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“Life is about being creative! 

Share your talents with everyone 

and that creativity 

will be shown back to you!” 

 

 Cathy Hennes, 2006 
 
 
 
 

Dedication: 
 

This portfolio is dedicated to my family. Without my family, I would not be 
where I am today. My daughter, Cassiopeia, always keeps me on my toes, 
making sure I’m keeping my house work done, home work done, and keeping 
her occupied. To my mother and father, they knew that I needed to do this to 
become a viable, contributing member of my family. To my SISTOR, Marie, who 
is always here to listen to my ideas and help me to become a better person. 
 
Finally, this portfolio is to my husband. Robert, without your love and support, I 
would not have the opportunity to go back to school. This is the only way I can 
get a new career and you know this is what I need to do. I love you with all my 
heart and dedication. Life will be better once I have my degree and am working 
again. I will be whole again. 
 
Love to all, 
 
Cathy 
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Section 1: The Screenplay 
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What If 
 
Characters: 
Harry: main character, now a 45-year-old white male. He is employed as a Ford 

mechanic. 

John: secondary character, a 47-year-old white male. His job is managing the service 

department for Ford, where Harry works. 

Cassi: love interest for Harry, who is 44 years old. 

 

Time: Present Day in Elyria, OH. 

 

Scene: You start out by seeing Harry in the car, in the passenger’s seat. You don’t 

see him. You just see what he is seeing through the front windshield, on the 

passenger’s side. While they are driving, you hear the radio playing, to their favorite 

country music star. The country passes you by, on your way to the Oh Boy! Restaurant. 

Harry’s friend is driving. He pulls into the restaurant parking lot and parks his car. 

Cut: The scene cuts to them, sitting at a booth in the restaurant.  

The waitress has just come and taken their order. They both order the Super Oh 

Boy! Platter.  

Harry is sitting in the left booth seat and John is sitting on the right. The booth is old-

fashioned, just like the booths used in the 1980s, which is fine with them. They have 

been coming to this restaurant for the past 20 years. 

Harry is sitting, a little hunched over today. He is tired. You see the wrinkles forming 

in his forehead, realizing that he is thinking. Both of his arms lean on the table. He is 
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wearing his usual multi-colored, striped polo shirt and tan pants, along with his black 

loafers. They were always comfortable to him. You also see his hair is blonde, but 

whitening from the years of sun exposure bleaching it. He has freckles all over his face. 

John, on the other hand, is a tanned individual. Even though he is considered to be 

white, he has always had tanned skin from his Hispanic heritage. He doesn’t appear to 

be as old as Harry, even though he is actually two years older. He wears his blue polo 

shirt, black pants, and black shoes. He always dressed to be presentable for business, 

always wanting to present a good image, even off the job. 

Both men work on cars. You can see the wear on their hands that come from the 

cars. They are worn, a little off-colored, maybe from the car oil. 

Cut: Just as we hear them start to talk, the camera flashes to Cassi as she walks 

in to the restaurant.  

She is 44 years old now. Harry realizes she is just as beautiful as the day he first 

saw her. She has long, red hair. Her skin is still fairly smooth, with freckles all over 

them. This shows her Irish heritage. She walks into the restaurant and stops when she 

realizes that Harry is there. Boy, does she miss Harry. She smiles at him. He smiles 

back, looks at John, and goes back to thinking. 

Cut: The scene flashes back to the men. 

Harry: Oh, my God! 

John: What? 

Realizing what Harry is looking at. 

Who’s that? Do you know her? You never told me about her. 
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Harry: I didn’t tell you because I didn’t know you then. I was 22 when I met Cassi. She is 

just as beautiful now as she was then. 

John: What happened? 

Harry: We met through a blind date. I fell in love with her immediately. We did lots of 

stuff together. We rode bikes together, went to concerts. We were perfect for each 

other. We spent time together for almost 6 months. 

John: So, tell me. I know you, Harry. Don’t just keep it in. No wonder why you look so 

deep in thought. 

Harry: I knew this day would come some day. Since we live in the same town, we were 

bound to cross paths. I’m surprised it just took this long. You know how my life is so 

scheduled? Well, being with Cassi, my life didn’t have a schedule. Even though I 

enjoyed all my time with her, I didn’t think it would last. 

John: Last? Why not? You should have made the try. It would have been good. I can 

see how you “sizzle” and you’re not even next to each other. I see how she’s looking at 

you. 

Cut: At this point, the meal comes. You see the waitress deliver the meals and 

serve them to the men. She leaves the screen. 

Harry is nervous about eating in front of Cassi. The scene flashes to Cassi, who is 

looking at Harry. Harry physically looks nervous. He so wants to tell her to come sit with 

them, but because of his nervousness, doesn’t. 

John: Just eat man! She knows that you have to eat. 

Harry: I never did tell you about the time… 

John: What time? What are you talking about? 
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Harry: It was when we were together, we took this road trip. We had always heard about 

the Mansfield Reformatory, with all the hauntings and such. We wanted to just travel 

there and see it for ourselves. 

John: So, what did you do? 

Cut: The scene changes to about 20 years earlier. 

They are driving in a car, down the highway to Mansfield. They see the many farms 

that align the highway. There are many trees and hardly any roads like we see today. 

You hear Harry in the background with his current voice, talking about the trip then. 

You see them driving south, out of Mansfield, stopping at the gas station, and then 

driving north again to find the prison. All the time the movie is playing, you hear Harry. 

Harry: We got in the car. I was unsure about this trip. We would be doing something that 

was not normal for me. But, Cassi suggested the trip, and I couldn’t say no. I just 

wanted to be with her. It was a weekend trip. We didn’t reserve a room anywhere, 

thinking we could get one after we got there. 

You see the two of them in the car, trying to find the way to the prison. 

     On the way there, we got lost. Not realizing exactly where the place was, we ended 

up driving south instead of north. We stopped at a gas station to ask for directions. The 

man told us we were too far south. We had to go back north, toward downtown 

Mansfield, then about three miles north of downtown. 

You see Cassi go into the gas station, where she asks directions, and comes back 

out to the car. Harry is frustrated that they went the wrong way, but goes the correct 

way anyway. 
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     We finally got to the prison. There was some sort of renaissance festival going on, 

because there were a lot of cars and tents and guys and girls in medieval clothing. 

Really weird to us. 

You see them walking around the buildings. Before they get back into the car, the 

scene cuts to the upper window, where the curtains part to show a shadowy figure. 

     So, we started walking around the outside of the buildings. Cassi wanted pictures of 

the buildings. Even during the day, we could feel the eeriness. Cassi swears when we 

left, that she looked at an upper window and saw a figure standing, looking out of it. 

The scene flashes back to the two in the restaurant, eating. 

John: So what happened? Where did you stay? 

Harry: We ended up staying the night. Yep, before you ask. This was our first night 

together. It was very enjoyable. I knew I loved her after that night together. We couldn’t 

find separate rooms, but I don’t think either one of us wanted to be separated. Cassi 

was still a little spooked. So, we watched a movie, ate pizza in the room, and did our 

thing. 

John: Come on, that was 20 years ago. You can “kiss and tell” now. 

Cut: You see the screen flash to Cassi and back to Harry. 

Harry: No, I don’t “kiss and tell.” I really loved her. 

Cut: Just then, you see Cassi walk over to the table. 

Cassi: Hello, Harry. Who’s your friend? 

You see Cassi standing and smiling at Harry, then John. 

Harry: Cassi. This is my friend and co-worker, John. 
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John: Good afternoon, Cassi. Would you like to join us for lunch? We haven’t really 

started eating yet. 

Cassi: Sure. I come here to eat often. But, today, I’m here by myself. 

Cassi sits down next to Harry. 

Cut: The scene expands a little, showing under the table. 

You see Cassi squeeze Harry’s right leg. Harry looks at Cassi and smiles. The “old 

spark” was still there. 

John: Okay. All this mushy stuff is too much. I want to know DETAILS! Why didn’t you 

guys get together after Mansfield? He just told me he loved you. 

Cut: You see the scene cut to Harry, who chokes on his Cola. 

Harry: John! You weren’t supposed to say anything. I told you I don’t “kiss and tell.” 

Besides, I don’t want you to embarrass Cassi. 

Cassi: No embarrassment at all. It was very natural for us to be together. We had been 

dating for about a month. I asked you to take me on that trip because I wanted you. I 

knew we wouldn’t get separate rooms. And I knew the night would be special for both of 

us. Did he tell you about our shower together? 

John: Nooooo. Do tell! 

