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For Toledo

Brenda F. Copeland

Chapter 1

It was raining that Friday night when the car
traveling on Highway 45 just South of Lauderdale,
Mississippi, slammed into a yearling Hereford cow.
That cow belonged to my family. My name is Bren-
da, and I was home with my sisters, Pam, and Linda
as well as my brother, Gary. Our parents were out ’
for the evening, and we children were watching our
favorite Friday night show, The Twilight Zone.

‘ Pam sat next to the large picture window,
keeping one eye out of our parent’s eventual return
and was the first to notice something had happeneél
Qutside. She had caught a glimpse of stationary car
lights through the large window. It was unusual to
see a car stopped on the highway because they usu-
ally sped by, their lights quickly blinking past. She
turned to the rest of us and said, “Hey, e
think there may be a car accident!” Li;1da Gary, and
I'ran to the window and looked out. We c):ouldy?ust
makc.e out a car stopped on the highway. Linda {m—
mediately called our parents to Jet therr; know what
haPpened; then, we all dashed outside and d 1
driveway towards the highway. own fhe

We reached the 4-door sedan and could
that the right front hood was smashed to the wi "
shield. Considering the damage to the ¢ ) wnd:
unbelievable that the driver was standin o “‘Ias
of the wrecked vehicle and appeared unl% R
minated by the glare of one still-workin llllrt‘ H'lu_
was one of our cows, Betsy, a red and w}%"t i
eford. She lay on her side with her four f1 N H?r- i
straight out, as though she were 4 porcel . Sthk'mg
tipped over. Her big round eyes we *in fgurine

. re ringed i
white. We all ran to her. She was alive bft (Ci in
om-

pletely unmoving except for th i
Linda crouched by Betsy. e rolling of her eyes.
“This is really bad!” she gqi
: said, ;
Just then the driver said “I think, anosttlilendmg P
have hit another cow up the road” anq h:e Cpaéiﬁiaz
e

up the highway towards the brid
the train track. We looked in hO%reotrh:; went over

he pointed and saw that there was ind
vehicle stopped on the bridge. ’

come look, I

wards where
eed, another

U “Suee

We ran in a panic to the vehicle on the
bridge. It was a VW bus with a flat front, and I
could see a wide but shallow indention in the metal.
Its driver, like the first one, also appeared to be un-
hurt. He said, “I hit a black cow and it flipped over
the bridge railing” We knew that even if the cow
survived being hit, it would probably not survive
falling from the bridge to the railroad tracks far be-
low. We peered over the railing, but couldn’t see the

Black Angus in the darkness.
Linda and I ran pell-mell down the side

of the bridge into the darkness towards the tracks
below. Thorny brambles scratched our legs as we
half ran, half slid down the slope towards the tracks,
all the while alert for the sound of an approaching

train...

Chapter 2
The Black Angus that was thrown over the

bridge onto the railroad tracks that night was my
4-H calf. When I say 4-H calf, you probably picture
a shiny calf, bottle raised and tame as a dog. That
was certainly the case of my sister Pam’s 4-H calf
Cutie Pie, (Cutie for short), which had been born
and raised on our seven acres in Lauderdale, Missis-
sippi. My sister Linda also had a 4-H calf, a white-
faced Hereford named Meatball that was as cuddly
as a large stuffed animal you win at the Fair. Pam
and Linda regularly shampooed, cream rinsed, curry
combed, and fluffed the hair on their docile calves.

I didr’t have a calf to groom, but I let my
parents know that I too wanted to show a 4-H calf.
Soon Daddy bought a gorgeous black yearling for
my 4-H project from a cattle auction. Funny thing
was this black steer looked all the world like a bull
straight out of a bullring in Spain. He had a well-
developed neck and had been a bull up until just
before he was sold. It was obvious from his wild
dashing about that he had never been tamed.

I had never been a Matador, nor spoke any
Spanish, although I could almost hear the woT
“Ole!” as he jumped out of the trailer into the €
where he ran around with his head held high an
blue back body shining in the sun. well, 1 had &
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ten my wish, my own 4-H calf. I couldn’t turn back
NOW.

I set out trying to tame this steer that I called
Toledo, for the town in Spain. Toledo was so wild
that no one, not even my father, could get close
enough to pull off the yellow auction sticker that
was still on his rump. He wouldn't allow me to put a
rope around his neck, even if the noose was around
a bucket of sweet feed. He would snort and pull
away just as I thought success was mine. I had fan-
cied myself as a brilliant animal tamer, and had even
taken a mail-order course in how to train horses and
dogs. I had taught our dog Melody how to crawl and
how to halt on command. Ilooked at Toledo as if
he were just a larger, much larger, version of Melody.
My ability to train him would be another feather in
this brilliant animal trainer’s hat.

The massive Toledo, on the other hoof,
looked at me, a 12-year-old 105-pound girl, as
though he needed strong prescription eye “glasses to
see me at all”

Chapter 3 o
My sister Linda and I are twins, which is a

situation that engenders interest, especially then.
Word had gotten around our small community that
two girls, Linda and Brenda Smith, were going to
show calves in the upcoming 4-H show. The local
paper in Meridian asked my parents if they c'ould
send a photographer to snap a photo of us with our
calves for the paper. Our parents agreed and they
told Linda and me to catch and groom our calves.

