming of the New Year. This was
always such a great experience and an amazing time had by
everyone that formed into a wonderful family tradition.

For almost ten years, we all stayed in a 100-year-old,
three-story farm house owned by a man named Rick Huth.
Going up to Huth’s was something the whole family looked
forward to throughout the year. My family always had such a
good time being out in the wilderness by ourselves. We
would have campfires and bring out BB guns to shoot empty
beer cans, but best of all was sled-riding. Sled-riding with
seven children, ranging from ages seventeen to about nine,
and six intoxicated adults sounds like a dangerous idea and
many times ended in cuts, bruises, and crying, but it was al-
ways my favorite part of the trip and created memorties that

are still talked about today within my family.
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One year, there was a public sledding hill within walking
distance of our cabin. This hill was scary, like a monster that
was going to eat me, with lots of trees to dodge and branches
to duck, but my brothers, cousins, and I were ready to take
on the challenge. My cousin Melanie and I had one of those
little pink plastic sleds to share. After a long journey, we fi-
nally made it to the top. My older brothers were up there too
with two saucers for themselves. My brother Matthew said, “I
dare you two to go first.” I was scared out of my wits; I was
about ready to walk back down to the comfort of my parents
and watch everyone else sled. When I told him, “You are my
big brother and should show me how it’s done,” he wasn’t
going to back down from a dare from his little sister. Mat-
thew was up for the challenge and was ready to impress me,
so my brother took off down the hill. About midway down
the mountain, trouble began to stir. Two teenage girls were in
a tube, spinning out of control heading straight towards Mat-
thew. Before anyone could say anything, Matt was like a
squashed grape stuck in the snow. The saucer made it down
the hill without him. My confidence was gone. How was I
ever going to make it down the hill if my mighty brother
couldn’t do it?

Our fun-filled afternoon of sledding riding was slowly
turning into a death trap. Looking like ghosts, Melanie and I
climbed into our little pink plastic sled and crept to the edge.
Since Melanie is two years older than me, she made me sit in
the front. As I looked over the edge, I felt as I about to fall
off the face of the earth into the pits of hell. The countdown
began as my oldest brother, Scott, began to push us down-
ward. “Three, two, one...” he said, and off we went. At first
everything went fine, and then suddenly I saw another sled
coming close. “Lean left, lean left!” Melanie shouted to me,
but it was too late. Our left lean sent us straight into a tree,
which my 50-pound body hit full force. I felt as though I was
going to die—my world had fallen apart. Blood slowly
dripped down my face. As I opened my eyes, my dad was
standing above me. He carried me off the hill and began to
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treat my wounds. Melanie did not a scratch on her; I had to
sacrifice my tiny body for this. Sledding was not a successful
day for anyone. I vowed to never go sled riding again, or at
least until my wounds were scabbed over the following morn-
ing.

Another memorable story during our sledding adventures
at Cook’s occurred one year that we tried to sled riding be-
hind our cabin. A gravel driveway split the hill into two.
Melanie, my partner in crime, and I were ready to take the
challenge of this mound of terror. We pulled out our new
favorite sled, an old runner sled, and started our trip into the
unknown future. Butterflies were fluttering in my stomach as
we reached the top; I didn’t know what to expect. Melanie lay
down on the sled and I lay down on top of her. We looked
down the hill into the never-ending clouds of white. We took
off down the hill uncontrollably. The beginning of the hill
was fun; I felt like we were moving as fast as the speed of
light. Then, we began to see the hill level off onto the snow
covered gravel driveway. Without thinking, Melanie steered
the sled left. “Mel, stop!” I screamed, but my words were not
fast enough. Mel had pulled too hard left and sent us flying
into a ditch. Before I knew it we were skidding across the
gravel, without the sled, like a penguin sliding across the ice.

We came to a halt and were both in shock. “Get off me,
Hallie” Melanie yelled, as I rolled off and saw her cut-up
face. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. I was fine con-
sidering Melanie was my cushion in between me and the road.
When we slid off the sled, Mel had scraped her face across
the driveway. She had ripped her knees open through her
snow pants too. She was a wreck and needed to be cleaned
up. Our sled was ruined too. Sadly, the front of it got bent
and did not steer anymore; our favorite sled had to go into
retirement. Today, Melanie still has a scar across her chin just
as a little reminder of a wonderful family tradition.

Not all of the adventures at Huth’s were dangerous ones.

In fact most of them were not dangerous; they were funny
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and fun times that will never be forgotten. We used to have
dance competitions at night, play cards, roast marshmallows,
and play night football, under “the lights.” I wish my dad’s
side of the family still went out to Cook’s Forest to celebrate
New Year’s because it was a great chance to spend time to-
gether and not have to worry about anyone else except our
crazy family. My brothers and I have decided that when we
grow up, we are going to carry on this magnificent Seiser tra-
dition and let our children have the chance to make memories

and appreciate the wilderness just like we did!
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Family Cooking: A Methodical Disaster
By Josh Shaner

As a child growing up, I was afforded vast numbers of
opportunities to help clean, prepare, smash, cut and even
sometimes cook my own food. My family likes to think of
themselves as “underground chefs,” always making their own
food with the strange experimentation you would see out of a
college chemistry lab. Cooking with my family has made us
what we are and contributes wholeheartedly to the relation-
ship that we currently have. Home feasting doesn’t stop with
just my immediate family, for all my grandparents, aunts, un-
cles and the like enjoy it as well.

My grandmother is especially involved in the culinary arts.
She is also a huge fan of food, and for that matter, everything
else. She collects everything she ever had, from 30-year-old
mail to magnets that must have come from the war effort
back in the ’40s to old clothes used by my great-great grand-
parents coming over from the old country. One could say she
is a packrat, but I know she just doesn’t like to waste anything
that could be used later. One day my mother brought me
over to her house for an evening dinner. She pulled the car
up the long sloping driveway and plopped me out like I was a
package about to be delivered. I was about five years old at
the time, and there was little faith that I would make it to the

front door by myself, so my grandmother and her dog, Misty,
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met me in the drive way. Misty was one dog I couldn’t stand
to be around because she always snapped at me and was
never friendly with anyone except my grandmother. My
grandmother did love her more than anything in the world,
however. On this day, she had a splint on her tail because my
grandmother had slammed it in the car door on an evening
trip a week prior. Mom gave me the traditional “I love you.
Be good for your grandmother,” and sped away.

I knew I was going to enjoy myself because every time I
came over to my grandmother’s house, I knew she was going
to prepare a special meal for the both of us. I stared up on
the counter—to my utter satisfaction—at the symbiotic pair
of spaghetti pasta and tomato sauce. My grandmother knew
that spaghetti was one of my favorite meals so I was begging
her, from inside my head, to let me help. She happily ac-
cepted my mental request and said, “You’re a big enough boy
now, Joshie. Go to the basement and get some supplies.”
When I heard this, I was overjoyed! I had never been tasked
with anything except for a measly stir of the pan or sprinkling
of spice. Almost instantly, I rushed down the stairs in search
of supplies. Going to the basement is not such an easy task; I
had to maneuver around old telephones, couches from the
"70s and what I even thought was the first time machine ever
made just to get to this pantry. I finally made it in what

seemed like hours, but that was irrelevant because I was ex-
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cited to be at my destination. I looked up and down the pan-
try trying to find ingredients that I thought would work. Pea-
nut butter, mayonnaise and ketchup were all solid choices,
but I ignored them and found what I had been requested to
get: cheese and salt. I grabbed the elements of my mission
and I doubled-timed it up to the kitchen.

I handed my grandmother the supplies. I figured I was
done doing my “cooking work” for the day, so I headed back
to the room where my video games were waiting. I got almost
to the door when I heard, “Joshie, where are you going?
Aren’t you going to help your old grandmother cook?” I
didn’t know what to say, I was so excited, and all that came
out of my mouth was a high-pitched, slightly embarrassing,
“YES!” I climbed up on the stepstool she had set in place for
me and waited for my orders. “I’'m going to have you do all
the work today, Joshie, but I'll be right here to help you along
the way. Remember, everything in the kitchen is hot so
DON’T TOUCH ANYTHING!” I was so excited that I just
brushed the words she said off like water hitting a plastic sur-
face and I started doing my cooking. My grandmother turned
the burner on so I could heat the water for the spaghetti. I'd
always seen my mother do this at home, and I was fascinated
by the red rings that glow beneath the pan. Without hesita-
tion, she turned the contraption on in front of me and the red

rings popped up. I broke the spaghetti and started putting it
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in the water (well before it was boiling, but I didn’t care) and
began stirring rapidly. The water began to boil and I began to
stir more, thinking the faster I stirred, the quicker it would be
done for the next step. My grandmother was already a pace
ahead of me, and she put the pasta sauce on next to my caul-
dron of noodles. Again, the red rings mysteriously came on.
They looked so amazing! I began to wonder about them, and
thought to myself, “What do they do? How do they work?
Why are they so awesome looking?”

I made the decision to investigate as soon as my grand-
mother wasn’t looking. She turned away, and I made the most
un-knowing and brainless mistake of my life: I touched the
red-hot ring. I had never been hit with such an intense pain!
“Ouch!” 1 yelped, but not before I fell completely off the
stepstool. The crash of me hitting the floor must have been
enough to dislodge a hanging pan from the ceiling, and I
watched it tumble towards the stove. Everything went in slow
motion as the dropping pan came in contact with the handle
of the pot containing grandmother’s pasta sauce. The sauce
flew up at what seemed to be the speed of sound, directly in
my grandmother’s direction. “Watch out!” I exclaimed, but to
my horror, the sauce completely blanketed my grandmother
from her head to her waistline. Obviously startled, she fell
backwards right on top of Misty’s tail and caused Misty so

much pain that she sped down the hall. In what seemed like
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hours (but was only a matter of seconds), I heard a huge
crash of glass and metal hit the floor and as I got up off of
the kitchen tile, I saw that Misty had gone completely through
the bottom of the stormdoor.

“I’'m a dead little boy,” I thought to myself. I looked over
at my grandmother, and she was still sitting on the floor, in
shock, covered in sauce. I didn’t know what to say—words
just couldn’t come out. I did the only thing a rational five-
year-old would do—1 started crying. I wailed for a few min-
utes, and then I heard the most shocking sound I've ever
heard: laughing. I turned over, and saw my grandmother
laughing harder than I’'ve ever seen her, almost to the point of
crying. I immediately stopped crying and began to hysterically
laugh along with her. We both gained our composure. She
came over and picked me up, and with her tomato-encrusted
face she said, “Joshie, that was the funniest thing I’'ve seen in
a Jong time.” After laughing some more, she said, “What les-
son did you learn here today?” I replied with, “Well...I found
an easy way to get rid of Misty for you.” I have never been

allowed to cook at my grandmother’s house since.
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Spice to the Rescue
By Nicholas Weiner

On Easter morning a few years ago, my mother surprised
our family with a new member. The latest addition to our
family was small in stature with soft white fur covering the
majority of his body. His tail was pumpkin orange with a
burnt orange providing the stripes and on his head was that
same orange combination. This new and welcomed member
of our family was a kitten. My brother Adam, who was a
freshman in college at the time, took the honor of naming
our kitten. He decided to name our kitten after a pet pig that
one of his fraternity brothers at school owned and therefore
our new pet was dubbed “Spice.”