John sounded more like a girl than a guy. You see the scene go to Harry, then to 

Cassi, who describes the story. 

Harry: John, now you’re embarrassing me! 

Cassi: Well, Harry. I have to be honest. I was in love with you then. AND, I’m in love 

with you now. The shower was very fulfilling for both of us. Of course, you know, to be 
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in the shower, we were both naked. He couldn’t stop looking at me. I thought it was my 

freckles on my butt, but it must have been my nicely-sized boobs. 

John: Okay. I’m excited. I want to hear more. 

Harry: JOHN! 

Cassi: That was it. He washed me and I washed him. I would be a slut if I told you 

EVERYTHING! The rest will be kept between Harry and I. 

You see Cassi give “that” look to Harry. She smiles and he smiles back. 

John: Well. Cassi, you’re just a tease! 

The waitress comes and takes Cassi’s order, which just happens to be, the Super 

Oh Boy! Platter and a cola. 

John: No wonder why you guys mesh. You even order the same. 

Harry: No we don’t! 

John: Yes, you do. She just ordered the same platter we both did. I got a root beer and 

you got a cola. That’s what she got! 

Harry: Oh. 

Cassi: I always knew we were meant for each other. 

Now, Harry really looked concerned. You see him look at John, who also looks 

concerned. 

Cassi: What? What’s the problem? I know we’ll be together again. Maybe not today. 

Cassi, always being easy-going and lighthearted, gives them both a serious look. 

Harry: You see, Cassi, I’m married. As much as I still love you, I’m married to someone 

else. 

Cassi: Oh. I knew that. 
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She says this a little too quickly than she should have. It gave away the fact that she 

was now very upset over this information. Harry looks shocked at the fact he just blurted 

that he still loved her, even though he was married. 

Cut: The screen cuts to just Harry, who now changes his expression to that of 

being calm. 

Harry realizes that is what is making him so serious. He is still in love with Cassi. 

John: So, what are you going to do about it? You say you love Cassi, but you’re married 

to Martha. 

Harry: Yeah. I love her, but it’s not the same. 

Turning to Cassi, who shows a questioning face. 

I met her about a year after we separated. It wasn’t love at first sight, but the sparks 

were there. Oh, not like we had, but just enough. I was 25 at the time and just started 

my job at Ford. I figured I needed someone to be there with me. We don’t have kids, 

and I know we’ve been growing apart. She has her own “things,” and her own friends. 

Many of her friends are male.  

John: So, that’s why you’ve been so strange lately. 

Harry: Well, that. And, I’ve been wondering what if? 

As he says this, he turns to Cassi. 

I always wondered what would happen with you and I. 

Cassi: I always wondered why you didn’t call me. We did a few things after Mansfield, 

but not like our trip. I wondered what happened. 

Harry: I was nervous. I thought you wanted more than I could give at the time. So, when 

you called, I didn’t answer the phone and didn’t call you back. 
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Cassi: That’s so silly. You should have told me. I didn’t realize you thought I was so 

aggressive. 

Harry: Not aggressive, just assertive. You scared me. So, I backed away. 

John: Harry, I’ve never seen you back away from anything. Why her? 

Harry: Because at that time, I was afraid of commitment. 

At that point, Cassi’s lunch arrives and the three of them eat. They finish eating and 

pay for their bills. Harry wants to pay for Cassi’s lunch. 

Harry: Cassi, let me pay for your lunch. Then, can you drive me? I came to lunch with 

John. John, I’m taking the afternoon off. I need to talk with Cassi. 

John: Sure, no problem. You needed an afternoon off anyway. If anyone calls looking 

for you, I’ll let them know you’re busy and can’t come to the phone. 

Harry: Cassi, can we go somewhere and talk? 

Cassi: First, I’ll pay for my own lunch. I didn’t plan on running into you here. Then, when 

I leave, you should be in the passenger’s side, waiting for me. 

Cut: Cassi leaves the table, walks down the counter, and pays her bill. You see 

her walk out of the restaurant. 

Harry: John, don’t look at me that way. It’s not what you think. 

John: What’s not what I think? I know what you’re gonna do. You’re gonna get what 

you’ve wanted for a while. That’s probably why you’ve been so stressed. 

Harry: John, it’s not like that. It’s true I haven’t been with Martha for a while, but that’s 

not it at all. I just want to talk to Cassi. 

John: Yeah, that’s what they all say. 

Cut: The scene cuts to them at the cash register, paying for their bills. 



 

page 13 

Harry: John, thanks for being a good friend, but I know what I’m doing. 

The screen fades after they pay for their lunches and leave the restaurant. 

The screen clears, showing Harry in a car again, but a different car. It appears he is 

now in Cassi’s car, going wherever she is taking them. Harry looks over at Cassi, who 

smiles at him. He smiles back, wondering why he has come with her. You hear her 

favorite country music star playing, Reba McEntire, which appears to be the same 

musician that played before lunch. 

They wind up at a park. He remembers. 

Harry: (thinking to himself) What am I going to say? 

Cassi: So, Harry. Tell me what you have been doing since we parted? 

Harry: I haven’t done much. I haven’t gone really anywhere. I finished my training as a 

mechanic and started working for Ford. Those guys who build the cars are complete 

idiots. So, it’s for guys like me to fix the problems they make. 

Cassi: It appears that you’ve got an important job. 

Harry: Yeah, it does appear that way. I’ve got regular clients who only want me to work 

on their cars. Like the owner of Oh Boy! He only wants me to service his car. 

Both people are sitting in the car and look nervous. They try to catch up with small 

chat, but the tension is so thick, you could cut it with a knife. 

Harry: Look, I know you’re nervous. I’m equally as nervous. Our relationship didn’t really 

have an end, or a closure. 

Cassi: So, what do you want from me? I’ve dated a few people since we parted, but 

never got involved seriously. I always thought you would come to your senses and 

contact me. Deep down, I knew it was over, but I just kept wishing. 
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Harry: Cassi, our relationship was too intense then. I just couldn’t deal with the idea of 

commitment so quickly. I can handle commitment now because I’ve matured immensely 

over the past 20 years. 

Cassi: Do you ever wonder what if? I always ask myself what would have happened if 

you and I would have been good together. 

Harry: I know we would have. With as many differences that we had, we have had 

equally as many similarities. Plus, we always enjoyed each other’s company. 

Cassi: I’m glad we’re getting this time to do whatever we need to do. I really want to kiss 

you. 

Harry: I know you do. And, I want to kiss you too. But, I don’t want to lead you on. As I 

said, I’m married. Yes, my marriage is basically over, but I still don’t want to lead you on 

to something that can’t happen right now. 

Cassi: You know what? Just kiss me. Then, decide what you want to do. 

Harry: That, I can do. I sure do what to kiss you. However, after I kiss you, I’ll want more 

than I can have right now. If you can wait, I will make it happen. 

And they have the most passionate, long kiss they have ever had. They always 

kissed before, but it was different now. They had 20 years experience and maturity that 

backed their kiss. And they both knew it. 

Harry: Wow! I was right. I am still in love with you and can’t take back anything that has 

happened over the past 20 years. But, if you can wait for me, I’ll make sure the next 20 

years, Hell, the next 40 years, will make up for what we lost. 

Cassi: Are you sure? You need to deal with Martha first. Don’t forget, you’re still 

married. And, all we just did was kiss. 
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Harry: Yes, but that kiss made up for the past 20 years of loss. 

Cassi: Yes, I still love you. I’ll just have to wait and see what happens. You have a lot of 

work to do so that we can be together. 

Harry: I will do what I have to. I need to find Martha and talk with her. I know she feels 

the same way I do. This will enable her to do what she’s always wanted to do, travel 

and write. I want to kiss you again. 

Cassi: You know you’ve always had me. Just shut up and kiss me. 

And with that, they kiss again. It is long and sensuous. He squeezes her right breast 

as they are kissing. She stops quickly from the shock, and then gets back into kissing 

Harry. They pull away and hold hands. 

Harry: Cassi, can you drop me off at my job. I can finish up my project for the day and 

get my car to go home. 

Cassi: Of course. You don’t want to have any questions yet. 

The scene finally closes. 

 

To continue this screenplay, Martha is introduced and talks with Harry. Does she 

allow him to divorce her? Does she go on her way to do what she wants? Will Harry and 

Cassi have their “happily ever after?” Only the screenplay can answer these questions. 
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StoryBoard: 
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5-Minute Pitch 
 
It’s today in suburban Northeast Ohio. You see Harry with a friend, enjoying lunch at Oh 
Boy! Restaurant. They order the same meal they’ve gotten for the last 40 years, the 
Super Oh Boy! Platter. Harry is now 70 years old and retired. Harris is a product of his 
scheduled life. He sips his soda and makes a wish about how his life should have been. 
Harry doesn’t live for the moment, always realizing too late what could have been. 
Them, Cassi walked in. He looks at her, and remembers it was to be them. He says, “I 
know that I’m only 70, but it feels like a hundred years for me.” 
 