Linda, of course, shampooed and coifed
Meatball to within an inch of his life. In the mean-
time, I chased Toledo all over the 7 acres. Finally,
a cowboy friend of my father’s lassoed Toledo and
managed to put a halter on him. The photographer
quickly snapped a photo and left. |

The photo appeared the next day.m the local
paper. In it, my sister Linda is looking directly at a
camera, smiling brightly while holding her squarely
standing and well-groomed Meatball. 1 am next
to her with my hair, lank from sweat, hanging in
my face. My head is turned away from Ehe camera,
and I am looking off into the distance. I'm sure I
was thinking about how embarrassed I would soon
be, especially after all of the hoopla, when I never
showed this wild bull, I mean steer at the show. You
can see Toledo’s mood. Hes foaming at the mouth.

Chapter 4

My eyes were straining in the dark to see
the cow that had fallen onto the tracks and if it had
survived or not. Slowly, I made out the shape of a
black rectangular mass that was darker than the sur-
rounding darkness. It was Toledo! He was standing
on the railroad tracks, not even attempting to flee or
move. I was so relieved to see he was alive, and ap-
proached him slowly asking, “Boy, are you OK?” He
stood as still as a bronze statue in a park, so I quickly
ran my hands over his body and legs. I could feel no
breaks nor wounds, only very tense, grimy muscles.
The pungent smell of sweat, fear, and manure ema-
nating from his body was somehow intensified by
the darkness around us. Someone brought a halter,
which T quickly put on the steer’s face, all the while
fearing a train would come around the corner before
I could get him off of the tracks.

Once the rope halter was on, I coaxed Toledo
to step off of the tracks. I wasn’t sure how he would
react to the tug on his halter, but to my relief, he
inched forward, taking one step. Then he stopped
to rest. I continued to coax him further, and he took
another step, then another. It was slow, tedious go-
ing, but he finally stepped off of the tracks and down
the gravel hill on which the tracks set. The night air
was cool, and by now Linda, Pam, and Gary were all
gathered around Toledo, their hands on him, urging
him to keep going. By the time we all made it back
up the hill and across the street, Highway Patrol cars
were on the scene. So were our parents. We heard
the crack of a gunshot as a patrolman put Betsy out
of her misery.

While Betsy was being taken away, we finally
got Toledo into the pasture where he collapsed. As
he fell, the night air was filled with the melancholy
whistle of a train. No doubt its occupants were
unaware of the drama, which had ended in time
enough not to involve them.

Chapter 5

The next morning [ ran out to pasture to
check on Toledo. He was lying on the ground in
the same spot where he had collapsed the previ-
ous night. I walked up to him and crouched down.
He didn'’t flinch or make a move to get to his feet.

[ petted him and asked, “How are we feeling?” as
I thought that was what nurses always asked. He
wasn't doing well. Big liquid tears rolled down his
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face as he moaned in pain. It’s true, he cried.

I got a nylon halter and placed it loosely on
his big head, careful not to pull his ears, or poke an
eye. I pulled on him to make him get to his feet,
but he refused and was too big for me to move. I
brought him feed and water. He didn’t have an ap-
petite. I sat on the ground next to him and washed
away dirt and dried blood from his many abrasions.
Areas of his hide were bald, and I applied petro-
leum jelly to them. Tdid this every day. Toledo lost
weight very rapidly during this time. His coat grew
dull as the hair on a rabbit run over days before. He
remained quite weak and listless. After four days,
he managed to struggle to his feet, swaying like a
newborn calf.

As the weeks passed, Toledo re-
covered from his ordeal, but, even
though he was strong, he didn’t
move away or fight my efforts to
halter, lead, or groom him. He even
allowed me to teach him to stand with
all four feet squared up. Idid this
by using a show stick, a leather .
wrapped metal stick about 4" 2%
four-feet long with a 73
point on the end and
a small hook. If a
foot was out of the * .

square position, I “*
could gently poke
or pull it until Toledo

got the idea and moved the

hoof into the correct Position. T fe]t a
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calves were held snugly in a metal vise that opened
to accept each calf and then closed on their neck.

A man ran the clippers over each calf’s face, and
once finished, he opened the vise to release the calf,
which would then be led away by its owner. Meat-
ball and Cutie endured this clipping fairly well, but
then it came time for Toledo. When the vise closed
over his neck, pinning him, he fought with all of his
might. He was unable to escape while the groomer
ran the clippers over his face, producing a black
velvet texture to his face. The groomer handed me
the lead rope just before he freed Toledo. I knexsrl ;
was doomed to be dragged to my death by a tert ifie
Toledo who had just reverted to the wild.

e show
[ was sure he would drag me across th

anic. What

r
alued to my side. Tt was clea

safety d
~ to the bed-

I led him over picked upa

d his silky

No oné

ding area where [
bristle brush an
blue black coat.
would ever guess
only a few months

had barel}’
befOI'e, he ]e Ordea .