At first my mother preferred Spice to be an indoor cat,
but he had much different plans. Anytime a door would crack
open, even for only a split second, Spice made his escape to
the outdoors. Eventually we grew tired of chasing after him,
so we conceded and allowed Spice the freedom he so desper-
ately craved. Although we live in a relatively large neighbor-
hood, Spice always managed to find his way home. As Spice
grew older and larger, he began what my family refers to as
hunting. That is to say that Spice would bring back to our
yard trophies of captured prey that I would have to dispose
of. Although that may seem grotesque, it is an important de-

tail to mention because I feel it allows for a greater perspec-
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tive on Spice’s courageousness and adventurous demeanor.
Spice has lived with our family for years; however, we re-
cently adopted my sister Erin’s dog because she was moving
and could no longer care for him. Spice and my sister’s dog,
“Coco,” have never gotten along. Erin has owned Coco for
just about as long as we have owned Spice, and the two pets
are at each other’s throats anytime they are in the same prox-
imity. Coco is a rather large dog. He is a Rottweiler and Ger-
man Shepherd mix. He has dark brown fur with a tan under-
belly and two little tan eyebrows. Coco has always been a
rather sweet dog even though he is large and could be a dev-
astatingly mean dog if he preferred. However, one thing
about Coco might lead one to believe that he is a vicious dog
and that is his bark. The old expression “his bark is worse
than his bite” could not have been truer about any dog than
Coco. He would bark if he heard a car door shut, he would
bark if he wanted out, he would bark at the television, he
would bark at the doorbell, he would bark at other dogs, he
would bark if he was hungry. He just loved to bark, which
drove my mother crazy. An expression quite frequently ut-
tered by my mother was, “Coco, shut up and go lie down!”
One day, in our typically quiet neighborhood, we discov-
ered a hero. My nephew Gage, who was about five years old
at the time, was visiting us for the weekend while my sister

went on a business trip. It must have been right around 2
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p.m. on a warm summer day. The sun was shining bright in
clear blue sky and so my mother had decided to allow my
nephew to swim in his small pool to cool off a bit. After frol-
icking for a while and splashing my mother, Gage had de-
cided he had enough water wrinkles on his hands and was
ready to come inside. My mother had left me in charge of
drying Gage off and getting him into the house. For whatever
reason, I had entered the house just prior to Gage. Perhaps 1
had not felt like waiting to get out of the blistering hot sun
while he was picking dandelions, but he could not have been
more than a couple of steps behind me. All of a sudden Coco
jumped off his couch and began barking. I could already hear
it in my head when my mother said, “Coco, shut up and go
lie down!” I began to walk towards the front door and looked
out our glass storm door when I saw a small Beagle spring
out of nowhere and confront Gage. Gage, who has a small
fear of dogs, most particularly dogs foreign to him, began to
cry, and I had just prepared myself to go out and shoo this
pint-size dog away. At the last second, as I opened the door, I
noticed Spice standing by the door with his fur spiked up like
that of a porcupine. I opened the storm door, and Spice
sprang out like a jack out of the box and darted directly for
the Beagle as big, burly Coco only stood there and barked.
Spice went right up to this Beagle, which was larger than

him, and swiped him across the nose what appeared to be
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fifty times. I mean Spice looked like Muhammad Ali going
toe-to-toe with Joe Frazier the way he boxed that Beagle with
his little paw. The Beagle, in sheer and utter terror, did the
only thing he could and ran like Michael Johnson in a 100-
meter race away from Spice. Obviously, Spice had not felt as
if he had done enough as he peeled down the street after this
poor Beagle who had decided to wander into the wrong yard
at the wrong time. The course of these events happened in
what seemed like the length of a legendary prizefight, but in
actuality was only a matter of seconds. I went and picked up
Gage and wiped his tears away. As I came into the house, my
mother asked what had happened, and I began to tell her the
magnificent story of Spice coming to the aid of Gage.

I waited for Spice to return from his battle, which he
eventually did. I picked him up and sat him down on my
chest and we just enjoyed each other’s company on the couch
for a while. I got him a special treat later—a can of tuna—
and told him what a good cat he was. Spice still lives with our
family to this day, and I always look forward to seeing him

when I come back from school.
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New Zanzibar
By Dylan Welch

We never have experiences in our lives like the ones we
had at that near-forgotten age when days lasted as long as
weeks and birthdays were always a lifetime away. When I was
at this young age, my father purchased an old withered apple
orchard in poor maintenance. Being the enlightened Renais-
sance man that he is, my father named the land New Zanzi-
bar. Now that I am older, I can see that this name, like so
many other decisions he made in my youth, was meant to be
an opportunity for me to question him about the unknown
lands beyond Ohio, and in particular, the dark continent Af-
rica, which he was in love with.

My first visit to New Zanzibar was unpleasant at best and
repelling at worst. The tall grass reached far above my head
and made it impossible to survey the land. The air was hot
and muggy, insects buzzed right at my face, and thorn bushes
made solo travel both painful and worth avoiding. This would
all change.

For years I worked alongside my father clearing brush,
mowing grass, and fighting a never-ending war against the
immortal poison ivy branches that strangled the ancient trees
and encapsulated them with their strong vines, forcing them
to wither in artificial shade. But still we worked. We built

free-standing shelters and cleared paths to the woods and
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streams; we fed birds and deer until they became as plentiful
as they had been in the early age of America.

Eventually you could walk on the grass without shoes and
camp in the clearings, though the raccoons would still trash
the tents and coolers if you didn’t put heavy rocks on top of
the food containers. When we camped, we stargazed. Stargaz-
ing in the heart of the country, with no light pollution, on a
cloudless night, is the closest thing to a religious experience
I’'ve ever had. When you live in the city long enough, you be-
gin to think of stars as momentary, weak, and few. This is not
the case. On a clear night, every inch of the sky is filled with
brilliant lights in dazzling and confusing number and combi-
nation. It is impossible to witness this and not question your
worth or importance in whatever grand scheme may exist.

As a young boy seemingly forever trapped in his imagina-
tion, I saw the woods as a perfect backdrop for countless
days of adventure and exploration. I used to clear my own
paths with a blunt stick, and my father would give me
wooden stakes and paint to mark the boundaries of the or-
chard. I would put up no-trespassing signs and no-hunting
signs. My father was very interested in conservation. We even
eventually got New Zanzibar declared a conservation pre-
serve, making hunting there a serious crime. Aside from the
deep philosophical nature of conservation, “the land” was

also used for relaxation and entertainment.
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One night we held a Halloween party in New Zanzibar.
The party was entertaining, but many of the guests couldn’t
stop complaining about the heat or the bugs. This was the
way others reacted to “the land.” They hadn’t sweat and bled
for its recovery and re-growth, so they hadn’t earned the right
or the capacity to enjoy it as a natural place. Before the guests
arrived, my family had put up lights and Halloween decora-
tions. These included but were not limited to screaming
ghosts, witches, and monsters. That night my father and I
decided to camp. In the middle of the night, my father walked
out of the tent to relieve himself and ended up staring face to
face with one of the hanging ghosts. The plastic thing imme-
diately began to shake and scream at him. When I woke up
the next morning, I found the ghost decoration ripped into
pieces, a product of my father’s knee-jerk reaction. It was no
surprise to hear that the incident had scared him greatly. He
told me, “I didn’t know what that was. I felt my heart nearly
stop.” At this he clutched his chest, acting out his distress.
My reply was simply, “Money well spent.” To which he re-
sponded, “Just feel lucky that you weren’t out there.”

In the last few years, we have let the orchard creep closer
to the wild lands we found it as. With college and my father’s
new legal position, there just isn’t time to work on it like there
used to be. My last trip there was depressing. New Zanzibar

just looked hot and boring, the forests dark and unwelcom-
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ing, the paths thin and exhausting. I know it’s not the land
that has changed but me. I’'ve grown older and lost my child-
hood sense of wonder. I've let my blood grow thin and civi-
lized. One day I must go back and walk the paths and climb
through the woods and briars into the dark wild of my fa-

ther’s imagined Africa and find wonder once more.
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How Not to Look like a Freshman
By Courtney Benson

You have finally passed that pivotal point in your life
where you sat for hours on end waiting for the white U.S.
Postal truck to turn the corner onto your street. Before that
moment, you checked the mailbox thirteen times a day hop-
ing that by chance the letter that you longed so much for
would be waiting for you. I’'m talking about the moment in
which you were formally accepted into Ohio University. You
finally had the proof that all of your hard work in high school
and all your precious time waiting for a response had paid off.
You have left your identity of a being a high school senior
behind and have accepted the new role of being a college
freshman.

As relieved and content as you may have felt at this point,
an excess of new thoughts start to flow into your mind. Am I
ready to live away from my family? What am I going to major
in? Are others going to like me? The once-so-joyous moment
completely transitions into a moment of utter panic.

Coming to a large university is a major change for every-
one. This is the first time that you are living away from home
and on your own. After your parents have helped you move
into your 12- by 7-foot room that seems more suitable for an
ant, you are finally alone. You look around and notice that

nothing is familiar. The location is different, the people are
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different, and you, yourself, start to feel different. You do not
know many students here and you want to fit in by any means
possible. So far, this doesn’t sound like it’s going to be a
problem, except most incoming freshmen go about fitting-in,
in the completely wrong fashion. It is an ongoing joke here at
OU about how easy it is to spot a freshman the first couple
weeks of a new school year.

The first thing most new college freshmen do is deck
themselves out in Ohio University gear. I'm talking the green
and white OU ball cap, with a new matching tee that has a
fierce-looking Bobcat on it that was purchased at The College
Bookstore for six dollars, with the mesh, green gym shorts
that has “Ohio University” spelled down the side vertically,
and to top it all off, Ohio University socks to complete the
outfit. Now who even knew that they manufactured Ohio
University socks? What wrong with some simple Gold Toes?