So, sit back and enjoy this romantic comedy for friends and lovers, young and old, as 
we tell the tale of “What if.” 
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Typed Dialogues 
 

Color Coded: 
 
Margarita Suarez: Red color 
John Wilkes Booth: Blue color 
 
This is the text for Margarita. 

This is the text for John. 

I can’t believe I am talking with the infamous John Wilkes Booth. I thought you died over 
a hundred years ago. 

Nope, girlie. I’m immortal. I’ll live forever. I change my name about every 60 years. I 
even can change the way I look when I change my name. Remember that guy, George 
Washington? Well, that was me. 

No! I don’t believe it. Next you’ll tell me you were Hitler too. 

You gotta it toots! I’ve seen and been involved with most of the world’s events. I was on 
the Titanic when it went down. Those travelers were so stupid to believe that ship was 
unsinkable. Can you believe it? I knew the minute they started using that defective 
steel. This thing’s never gonna make it. But, I wanted to experience being on the ship. 

What happened? How did you make it off that ship alive? 

Duh! Remember? I can’t die. I changed myself into one of the female passengers and 
got a spot on a life boat. Of course, I would never have had the opportunity to die 
anyway. But, I didn’t want to go floating around in that ocean. It was winter you know. I 
would have gotten awful cold. What about you? What’s your story? 

Well, as you can see, I’m in my bathing suit. I really love to swim. And, since we’re in 
Southern California, I wear my suit everywhere. I’m going to try some day to compete. I 
know I’m only 14 now, but I think I can make it to the next Olympics. 

Yeah? You think you’re that good. Well, I had the opportunity to see the first Olympics. 
Not much to look at then. That was before the “Dream Team” turned it into a circus. All 
these guys, who get paid a gazillion dollars, strutting their stuff because the US doesn’t 
have enough amateur players to win a Gold Medal. 

You are so negative. What else have you been involved with? You are so interesting, 
even though you are so nasty. 

Well, I was around when they first started bringing slaves to the United States. The 
name of the country should be the USS, the United States of Slaves. That’s what the 
country was founded on. No matter what anyone says, that’s what I’ll always believe. 
Even though you see me now as a black man, I wasn’t always this way. Remember, not 
only can I change my gender, but I can also change my color. During the seventeen 
hundreds and eighteen hundreds, I was a white man. I had the opportunity to own 
slaves. Even though, at the time, it looked like I owned them, I never sold them. They 
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were always good to me and I was to them. I did buy the slaves, but only to allow them 
to live on my farm. We respected each other. When they needed help, all they had to do 
was ask. Plus, being a family man, my wife and I helped out with the cooking and 
cleaning. We didn’t have any kids. Because I’m immortal, I cannot have kids, at least 
not yet. 

Why can’t you have kids? It seems that everyone should have the chance to have at 
least one. 

You see, I have only been in existence about three hundred years. I cannot procreate 
until I’m five hundred, or if someone is approved by the elders. You could be that, but I 
hesitate because of your age. 

Well, don’t hesitate because I don’t do it with immortals. I want someone who I can fall 
in love with and have kids and die together. Besides, you think you’re doing me a favor 
because you’re immortal. What happens to the kid? 

The kid becomes a demi-immortal. They can’t change like I do, but they live forever. 

I don’t want no kid living longer than me! They need to live a normal, human life. 

Don’t worry. You’re not old enough! 

How old do you think I am? I’m a lot older than you think. 

I think you’re about 16. 

Well, I’m 17! So there! 

Okay, tell me about you. Who are you and what do you do? 

My name is Margarita Suarez. I am born from Cuban refugees. They came over on a 
raft from Cuba in 1973. I was born 2 years later in the US. My parents are illegal 
immigrants, but they are trying to change that. 

I see. 

I don’t think you do. Mom and dad have struggled, keeping hidden for the last 19 years, 
so me and my brothers would have a better life. We were all born here but mom and 
dad. 

So what about you? 

I’m an American citizen. Since I was born here, I belong here. Now, I’m working toward 
graduating and going to college. I will be getting a scholarship for swimming. Plus, if I 
win this race, I’ll get prize money for mom and dad. They can live a better life after I win. 
So, how did you come to be in the US. 

I told you. I came over from Europe on the Titanic. Since I was able to change into a 
female, I got saved on a life boat. I was one of the survivors on the Carpathia, but once I 
got on the ship that saved us, I disappeared below deck and changed back into a man. 

Wow! You’re life has been exciting. My life is sooooooo boring. I go to school. I come 
home and do homework. I eat, do dishes, and go to bed. I can’t wait to have an 
interesting life like you do. But, when I go to college, I don’t know what I want to do. 
Who do I want to be when I grow up? 
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Well, toots. Don’t ask me! I could tell you, but then I would be playing God. I don’t like 
him much. He’s too conceited. 

You mean to say you know the future? You know God? 

Yep. One of the bro’s. You know this isn’t the only planet with life he created. 

No. Tell me more. I’ve always been interested in aliens. 

Aliens you say. Well, I guess I’m one of those so called “aliens” you’re talking about. 
These life forms don’t like to be called aliens. Just because they aren’t human doesn’t 
mean you should be calling them aliens. There are millions of life forms in the universe. 

Really? 

Yes. Have you ever seen the Star Trek and Star Wars movies? Well, life forms like that 
exist in the universe. Those guys who wrote those movies knew what they were talking 
about. I can change into any one of those forms. 

Ew. Don’t change. Stay looking like a human. Do these al-er life forms live like we do? 

They sure do. Oh, they live a little differently, but for the most part, they live the same 
way. 

Oh. 

Take for instance, the Hootin-Holler. 

The what? 

The Hootin-Holler. It’s a creature that looks like a bird, but lives like a human. They eat 
food like humans do, all but avian-type food. No chicken for them. 

What kind of bird? 

Well, let me think. It looks like a Crane. It has long legs, long feathers. At the end of 
their wings, where you have arms, they have fingers, like you have hands and fingers. 

That’s wild. Do they “do it” like humans? 

No, that’s where they’re different. They lay huge eggs that will hatch into the baby 
Hootin-Hollers. 

I would love to see one someday, but not anytime soon. 

You’re a chicken! 

No, I’m not, I’m just cautious. Do they like to swim? 

I’m not sure. I’ve never really seen one up close. Just from magazines. 
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Dialogue #2 
Color Coded: 
 
Diane: Orange color 
Horace: Green color 
 
This is the text for Diane. 

This is the text for Horace. 

Bzzzzz! What’s up Diane? I hear you’re a Muse. What’s wrong? 

Yeah! I’m a muse. But even I have problems every once in a while. Like today. I’m 
trying my hardest to write a new screenplay, but it just doesn’t want to come out. And, 
my sister muses are laughing at me because I’ve got the human “writer’s block.” 

That’s so sad. Bzzzzzzzzz. Can I help you? You know you can write about me. Even 
though I’m only a Mayfly and will die tomorrow, I can help you today. 

Hmmmm! Very interesting. Maybe we can tell the story of a mayfly and how it lives for 
that one day. 

Well, maybe you can come up with a way to allow me as a mayfly to live longer than 
one day. What do you say? 

Nah! I’ll still keep thinking. Maybe we can brainstorm ideas about what to do my 
screenplay on. 

Okay. Let’s start. Let’s think of specific categories of stuff before we go to the story. If 
you know what type of story you want to create, it will be easier to create it. 

Sure. I think I like romantic comedy. I always like it when the girl gets the guy in the end. 
I always cry at those kinds of movies. But, we’ll talk about how he keeps missing the girl 
throughout his life until the end. 

So, what kind of rating do you want for this screenplay? Remember, you need to decide 
what audience to write this screenplay for. 

I think anyone should be able to see it. 

No, that’s not what I meant. What will the rating be? 

Oh. I’m thinking it will be rated PG. There might be a little cursing, but other than that, 
not much that anyone of any age couldn’t see. Plus, the kids aren’t gonna wanna watch 
this. Remember, kids don’t like mushy lovey-dovey stuff. 

Yeah. Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. Romance. How wonderful. It’s too bad I’m just a bug 
because I think you’re beautiful. BzzzBzzzzzzBzzzzzz! 