that,

errib

survived a t ]
ext to his hug®

That night, I lay on the straw
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artistic zeal as well as shampoo, scissors, curry
combs, and hair gel to make our calves look as
much like the ideal as possible. Once the calves
were living stuffed animals, it was our turn at
grooming.
We all took turns showering and changed
into our show outfits. I wore blue jeans and a
; printed shirt. Then each of us took our position
with our respective calf and waited for our class to
be announced. Suddenly my class was announced,
and off I went with Toledo in tow. Leading him
was easy as holding a helium balloon on a string.
We walked into the ring like we knew what we
were doing. Once in the show ring, I got Toledo
to stand squarely. Once he was square, I rubbed
the show stick on his belly, as I knew this had a
calming affect on him. There were about a dozen
other calves in my class, including Meatball. Pam’s
class would be later as she was in a different age
group. An official called out instructions over the
loudspeaker of each of us to turn our calves in one
direction or another, or stop and have them stand
for the judge to, well, judge. I held Toledo’s lead up
in the air to keep his head up. He squared up fairly
easily, but I could see Linda was having trouble
with Meatball who was showing interest in his sur-
roundings rather than to Linda’s instructions.
After looking at all of the entries, the judge
walked over and handed his notes to the announc-
er. My co-exhibitors and I held our collective
breaths for the verdict. Linda and Meatball won
the 3rd place Ribbon. Brenda (me!) and Toledo
won the 2nd place ribbon, a red one, and a tall
' freckle-faced boy with a white-faced Hereford won

the first place Blue ribbon.
I couldn’t believe my wild one had won

such a high ribbon! I was so proud of him for
behaving, even when the loudspeaker blasted.

Chapter 8

Pam showed Cutie in the next class, and
they also won a 2nd place red ribbon. A short
time after the showing was over, as I basked in the
satisfaction of winning, reality hit. We all had to
sell our calves! I mean, then and there, giving us
no chance to hide them away somewhere safe. We
were asked to lead our calves individually into the
sales arena. Linda and Meatball went before To-
ledo and I. Then it was our turn. I found myself
walking with Toledo glued to my side through
two huge wooden doors that led into a small auc-

tion ring. The ring had sandy red dirt on its floor,
strong metal fencing, and was encircled by bleacher-
type seats on which men sat, staring down at us. It
couldn’t have felt more strange than if Toledo and

I were Earthlings being stared at by Aliens on the
floor of their circular spacecraft. I knew these men
spelled bad news to Toledo and me -they were the
Buyers.

The auctioneer let the Buyers know that I
was the twin of the girl who just sold the Hereford,
that I wasn’t the some girl coming through for the
second time. All of a sudden the auctioneer started
asking for bids in his unbelievably fast talk. Toledo
was nervous, as was I. I couldn’t follow the rapid
fire bidding until I heard the words “Sold! To Winn
Dixie!” Winn Dixie, aka, the meat people. I was
stricken with the harsh reality of it. I felt I had be-
trayed Toledos trust. I remembered all the struggles
he and I went through and how I was only able to
halter him when he was down on the ground. Now,
[unbuckled the halter and slipped it off his black
velvet face. The handlers ran him into a room with
a scale and his weight, 900 pounds, flashed on an
overhead sign. Other handlers immediately fun-
neled him into one of the many holding pens at the
back. Suddenly it was over, and I left through a side
door, with Toledo’s empty halter in my hand.
Chapter 9

As Linda, Pam, and I sat silently in the back
seat of our station wagon on the way home, I looked
at the $9.00 I held in my hand. It was my part for
showing my calf. Exhibitors got a penny a pound
over and above the buyer’s price. It was not enough.
What could be enough for me betraying Toledo, who
trusted me? Me, the only human he trusted, who
had named him, loved him, and helped him recover
from his horrible ordeal?

But showing and letting calves go to their
destiny was seen as part of a young person’s learn-
ing about life and letting go, and there was nothing I
could do except to accept the situation.

Chapter 10

I am now an adult, and I live on ten acres of
land. Many times over the years, someone has sug-
gested that I raise beef cow on the land, so I can have
a freezer full of beef.

They never understand when I tell them that
if I got a calf, I would end up aging Black Angus on
my land...

The End

L
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Every Season of Life

Springtime and rain, baseball games and new life v

Pitching, hitting, sliding and my Papaw sitting in the bleachers
Cheering me on, win or lose, rain or shine
Every game-

It didn’t matter the outcome.,

Summertime and heat, fishing and sunshine
Mosquitoes biting, crickets chirping, katydids callin’-
Hot, thick air weighing you down

Papaw and me sittin’ in the boat fighjyy

Every day-

It didn’t matter what we caught.

Fall comes quickly sometimes, nip of cool air
Wildlife stirring, footbal] and h
Papaw and me squirrel huntj
Chasing rabbits and squirrel
Every week-

It didn’t matter if we killed anything,

unting

ng with his crazy dog
S into the pines

Winter comes unannounced-kinda sneaky like
Dead leaves rustlin’ burning piles, digging dirt-
Whenever we could — ARER
It didn’t matter how dirty we got, ever Vit
Then the season ended and

Papaw left this world ang drifted to t}

But Springtime came again
I found a treasure saved

A homerun ball I made
signed and dated by him
He's absent in the bleg,
but still a part of me

and every season of my life.
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Guest Of Honor

Ariel

Life hates me. My girlfriend
is leaving me for my backstabbing
best friend; I've been fired from a
company that T've worked at for
the past ten years; and I'm being
kicked out of my apartment and
have to move back in with my
parents. 've undeniably managed
to create the life of a depressed,
thirty-two-year-old man who has
no woman, job, home, or pride. I
groan in frustration. To top it off,
I’ve also managed to miss my turn
when I’'m nearly out of gas! What
more can go wrong?

The more I drive, the more
lost I get. I can't help but think

Elliot

I'm probably driving straight to
Hell as the road takes me to an
old, nearly abandoned neighbor-
hood where dark clouds con-
sume the sky and night murders
day. Luckily, the sharp ringing
of my phone destroys the eerie
silence. “Hello?” T answer thank-
fully.

“Robert, its Dan. Dude,
we're cool, right? You know what
would do you good? Letting me
buy you a beer!”