Everybody knows that you go to school here, so there is
no need to advertise it all over your body every day. ’'m not
saying that it’s not okay to show your school spirit every now
and then and sport an Ohio tee-shirt, but it needs to be done
in moderation. Your physical appearance is how others get
their first impression of you. If you are dressed head to toe in
Bobcat attire, it will be easy for anyone to label you as a
freshman.

Aside from the OU shirt, another shirt style that should
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be banned from all freshmen is the coveted beer shirt. Beer
companies should be paying you to wear this shirt around
because it’s making you a walking beer advertisement. They
are the shirts that promote Miller High Life which say slogans
like “Living the High Life.” Are you really living the high life?
There is no need for you to prove to anyone that you drink.
It’s not that uncommon; after all, this is OU.

Now that you are no longer wearing all of your OU get-
up or the beer tees, you need to stop hanging out in an as-
sembly of other freshmen. I think it’s great that you are new
to this school and have made friends in your dorm and in
your classes. When it comes time to go somewhere, it’s like
you round up the troops and the herd of freshmen are off to
battle. If this is the case, you are basically giving others per-
mission to identify you as a freshman. I'm not saying you
shouldn’t all hang out together and make new friends, but if
you’re all traveling somewhere, do it in smaller groups.

You may want to travel all together because, at first, eve-
ryone is unsure of where they’re going. It is comfortable to
rely on others to get you from point A to point B. The more
you walk around, the easier it will be to figure Athens out. It’s
not that big of a campus and with a few walks around it, you
will master it. However, don’t learn the campus by carrying a
map around in your back pocket. It is apparent that you are

new to this school if you are whipping out a huge tri-fold
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map at the top of Morton Hill. You could study the map in
your own privacy and really impress your friends by knowing
where you are going or you could take my approach of learn-
ing: wandering around aimlessly until I found something that
looks familiar. You might think that you look stupid, but in
reality, you are the only one who knows that you are lost.
And like I said before, a couple strolls around campus will
have you on your own way in no time.

The last and biggest thing that will point you out as a
freshman is wearing your keys around your neck or having
your lanyard hanging out of your pocket. If you haven’t lis-
tened to any of my advice up to this point, now it’s time to
pay attention. The biggest red flag out there is the lanyard-
out-of-the-pocket. When you freshmen receive your keys for
your residence hall and dorm room when you first move in,
you feel a need to flaunt them to everyone. It’s almost as if
these keys are living proof that you have reached the next
step in your life and you were finally on your own. The keys
are the physical form of the new responsibility and you
choose to wear that responsibility around your neck.

Being labeled as a freshman isn’t the worst thing that you
can endure, but it will help you be able to co-mingle with
others without them prejudging you as a freshman first. 'm
hoping that you may have learned a thing or two of what not

to do in order to enjoy your freshman year to its fullest. If
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anything, maybe it will help you to not get humiliated by get-
ting nailed with a water balloon or getting “FRESHMAN”
screamed at you. But, if you don’t care about what others
think about you, then by all means put on your OU gear, with
your lanyard around your neck, and hit the streets of Athens
with the group of forty or so other freshmen who don’t care

what others think. Just don’t forget to bring your map.
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Casa Nueva: Restaurant Review

4 West State Street
Athens, OH 45701
740.592.2016
Meal prices $3.00 to $10.00 (plus tax and tip)
Website: www.casanueva.com

By Tori Blaznek

Now that you are freshmen at Ohio University, why don’t
you ditch the dining hall and eat at a local worker-owned res-
taurant. Casa Nueva, meaning New House, is a place where
you can feel at home in the new environment of college at
Ohio University.

Athens, Ohio is home to many one-of-a-kind restaurants,
but one that stands out above the rest is Casa Nueva. Casa
Nueva was established in 1985 as a restaurant, but in 1993, it
grew to include Casa Cantina, a full-service bar. This organic
Mexican restaurant is filled with a welcoming atmosphere that
is environmentally friendly and that produces quality dining
consisting of locally raised meats. Also, Casa Nueva has vege-
tarian and vegan-friendly meals. Casa Nueva is “dedicated to
strengthening the environmental, economic and social well
being of our community by promoting wholesome products,
democratic participation and responsible business practices,”
according to its mission statement as found on its website.

Casa Nueva has an expanded dining area, with around 10
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tables in Casa Cantina and 20 tables in the dining area. The
menu has what is called the “trinity,” with three seasonal food
items, and all of the salsas used in cooking are made in house.
Each day, the chefs of Casa Nueva feature a different dish. In
the spring of 2008, the daily specials were:

e Sunday- Mystery Burrito with Alicia

e Monday- Super Foods with Zeb

e Tuesday- Italian Night with Meg

¢ Wednesday- Sandwich Night with Sarah

e Thursday- Mushroom Night with Alicia

e I'riday- Vegetarian Night with Aggie

e Saturday- Chef’s Choice Night.

On the dinner menu, symbols are put next to certain
items that include one to five flames, with five flames being
the hottest items. A petunia shown on the spring menu
means it’s a seasonal special. Also, one leaf next to the item
on the menu means it is vegetarian, while two leaves means
the item is vegan. The key to what each of these symbols
mean is at the bottom of the menus. The dinner menu’s least
expensive item is called To #he Hills. This is the house specialty
under the Beans and Rice category. It includes Southwestern
black beans, jasmine rice and a homemade flour tortilla. This
is a lighter meal that is still delicious. The most expensive

meals on the dinner menu are dinner platters. All meals do
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not include a drink, but the dinner platters come with jasmine
rice and black beans or a side salad. There is also the break-
fast and lunch menu which you can download on Casa
Nueva’s website.

The atmosphere at Casa Nueva is both welcoming and
vivacious. When you walk into Casa Cantina and are waiting
to be seated, you can either sit at the bar or possibly listen to
the live music. A schedule of what band is to play on which
night is on their website. The dining atmosphere is very lively
and the servers seem to know what is good to eat there. I
went there recently for dinner with a friend of mine. It was a
Thursday night, so Casa Cantina was pretty busy due to Ohio
University’s rep for Thursday night being one of the best
nights to go out. When we walked in, we were met immedi-
ately by the hostess, who told us it would be a little bit of a
wait, took our name, and said we could take a seat at the bar.
The band Paleface was performing while we were at the bar.
Their music was Acoustic/Indie Rock, and the audience was
an eclectic mix of young undergraduates and graduate stu-
dents dancing jovially and enjoying the music.

When our table was ready, they brought us to the newer
seating towards the back of the restaurant. We walked past
the merchandise counter, where they have their freshly made
salsa for sale that they have manufactured since 1987, along

with shirts and mugs adorned with the Casa Nueva logo.
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Booths or tables are available to sit at, and seating is available
for two to six people. Plus, they can push tables together for
larger parties. The service was very prompt and the food took
a little time, but since it is all made fresh and prepared when
you order, we expected the food to take some time to pre-
pare. If you go to Casa Nueva, go with someone you like talk-
ing to, because usually I spend about an hour and a half
whenever I go there. When you finish dinner, you can go
back to Casa Cantina and enjoy the entertainment. There is
entertainment every Friday and Saturday night, and you can
check the website to see the upcoming shows. There is an age
requirement of 18 and over, and you need valid identification.

If you have any more questions, you can visit the website
for Casa Nueva. You can also go to the website to look at all
the menus so you can get a feel for what their food choices
are. This is just the dinner menu, though. They also have a
breakfast menu, lunch menu, and kids menu. Casa Nueva has
never been an upset for me. The food at Casa Nueva is ot-
ganic, and you should check out the entertainment and try

their food. You will not be disappointed. Happy dining!
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Why You Shouldn’t Go Home Every Weekend of Your
Freshman Year
By Kimberly Brewster

You’ve waited years to get out of your parents’ house.
You’ve spent months deciding where to go to college. You've
spent thousands of dollars on tuition, room, and board.
You’ve lugged all of your stuff down to OU and into your
dorm room, and even made it through the first week of
classes. It’s the weekend, so what do you do? Although Ohio
University is by no means a suitcase college, one in which
most of the students leave for the weekends, I have known
too many students who’ve chosen to spend their weekends
exactly where they had been trying to get away from: back
home. Fortunately, going home every weekend is not the only
option, nor the best one. As a freshman, you have the choice
to decide where you’re going to spend your weekends for the
next four years, and you won’t regret spending them in Ath-
ens.

You may have heard the advice to wait three weeks at col-
lege before you go home for the first time as a method for
growing a resistance against homesickness. It’s good advice.
Sticking it out for at least the first three weeks, as hard as it
may be, allows you to learn how to rely on new people and a
new place for your comfort rather than on the quick fix of

jumping in the car and driving home. This will make you less
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homesick in the long run. You may think that your parents
will be hurt if you rarely go home, but they will probably un-
derstand and even be proud of you and your newfound inde-
pendence. In fact, now that you’re gone, your parents may
finally get a chance to do all of the fun things they’ve wanted
to do but couldn’t while they had you on their hands, like
traveling to exotic places or converting your room into a wet
bar. Just be sure to call home often and keep them filled in on
what’s happening in your life.

Also, Athens will become a new “home” for you. It may
never replace your real home, but eventually it’ll start to feel
like you belong here, and by the time you’re an upperclass-
man, you may even begin to miss your “new home” while
you’re on a visit to your “real” one. Plus, there is plenty to do
in Athens on the weekends. You can see a movie or theater
performance, catch a local band’s show, do some hiking, go
dancing, support local businesses by trying out a new restau-
rant, or just relax on the green and play frisbee with friends.
If you’re interested, you can easily become involved in local
issues and politics, or become involved in one of the many
community service organizations in town, like Good Works
or the Humane Society.

Another important reason to stick around on the week-
ends is the development of your social life. It’s much easier to

make friends in a residence hall when you see people more
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often than just the quick wave as you head out the door to
class. It’s also easier to maintain the friendships you form
when you’re there on the weekends to hang out. No one
seems to know those “kids who go home all the time.” Dur-
ing my freshman year, I had a friend with a roommate, Brit-
tany, whom my friend met on the first day of classes. Brit-
tany’s home was pretty close to campus, so she stayed there
every weekend. Eventually she began sleeping at home and
occasionally stopping by the dorm room between classes.
Then, after winter break, she disappeared. My friend didn’t
see her until move-out at the end of the school year, but by
then, nobody seemed to know who she was.

Of course, Brittany clearly didn’t want to have anything to
do with her floormates, but if you intend on making any
friends in college, I don’t recommend following her lead. One
of your resident assistant’s duties is to organize fun things for
you to do with your floormates on the first few weekends of
the quarter, like going bowling or out to eat. Although you
may be put off by the idea of seemingly forced social interac-
tion, these events are a great way to meet new people.