Now, cut that out. You’re just a bug, but you’re helping me get this story done right. How 
many characters should there be? 

There should be at least two major characters. The others can come and go as the 
progression of the story commences. Remember, the same people do not have to be 
part of the main character’s entire life. 
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Oh. That sounds great. Now, I have to think. Should the main character be the guy or 
the girl? No. Don’t tell me. I want to think about this first. Let’s just talk about other 
things first. So, tell me. Why do you only live for one day? 

I don’t know. I’m not god. So, I don’t know. All I know is that I am a mayfly, here to live 
for one day. I do everything I’m supposed to in one day. By tonight, I’ll be middle-aged. 

That’s so sad. Let me talk to someone to see if we can get your death extended by one 
day. 

Geez. Bzzzzzzzz. That would be great. Then, I would be able to help you longer. 

Yeah. You could sit on my shoulder and talk to me more. I’ve been enjoying our time 
together. I know I’m a muse and can’t fall in love, but I enjoy being with you. 

Yes. I enjoy your company too. 

I’ll really miss you when you go. Say, since we’re best friends, is there anything I can do 
for your passing. I’ll wait on my screenplay. 

I don’t know what you can do. I’m so small, there’s no need for a box. I guess just flush 
me down the toilet. 

Oh. That sounds so sad. 

Sad, but okay. 

Why don’t you want me to bury you? 

Bzzzz. Because I’m so small, there’s no where to bury me that would be good enough. 

I know. I’ll put you in a small container, like a Tupperware smidget and bury you in my 
backyard. That way, you’ll always be nearby. 

What backyard? I didn’t know you had a house with a backyard? 

Well, it’s actually a side yard. You know, there’s lots of muses up there for every little 
thing. We’re losing space fast. So, I had to get a house built with a yard before all the 
land was taken. 

Geez. Seems like you have the same problems that humans have here on Earth. 

Earth? I didn’t realize we were on Earth. Let’s go to my house in the Muse Land. 

I don’t think I can go there. I think I would surely die the instant I got there. You muses 
have such beautiful stuff that I would die from the brilliance. 

Nah. We’re just like ordinary humans. We just live in a different place. But, no one else 
can see us. It’s another plane of existence. You’re lucky you’re able to perceive me at 
all. Must be because you’re especially in tuned with the world for your day of living. 

It must be. I’m getting so tired now. Can you sing to me? 

Well, I’m really not that kind of muse, but I can think of a song to sing to you. It’s called 
100 Years. 

Perfect for me. Bzzzzzzzz. I wish I could live 100 years. 

I'm 15 for a moment 
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Caught in between 10 and 20 
And I'm just dreaming 
Counting the ways to where you are  
I'm 22 for a moment 
She feels better than ever 
And we're on fire 
Making our way back from Mars  
15 there's still time for you 
Time to buy and time to lose 
15, there's never a wish better than this 
When you only got 100 years to live  
I'm 33 for a moment 
Still the man, but you see I'm a they 
A kid on the way 
A family on my mind  
I'm 45 for a moment 
The sea is high 
And I'm heading into a crisis 
Chasing the years of my life  
15 there's still time for you 
Time to buy, Time to lose yourself 
Within a morning star  
15 I'm all right with you 
15, there's never a wish better than this 
When you only got 100 years to live  
Half time goes by 
Suddenly you’re wise 
Another blink of an eye 
67 is gone 
The sun is getting high 
We're moving on...  
I'm 99 for a moment 
Dying for just another moment 
And I'm just dreaming 
Counting the ways to where you are  
15 there's still time for you 
22 I feel her too 
33 you’re on your way 
Every day's a new day...  
15 there's still time for you 
Time to buy and time to choose 
Hey 15, there's never a wish better than this 
When you only got 100 years to live 
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Dialogue #3 
Color Coded: 
 
Mrs. Peters: Purple color 
Abe Lincoln: Green color 
 
This is the text for Mrs. Peters. 

This is the text for Abe. 

So, Abe. Can I call you Abe? Or should I call you Mr. Lincoln? 

No. Abe is fine. All my friends call me that. I’m ready for my speech. 

What speech? I thought you were reciting some poems? Who is your favorite author? 

My favorite author is Richard Wilbur? You know, he grew up on a 400-acre farm. 
Because the farm was so massive, the only other kids around was his brother. So, he 
learned all about the work that was done on a farm and learned about nature. That is 
why many of his poems are about nature. He has had a very long poetic career. 

You know, I did hear that. I think his poems are very good too. I especially like the poem 
“A Storm in April.” Living in Ohio, there’s always a chance of a last-minute snow storm 
even after spring has sprung. Look, there’s my kitty Patches. Boy is she shedding her 
fur. Every time I work on my computer, she likes to jump up on the table and follow my 
cursor on the screen. Maybe that’s why they called it a “mouse.” It turns on a cat! 

Well, isn’t that special? I’m still ready for my reciting. Hey, did you know that Richard 
Wilbur is still alive? 

No. Do tell. 

Yes. Just this past April, he won one hundred thousand dollars for a poetry award. Can’t 
remember what the award was, but his story was on the USA Today website. Sure wish 
I could win that kind of money! 

But, Abe. You’re rich. 

Not any more. All that money was secret confederate money, that’s worth nothing now. 
Even then, it really wasn’t worth anything. It sure would be good. But, let me go out and 
say my poem. 

Ummmm. Abe. Are you going out looking like that? 

Like what? I’m dressed, aren’t I? 

Yeah. But, you’re in leather shorts and a Hawaiian-flowered top. And, you’re wearing 
alligator boots. Are you sure you want to be a spectacle like that? 

Yeah. I was always the flashy dresser when I was the president. I want to keep 
appearances up. So, where do I go to get to the stage? 

Abe. I really must insist that you dress-down into something more respectable. Black 
dress pants and a nice polo shirt would do the trick. 
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Yeah. But people won’t remember what I did in a hundred years. Remember, people 
remember me because of my tall, black hat. 

Okay. You win. I just don’t want to hear it when you’re booed off the stage. 

Now, where is that poem? 

Abe. You’re reciting the poem. You should have the poem memorized by now. You’ve 
had six weeks to remember it. And, you only had to remember one, 33 line poem. How 
could it have been that difficult? 

It wasn’t at all. I really enjoyed it. First, I recorded myself on my iPod. Then, I listened to 
it over and over again, just like a song. Now, I remember this one song. I’ll never forget 
that song. Now, how does it go? Oh, here it is: “There are places I remember, all my life, 
though some have changed…” 

Abe, you have to recite a poem, not a song. But, that was a pretty song. What is it? 

The song is “In My Life” sung by Bette Midler. I think it was a Beatles song first, though. 

Hmmm. You are really into music, aren’t you? 

Yep. I REALLY enjoy music. You know, I’ve got a computer at home too. Got to with my 
iPod. It stores ALL my music, when I want to listen to it. I can even take it in my car and 
not have to listen to my radio. I just bought an awesome little gadget that will allow me 
to filter my iPod songs into the radio. That way, I can play my own playlists and not have 
to deal with any commercials. 

Wow. I think I need to get one. I just hate listening to commercials with my music. But, 
isn’t that what satellite radio is all about? No commercials, just music. 

Well, with satellite, you have to pay for a subscription, plus, you have to buy the 
equipment. With my iPod, I was able to just buy equipment and use my discography. 

Huh? 

My library collection of music. That is what a discography is. 

Oh. 

Plus, I can listen to my iPod anywhere. I can take it in the car, listen to the library 
through my computer with the gadget. I can take it with me to the campground and on a 
plane. 

Now, I definitely want one of those things. 

I got a HUGE deal on my gadget. I was able to purchase one of the original versions as 
a demo model. It was $250, but holds more of the music I want than the newer ones. 
Oh, there is one that is a little larger, but doesn’t have the capability to voice record like 
this one does. 

Oh, I think that would be very interesting to be able to record your voice. Hey, I think 
you’re running late for your poetry recital. 

Oh, that’s okay. I think everyone left anyway. Who wants to hear me talk poetry? 

But, poetry is a necessary art form. 
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Nah. Poetry is good to read and analyze, but who wants to hear it? 

Everyone. We’re just talking about music for the last page and half. What do you think 
song lyrics are? 

Eh? 

Well, song lyrics are just poems put to music. My favorite song poems are country. My 
favorite reciter is Reba McEntire. 

Is that so? I think she grew up in my town. 

I’m not so sure of that. She’s from the south somewhere. Weren’t you born and raised in 
Illinois? 