Seven billion people in the
world. . . and Dan, my backstab-
bing best friend, is the person
calling me. I will drive to Hell



before I let him buy me a beer. “Dan, were cool,” I lied, “but I've got plans
tonight—a date.”

I couldn’t help smirking as he blurted, “Already? That’s great!”

“Yes, I figured why should I keep the ladies waiting?”

“Robert, I knew youd be cool with everything, and good luck with the
hottie tonight! Promise not to steal your girl again!”

I gave a half-hearted laugh as the desire to beat him unconscious con-

sumed me.That jerk had stolen the love of my life from me. “You're real
funny, Dan””

“Catch ya later!” Iy
laughed as the line
clicked off. Angrily,
I flung the phone
aside and looked
back to the road.
I hated Dan so—_

that giant dog in
e road come from?! Jerk-

ood? Ina panic, 1 des-

e car and toppled pnto hard concrete.
{ "ore must [ suffer?” | whimpered to the cloudy sky
n e . lighting followed by crashing thunder answered my
question, and T sdreamed in rage as rain began to fAll from the sky. “That
wasnit a challengglll>
. nXlOléSlY’; I'spotted help far off in the distance. It was a single hous¢
glowlmlg’ s ‘Z{Hh 20 other hope, I heave myself to my feet and began the
cruel, long, and aching walk, ang somehow, I reached the house, but my

: s I saw the environment I'd stumbled into. The
walls were literally shaking from the volume of the music, and the door

<«
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was wide open. Inside, people were dancing like drunk animals.

Turning to leave, I was embraced in a hug. “Hola, sefior!” he cried. I
stared amazed at a five-foot Mexican man who was wearing a yellow suit
and a giant sombrero.I pried him off me, but he began shaking maracas in
my face. “;estds listo para fiesta?”

“Uh. . . no espanol,”  muttered back to him. “I'm leaving anyway.
Sorry”

“Ah, hablas inglés pero no deje. jMe segues!”

“Look, 'm sorry, but I don’t know what you're saying.”

The man rolled his eyes and stopped shaking his maracas. “jMe ség-
ues!” he exclaimed again as he grabbed my wrist and began dragging me

through the house.

Though he was
short, he was also
rather tough, and
no amount of re-
sistance on my part
could stop us until we
crashed into a seven-
foot man who resem-
bled a circus leader due
to his giant, red coat; silky,
black top hat; and steel walk-
ing cane.

Pepe, who is
this?” the circus
man asked quiz-
zically as he
peered rather
closely at my
face. His
breath 4




smelled of peanut butter, and his
voice was highly exaggerated.
“Could he be our guest of honor?”
Baffled, I explained, “Sorry,
but I'm no one’s guest of honor”
The circus man sighed. “I was
for sure you were him, but appar-

ently not, yet whoare you then?
What's your name?”

“Robert”

“Robert. .. Robert,” he repeat-
ed slowly. “Sir, you're name is so
dreadfully bland!It lacks pizzazz.
Try Rob. No, Robby! Walt
the Robster!”

“T'll keep it
as Robert. . .

thanks. I need your help though.
My-,” I began but stopped as the cir-
cus man spun his cane and jabbed
my chest with it.

“You need help too! How
strange because we are in need of
your help also! How’s about you help
us, and then we'll help you!”

“Please, it’s just my-"

“You help us; we help you,” he
stated firmly.

[ wasn'’t getting any help unless I
assisted this freak first. “Fine, whats
wrong?”

“Excellent!” he

cheered but then
switched over to @
soft whisper:
“it’s our
guest
of honor.

You se€. -

B \e've arranged thls

[ whole party for i

! but now hes missing'
We need




you to ask the people arriving if they are or have seen our guest of honor.”

“Well, what's the guest of honor wearing?”
asked. “Does he have a name?”

“Don’t be absurd! We don’t know
anything about the guest of honor!” he
exclaimed. “Only the host knows who the
guest of honor is!”

“Then why doesn’t the host tell us, and
how’s anyone to know who the guest of hon-
or is if no one knows? Also, why is this per-
son the guest of honor anyway?”

“Are you possessed by fools?” he asked
as he jabbed my chest with his cane &=
again. “The guest of honor will
know who he is! Don’t you know
anything?”

“I know I need your help!”
Why did I even walk inside
this house?

“You know how to get our
help: find our missing guest of

honor!” .
“Are you certain there’s noth-

ing know about the guest of honor?”
The circus man looked around cautiously and began

whispering softly again, “Rumor has it the guest of honor is a rather odd
fellow, unable to fit in kind of guy.” Then rapidly turning away, the circus
man disappeared into the crowd.

[ stood there with confusion, anger, and grief boiling within me. His
rumor didn’t help me at all! I sighed and noticed the Mexican guy was still

f ;

here.
“So, your name is Pepe?” Iasked.

“:Sil” he replied while shaking his maracas.



“Well, Pepe, it seems we
need to find the guest of honor”

“sNosotros?” he asked in a
fit of laughter.

How this man understood
what I was saying but could not
reply back in the same language
was beyond my understanding.
“Well. .. any ideas of who to
ask?”

Pepe quit laughing, and with
a newfound excitement, he point-
ed to a woman walking through
the door. “{Vas a pedir esa mujer
bonita!”