Staying on campus is also healthier for your GPA. Being
in an academic environment designed to meet the needs of
students will be much more conducive to studying than in
your room at home. I’ve found that too many distractions are

at home, such as annoying brothers and sisters or chores like
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mowing the lawn. Plus, on campus, you’re in walking distance
of the library and the student center, and in the reach of your
professors, academic advisors, tutors, and campus-wide, high-
speed wireless Internet. In addition, you’ll conserve time for
homework during your weekend by avoiding the commute
home, not to mention the money you’ll also save on gas.

You may be planning on going home often to see a sig-
nificant other whom you’ve left in your hometown, or who
lives somewhere other than Athens. I fully support long-
distance relationships, as I know from experience that they
can work and they are worth it, if you are willing to put the
effort into it. However, staying with your boyfriend or girl-
friend should not require you to give up your college experi-
ence. I spent three years in a long-distance relationship with
my boyfriend as he attended college at OU. I’'m from Cleve-
land, which is a four-hour drive from Athens, and neither my
boyfriend nor I could afford to drive eight hours in one
weekend to see each other very often. Instead, we relied on
phone cards and cell phones to keep in communication be-
tween breaks in school. I'd say that our time apart tested our
relationship, but also helped us grow closer, and we are still
together to this day. Being long-distance even brought out a
romantic side in us that we probably would have never ex-
posed before. We sent each other letters and packages in the

mail, and we valued our rare time together so much more
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than we would have otherwise.

Long-distance relationships are definitely not for every-
one, but don’t feel like you must choose between your rela-
tionship and your college experience. A big part of college is
about growing, meeting new people, and trying new things. If
you think you’ll have trouble going very long without seeing
your loved one, simply try to see him or her every other
weekend at the most. That way, you’ll have more time for
schoolwork and developing friendships outside of your ro-
mantic relationship than you would if you leave campus every
weekend.

After all these reasons to stay in Athens, I hope that you’ll
stay in town for at least the first few weekends of your fresh-
man year. At the very least, you’ll stay safer by avoiding the
drive, you’ll save money on gas, and you’ll prevent some pol-
lution. Of course, if you decide that you hate OU and you
plan on transferring, there’s no reason to stay on the week-
ends if you don’t want to. However, you owe it to yourself to
give the college experience a chance. Going home all the time
will only limit your opportunities to meet new people and do
new things. Athens is a great place with amazing people of all
varieties. Become immersed in your new world, and you’re

bound to find your own niche.
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How to Choose Your Professors

By David Bruce

Getting a good grade is easier than getting a good educa-
tion. Still, getting a good education is what your four years at
Ohio University should be all about.

You, the Student

The person who has the most to do with your getting a
good education is you. After all, you’re the person who has to
read the books, show up for classes, do the homework and
write the papers—and still find the time to discuss ideas with
your friends and read books and do writing not required for
any class.

To help you do those things, keep in mind:

* Good class attendance is essential to a university educa-
tion. It doesn’t matter if the professor is boring, the subject
matter of the course is boring, or if you would rather stay in
bed—go to class. You can’t make up a missed lecture or a
missed discussion. When a student is bored, it’s usually be-
cause he or she hasn’t kept up with the reading and home-
work, and so cannot understand what the students who have
done the work understand. On the other hand, if you sin-
cerely dislike the professor, remember that yo# can drop the
course—the professor cannot.

e Cultivate an attentive attitude. Too many students treat
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professors like TV programs: The students look bored when
they are bored, interested when they are interested. Look in-
terested and you will probably find something that is interest-
ing. Even if you don’t, you are cultivating a skill that will be
useful to you throughout your life.

* Not every student at Ohio U is a mental midget. Some
students at Ohio U will become members of the Dead Poets
Society. (To eventually become a full-fledged member, you
have to write poetry while you’re a lowly initiate—that is,
while you’re alive.) Find the intelligent students at Ohio U. If
all your friends do is drink, you’ll run into problems.

e A person who wants to be educated has to read great
quantities of books—all the books that are required and very
many that are not.

* Working part-time can be an asset in getting an educa-
tion. To learn to write, work freelance at a newspaper. To
learn about the library, get a job there.

The Professors

The second most important people in your educational
years at Ohio U are the professors. After all, you will be
spending a lot of your time with them.

There are two ways to schedule courses. One is according
to the times the class meets; the other is according to the pro-
fessor teaching it. Many students choose their courses by

never taking a course that meets at 8 a.m. or by never taking a
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course that meets on Friday. The intelligent students go to
great lengths to find out which professors are the best, and
they sign up for these professors no matter when the profes-
sors teach.

To find out who the best professors are, keep in mind:

* Bach year Ohio U students nominate their best profes-
sors for the University Professor award. These professors are
given money and a chance to design and teach any course
they want. Any professor who has been a University Profes-
sor is a good professor.

e Tier III courses are inter-disciplinary; that is, they aren’t
just English courses or just philosophy courses. Instead, they
are a mixture of two or more disciplines. Any professor who
has gone through the trouble of designing a Tier III course is
probably a good professor.

* The back of the Ohio U Undergraduate Catalog has in-
formation about professors in Ohio U’s various departments.
Go through the catalog and mark all the professors who have
graduated from the world’s top schools. For example, many
Ohio U professors graduated from Harvard University. These
professors probably will be tough, but if you want an educa-
tion instead of a grade, that’s good. (After developing your
intellect at Ohio U for two years, you may want to transfer to
an Ivy League school. It’s a cheap way of getting an Ivy
League degree!)
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e Ask other students about professors they have taken. Be
wary, for some students consider the “no-brainer” and “easy-
A” professors to be the best. However, you are looking for a
professor who can teach you something.

* Remember, degrees are not needed for the world’s most
interesting careers. If you write, you’re a writer. If you phi-
losophize, you’re a philosopher. If you act, you’re an actor. A
degree in creative writing, philosophy, or theater does not
necessarily make you a writer, philosopher, or actor. (How-
ever, your years at Ohio U have the advantage of being a time
when society a/fows you to do those things. If you’re not in
college, society expects you to get a real job.)

* Don’t be afraid to follow your interests. One major
characteristic of students today is fear: fear of not getting a
job after they graduate. But if you have the courage to take
the courses you are interested in, later you will have the coutr-
age needed to advance in your career.

The Society of Educated People

Too many students are resume geeks; they do whatever it
takes to have a good-looking resume even if they have to sac-
rifice their education. To become educated is difficult. Many
students graduate knowing the names of important writers—
but without ever having read their works. Many students
graduate not knowing a language other than English. Many

students treat Ohio U as an advanced technical school, not as
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a center of higher education. Still, at Ohio U and in the real
world is a society of educated people—membership in which
is limited to intelligent people who have developed their intel-
lectual abilities.

You are invited to join.
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How to Get Your Money’s Worth from a
Philosophy Course
By David Bruce

So you have committed yourself to taking a course in phi-
losophy. Here’s how to get your money’s worth.

1. Write a summary of the views of each philosopher
after you study him or her.

This will help you learn the material and avoid confusing
the views of one philosopher with another. This is an excel-
lent way to learn the material.

2. Think up lots of examples.

A very good way to learn something is to give examples
of it. When you study a philosopher, see if you can come up
with examples illustrating that philosopher’s viewpoint.

3. Learn the vocabulary of philosophy.

Every chapter of your textbook will introduce new phi-
losophical terms to you. These terms are necessary to phi-
losophy. (They weren’t invented just to make your life more
difficult.) No one should be able to pass an introductory phi-
losophical course without knowing the definitions of impor-
tant philosophical terms, so make up flash cards for each new
term as you run across it. Don’t forget that your textbook
probably has a very good glossary in the back.

4. Ask questions.

Your professor will try to answer all your questions.
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5. Relate philosophy to your own life.

Philosophy is meant to apply directly to your own life. As
you go through each lesson, ask what the philosophical ideas
you are studying have to do with your life. Are you free, or
are you determined? Is utilitarianism the correct ethical the-
ory, or are there parts of utilitarianism you should reject and
other parts you should accept?

6. Attempt to understand each philosophical posi-
tion.

Some of the philosophical positions you study will seem
very strange to you; however, make the attempt to under-
stand why some philosophers have seriously considered that
position. A warning: Don’t confuse understanding and believ-
ing. You want to understand the position, but you don’t want
to say, “All philosophical positions have some truth in them,
and so we need to accept them all.” Some philosophical posi-
tions are simply wrong. (Since some philosophical positions
are contradictory—for example, free will vs. determinism—
one of the positions must be wrong.)

7. Don’t plagiarize the textbook.

Students sometimes drift into plagiarizing the textbook—
especially when writing a take-home essay or paper. This is
not permitted. Don’t plagiarize. Use your own words when
writing essays.

It is permissible to quote the textbook briefly (especially
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when you are quoting the original philosopher and not an
explanatory comment by the author of the textbook). When
you do, be sure to give the source and the page number of
the passage you are quoting.

8. Don’t skip reading the passages by the original
philosophers.

Don’t make the mistake of reading only the comments by
the author of the textbook and ignoring the passages by the
philosophers being studied. You need to read both, even if
the reading is sometimes difficult. You wouldn’t simply read
commentaries on sacred books and never read the sacred
books, would you?

9. Use correct grammar, punctuation, spelling, etc.

Be aware that the following features are very important in
evaluating an essay in philosophy:

* correct grammat;

* correct punctuation;

e correct spelling;

* clarity of thought;

¢ thoroughness of treatment;

* accuracy of information cited.

10. Come to class.

Philosophy is difficult, and it is necessary to attend class
to hear the lectures to understand the philosophical positions

you will be reading.
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Three additional points should be made here:

1. A good philosopher will recognize that good
points can often be made on both sides of an issue.

2. Rational people of good will can legitimately differ
about the correctness of a certain philosophical position.
It is possible for the people on each side of an issue to have
good reasons for defending their position.

3. Feel free to do extra research on the topics covered
in the textbook. Your library will have many resources for
you to consult.

A final suggestion: Think hard.

A course in philosophy is a good opportunity to seriously
think about some important questions in life. Take advantage

of this opportunity.
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“Hale Babe”

By Haley Butler

Almost everyone comes to college not knowing a single
person, what to do with their free time, and how to enhance
their college experience. My situation was similar to this.
When I randomly made the decision to go to Ohio Univer-
sity, I had no idea what I was getting myself into. As a fresh-
man, I was undecided about my major, requested a random
roommate, and hoped that things would fall into place from
there. Like any scared freshman, I focused my attention heav-
ily on academics, in addition to spending many hours hugging
the toilet from taking one too many drinks. I also got really
close with my roommate. We went everywhere together. We
ate dinners together, we went to parties together, and we of-
ten just drank in our room together when everyone else was
out. There were the occasional times when we built up the
courage to walk into random parties off-campus, hoping to
get some free beer and make some “Facebook” friends—
friends who are only friends through the internet. All in all, it
was fun, but when you took the parties, the academics, and
my roommate out of the picture, I had nothing. At the end of
fall quarter, I realized that I needed something more. My mo-
rale was low, and I knew I needed to do something to get
more out of my college experience.