Oh, yeah. That’s right. But when I was born, that area looked like the south. All woods, 
very little towns. Even when there were towns, they were shabby, compared to the 
growth of today. 

Yep. There’s a lot of development going on. There’s so many more people alive now 
than then. People are also living longer now adays. 

Yep. I found a fountain of youth and have been able to live over a hundred years. 

I thought you were a little on the old side. But, you take to technology very well. 

Yep. I’m ready for my recital now. 

But, Abe. Everyone’s left. 

That’s okay. It will be a practice run for the real thing. “I can love you like that, I would 
make you my world…” 

Wait, Abe. That still isn’t your poem. That’s a song. But, it sounds very good. 

Thanks. 
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7 out of 10 Scenarios for Story 
 
Characters:  
Paul: a 15-year-old male 
Frank: 35-year-old father to Paul 
 
 

It’s a hot, sweaty, Friday in June. Paul and his father Frank are waiting in the 

funeral procession, waiting to leave for the cemetery where they will lay Paul’s mother 

to rest. The day is very hot, and their car doesn’t have air conditioning. They have the 

windows down, but since they are waiting, you can see the sweat rolling down on their 

faces. Not a good day to have to wear a suit. 

While the car is sitting in the funeral home parking lot, Paul sees another funeral 

procession pass by. He thinks to himself, “I wonder who died? Were they famous?” He 

thinks about the procession driving in front of his own, as a swarm of flies shoot through 

their open windows. One lands on his left cheek, wanting the sweat puddling on the 

cheek. Paul swats at the fly, who instinctively jumps from the cheek and takes off, 

following his fly-friends. 

“Damn woman! Why couldn’t she die in the winter? At least I wouldn’t have a 

problem with wearing this hot suit then. I would be comfortable then!” Frank said, a little 

too loud for his son to hear. 

“What do ya mean, dad? Mom was sick for a long time!” Paul said. 

“Yes, son. You’re mom was very sick. I’m just saying why couldn’t she hold on 

just a little longer? I didn’t mean it to come out that way.” Frank says to Paul. 

Paul is silent, thinking about what his father said and what he actually meant. He 

knows how sick his mom was, having ALS and all that, but it was going to hurt not to 



 

page 34 

have her around. He doesn’t want his dad to know how upset he really is. Every kid 

needs their mom. Now, his mom was gone. 

“Dad, now what will you do since mom’s gone? She’s really been gone for some 

time now. Are you gonna shack up with the first blonde you find?” Paul asks his father. 

“Watch your mouth! I brought you into this world and I can take you out! What are 

you trying to do, saying something like that on this day! I loved your mother!” Frank said 

sternly. 

“Yes, but, dad, I can remember when I was a kid that you weren’t around much. 

Mom always said you were on business trips. I didn’t know what kind of job you had. 

But, I always caught mom in your bedroom at night crying. She thought I was in bed 

sleeping, but I would sneak up and hear her from behind her partially shut door. Then, I 

would go back to my room and cry myself to sleep,” he said. 

“Every time I would go back to my room, because it was dark, I would trip on the 

steps. I always forgot my bedroom was two steps down from your level. Why did you 

build the house that way?” 

“Son, I didn’t build the house, or pay someone to build the house. We purchased 

this house when you were two years old. At the time, we didn’t think there would be any 

issues with the steps, but it seems now there is. I wondered where all those bruises 

came from on your knees. You weren’t into wrestling or anything.” Frank said. 

Just then, the procession in front of them passed. They were able to get their 

own procession started. Being the family, but not having enough money for a limousine, 

they drove their car directly behind the hearse, heading to the cemetery. It wasn’t very 

far, just a few miles to go. But, it was the worst trip of all. Frank was about to bury his 



 

page 35 

wife of 20 years. Paul was about to bury his mom, the caregiver that could never be 

replaced. 

They arrived, and the two ambled to where they casket would be buried. Before 

anyone else got there, they peered over the edged, looking into the hole. They each 

had thoughts of their own at this point. 

“I’ll end up in a hole like this some day,” Frank said. 

“Do I really want to end up in a hole like this some day,” Paul said. 

They waited for the funeral to be over and the casket to be lowered. Then, they 

walked to their car and drove away, to a future without mom and wife. 
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Section 2: Poetry 
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The Money Pit (a Kyrielle) 
 
How beautiful the house outside, 
But what is it trying to hide? 
Why didn’t we know the seller lied? 
Welcome to the Money Pit. 
 
With windows some 50-years-old, 
Windows that won’t keep out the cold, 
Windows that cost more than gold. 
Welcome to the Money Pit. 
 
The toilet that would not flush, 
The tub faucet that would not hush, 
The drain pipe fell apart in a rush. 
Welcome to the Money Pit. 
 
We’ve learned our lesson, yes indeed. 
We’ve learned our lesson and take heed. 
An inspection is what we’ll need. 
Welcome to the Money Pit. 
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What’s That Sauce? (a Rondeau) 
 
What’s that sauce all over your face; 
It’s also made a mess of this place. 
It’s red and sticky and yummy; 
Eat it and fill your tummy. 
Why it must be from the BBQ sauce. 
 
That meat didn’t last, not even past grace. 
We were all pigs in this BBQ race. 
We ate it all, and became very chummy. 
                    What’s that sauce? 
 
We at it all in our haste 
And even got sick with no waste. 
There’ll be no dessert, not even a gummy. 
We’ll rest our tummies and play some rummy. 
                    What’s that sauce? 
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The Life of a Cartoon Princess (a Sestina) 
 
Cassi once lived for she was a princess; 
Like no other human, because she was only a cartoon 
Character. Cassi wanted a real life, 
But she would lose her red-haired 
Crop. Cassi loved to make people laugh, 
While wearing her ruby-red shoes. 
 
Everyone loved the shoes, 
And Cassi who was the princess. 
I know how to laugh, 
As much as any character of cartoon. 
I am red-haired, 
And I live a full life. 
 
Every day, as I live my life, 
I long to be different, to wear blue shoes, 
To be black-haired and not red-haired. 
I don’t want to be a princess 
Or continue to be a cartoon, 
But I still want to fill the world with laughs. 
 
Cartoons are a huge comedic laugh. 
Everyone needs a good laugh to have a long life. 
Cassi enjoys living in her cartoon, 
Living everyday with her ruby-red shoes. 
I’ll never change from being a princess, 
And my crop will always be red-haired. 
 
Many characters you’ll find red-haired. 
They are comedians, who share a laugh. 
Cassi only a cartoon princess, 
But I want a human life! 
I’ll give up my ruby-red shoes 
And no longer be a cartoon. 
 
I’ll never be human, just a cartoon. 
I’ll always be red-haired 
And wear these ruby-red shoes. 
Cartoons are a riot, a huge laugh. 
Everyone laughs at my life 
Because I am the comedic princess. 
 
Cassi is a cartoon, who gives us a laugh. 
I will always be red-haired and live my life. 
I will wear these shoes and be a comedic princess. 
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Daddy’s Little Girl (a Portrait Poem) 
 
She is daddy’s little girl. She is the only one 
But loved by all. 
Acting like a little lady, while wearing 
Dresses is her priority. 
She knows she is growing up, with her future 
Bright at hand. 
With her blue eyes, dimples, and red hair, 
She knows she is popular with her friends. 
Her red hair is a true indication she is 
Mischievous and gets into a lot of trouble. 
With her blue eyes and glasses, intelligence fills 
Her days at home and school. 
Her future is very bright; the pride of dad 
And mom alike. 
No matter who she chooses to be, 
We will always love her. 
She is Cassi, short for Cassiopeia, 
And our daughter. 
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The Life of Love (a Villanelle) 
 
All my tears have dried away. 
On my bed, I wonder why? 
Will new love come my way? 
 
You deceived me every day. 
Our love was just a lie, 
But now all my tears are dried away. 
 
I’ll get over you some day. 
I may still need a good cry. 
Will new love come my way? 
 
Seasons will come and pass my way. 
We’ll go on and live our lives 
Because all my tears have dried away. 
 
Some day soon there’ll be a “Hey,” 
Hey from an interested guy. 
New love will come my way! 
 
Life continues, yes it may, 
A tough and important try. 
All my tears have dried away. 
New love has come today. 
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Wilbur Timeline Insert 
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Section 3: Non-Fiction 
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As the Wheels Turn 
 

I saw the blue bike, looking to see if the owner was out. It was 6pm, and their 

garbage was at their driveway end. Blue was there. I looked at it, then at the house. 