The woman was gorgeous.
Her soft, honey hair wag elegantly
pinned up while her shimmery
silver dress complimented her
figure perfectly. Tknew enough
Spanish to tell Pepe goodbye as |
walked over to the angel who had
entered the room. “Excuse me.’]
wooed, “but I’ll be awfully sur-
prised if you're not topj
of honor.” ‘

The woman turned to face
me, and [ felt my throqt close up
as [ looked at her. Hey, bright,
blue eyes sparkled against her
flawless white skin g her devishly

red lips greeted me with a warm
smile. I was right

ght’s guest

was an angel.

“Then be surprised because
I'm not, though I do wish the guest
would arrive soon. The party is to
have begun already, and lateness is
never an attractive quality.”

“Of course, yes. . . lateness is
most rude, so very rude!” I muttered
while gasping for breath. “I presume
you were on time though. I wason
time. You know me. ... well... you
don’t know me, but if you did know
me, then youd know me for never :
being late. . . ever! My friends actual-
ly call me Never Late Robert becaus®
I'm never late. Ever.” 4

Her eyebrows were raised as S &
sarcastically mused, “Oh, really?

“Sorry I thought you wer€ the
missing guest,” I chattered like a

' blundering idiot.

“No need for apologiess she
said with that warm smile. “It.’S T
to meet you, Robert. 'm Mari¢.

“How did you know my name
I blurted in amazement. “Areyou? ;
psychic because thatd be so amazing:
Here, Il think of something, and
you tell me what it is!”

She stood there laughing a$ I
began thinking of chicken Wing*

“Are you reading my mine-
asked excitedly.

?)7



“No,” she giggled, “but
that’s because I'm not a , =~
psychic. Remember, you e N
told me your name, Never | :
Late Robert” |

“Oh. .. of course! I
- wasjust... being funny! >3
Always clowning around, ’
that’s me! My friends cal
me Clowning{Arotind
Robert because I'm §orami-—
ny. They’re always felling
people to go see Clowning Around
Robert for a laugh!’

Why was it sg ard for me not

ely laughed

{¢t again.

to sognd like anyidiot? ightly, I
~ Youseem to have Sl took the glass and quickly fled. Stu-
nicknames, but if you gon’t mind, pid. .. I'm so stupid![Fgulped-the

Il just ca you Robert It wag-nice cham .
ampagne and set tHeghssddwn. 1
meeting’you thou d]I hO?Z S

; _ Therere

> sanany people here' What if the

7 gﬁé”si isi’t here yet? What if I missed
when I was embarrassing
in)front of Marie}?
My lpoor, aching/h ad was
pounding;,. .. I needs éd h break.
Grabbmg T other d?’n 4 I found an

empty chdit and sat down but was
quits now! I- shortly infe ‘”n pted.
“Oh, Robert?”

H 5 “Hey; Squ Lups outta mes
At the sound of hep ' oy &
spun to answer her af i) OpeniTE o hapdlly

bad quality;” I
away. “Nice meeting
rie.” That was utterly' s

|
i
P



snarled at by an elderly man. “You
needs to borrow me’s hearin’ aid?
Get youss rear outta me’s chair!”

I jumped to my feet apologeti-
cally and let the man sit down. Why

was he here? This party was no quiet

round of bingo!

“Sir;” I asked delicately, “Why
are you here?”

“Well T ams here for ‘da party.
Why's you here?”

“By a strange string of events,
I'm stuck here looking for the guest
of honor”

He chuckled. “You’s ain’t ever
gonna find him?”

“I have a theory that | may be
looking at him?”

“You’s a dumb foo!
body’s guest 0 honor”

| The man must have seen disap-
pointment on my face because he
asked, “Why’s you’s Panties i
of knots ‘cause this ajpt MeS party?”
"If I find the guegt of honort);.
was promised SOmeon ;

; € would help

[ ain’t no-

me.
“If they’s lad

here wills be ab]e

snickered.

S 10 help yar» he

n all sg’tg

Y Probums, pq idiot

to my car problem.”

“You’s younger generation
ain’ts got a clue how to fix notizg’
Show me where you’s car is at,” he
said pulling himself to his feet. ;

“You’re going to fix my car?” 1
asked in surprise.

“Working wit’ cars me’s wh?le
life! Show me ‘da car unless yous
mind changed.”

Okay, even though the old
grump was crazy, illiterate, agd a
thousand years old, he was still thed
only person willing to help me, an
I was more than willing to accept
the help. “Sir, Id be greatly apPre”
Ciative.” .

The old man started push'lng
his way through the crowd while
mumbling to himsel. “Dumb .
youngsters of today’s world, C?llz >
fixs no dad-gum cars. What t ﬁ};n
gonna do when ‘da old’s genera
dies completely?” .

I followed behind him 1‘
until we reached the front gue>
and he blared, “Leads the W?Y;i!,,
Squirt! I can’t reads YOUL’S it od

The rain had finally Stof Elan "
falling as I began leading th _
my wrecked car. (e DE®
“Holy cheese and b?ln’ 1102

quietl}’



the car. “You talked like she broke
down, not ‘dat:y’oﬁ killed her!”
| “Her2:@

“Cars are always women, but
dat ain’fs me’s point;” he bellowed
while pomtmg at the car rapidly,
“and you dumber than I thoughts at
first too! Bet you wrecked ‘cause of

: Some dad-gum phone'

| ~ “Oh, like you've never had a

~ wreck!” I defended in shame.

~ “See! It was a dad-gum

- phone!” he grlped and then ran-

% 'dOmly screamed, “But we’s got big-

b A _ger issues now ! You’s gotta
3 ' get backsto’

{ - pole?” he hollered ;ifhen he saw
1
|
l

- you’lls find him.”