I made friends with a girl in one of my classes fall quarter,
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and she suggested I join Alpha Phi Omega. I promised myself
prior to coming to Ohio University that I would not join a
sorority. Social sororities seem to focus on drinking and
forced sisterhood, neither of which really appealed to me. As
if those ideas didn’t turn me away completely, the flashing
signs of “PMS” and “$$$” in my head were some other good
reasons for myself not to join. Before I had time to politely
turn down her idea, my friend proceeded to tell me that Al-
pha Phi Omega was a national co-ed service fraternity. Spe-
cifically, the service fraternity supports numerous organiza-
tions and provides many volunteer opportunities to help out
the campus, community, and nation.

At the beginning of winter quarter my freshman year, 1
went to the pre-rush for Alpha Phi Omega and became more
informed about the fraternity. While the requirements of
twelve service hours and five committee hours per quarter
seemed a bit overwhelming, it sounded perfect. They also
explained that they have a themed social once every quarter,
and that a mandatory event such as Relay for Life and a 5K
takes place each quarter. I did not really know what I was get-
ting myself into, but it sounded like what I wanted, so 1
signed up for an interview.

After being accepted as a pledge, I went through the hor-
rific yet manageable pledge process. This process entailed get-

ting every active’s signature and fulfilling twelve service
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hours, three fellowship hours, and five committee hours.
That quarter, the 5K event was raising money to help benefit
Invisible Children, which is an organization created to help
the children in Uganda who are running from the rebels. I
later heard that some people from our fraternity were putting
a trip together to go to Pittsburgh for an event called Dis-
place Me. The catch, however, was that we had to simulate
the children in Uganda. So the event took place in a field, and
everyone who attended had to make a hut out of cardboard
boxes or anything in the wilderness that one could find. Also,
in the entire twenty-four hours that this event took place, we
were allowed to eat only saltines and drink only water. The
purpose of this event was to raise awareness and to push the
American government to be involved in the fight. Maybe if
the government had seen Americans in the same living condi-
tions as the children in Uganda, they would feel differently
about the matter.

On the day of the event, it rained, we found ticks in our
hut, and it reached at least twenty degrees outside. I felt like a
bum, who had no place to go and had nothing to eat. I re-
member sitting under our hut, which was slowly disintegrat-
ing, and selfishly eating Gusher fruit snacks against the rules.
Despite everything, it ended up being one of the best times
that I’'ve ever had. I got so much closer with those who went

on the trip, but I suppose cuddling for heat at night while
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sleeping would do that to just about anyone. I went home
that weekend with such a satisfaction that I was finally doing
something right.

Eatlier this year, my fraternity had another opportunity to
travel to New Orleans, to explore the city, and more impoz-
tantly, help rebuild houses that were destroyed from hurri-
cane Katrina. While they went my freshman year and gutted a
few homes, they were returning again my sophomore year to
help with rebuilding. When we got there, the thirteen people
who went were split up into three different groups and sent
to three different homes. Luckily, I was placed in a group
with three people whom I roughly knew: Jeremy, Hannah,
and John. We also had a leader from AmeriCorps, who had
been trained with various skills to rebuild the house and
whose main task was to guide us along the way. Unfortu-
nately for us, the house we were assigned to was in the stage
of dry walling, and while I was not physically prepared to take
on such task, I was mentally prepared to do what I could to
help. Days later, I had sore arms, but I also had a ton of in-
side jokes with the people in my group. A resident of New
Ortleans explained to us one night that people who live in the
area often say, “Hey, babe.” We adopted this within our

2

group, and my new name became “Hale babe,” as Hannah

b

was “Hannah babe,” Jeremy was “Jer babe,” and John was

“John babe.” Every time I heard it, it made me smile.
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While dry walling was not really the vacation I signed up
for, it made everything worth it when we had dinner the last
night we were there. Some of the residents in the community
put together a dinner for us, featuring their famous jambalaya
soup. At the end of the dinner, one of the residents explained
that he made a video for us. The video was of footage he
filmed during hurricane Katrina. As always, 1 got very emo-
tional from seeing the devastation, and it helped to remind
myself of how lucky I am. The end of the video was very in-
teresting. He showed numerous statues of angels in church
yards that were untouched from the hurricane. Things around
them were destroyed, altered, or moved, yet the angels re-
mained untouched and unharmed. At the conclusion of the
video, the man who created the video said a few words and
began to cry.

“You are all angels. You could have been doing anything
else right now, but instead you chose to come down to help
us. You chose to help your fellow Americans, and that means
the world to us.”

It's moments like these that I live for. 'm not going to
remember the random party I walked into one Saturday night.
I’'m not going to remember my anthropology midterm that I
studied hours for. I'm going to remember these moments. To
this day, those who went to New Orleans still call me “Hale

babe,” and I still remember being called an angel the night of
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the dinner. Joining Alpha Phi Omega was hands down the
best decision I have ever made. If you took the best two
hundred people from Ohio University and put them in a
room, they would all be in Morton 201, meeting for chapter
every Sunday night at eight o’clock.

If you want to be involved in Alpha Phi Omega, you can
e-mail our president, Whitney Durban, at whit-
ney.m.durban.1@ohio.edu. I wish you the best of luck at
Ohio University, and remember Gandhi’s advice, “Be the

change you wish to see in the world.”
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ATTENTION: Beware the Zombie Hordes!

By Tim Ericsen

We interrupt this freshman orientation issue to bring you
an important public service announcement. Every October,
coinciding with National Zombie Day on the 25", hordes of
the living dead begin to prowl the Ohio University campus. If
you wish to remain amongst the living throughout the week
before Halloween, it would behoove you to pay attention.

(1) The Basics

Humans v. Zombies week has arrived, and you still retain
possession of your grey matter. How do you know this? One
of your biceps sports a fashionable bandanna, tied in a loose
knot, and you would sooner tear off your own leg and beat
yourself to death with it than sit through Glitzer. Others ha-
ven’t been as fortunate. These pitiful creatures, easily identifi-
able by a bandanna worn around the head or neck and a can-
vas-blank stare, represent a greater health risk than that su-
per-sized Double Quarter Pounder with extra cheese that you
sucked down for lunch, diet soda notwithstanding. If you
aren’t careful, they will pull that bandanna right from your
arm (and, of course, feast upon your delicious, delicious
brains). Even if the bandanna doesn’t come off when they
grab at it, you’re still dead. If you’re fool enough to let the
dead that close in the first place, you deserve it, and those of

us still alive will be better off. For whatever reason, zombies
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seem to avoid public and university buildings as well as dor-

mitories. These regions have been designated as safe zones.

(2) Armaments

No self-respecting person would wander around ground

zero without some form of protection. Although the Geneva

Protocol and other laws of war do not technically apply when

fighting for one’s life against animated corpses, we must show

restraint in this conflict, lest we become as inhuman as the

beasts that hunt us. To this end, weapons are restricted to the

following:

Foam projectile weapons—Hitting a zombie with a foam
dart, arrow, ball, etc. from any distance is sufficient to
disable a target. Actual contact location does not seem
to matter; these creatures are quite fragile. They were

once human, after all.

Sock grenades—Two zombies charge at you from the
underbrush, having recently finished feasting upon
your less fortunate friends and family. You draw your
trusty sidearm and pull the trigger. Nothing happens.
You’re empty. Now what? Do not drop to your knees
and bemoan your poor fortune. Having prepared for
this eventuality, pull the socks from your feet, wad
them into balls, and send your aggressors back to the
hell that spawned them. Better yet, have the grenades

prepped ahead of time. Every second counts. Note



143

also that these weapons have a personal explosive
range and are contact triggered, so be sure to aim

your throw.

o  Your mind—All the guns and grenades in Athens
won’t help if you don’t take advantage of your great-
est weapon. Travel slowly and deliberately, preferably
during daytime hours. Look around corners. Apply
your common sense, if any. Travel with a friend or
two; in a pinch, you can use them as bait. Remember:
you don’t have to outrun the zombies, just your

friends.

®  Probibited weapons—Apart from the two weapon
groups listed above, you’re defenseless. A zombie is a
ferocious close-quarter opponent and, as such, you
should not under any circumstance engage them in
melee. Physical violence is absolutely prohibited.
Similarly, zombies can tear through armor and shields
in little to no time. Since these items are encumbering
and as useful as a cement lifejacket, it is recom-
mended that they be avoided entirely.
(3) The Enemy
If knowledge is power, then you’re still better off carrying
a sidearm with these things prowling the streets. Contrary to
what has been portrayed in popular media, the zombies seen

in Athens are far from mindless, shambling corpses. Prelimi-
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nary reports indicate the following:

They are organized, possessing a primal intelli-
gence that leads them to cooperate in the hunt.
Some zombies make use of cover and set am-
bushes. Rumors of a zombie hierarchical structure
headed by a Zombie Queen have been dismissed

as wild speculation.

They are fast, capable of moving as fast as a man
at full sprint. The transition into undeath has not
reduced their manual dexterity or physical prow-

ess in the slightest.

They are limitless. Their numbers seem to expo-
nentially increase around noon and midnight. In a
few isolated cases, this population surge occurred
as frequently as every hour for an entire evening.
Scattered reports of hordes reanimating every five

minutes are of questionable merit.

Conclusion

The entire city of Athens is at risk. Because this is a mat-

ter of basic human survival, you must take up arms and fight.

Inform everyone that you know, and even those you don’t, of

the danger. Groups of zombie hunters patrol nightly in an

effort to protect the streets, but their numbers are insuffi-

cient, given the infection’s widespread nature. For more in-
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formation, consult the following:

The official Facebook group page—*“Humans vs
Zombies (OU Chapter)”’—

http:/ /www.facebook.com/group.phprgid=2211
955937

STAY ALERT; STAY ALIVE!
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Ohio University Dictionary
By Megan Gorey

Welcome to Ohio University! With all the new and excit-
ing things you will learn at Ohio University, there are also
new terms, words, and jargon you will also learn. Often,
freshmen are too nervous or too shy to ask what words actu-
ally mean. To upperclassmen, many of these words have be-
come second nature and many will pause when asked the
definitions of many of these words.

With this handy-dandy dictionary, you will not have to
bear the embarrassment of asking someone what they are
talking about. Keep in mind these definitions are not perfect
since some of the words have different definitions varying
from student to student. Think of this as your lingo low-

down for speaking with other students at Ohio University.