Would they mind? I looked again. I looked a third time. Then… 

It was a warm, Sunday afternoon in Elyria, Ohio. Elyria is a suburb approximately 40 

minutes west of Downtown Cleveland, Ohio. It wasn’t hot enough for air conditioning but 

warm enough to be slightly above comfortable. 

Our home is nestled in a residential area, just off Lake Avenue, which is near Route 

113, Route 57, and the Ohio Turnpike. Our house address is 375 High Street, which is 

odd for the home. According to Rob, that’s my husband, the house address should 

correspond to where the front door faces. So, I have asked him, “Shouldn’t our address 

be Penfield Avenue?” To this, he has no reply. 

Sundays in Elyria signifies garbage day; the day AND night residents in Elyria take 

their garbage to the road. So, all day we see the trucks clamor up and down our streets, 

looking for hidden treasures. In one truck, we find an old washer, a bent up children’s 

slide, and other metal items. We think he’ll be able to make a few bucks from the scrap 

metal. We know this must be a weekly ritual for him because we’ve watched him pass 

our house at least three times in 10 minutes. There seems to be an unspoken rule that if 

it’s at the road for garbage, anyone else can take said items for free. I’ve heard of 

amazing find in the garbage, from televisions, lawn mowers, furniture, antiques. You 

name it. I’ve just never taken anything from the garbage before. Rob has. The old lawn 

mower we’ve now had for the past seven years, but I digress. That’s another story. 
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Today is Sunday, which is also the day Cassi, that’s our daughter, comes home from 

Pa’s and Nana’s house. They live in Cleveland and have her over regularly. This 

weekend, she went Friday night until Sunday. As Cassi puts it, “I get 2 sleepovers.” This 

signifies she’s there two nights. 

So, this is now Sunday. After Rob comes home from work in the morning, (you see, 

he’s a nurse), he goes to bed for the day. Because I am sick, I sit in my recliner and go 

back to sleep until 1:30 pm. I get up and realize I slept half the day away! I start by 

making a banana cream pie. While cooking, I invite mom and dad to dinner. I tell mom 

I’m making roast beef, potatoes, veggies, and bread. Why not come to dinner? They 

were bringing Cassi home anyway. 

They got here, and we ate dinner. Just a typical dinner that was completely ready in 

three hours! 

After dinner, I took mom to my Target. The store is right around the corner, and mom 

wanted to buy something for her bed. She was able to get it without having to make an 

additional stop on the way home. 

But, mom drove. 

On the return trip, mom took a different route to get to my house. Since our street is 

just off Lake Avenue, there are a number of different ways to get there. Instead of taking 

Bell Avenue to Penfield Avenue, we took Courtland Street to Penfield Avenue. 

After turning onto Courtland, my eyes caught a glimpse of a blue bike in someone’s 

garbage. It was right on the right. We got home, and I immediately ran into the house, 

looking for Rob. 

“Rob, where are you?” I asked. 
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“I’m in the bathroom,” is what I heard coming from a shut bathroom door. 

“Well, hurry up. Someone’s got a bike in their garbage. It looks good!” I shouted at 

him. 

And I couldn’t wait for him. The bike was right around the corner. I walked to it. I 

figured Rob would hurry and bring the car. Excitement filled the air at a prospect of a 

new bike for us. Now that Cassi can ride her own bike without training wheels, we both 

need bikes to ride with her. 

I got to the end of my street and make ready to turn right onto Courtland. Here 

comes Cassi and dad, who have been taking a walk. 

Cassi says,” Where’re you going?” 

I tell them both there’s a bike down this street in the garbage. “I’m going to look at it,” 

I tell her. 

They start to follow me. Half way to Blue, dad says he has to turn back for the house 

to go to the bathroom. 

“I wanna stay with mommy,” Cassi insists. 

“No, you go back with Pa. I have to go across the street,” I tell her. 

“No!” is all she says as she stomps a foot, with putting her nose in the air, cross ing 

her arms, and shutting her eyes. 

“I can stay right here,” she then says a little more calmly. 

Now it’s my turn to give out orders, “Move it right now!” is all I have to say. She 

knows to move when she hears my “Drill Sergeant” tone of voice. 

After being very mad, Cassi goes with Pa back to the house. 
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I was on a reconnaissance mission. I didn’t want anyone to yell at me as I took the 

bike from someone’s garbage. This was the first time taking something from someone’s 

garbage. I know other people do it, but I didn’t want to get yelled at. 

I stand there, across the street, looking at it. From that distance, I want to make sure 

the bike is worth taking. The bike is turquoise blue and black. The tires appeared to be 

new. Blue looks like it is in excellent shape. Hesitating to make sure no one was out, I 

walked across the street. I place my hands on the handle bars… 

I took it! 

I pushed the bike home. As the wheels are turning, I look at the bike again. The tires 

looked new, and the bike relatively new overall. It just needed a seat! 

Back at the corner of my street, Rob finally shows up. I think to myself, “He sure did 

take a long time in the bathroom.” 

“Why didn’t you take the wagon?” he asks. 

“Because it was easier to walk,” I say. 

It was easier to walk. I didn’t want to gain added attention with the car, which is red. 

We get the bike home and look it over again. It is a little dusty, and the tired are flat. 

Rob inflates the tires and takes it out for a quick test ride. 

“Some screws need tightening, but otherwise looks good,” Rob says. 

At this point, mom and dad go home. 

“Wanna go out driving?” Rob asks. 

“Sure,” I say. 

We go out driving in our area, but don’t find anything else worth taking. While out, 

we go to our local Wal-Mart. We want to price the bike against others at the store and 
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buy a new seat. The seat, which is the top-of-the-line model with gel inserts, is $19.98 

plus sales tax. There are similar bikes at Wal-Mart priced as much as $159.95 plus 

sales tax. Our goal is two more bikes to ride with Cassi. We have saved $160 plus sales 

tax on one bike. We have spent $21 dollars for a bike seat. 

Now. We just have to find one more bike! With the high prices of stuff these days, 

anything that can be gotten for almost free is a good deal. 

We’ll roll the wheels again this weekend to see if we can find another bike to make 

three. Then, we can ride together as a family! 
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The Plain Dealer and Me 
 

So, this past Friday, which was Friday, March 30, we took a field trip to The Plain 

Dealer. For those of you who might not know of the newspaper, it's the main newspaper 

for Cleveland, Ohio. We had an opportunity to sit in on their 4 p.m. Editor's Meeting. 

This meeting determines what stories will be on the front page of the first section of the 

newspaper for the next morning. They also showed photos and decided which stories 

could wait a day or two. 

They went around the room and talked about the different segments of the 

newspaper. There was a story that was going to be on the front page, that also had 

additional information and photo slide show on their website, www.cleveland.com. They 

turned to us as visitors and asked if we had ever viewed additional information like that 

on their website. One of the editors argued that they wouldn't know about the slide show 

until they read the newspaper. Well, he asked again. Plus, he asked us how the website 

worked for us, were we able to search, etc. 

I told him that I've never seen slide shows or anything like that from the website. 

Plus, it was very difficult to search. I had however been able to find information I was 

looking for by doing a "google" search (but I use Yahoo!). I had been able to find pages 

through Yahoo!, but was unable to find them directly through cleveland.com. The 

website really SUCKS for search capabilities. He didn't like that answer. But, one of the 

editors also agreed with what I said about search capabilities. 

Then, he asked us if any of us were journalism majors. There were five of us from 

class. Because not all of us could go, the instructor gave us 3 extra credit points for 

going. Anyway, we all said no. I elaborated that, No, I wasn't a Journalism major, but I 

http://www.cleveland.com/
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was an English major. I guess he was really offended because he grunted and dropped 

the entire subject. That was it for talking with the editors. 

The whole point of going was a networking opportunity for us. They were supposed 

to be giving us their business cards for coming for when we graduated. Well, I bit my 

tongue, which I should not have done, in hindsight. After, I told my instructor that I 

wanted to tell him that just because I was an English major doesn't mean that I didn't 

like to write. I love to write, ANYTHING. I'm also getting A's in this class because I do 

like to write. The instructor told us we should have argued back to get them to listen to 

us. I just figured I was showing respect. GUESS I WAS WRONG! 
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Section 4: Fiction 
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A Letter to Jason 
 
June 15 

Dearest Jason, 

I found out that you got married some time over the past few years. Did you take 

a while to find someone after we broke up? And now your mom has her first grand child. 

What a joy for her! I miss your parents very much. They were so kind to me. It does 

seem like it took a while for you to find someone. What happened? 

I am very happy for you. When we parted almost 10 years ago, I now realize I 

was very mean to you. It should not have ended the way that it did. In hindsight, I know I 

was wrong, and I’m sorry. You wanted me to be and do things that I just couldn’t do. 