‘who he is?”

‘dat party!”

“Why?”

“Cause I founds you's guest o
honor.”

“Where?” I asked. Finding the W
guest wasn't a major priority any-
more, but I'd still like to see the idiot
who’s put everyone into such adis-
tress.

“Go looks in a mirror, and

[ groaned. “No, I'm not the
guest of-"

“Yes, you’s is!” he backlashed.
“Boy, don't arues ith old person’s wis-
.dom! How cans you deny that you’s
‘da guest 0’ honor if you’s obviously
don’'t knows why the guest o’ honor is

_"Fine;” I'sighed. This man was

clearly missing a few marbles. “Why %
am I the guest of honor?” ‘5 J_»
“Cause you’s dead!” Okay, f} A

maybe he’s missing all of his
» marbles.
| ~ “Pm not dead!” I ex- 3
~ claimed. “And, sir, no offense,, i)
but 'm quite positive you're closer to
death than I am!”
“You’s denyin’ death, boy. Look ;f
in you’s car. Stare ‘til ‘dat truth hits
you square in you’s dumb, head!” ::'7"5 4
I looked at the car. The front

N



saw the uth - é.
‘fﬁ-,s%ck fear, and horror I

' QF‘OOk il n;e' MY heeH‘iS*béi‘&hed into the steering
D Whee} and my neck is bent in all sorts of re-
o \ pulsive ways!”
f\\ “Death’s a hard thing to accepts, but it
O\ ) ain'tall ‘dat bad. You'ls gets used to
it”
“Pll get used to it? T'll get used to
being dead? What-" 3
That's when a hard smack hit -
my face, and I was stunned into :
silence.

“You’s were goin’ into shock,’
the ol grump explained. “Dead
people cans get stuck ‘dat way,
and you's already stupid. Don't |
needs you a spaz also.” :

“Idied. . ” I softly muttered:
“Whyd you make me realize the
By H ey

I ﬁgur esl.ygu S younger gen@ '
peo ,fle are too stupid €

g e R §




ures it out on you's own. Consider
¢ it a gift of old’s person wisdom

- dat yous never had ‘da chance to
get,” he said but added quickly.
“Though mostly, it was for the
good booze. They won't come out
til the party starts, and the guest

0 honor has to shet up for ‘dat to

happen.

“So for the booze?”

“For ‘da booze,” he assured.

We sat there in silence look-
ing at my lifeless body until he
interrupted the silence. “Well. .

. Sees you at you's party, Squirt.”
Then he walked back to the house,
leaving me alone to stare at my
Corpse.

I'm dead. .. I didn't have a
love life; T didn’t have a work life;
and now I don’t have life. But. .
could I be wrong? | stood up and
brushed my pants off. Tonight has
been liveliest night I've had in
a while. | smashed a car, made
Some friends, and met a girl. Also,
there’s a whole celebration in the
Memory of my death going on
right now. A whole party. . . just
for me! T smiled as I ran back to
the hoyse.

The door was shut now, but
after a knock; the door flung open,

and Pepe embraced me. “jHola, invi-
tado de honor!” he exclaimed. A

“Robert,” the circus man

cheered as I walked inside the house.
“I'm so proud you finally found the
guest of honor!”

Then as if on cue, and angel’s
voice teased me from a distance.
“And here I thought you were never
late, Robert.”

I faced the beautiful Marie and
retorted, “I must not have told you
that I'm also know as Bamboozling
Robert, though I wouldn’t call late-
ness rude if theperson is fashionably
late” L 'v"r'

Farther off, the old grump ‘could
be seen in his chair happily drinking
his booze.

I turned to get a refreshment
from the table for myself but, in-
stead, stared in awe at a hooded fig-
ure wearing a cloak as black as the
night. It was the host. Silence filled
the room as the host slowly lifted
something from behind his back and
raised it into the air. It was a glass of
champagne. The host was toasting
me, and I couldn’t help but smile.

Yes, life had hated me, but
amazingly, death already loved me.
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I know UU lm ‘, KOH

Hal You're s¢
And that's all right 'cause it's gonna take a big
To jump th
PR Oh, I see ya
Yeah you! The big dog back there declaping "Nf‘ in't
AIN't no biteh's bite big f\r)o/ﬂ 0’1o
You'll take! I
: ._1\[ mmm
SEE, you're the re aSoN she's hehir
You' saw her whe; Sshe was VOu
Y

You couldn’s see that lending her howl and e Ever

nd you wi w 70 1ld make 1
and you whipped hep ing gre st
(' (I and t [](l”
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| Is there a dog big enough to jump the IEnce«
Is there a dog !
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| Big eno: 1gh to peep through the Cracks amd | look
| I mean really watch her?
The dog big enough to jump the ience 7
Will be the one bold enough to wait until she's' quiet and wateh her
‘ ‘il UG Ll1G U110 U AT o s Oy 7
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| o listen
See
r\fL\,;‘ 4 ; g n i fla ALY
I'he 10g big eno Ugf@ ]
W1 Ay el e hardes
Will be the one bold Charges
Cause she’s gonna
iQ aYa)
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I'he dog big enougn
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The fence... R ARt
Will be the one strong enousgh to hold her gaze
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Stand there... calm and strong
atand there while she DATKs
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That dog will know she growls to hide her fear
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The Wagie of Books