Convo: The Convocation Center is a 13,080-seat multi-

purpose arena that is home to the Ohio Bobcats basketball,

volleyball, and wrestling teams. The Convocation Centet's
atmosphere has helped the Bobcats to win over 75% of their

home games since The Convo opened in 1968.

Court Street Shuffle: This is a traditional right of passage for
most students when they turn twenty-one. There are twenty-

three bars total in Athens, and the goal of a shuffle is to try to
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make it to all the bars in one evening. T-shirts are for sale at
many of the uptown stores that include the names of all the

bars.

Cum Laude: To graduate cum laude is to graduate with
honor; at Ohio University the requirement is a GPA of 3.5 to

3.749.

DARS: This is an acronym for a program called the Degree
Audit Reporting System. DARS lists the requirements for
your major in order to graduate from Ohio University. DARS
reports are based on the catalog year in which you enrolled
into the university. The DARS report shows you what classes
you have taken that count toward your major, the require-
ments the coutses fulfill, and what classes still remain to be
taken. The DARS report provides you an exact “snapshot”

of your progress towards graduation.

Fests (High, Five, Palmer, Mill, etc.): These are like Ath-
ens block parties. Once Spring Quarter begins, the students
of Ohio University begin Fest Season. Each weekend, streets
in Athens take turns having their fest. For example, Palmer

Street has Palmer Fest.

Front Four: These are the first four dormitories located on
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South Green: Crawford, Brown, Mackinon, and Pickering.

Gang Green: This is the cheering section known for its sup-
port of the Ohio University hockey team at home and away.
The club membership includes a “Gang Green” t-shirt and
the tradition of running around the rink with a giant Ohio

University flag to taunt the opposing team.

GPA: This is a calculated average of final grades received in
completed courses. Grade point averages provide you with
information about your academic standing. GPAs are com-
puted on a four-point scale for courses in which grades of A,
B, C, D, and F are reported. Ohio University also uses the

plus and minus system which computes into your GPA.

GRE: The Graduate Record Examination (GRE) is like the
SAT for graduate schools. Exams are taken junior and senior
year of the student’s undergraduate degree in order to get the

best score possible.

Marching 110: The Marching 110, aka “The Most Exciting
Band in the Land,” is widely regarded as one of the best in
the nation. They perform at every Ohio home football game
and have marched at other events such as the Macy’s

Thanksgiving Day Parade and numerous NFL games. The
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number “110” now refers to the 110% that each member is

expected to give during each performance.

Magna Cum Laude: To graduate magna cum lande is to

graduate with great honor; at Ohio University the require-

ment is 2 GPA of 3.75 to 3.899.

Mem-Aud: Mem-Aud, aka the Templeton-Blackburn Alumni
Memorial Auditorium, is the house of the performing arts on
campus. Many performing artists, plays, concerts and attrac-
tions are hosted at Mem-Aud for Ohio University students to

attend.

O-Zone: This is the student cheering section at every Ohio
University sporting events. Widely regarded as the best stu-
dent section in the conference and one of the best in the na-
tion, their “Winning Team, Losing Team” chant is recogniz-

able by college sports fans everywhere.

Oak ID: This is the identification method most commonly
used while at Ohio University, and it is also your e-mail login.
The Oak ID number begins with the first letter of your first

and last name followed by a series of numbers.

PID: This series of numbers begins with the letter “P”” and is
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used as your own personal identification number. It is located
on your Ohio University ID card and is used for Ohio Uni-
versity records and registration information. Think of it as

your Ohio University “social security number.”

Prerequisite or “Prereqs”: This is knowledge, skill, course,
or other requirements that must be taken prior to enrollment
in a particular course. They often help to better prepare you

for the next course you are going to take in the sequence.

RAC: The Registration Access Code (RAC) is located on
your DARS report. This code number is unique to each stu-
dent every quarter. You must meet with your academic advi-
sor to acquire your DARS and your RAC. This number is
required as part of the registration process for your courses

each quarter.

Rufus the Bobcat: Rufus is our fierce yet friendly mascot
that can be found all over campus wearing his green and

white #1 jersey.

South Beach: The volleyball courts located in front of the
Front Four have become to be known as South Beach. This
area includes grills for cookouts and students often lie out to

enjoy the warm weather in this area.
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Stroud’s Run: This is the popular place to be during Spring
Quarter. Once the weather warms up, many students head to
Stroud’s after classes are done for the day to enjoy the sandy
“beach” and lake. Stroud’s is actually a lake that feeds off of

the Hocking River.

Summa Cum Laude: To graduate summa cum laude is to
graduate with highest honor; at Ohio University the require-

ment is 2 GPA of 3.9 to 4.0.

Tail-Great Park: The park across from Peden Stadium is
transformed for every home football game into “Tail-Great
Park.” The park features kids’ games, live music, and tailgat-

ing on game day.

Townies: These are persons who live in Athens or the sur-
rounding areas. They can be seen at local bars and areas on

campus. They are also known as “regulars.”

Undergraduate: This is a student who is trying to get a

bachelor’s or associate’s degree.

Uptown: This is considered to be anywhere in the Court

Street area. It is a joke in Athens that this is one of the few
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cities that has an uptown but no necessarily a “downtown.”
This term is commonly used as, “Hey, I am heading uptown

to get some food,” or “I will meet you uptown tonight.”
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Living With a Stranger

By Wam Thomas Hui

It was about 3am in the morning, and I had just watched
a movie with my friends in the Baker Center. I finally walked
back home 30 minutes later. I was exhausted and just want to
jump into my bed. After walking through the long corridor, I
got to my apartment door. I opened it up with my key card.
As I expected, it was almost totally dark and all the room-
mates were asleep. But, what I didn’t expect was a stink blow-
ing at me. It smelled like a mouse had been dead for days in
the apartment. I didn’t know what had happened and just
rushed to my room. The next morning, I got up and opened
my room’s door. The stink flew to me. I could not stand it
anymore, so I went to check what had happened. I then fig-
ured out that the smell was actually coming from the kitchen.
I walked to the kitchen and found that the two sinks were
stacked up with dishes, bowls, forks and spoons. I was very
angry because these sinks had already been stacked up with
dishes for almost a week. If you don’t know how much your
house can stink, skip doing dishes for a week. I then asked
two of my roommates about it. They both said they didn’t do
it. Therefore, I knew that it was Sam, my third roommate,
who had made this happen.

Sam was a 20-year-old college student. He was a talka-

tive boy and a typical party person. Living in Athens was
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really good for him. He would go to the parties every week-
end. He usually went home at around 2 or 3 o’clock in the
morning during weekends. I could tell he was very drunk be-
cause he would say something weird and act differently after
coming back. He was not a bad guy. But, he was definitely
spoiled. For example, one day another roommate, Jake, found
that the laundry machine was broken down when he wanted
to wash his clothes. He thought it was strange because Sam
had just finished using the laundry machine and he did not
say anything about it. Therefore, he went and asked Sam. Sam
then replied, “Oh yes, the laundry machine broke down when
it was washing my stuff.” Jake was so angry and asked, “Why
didn’t you tell us about it?” He said, “Well, I thought you
would figure it out later, and so I didn’t bother to tell you
guys.” On another occasion, I went to the living room to get
something. When I got to the living room, I saw a pile of
clothes was left on the floor. It looked like somebody had
robbed our apartment. I was astonished and asked all the
roommates what was going on. Then, Sam told me that it was
actually all his clothes. He didn’t want to put them to the
drawer and wardrobe, so he put them on the floor.

Living with Sam was really annoying. It was not my first
time living with others. But, I never thought people would be
so messy. However, when I looked at the bright side, I under-

stood that it was actually a good experience. It helped me to
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understand others’ living styles and learned to deal with them.
I talked to him directly when I smelled the week-old dirty
dishes. He didn’t think it was a problem at first. After I told
him it was very annoying to his roommates, he started to
think about it. And I suggested to him to put his clothes into
a big basket instead of just piling them up around the house.
He bought a basket the other day and began to do it. So, you
see, it is actually all about communication. In one weekend,
he invited several people to party in our apartment. Before
that day, he cleaned and tidied up the apartment. It was the
first time I saw him do these chores. I didn’t know why he
would do it at first until I remember his party was coming up.
So, he is actually willing to work on the chores. All he needs
is just an encouragement. It is certainly the key to have peace.
We should always remember to go directly to the person and
not backbite while there is any problem around.

Learning to live with others is one of the things you
need to learn during the college years. You will be glad to
have that experience when you need it. You won’t live by
yourself for your whole life. All your sufferings now will turn
into your treasures in the future. It is always good to learn
something while you are still young.

Treasure your life in the dormitory or apartment. You

will have it for only a few years in your whole life.
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O’Betty’s: The Food of Champions

15 West State St.
Athens, OH 45701
Hours of Operation:
Monday-Saturday: 11 a.m. to 3 a.m.
Sunday: 12 p.m. to 10 p.m.

By Mary Matia

Coming into a new atmosphere and experiencing new
things for the first time can be very stressful. Freshman year
of college is supposed to be one of the best and worst times
of your life, and sometimes you need a taste of home to end
the night right. When you are around uptown looking for
some good ole comfort food, walk toward O’Betty’s Red
Hot, located at 15 West State Street. You will not be disap-
pointed with what you find and I am sure that it will be one
of your favorite spots to munch during your first year at Ohio
University.

The style of the restaurant is very laid back and sets the
theme of a sizzling butlesque house in Europe. Most of the
workers go to Ohio University, but some are Athens locals.
The average price for a juicy all-beef hot dog is around four
dollars, not counting the fries, which are a must-have. I found
it to be very inexpensive to receive a full meal and drink. The
price for a hotdog, fries and a drink is $8.00, but their meals

could definitely feed two people. The tables outside allow you
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to sit down and people-watch while you enjoy their cuisine.

I fell in love with O’Betty’s food the first time I had it.
One night my friends invited me to come along to have the
“best hotdog in the whole world” with them. I did not know
what they were talking about, but I followed anyways because
I was starving. We walked up to West State and stopped. I
asked why were stopping and soon realized that this was
where the line began. Sure enough, twenty people were ahead
of us, but we decided to stick around. I thought that window
where you order outside of the restaurant fit in pretty well
with the small town of Athens. We did not wait long and
when I got to the front, I had no idea what to order. So many
choices... should I go with the Hootchy-Kootchy or Lilly
“The Cat”? I must have looked up and down the menu
twenty times then I decided to go with the Hootchy-Kootchy,
which consists of an all-beef hot dog with topping of your
choice. The next few visits I really decided to explore my ho-
rizons.