You never realized how hard it was for me to look for a job in a city that I didn’t really 

know. You never offered to move in with me or help me at all. You just wanted me 

there, which is what I wanted, to be with you.  

But, with my educational background and the salary I needed, to be there, it just 

wasn’t happening. I would have had to get an apartment by myself that was going to 

cost more than $800 a month. I was only spending $200 a month here. I would have 

had to get a car, which I didn’t need one here, along with paying for insurance. There 

was no reason for me to have to spend the money that I didn’t feel I needed to spend. 

Also, did you not realize a major change was going on for me with my job in 

Cleveland? I was getting my opportunity to travel, which was what I wanted to do. I think 

at that time, we were going separate paths. You were finished with school and looking 

for a job. I had a career that was taking me where I wanted to go. 

So, I felt that we needed to part. But, it should have been calmer than it was. 
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Just six months after we parted, I met someone and got married. By the time I 

met him, I realized I was to remain in Cleveland, finding someone close to me. He 

supported what I wanted to do and no qualms about my traveling and investing my life 

in my career. So, I traveled for three years, visiting places like Phoenix/Scottsdale, 

Sedona (in Arizona), Vero Beach (in Florida), Chicago, Long Island, and Princeton 

(back to my home area). Unknowing, I got pregnant after I stopped traveling. At the 

time, I was really unsure about having a child, but now realize it was the right thing. 

Over the past year and a half, there have been dreams that haunt me at nights, 

because of how things were left. In one dream, and this was after I knew you got 

married, I was at your parent’s house, talking with your mom. She told me that she 

wished you and I were still together. She really liked me and still did. Plus, she didn’t 

like your wife because she wasn’t like me at all. In reality, I’ve read on a web site that 

she is more like me than my dream wants me to think. 

There is a song I’ve been listening to that, for whatever reason, makes me think 

of you. The words don’t seem to match my thinking of you, but the music does. About 

the time we were parting, I became a fan of Reba McEntire. She is a country music 

singer, not someone you would listen to typically. The lyrics of her songs get to my 

heart, which I sincerely enjoy. This song is called, “The Greatest Man I Never Knew.” It 

starts like this: 

“The greatest man I never knew 

Lived just down the hall 

And everyday we say hello 

But never touched at all 



 

page 54 

He was in his paper 

I was in my room 

How was I to know he thought 

I hung the moon…” 

 

About a year and a half ago, I “googled” your name to see where you might be 

and what you might be doing. I found this web site, called hometheaterforum.com, 

which I find you’ve been quite prolific, participating in the message board daily. Within 

these pages, I found out that you find a woman around 2001, married her some time in 

2003, and have just recently had a child. With all your/her references to literature, she 

seems to be just like me because of the fact that I’m now pursuing my degree in 

English. 

I don’t want you to think I was stalking you, but you’ve given so much information 

about yourself through this web site. I feel that I’ve been able to, even partially, catch up 

with you. 

You’re probably wondering why I’m writing to you now, after the 10 years apart. I 

think that I need to tell you all this because my heart won’t let me let you go until I’ve 

done so. I don’t want my husband to read this, because I don’t think he’ll understand. 

But, he might because he was once married, and has a child from that marriage. 

“Then the days turned into years 

And the memories to black and white 

He grew cold like an old winter wind 

Blowing across my life…” 
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C:\Documents and 
Settings\Mom\My Documents\Cleveland State Univeristy\ENG303\The Greatest Man I Never Knew 03.wav

   

You shared so much of yourself with me, during the time we were together. You 

taught me to love sci-fantasy books, and I read them still today. You shared your 

enjoyment of hard rock, even though I enjoyed 80’s music and country. My creative 

juices flowed when we were together, even though you said that I lost my creativity 

when I started working for E&Y. I want to thank you for the time you spent with me. I 

would not be who I am today without you. I loved you then and will always have a place 

for you in my heart and mind. 

Will this letter ever help me? Probably not. Because I will probably never send 

this to you. I will never know how you will respond. Hopefully, one day, you’ll forgive me 

for what I did. 

“The greatest words I never heard 

I guess I’ll never hear 

The man I thought would never die 

S’been dead for almost a year 

He was good at business 

But there was business left to do 

He never said he loved me 

Guess he thought I knew” 

C:\Documents and 
Settings\Mom\My Documents\Cleveland State Univeristy\ENG303\The Greatest Man I Never Knew 04.wav
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I know you told me many times that you loved me, but now the memories of 

those words uttered are just memories lost. I do know the many times I told you I loved 

you. I know I loved you, but don’t really know if you ever loved me. Those thoughts will 

continue to fade as I grow older and more mature. 

 

Sincerely, 

Me 

 

The Greatest Man I Never Knew 
By Reba McEntire 
 
The greatest man I never knew 
Lived just down the hall 
And everyday we said hello 
But never touched at all 
He was in his paper 
I was in my room 
How was I to know he thought 
I hung the moon 
 
The greatest man I never knew 
Came home late every night 
He never had too much to say 
Too much was on his mind 
I never really knew him 
And now it seems so sad 
Everything he gave to us took all he had 
 
Then the days turned into years 
And the memories to black and white 
He grew cold like an old winter wind 
Blowing across my life 
 
The greatest words I never heard 
I guess I’ll never hear 
The man I thought would never die 
S’been dead for almost a year 
He was good at business 
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But there was business left to do 
He never said he loved me 
Guess he thought I knew 
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My Mom Died 
 

It’s a hot, sweaty, Friday in June. Paul and his father Frank are waiting in the 

funeral procession, waiting to leave for the cemetery where they will lay Paul’s mother 

to rest. The day is very hot, and their car doesn’t have air conditioning. They have the 

windows down, but since they are waiting, you can see the sweat rolling down on their 

faces. Not a good day to have to wear a suit. 

While the car is sitting in the funeral home parking lot, Paul sees another funeral 

procession pass by. He thinks to himself, “I wonder who died? Were they famous?” He 

thinks about the procession driving in front of his own, as a swarm of flies shoot through 

their open windows. One lands on his left cheek, wanting the sweat that has puddled. 

Paul swats at the fly, which instinctively jumps from the cheek and takes off, following its 

fly-friends. 

“Damn woman! Why couldn’t she die in the winter? At least I wouldn’t have a 

problem with wearing this hot suit then. I would be comfortable then!” Frank said, a little 

too loud for his son to hear. 

“What do ya mean, dad? Mom was sick for a long time!” Paul said. 

“Yes, son. You’re mom was very sick. I’m just saying why couldn’t she hold on 

just a little longer? I didn’t mean it to come out that way.” Frank says to Paul. 

Paul is silent, thinking about what his father said and what he actually meant. He 

knows how sick his mom was, having ALS and all that, but it was going to hurt not to 

have her around. He doesn’t want his dad to know how upset he really is. Every kid 

needs their mom. Now, his mom was gone. 
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“Dad, now what will you do since mom’s gone? She’s really been gone for some 

time now. Are you gonna shack up with the first blonde you find?” Paul asks his father. 

“Watch your mouth! I brought you into this world and I can take you out! What are 

you trying to do, saying something like that on this day! I loved your mother!” Frank said 

sternly. 

“Yes, but, dad, I can remember when I was a kid that you weren’t around much. 

Mom always said you were on business trips. I didn’t know what kind of job you had. 

But, I always caught mom in your bedroom at night crying. She thought I was in bed 

sleeping, but I would sneak up and hear her from behind her partially shut door. Then, I 

would go back to my room and cry myself to sleep,” he said. 

“Every time I would go back to my room, because it was dark, I would trip on the 

steps. I always forgot my bedroom was two steps down from your level. Why did you 

build the house that way?” 

“Son, I didn’t build the house, or pay someone to build the house. We purchased 

this house when you were two years old. At the time, we didn’t think there would be any 

issues with the steps, but it seems now there is. I wondered where all those bruises 

came from on your knees. You weren’t into wrestling or anything.” Frank said. 

Just then, the procession in front of them passed. They were able to get their 

own procession started. Being the family, but not having enough money for a limousine, 

they drove their car directly behind the hearse, heading to the cemetery. It wasn’t very 

far, just a few miles to go. But, it was the worst trip of all. Frank was about to bury his 

wife of 20 years. Paul was about to bury his mom, the caregiver that could never be 

replaced. 
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They arrived, and the two ambled to where they casket would be buried. Before 

anyone else got there, they peered over the edged, looking into the hole. They each 

had thoughts of their own at this point. 

“I’ll end up in a hole like this some day,” Frank said. 