By: Sara Creel

Since the day | learned how to read, or perhaps even before then, | have held
a deep love for books. As a child, | would spend my nights huddled under the
blankets, up way past my bedtime, with a book in one hand and a flashlight in
the other. Wherever | went a worn-paged companion went with me. Books
were amazing. Then one day | had a realization that only served to make
me love them more. | realized that books are not just books-they hold an
unbelievable power. | cannot remember exactly when this revelation came
tome. Maybe it sprung into my mind as | devoured page after page of 77
Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. the first novel | ever read. Maybe it devel-
oped in a middle school English class as | learned of works that | had never
even heard of before, such as 77 Adventures of Huckieberry Finnand Fride
and Prejudice. Where and when this epiphany occurred does not matter. What
matters is that it occurred and changed my entire outlook on literature.
When | say that books are not just books, | simply mean that they are more

than we perceive them to be. For example, if | were to hand my copy of Markus
LusaK's 7he Book Thief my favorite novel, to someone and ask that person what he

or she sees, | would probably hear “worn cover,” “dog-eared pages.” “torn spine.”
and other physical characteristics. However, what | see when | look at that book

s different. When | look at that tattered, well-loved novel | see an old friend. |
see a companion who has never left my side. | see a teacher from whom | have

learned there is always hope, even in the bleakest of worlds. | see an adven-
ture waiting to happen.

My epiphany is what enables me to see these things. It allows me to see that
books are not merely pages with words thrown upon them that exist only to en-
tertain us. They are so much more. They are counselors, teachers, friends, and
inspiration. They have the power to influence the lives of those who read them.
| am no exception. The works of Henry David Thoreau showed me the impor-
tance of nature and taking time to get away from the busyness of life. From Kurt
Vonnequt and Hunter S. Thompson's works | learned to question the status quo.
to find my own truth and not just o with the flow. J.K. Rowling, J. R. R. Tolk-

ien, Mary Shelley, Edgar Allan Poe, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Shel Silversteen
and so many others showed me the power and worth of a great imagination.




These books, these pages often viewed as
simple entertainment, changed me.

As a writer myself--an amateur one
but a writer nonetheless-this realization
caused me great distress. How could the
things I create ever compare to the litera-
ture that came before them? How could
the meager poems and short stories that
flowed from my pen hope to inspire or
teach? What could my works do that
would bring change to the world? So for
atime, I relinquished my pen. | tucked
dway my notebooks. | chose to bury
myself deeper and deeper within the
Pages of my books. | believed that if |
Could not create great literature then | might as well
surround myself with it. | was nestled comfortably
in the words of my books. Then one day | stumbled
4Cross a quotation, which caused a new revelation.
Hunter S. Thompson said, “As things stand now. I
am going to be a writer. 'm not sure that I'm go-
ing to be g good one or evena self-supporting one.
but until the dark thumb of fate presses me tq the"
Qust and says, ‘You are nothing. | will be a writer.
Those words struck something within me. | quickly
scribbled the quote down on a sticky-note and plac'ed
it on the wall next to my bed. This way. each morning
When | awoke, those words would be the first things
| saw, and each night, before | drifted to sleep. they
Would be the fast things running through my mind. |
Pulled my notebooks from their hiding place and jot-
ted the quote down on the inside cover of each one.
| began writing that quote on practically every av.all-
able urface, hoping that it would serve as areminder

that | am a writer, no
matter what | or anyone else may say. You
see, that quote helped me to realize that | am who
| am. It does not matter whether | am the greatest
writer to set foot on this planet or if | am the most
wretched writer to ever pick up a pen. It only mat:
ters that | continue to write.

| do not write because | hope for recognition
or wealth. | write because | enjoy the process. Writ:
ing allows me to express myself and gives me a voice
ina world where it is often hard to find one. How
could | ever give that up? And, who knows? Perhaps
one day | will write a book, and it will possess amaz-
ing power. It could transport others to places they
have only ever dreamed of and lead them on wild
adventures. It could bring change. Most importantly.
it could be someone’s constant companion, his or her
never faltering friend.



/"D Riley said as Jimmy's  condition  became
~the young mother, 'noticeable when he was old enough |
7€ 1n beating around ' ‘to stand, or at least try to stand.
h my patients. 'Your Much to his parent's dismay, Jimmy e
3 fa'llure to deve10p couldn't’ stand up without passing /
: W‘“Qd' his heart appears out; he squatted down all the time.
#3 Eba’ﬁ”éompromised We 'The doctor told them that this is
; “arel Anve‘g gating a ‘number of typical of Tetralogy of Fallot
- ,‘.pos51b111t €S and will continue to children. The family faced other
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not afraid to tackle the serious
heart cases. ' Dr. Blalock brought
with him a young man, Vivien
Thomas, who had no advanced degrees
but was both a perfectionist and a
very talented Mister Fixit. - Also
in this pioneering group wasra
talented pediatrician named Helen
Taussig. They worked together %O
treat the Blue Baby heart problem.

Many less courageous doctors
thought! that Dr. /| Blalock .was
throwinév.gw&r a promising career

e was, unsuccessful,
4 whno died could
r and ‘reputation.
integrity and
went - forward
4 'surgery on

‘being a man of
r% eness, k.fe
is research an
s until he was
! operate on the first child.
ley went through the proper
\Channeis to arrange for Jimmy to
be seen at Johns) Hopkinss Tn 1946
Jimmy was seen by DT» raussig who

practiced at Johns, Hopkins; he was -

‘e hearts of young,

prepared ‘1o’
Dr,

. i p &

. ‘When Jimmy was at Johns Hopkins,' T

Dr..B}alock asked him, "Jimmy, what 1
can you do?" Jimmy replied, "I can do X

anything!" So the good doctor took - i"

“ him down to X-Ray and had him stand
against the wall. Every time Dr.
Blalock turned around Jimmy had slid
_down to the floor. This prompted Dr.
Blalock to realize and exclaim, "Why
h_‘e_l-;l',"hevcan't do anything!" Everyoné
‘else knew this, but it had escaped the

.~ famous doctor.