The menu at O’Betty’s has something for every palate
and taste bud. Spice up your life with Hot “Casa Nueva” with
Habanera Salsa, chopped jalapenos, shredded aged sharp
cheddar cheese, and sour cream on an all-beef hotdog. My
favorite dog at O’Betty’s is the Salome “Dance the 7 Veils,”
which is sure to please with Sport Peppers, Sweet Relish,

Pickle Spear, Fresh Diced Tomato, Diced Onion, Stadium
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Mustard, and a dash of Celery Seed.

I found a crazed fan of O’Betty’s named Emily Bennett
on the street and asked her what her favorite combination is.
Without any hesitation, she said that her favorite hotdog of
choice had to be the Mata Hari “The Red Dancer,” which is a
colorful blend of cool creamy cole slaw with the sultry spice
of O’Betty’s Chili Sauce. Emily commented, “You can not go
wrong with O’Betty’s. Their spin on hotdogs has made them
one of the most popular restaurants in Athens.” She was just
one of many adoring O’Betty’s fans at the hotdog palace that
night.

The recent renovation of O’Betty’s Red Hot has in-
creased their business. There are more tables and booths to
sit at if you don’t want to be stuck out in the heat. The larger
the restaurant, the more people are pleased with what they
find. I enjoyed sitting down with friends and enjoying an all-
beef hotdog while noticing their wall of classic hotdog para-
phernalia. Believe me, they have quite a collection.

In general, with all that O’Betty’s has to offer, there is no
reason to pass it up for a quick bite to eat while you are up
town. The service is very fast and the workers are extremely
courteous. I think that O’Betty’s will always be a booming
hotdog house with its own unique vibe. It should be every

freshman’s calling to visit O’Betty’s at least once their first



159

year. From the way that it looks, no one will be disappointed

with what they find.
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How to Eat Healthily in the Dining Halls

By Isaac Miller

The beginning of college life signifies a person’s trans-
formation from a pampered teenager to a responsible adult. It
is the time when intellectual stimulation is at its highest for
most individuals. In college, the condition of your mind and
educational status takes precedence over everything else. Un-
fortunately, other aspects of your life are hard to manage due
to this situation. In many occasions, a student’s physical
health takes a substantial beating in college. The obvious
causes are alcohol, smoking, and any other kinds of recrea-
tional drug use. In addition to this list is food. New freshmen
frequently find themselves fifteen pounds heavier at the end
of their first year of academia. This is commonly referred to
as the freshmen fifteen. The freshman fifteen is truly a real
consequence of your adjustment with college life. Numerous
students have been victims. The types of food taken in by a
person is directly associated with their physical health. In col-
lege, much of the food offered at campus dining halls is dam-
aging to your health. In order to avoid an unwholesome diet
in college, you must know what foods are beneficial to their
physical health.

At Ohio University, the five dining halls on campus offer
a variety of food that varies in healthfulness. Collectively, all

the dining halls offer smart options that can be used for a
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healthy diet. Each dining hall offers an assortment of fruits
and vegetables that provide abundant amounts of vitamins,
minerals, and fiber to your diet. In addition, a salad bar is
available at every cafeteria. This option provides nutrient-rich
lettuce, meats, and low-fat dressings. Making a hearty salad
can offer a large amount of protein, fiber, and healthy unsatu-
rated fats. Moreover, every dining hall offers a sandwich bar
that allows you to make hearty and nutritious sandwiches.
Every sandwich bar offers a wide selection of bread, lean
meats (chicken, turkey, ham, and roast beef), cheeses, vegeta-
bles, and condiments. A turkey sandwich on whole-wheat
bread with lettuce, tomato, provolone cheese, and low fat
mayonnaise is an example of a healthy sandwich option avail-
able at the sandwich bar. Each sandwich offers an ideal
amount of carbohydrates, protein, and fat necessary to main-
tain a college student’s diet. In addition, if the bread used for
the sandwich is whole wheat, you are receiving a large
amount of whole grains that offer insoluble fiber and vita-
mins. These several food options are available at each dining
hall, and provide healthy carbohydrates, lean protein, and
heart-healthy fat.

Other types of healthy eating options are available spe-
cifically at certain dining halls. These options are available
during lunch or dinner, and they allow you to eat something

other than what is on the main menu. You, the student, have
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the option to visit any dining hall you want. At Nelson dining
hall located on South Green, grilled chicken is offered during
lunch and dinner. The chicken may be used in a salad, sand-
wich, or pasta dish, or as an entree. Grilled chicken is a
healthy option due to its large protein content and small fat
content. Furthermore, the wok bar available at Jefferson din-
ing hall on East Green offers a great source of complex car-
bohydrates, protein, and healthy fat to one’s diet. Given the
choice of chicken, beef or shrimp, the feaster selects a type of
meat in addition to a selection of vegetables, rice, or noodles.
The concoction of food is then cooked with olive oil, and
sauces are added upon your request. This option is relatively
healthy, given the eater uses brown rice and a moderate
amount of sauce. Lastly, the smoothie bars are another
healthy option offered by dining services. This option, avail-
able at Boyd and Jefferson dining halls, allows students to
obtain several servings of fruit in a convenient-sized drink.
Smoothie flavors range from banana-strawberry, mango, kiwi,
and numerous others. The wok bar, grilled chicken, and the
smoothie bar offer students different appetizing food options
that satisfy major nutritional requirements.

In addition to the foods you eat, the amount of food you
consume is also a factor in weight gain. Knowing the relative
portion sizes of different foods, you will be able to gauge the

relative amount of food you have ingested. According to the
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USDA Food Pyramid, an average adult requires about 2,000
calories a day. Based on a balanced diet, this equates to 2 cups
of fruit, 2.5 cups of vegetables, 6 servings of grains, 5.5
ounces of meat or beans, 3 cups of milk and 6 teaspoons of
oil. In order to know a certain serving size without using
measuring cups, you can use relative comparisons to know
what exactly a serving is. A serving the size of a deck of cards
is 2.5 ounces of meat, and a serving the size of a baseball is a
cup of vegetables or fruits. In addition, a serving the size of
the tip of your thumb is a teaspoon of oil or peanut butter.
With respect to grains, a serving the size of a baseball is one
serving of rice or cereal, and one slice of bread is one serving
of grains. Using these visual conversions will help you detet-
mine the exact size of a serving. In the dining halls, it is im-
portant to recognize the amount of food on your plate and
when to stop eating.

By using these food guidelines, appropriate serving sizes,
and daily physical exercise, incoming college students like
you, will have an appropriate grasp on improving your physi-
cal health. Eating lean meats, whole grains, and a variety of
fruits and vegetables will ensure healthy intake of essential
macromolecules, vitamins, and minerals. Healthy options
such as the wok bar, sandwich bar, and salad bar are fre-
quently available in the dining halls and make healthy, hearty

meals. Using good judgment, conscientious choices, and rea-
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sonable portion sizes will allow you as first-year college stu-
dents to maintain your physical health for years to come.

In addition to the information I have provided, there are
several other resources you can utilize to learn about healthy
eating. MyPyramid.gov is a government website that provides
guidance on dietary guidelines, meal plans, and food intake.
The website also gives nutritional advice on eating out, vege-
tarian diets, and diets for children. In addition, the Ohio Uni-
versity dining services website at

http:/ /www.facilities.ohiou.edu/food/
provides nutritional guidance for the food served in the din-
ing halls. These services include a nutrient analysis that calcu-
lates your caloric intake and a breakdown of the amount of
nutrients and vitamins in your diet. These additional re-
sources will help you to identify any deficiencies in your diet,
and subsequently describe the types of foods that are needed

to balance your eating habits.



165

Communicating as a Freshman
By Natalie Morello

You are moving into your new dorm room as a freshman.
You’re practically running up the three flights of stairs to your
shared room. It’s empty. You were desperately counting on
making your roommate your new best friend. You unpack
your things and can hear laughter, chattering, and the com-
motion of new students down the hallway. The resident di-
rector comes in and tells you that your roommate will no
longer be living with you, and you will have the room all to
yourself. Your heart sinks. Politely you tell your resident di-
rector thanks and quietly unpack your belongings.

There are many ways to handle this, but you chose to stay
silent. One possibility would be to ask your resident director
if you can move in with someone else in the same situation.
Another good option would be to go down the hallway and
introduce yourself to your new dorm mates. Communication
would have saved you.

The best way to acquire good communication skills,
whether with peers or superiors, is just like anything else.
Practice. Practice. Practice. Communication can be through
writing, it can be verbal, or it can be through body language.
To get comfortable with anything is through experience.

That’s why it is imperative for you to communicate your feel-
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ings, opinions, and ideas.

Verbal communication would have solved the previous
problem. Initiating conversation is many times best accom-
plished by a question. This is because most people have an
answer, and have you ever met a person who didn’t like to
talk about themselves? It is also a good simple way to get to
know someone. Try starting with simple questions like, “How
are you?” or “What are you up to today?” Make sure you are
making eye contact, otherwise the person you are talking to
may assume that you don’t care for an answer or are uninter-
ested. Eye contact isn’t necessary the entire time but surely
for the majority of conversation. This applies when talking to
peers, professors, and everyone else. You won’t see profes-
sors lecturing while picking their nails or looking at their feet,
so you shouldn’t do it either.

Listening while communicating is certainly just as impor-
tant as speaking, if not more important. How ridiculous
would you feel if the sexy soccer-playing stud down the hall
asked what you were doing later and you responded by say-
ing, “Good, thanks.” It might be hard to take your eyes off
his sweat-glistening chest to listen, but concentrate. Listening
is essential. You can do it.

I can recall sitting in class my first year. It was early in the
morning, and I was daydreaming. It was before my morning

coffee. I knew this particular professor liked to call on stu-
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dents randomly for answers to the questions we would go
through in the book, so I made sure to partially pay attention.
Just as I was thinking about where I was going to work on my
tan after class, I heard my name. I didn’t panic too much be-
cause I knew the guy across the room just answered number
four, so naturally I gave the answer to number five thinking
everything was fine. It turns out the professor was simply
calling on people to go to the board. A couple people chuck-
led, and I was mortified. By the time I got to the board, I had
sweaty palms and a bright red face. From that moment on I
always manage to be in class when I am in class, and listen to
understand, not simply go through the motions.

Body language can communicate .also. There is good and
bad body language communication. Crossing your arms, eye
rolling, and standing with your body faced away from the
communicator are all poor for communication. Eye rolling
may be obvious, but standing with your body even partially
faced away from the communicator may be something you
aren’t aware of. These are not appealing to the person you are
communicating with. You should make eye contact, have
your arms in a neutral position, and be aware of your facial
expressions.