“Do I really want to end up in a hole like this some day,” Paul said. 

They waited for the funeral to be over and the casket to be lowered. Then, they 

walked to their car and drove away, to a future without mom and wife. 

 

To continue this story, I would talk about what happens when they return home. 

Do they fight? Does dad find another woman? Only the continuation of the story will tell. 
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Section 5: Additional Writing 
Exercises 
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Summer at Hickory Lakes (Chekhov-type Paragraph) 
 

The dawn of day. The rays of the sun are radiating down on the campers, the trees, and 

buildings. Karen Burkhead, the owner, comes out of her office, the queen. She sits at 

her porch table, lighting her first cigarette of the day, enjoying the new day. If the sun 

gets any hotter or shines right on her, she’ll have to change into her suit and jump into 

the lake. Her son is sitting, trying to stay cool. His sitting, following his body formation, 

reminds her of a doll sitting on top of her bookcase, so old but so innocent. She is lost in 

serious thoughts. Anyone who has arrived at this campground, from the big city 

professional, to the small town blue collar worker, knows that the weekend is going to 

be warm and pleasant for great friends. 
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Add-A Line Dialogues 
 
#1 
 
Ralph, are you going to help me clean the kitchen or what? 
 
Cindy: You don’t do anything, but sit and watch TV all day. Why don’t you clean the 
kitchen. 
 
Ralph: I take care of 5 grubby kids. I work full-time. Plus, I take care of the whole house! 
 
Cindy: Well, I work full-time too and I do the laundry, and make dinner and take the kids 
to soccer practice! 
 
You know, if this kitchen were clean, we could eat here and the walls would be bright 
and shiny! 
 
Who cares about shiny walls as long as there is food on the table! 
 
 
 
 
 
It’s such a beautiful day in Hawaii. It’s 85 degrees with a slight breeze. Forget the snow! 
 
Back when I used to live in Cleveland, it would snow for days at a time. 
 
I can’t believe it can show in May in Cleveland! 
 
I believe it. It could probably snow in June too. I’d take a volcano eruption any day. 
 
I’ll take snow over a hurricane any day! Let it snow money. 
 
If it would have snowed money in Cleveland, I’d be rich enough to afford a tank of gas. 
 
Let’s share that money for a good din-din! 
 
Yeah! Something besides fish and pineapples! 
 
 
 
 
I’m in the kindergarten village. I love my Pa! I get sleepovers at his house! 
 
Why do you have to sleepover at your Pa’s house? Doesn’t he live with you? 
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No, Pas live with Nana n Big Pa Dave. It’s a long trip. 
 
Well, gas prices just dropped, yeah? We can maybe make it. Might even be fun. 
 
I get to sleep over for 9 nights. We’ll go to the park and Chuck E. Cheese’s and Burger 
King. 
 
I love Chuck E. Cheese’s! Haven’t been there in years! Used to go there every year for 
my birthday. Smashing whach’a’moles, jumping in the ball pen… 
 
That’s a long way from the nam, and your dead friend in your arms. 
 
Some things you just gotta do. This is a world I never knew and I’m tired of learning new 
worlds. I’m to get him laid to rest and then I’m back to familiar places. 
 
But, Barronette Dulay, I have your rod. 
 
My rod? My flaming purple rod of potent power?! You invaded my bedroom to steal my 
ROD? 
 
Of course haven’t you ever seen Brokeback Mountain? I mean seriously. Some people 
will go to any length. 
 
…but I loved that movie! …Are you saying love between two men is wrong? Pastor, I 
never thought… 
 
As a pastor, I’m supposed to feel one way, but the truth is I’m open to all forms of 
sexuality. Last summer, I fell in love with a humming bird. 
 
A humming bird?? But they move faster than almost any creature on Earth! Surely that 
was a might unsatisfying? 
 
Unsatisfying is in the eyes of the beholder. I never felt more complete in a relationship. 
It was like in the Jerry McGuire movie – you complete ME! 
 
I don’t know much about love, but Jerry McGuire is pretty cool. 
 
Not when you really think about it – I mean, c’mon it was just a movie. Movies always 
end happy. It’s all bullshit. 
 
Movies don’t always end happy. Haven’t you seen the Bad Seed? Unless you consider 
watching a murderous little girl getting struck by lightning and drowning “happy”… 
The Bag Seed? Huh – nope never seen the bad seed – but maybe I should check it out 
– maybe we could, I don’t know, watch it together. 
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It’s really a great movie for striking up intimate encounters. 
 
An intimate encounter. That’s what I would like to have, some candlelight, some dinner, 
and don’t forget the ______. 
 
 
 
#2 
 
I can’t believe I got caught driving 65 in a 55! That cop caught me! 
 
I remember how mad dad was when Vanessa got a speeding ticket. She always got in a 
lot of trouble, especially when it came to her car. 
 
I mean she always got in trouble – staying out late – she never made it home before 
curfew. And then there was that night when she was out with Mack. I’ve never seen dad 
so angry. 
 
Well, if I can’t go out the front door, I’ll go out my window, when mom goes to sleep. 
 
I thought she’d never find out, but she always did, and she always looked so hurt when 
she had to punish me. 
 
Hurts worse when mommy’s sad. The spankings stopped hurting when I was three, but 
I keep pretending. An I cry, sometimes, but not because it hurts, it don’t. I’m sad cause 
mommy’s sad. I hurt her with my badness. 
 
I can’t believe I didn’t listen to my mom more. Now she’s gone, and I have no one who 
cares for me like she did. 
 
Why do you always try to run my life? I’m not a little kid anymore! I hate you, Mom! 
 
Just like a thirteen year old to throw a fit over her mom grounding her for a day. Thirteen 
is the worst age. I don’t know about guys, but girls are intolerable at thirteen. 
 
Thirteen is like so cool. I mean 8th grade. C’mon. You’re on top of the world – the 
leaders of the school, but the next year you have to start at the bottom all over again – 
at the bottom of the barrel – freshmen. 
 
I remember feeling like I mattered. I was in charge because I was oldest! I was 13! 
 
We were the big bad eighth graders. No one messed with us. We’re the old kids, and 
we rule the school! 
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Earthquakes and Cleveland??? 
 

Could we become like California? Will earthquakes become stronger in the coming 

months and years? 

According to reports, on Tuesday, June 20, 2006, an earthquake hit offshore, near 

Painesville, Ohio. This happened just before a major, torrential storm landed in 

Downtown Cleveland. 

“It looked all Hell was breaking loose,” Cathy said. “We couldn’t tell what was making 

our building shake, the storm or the earthquake.” 

“It was crazy. Everyone was so nervous,” Lonnie said. 

The English class just sat and waited for all the shaking to die down. That happened 

a few minutes after the storm started. Everyone believed the earthquake started first, 

around 4:15 pm. It was a small quake, but the storm rolled in so quickly. 

According to the media, this has been the 12th earthquake to hit the area since 2005. 

This makes us all very nervous about future quakes. 

Lenny, being the teacher for the day, helps us to calm down and get back to our 

writing assignments. But, at the backs of all our minds, when will the next one hit? AND, 

will it get bigger. These ones did. They’ve gone from 2.0 all the way to 3.6. I always 

knew the higher the number the greater the force, exponentially. 

Who knows? Will we become another California? Only time will tell. 
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Northern Exposure: My Thoughts 
 

Even now, my thoughts turn to Northern Exposure, the television series. The screen 

writers really portrayed the characters as real people. It showed me that, even in 

Alaska, there could be people like me, with the same issues I have. It seemed everyone 

was looking for something in Alaska.  

The story about the 100-year-old man, who returned to Alaska, was very interesting. 

Even though they tried to be sneaky, you could tell they were adding the characters as 

the story continued. My question to them would be, how did they get in without hearing 

them com in? Did they make any noise? My guess is that they came in while the man 

was telling his story, allowing us to not “hear” their entry. The next question would be, 

how did they know the man was there? It appears that the doctor didn’t call everyone to 

let them know he was there. 

The movie within a movie was good. Because the character wanted to be a 

screenwriter, it was a good idea for a story. It was very interesting how he became 

friends with such famous screenwriters. Steven Spielberg is an awesome person for 

him to be pen-pals with.  

If the person was me, however, I would love to have a pen-pal relationship with 

George Lucas. Because my favorite movies are the Star Wars series, all six movies, I 

would love to be able to ask him, honestly, how he developed the ideas for the movies. 

Many of his ideas were thought of before any of the technology was available. My 

question would be now, what further ideas might he have that technology hasn’t been 

able to accomplish? 