{4

Rt _Another plus that helped with

. family f'inances was the location

of Jimmy's aunt and uncle's home.
Wiley jand Josie Secrest, formerly of ‘

" Meridian, had moved to Alexandria,

Vii'giﬁia. This gave the family a place
tostay within commuting distance of '
Johns ‘Hopkins'Hospital in Baltimore.

Phis blessing was appreciated by t {
Py A he
gnjﬁ'q familyy: ~ Jy :
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© A =dimmy Pgssé)é'. away s in - -1986,
, justyshy of.'his;fiftieth ‘birthday. | &
?h?ﬂ,gh short by oday's ‘ standards,
it was much'dongenithan originally
expected. T kriow. this, because I'was |

referred Jimmy to DT- Blalock as 2 : V. ]

potential case for surgery: ht agé that fortunaté 11ttle brother. {

ten, Jimmy became on_eiof,the first o _‘_,’*.’;v'.i; ,(: : o
eighty surgeries,on -Blue Babies... = r el oAtk : )
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oA Sten of

By Jamin, ©)

Wedhesday, June | 2005

%om L\a% been at Jct\a L\uglaitaf %imTuasan&, /h’\nu(:f
14 2005, She was o(}lagm&w() with 4L or acute
maJogwoug leﬁmia (Wi‘ﬂ\ a su’o—t\ﬁa, /h’@, adite
Fm-woo%ﬁo (’wlcemia).M are (}us,t iy (’ohg
medical words known as cancer. She was; aﬂagnos;w(’
wi’cl\ Parkinson '9 Disease three years earfio,r in
12007 This disease affects the hm?ogica? lan‘tU‘F
H\l@\owﬁg, s,?ow?%, ja% bt& Xm& lt‘mLe% Yol ?ov:w() ohe
Lown a Yohg a?ztzriom'tihg Jourm% Fl\%glmw% men-
’m,(’{}\z(, mﬁomﬂl&, and %‘oiri’cmﬁ’ta. A'm l raaw(]\ﬁv for
'tL\i%? Trom (’D%JC one of Iwr J\IU ren, iy sister (= iha,

Thwrsdy, Jure 1. 2005

/Yhom, l La.ve been -tafLing a0 &oo() abou’c Yol H@
Lnows how SF@W«e Yol are to re. | have been a%lcimg
H’lm %m mimw{’ou% L\w(’mg ﬁr Yol | inwa 600(7
can &b M\a:tl\iv\g,‘ after all in Tatthew 1920
}@s,u% said] With men this is imfos&ib{’a, it with
&WV aﬂ) ’Ct\ilﬂg% are FD%%iw@.’/ %wt, /h'\ow\, p()o Yol
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What’ll It Be

See you standing there,

dropping crumbs,

and must thank you for my share.
Run out,

hoping not in sight,

scampering away after hearing a shout.
Stomp, stomp, stomp! S
“Get a shoe, a shoe!”

Clomp!

“Not my shoe!”

Anna Marie Bell
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RC McDuftey
The Language And Literature Division of Meridian Community College Ronnie Alexander
is pleased to sponsor The Literary Review Contest each year as a method Kilomanjero Lewis
of encouraging writers to submit poetry, short stories and essays. Our Chelsea Jordan
entries are alw i we revel in reading the creative
o vays out.st'andmg, and w ‘ g | b Haley Semmes
writing talent in Meridian and surrounding areas. Therefore, throug

The Literary Review Contest and Magazine, we seek to showcase some of

Charles Scott
the best writers of our area.

Daryin Pryor

The contest is open to any high school sophomore, junior, or senior

from any school in our area. We are pleased each year to receive many | I | h e Staff.
outstanding entries from the local high schools. Furthermore, we °
welcome entries from anyone in our community. At MCC, we strive to

meet the needs of our community, and this is jus.tl one mo¥e way we lrez}cll Faculty Advisor

out to ¢ i S i i easure of putting their

o reative writers who write for the simple p p g Joshua Maeda

1deas on paper.

At the conclusion of our contest each year, the entries are divided into Publican Advisor
two categories, high school and community. The entries are then further Daniel C. Ethridge
divided by genre. MCC English instructors evaluate the works and .

award first, second and third places in both high school and com?numty

pPoetry, short story and essay. The Language And Literature Division

is grateful for the support of The MCC Foundation in funding our
monetary prizes.

Finally, Meridian Community College publishes The Literary Review

Magazine. This magazine is a compilation of the best creative works.

We received that year, both high school and community. The magazine

is deveh‘)ped by our Graphic Design Program .students, an)d they a.re w Disclaimer: Each item published is the
responsible for the layout and artwork found in each year s magazine. e ivinal Kk of i

then use the magazine as a showcase for the following year’s competition. original work of its author. However,

where deemed necessary, grammatical and
If you would like information on our Literary Review Contest, please call Spelling corrections have been made.
Meridian Community College and ask for Joshua Maeda, Language and
Literature Division coordinator of the contest. We would be plea.sed to
talk with you about submitting your work and answer any questions you

might have.
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