Clear speaking is a great quality of good communication.
People are less likely to keep conversing with an individual if

they have to concentrate too hard and restate what you said



168

in their head to make sense of it. Speak clearly to make it eas-
ier on your listener. This goes along with speaking slowly to
be understood.

If you are too shy or nervous to even initiate communica-
tion as a new freshman, that’s perfectly normal. Remember
that every other freshman is in the same situation you are.
They are probably just as nervous and shy. If no one took
initiative, that would lead us in a very lonely and unsuccessful
college experience. Communication is necessary to make
friends, express opinions in class, maintain a close relation-
ship with distant family and friends, and after college, get and
keep a job.

If it seems futile to worry about developing good com-
munication skills now, think about your first job interview, or
when it comes the time to converse with a client, or in the
more near future, when you make a presentation in class or
need to talk to a professor.

It’s obvious that we could not survive without communi-
cation, and developing your communication skills in college
will greatly benefit you in the future. I encourage all of you to
introduce yourself as soon as possible before the moment
passes you by. I encourage you to answer questions in class,
even if you aren’t positive if your answer is correct. I encour-
age you to get involved in clubs, sports, Greek life, and any

organization that might interest you. Organizations are always
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looking for new members and it could help break you of your
shy tendencies. I encourage you to meet as many people as

you can. Enjoy the next four, or more, best years of your life.
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Move It or Gain It:
A Guide to Avoiding the Freshman Fifteen
By Liz Simonik

Congratulations on graduating from high school and se-
lecting Ohio University to continue your academic career.
Like most of your fellow graduates, you are probably excited
to be going to college. In less than three months, you will be
living on your own for the first time. For many students this
means no curfews, no questions, and no overbearing rules set
by parents. But along with this newfound freedom comes re-
sponsibility and part of that responsibility is keeping your
body healthy.

As a soon-to-be freshman, you have probably heard of a
big rumor out there concerning college weight gain known as
the Freshman Fifteen. The Freshman Fifteen refers to the 15
pounds of weight that the average college freshman gains
during their first year at school. I’'m going to be the bearer of
bad news and tell you that it turns out this is far from a ru-
mor. You may have seen some of your older friends come
home after their first quarter at college looking a little, well,
weighted down. Guess what? Those friends are perfect live
examples of the Freshman Fifteen. Are you scared of experi-
encing a similar fate? Good. That means you are already
aware that it is a possibility and that you would prefer to

maintain your high-school figure. Rest easy, fellow Bobcat, by
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following a few simple guidelines, you will not need to worry
about fitting into your skinny jeans come Thanksgiving break.

A few major pitfalls in college can lead to weight gain for
new freshmen with the most important one being a lack of
exercise. Trying to work out every day, or at least five times
per week sounds simple enough, right? The idea is simple; the
execution is not. As one of Ohio University’s newest stu-
dents, you will have many new obligations, opportunities, and
studies attempting to take place of your time to exercise. This
is why it is crucial to master time management. A great way to
make sure you don’t miss that daily jog is to plan a time to
work out in your academic planner as if it was a mandatory
class. You are also going to want to keep your schoolwork
organized. Incorporating daily studying for each course will
allow you to stay up to date so you won’t have to miss a lot of
workouts towards the end of the quarter to cram for an exam.
Many students find that their workouts relieve stress during
the weeks of midterms and finals. Ohio University has an in-
credible recreational center called Ping that is complete with a
large weight room, four full basketball courts worth of gym-
nasium space, and catrdio, fitness/dance and kickboxing
rooms. No matter how you like to exercise, you can find it at
the Ping Recreation Center. If you don’t like working out in-
doors, or get bored running on the treadmill day after day,

our campus has a bike/jogging/walking path that runs right
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along the Hocking River. Another tip for burning off some of
those extra pizza and beer calories is to avoid the tempting
Baker University Center escalators and walk the stairs on the
outside of the building to class. We have plenty of hills on
our campus, and walking up the steep inclines instead of tak-
ing a roundabout way is another way to get your heart rate
elevated a little bit each day. On some days, of course, you
just do not have time to work out because you have too
much homework. It’s acceptable, and it happens to everyone.
You just need to realize that one skipped workout can lead to
many, and you don’t want the snowball effect being demon-
strated by your growing waistline.

Another pitfall that freshmen encounter during their first
quarter is the dining-hall food. Yes, it is all you can eat, and
no, the food is not fat free. What you eat, when you eat, and
how much you eat can are now all in your control. In order to
avold gaining the Freshmen Fifteen, you need to make smart
decisions about the food you ingest. It is okay to eat junk
food once in a while; however, you will start to gain weight if
you choose to eat fried potatoes at every single meal served at
the cafeteria. Some good food decisions include eating a salad
or vegetables at every meal, eating dessert twice a week or less
often, and drinking water or milk instead of pop. While these
ideas seem simple, they may be hard to follow when you’re

giving what seems like endless options in the dining halls. Just
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remember that whatever you end up eating, eat it in modera-
tion.

In addition to watching what you eat, now that you are in
college you need to also watch what you drink. Many students
start drinking alcohol when they go away to college and don’t
realize how quickly the calories add up during one night of
partying. Realizing that how much beer you drink can and will
cause you to gain weight is a good start. There are several
ways to overcome this obstacle without jeopardizing your
social life. One good idea is to avoid alcohol completely and
just go to parties sober. A second way would be to avoid
drinking before going out or ‘pre-gaming,” and drink only at
the actual party. A third way to avoid gaining too much
weight from drinking would be to drink a glass of water in
between each alcoholic beverage, which will help to limit how
many drinks you have in a night and keep you from getting
dehydrated at the same time.

College life is a unique time in your life when it is okay to
be selfish and worry about yourself. It is a time when you’re
responsible for deciding what’s important to you and how to
balance all of your activities with difficult schoolwork. Eating
healthier, minimizing alcohol consumption, and exercising are
all ways to reduce your chances of gaining the Freshman Fif-
teen, but they will also keep your body healthier in general

and ultimately help you to do your best in school. You will
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experience many benefits from following this health advice
including reduced stress levels, not getting sick as often or at
all, and feeling more energetic and positive. So next time
you’re about to play beer pong for 4 hours straight, buy
Goodfellows Pizza on the way home, and swap your early-
morning run for an extra hour of sleep, remember that all

actions have reactions, and some reactions weigh 15 pounds.
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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 Sat-
urday, 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 re-
member 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, is the guy who 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 Univer-
sity and have never left.

At OU, I never could make up my mind whether to major in English
or Philosophy, so I got a bachelor’s degree with a double major in both
areas in 1980, then I added a master’s degree in English in 1984 and a
mastet’s degree in Philosophy in 1985. Currently, and for a long time to
come, I publish a weekly humorous column titled “Wise Up!” for The
Athens NEWS and I am an English instructor at OU.

Shameless Commetrce
Visit David Bruce’s storefront at
http://stotes.lulu.com/store.phprfAcctID=552168
or
http:/ /stores.lulu.com/bruceb



Works by David Bruce (1954- )

Author: Discussion Guides Series
(Free downloads at <http://stores.lulu.com/bruceb>.)

Dante’s Inferno: A Discussion Guide

Dante’s Paradise: A Discussion Guide

Dante’s Purgatory: A Discussion Guide

Forrest Carter’s The Education of Little Tree: A Discussion Guide
Homer's liad: 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 Stargitl: A Discussion Guide
Jonathan Swift'’s ““A Modest Proposal”: A Discussion Guide
Lloyd Alexander’s The Book of Three: A Discussion Guide
Mark Twain’s Adventures of Huckleberry Finn: A Discussion Guide
Mark Twain’s The Adventures of Tom Sawyer: A Discussion 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
Virgil's “The Fall of Troy”s 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
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William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream: A Discussion Guide

William Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet: LA Discussion Guide
William S'leator’s Oddballs: A Discussion Guide

(Oddballs is an excellent source for teaching how to write autobiographical

essays/personal natratives.)

Author: Retelling of a Classic

Dante’s Inferno: A Retelling in Prose
Homer’s Odyssey: A Retelling in Prose
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The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: 1V olume 3
The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: 1 olume 4
The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 5

Autbor: 500 Anecdotes Series

The Funniest People in Books and Music: 500 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Comedy and Relationships: 500 Anecdotes
The Funniest Pegple in Religion and Families: 500 Anecdotes
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Autbor: Most Interesting Series

The Most Interesting Pegple in Movies: 250 Anecdotes
The Most Interesting Pegple in Politics and History: 250 Anecdotes
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The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, 1 olume 2: 250 Anecdotes
The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, Volume 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 Pegple Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes
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Author: 250 Anecdotes Series

The Funniest People in Art: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Books, 1 olume 2: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Books, 1 olume 3: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Dance: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Families, 1 olume 3: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Families, 1 olume 4: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Families, 1V olume 5: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest Pegple in Families, 1V olume 6: 250 Anecdotes
The Funniest People in Movies: 250 Anecdotes
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The Funniest People in Theater: 250 Anecdotes
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The Funniest People Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes

Editor: Collections of Autobiograpbical Essays

Fantabulous!
The Great American Essay
Happiness!

Life in America: Tales of Love and Langhter
Love and Friendship: Stories About Growing Up
Me, Myself, and My Family and Friends
Outstanding!

These books are collections of autobiographical essays by my students at
Ohio University.
All of these books can be downloaded free at
<http://stotes.lulu.com/bruceb>.
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Author: Philosopbhy for the Masses Series

Philosophy for the Masses:
Interesting Philosophical Arguments About Ethics
Philosophy for the Masses:
Interesting Philosophical Arguments About Metaphysics and More
Philosophy for the Masses:
Interesting Philosophical Arguments About Religion

Author: Additional Free Downloads for Teachers & Students

Free Mark Twain Anecdotes: Large Print Edition
How to Manage Your Money: A Guide for the Non-Rich
How Do I Write a Resume and Cover Letter?
How Can I Write My Own Anecdote Books?
How Do I Write Humor and Satire?
Teaching Problem-Solving: A Fun Activity
How to Teach the Autobiographical Essay Composition Project
Composition Project: Writing an Autobiographical Essay
Composition Project: Writing an Evaluation/Review
Composition Project: Writing A Manual
Composition Project: Writing an On-the-Job-Writing Interview Report
Composition Project: Writing a Famous Plagiarist Report
Composition Project: Writing a Problem-Solving Letter
Composition Project: Writing a Progress Report
Composition Project: Writing a Proposal for a Long Project
Composition Project: Writing a Set of Instructions
Free Writing Handouts
Free Writing Handouts with Anecdotes
Free Writing Handouts with Anecdotes, Volume 2
Writing Tips: How to Write Easier and Better
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