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INTRODUCTION

The Skunk River Review is a collection of writings by Des
Moines Area Community College students enrolled in
composition courses at all levels from Basic Writing to
Composition II. The selections appearing in this volume
were chosen from essays submitted by composition in-
structors in the 1992-1993 academic year. In making the
final selections for publication, we looked at a variety of
criteria, including an essay’s focus, organization, style and
originality. As in past years, the goal was to create a
quality publication representative of the student writers
at DMACC.

To the student: The essays in the Skunk River Review are to
be read, analyzed, and enjoyed. Written by your peers, the
selections are intended as examples of student writings at
all levels and as a backdrop for evaluating your own
writing. We hope the subject matter, style and format of
the essays will provide material for class discussion and
for personal inspiration.

To the instructor: The Skunk River Review was created to
provide students with a vehicle for sharing their writings
with a broader audience. It is most often used as a supple-
ment to the main text of a composition course. Because the
selections are written by their peers, students relate easily
to the subject matter and enjoy discussing the strengths
and weaknesses of the essays. How the Skunk River Review
is integrated into the course varies from one instructor to
another. Some assign the entire volume to be read inde-
pendently with students responding to essays of their
choice in journal form. Others use specific essays as mod-
els for writing assignments. The Skunk River Review repre-
sents a cross-section of teaching methodologies to allow
the instructors greater flexibility in its use.

Above all, we hope you enjoy reading Volume Five of
The Skunk River Review.







Family: A Dramatic Stage

Chuan-Yi Williams
Basic Writing

I have lived two different experiences in two different
countries — Taiwan, where I come from, and America,
where my husband grew up. In both countries the various
lifestyles, the religions, the children’s attitudes toward
parents, and the marriages all form a dramatic stage for
family life. The changes in culture were a big challenge for
me, and I am still trying to adjust myself to the differences.

The expression of affections in the Americans’ lives is
more demonstrative than the Chinese. My first surprise
was when I walked into the Des Moines Airport and saw
two familiar people standing by the exit to welcome us.
With tears on their faces, they came to hug me tightly and
said, “Welcome, honey. We knew you all would make it.”
I had never met my husband’s parents but had seen a
picture they had sent me. Their heartiest of affections
touched my heart, and I knew I was very lucky. In our
culture, people are very shy and don’t show theirlove very
easily. My parents would never hug me and tell me they
loved me, but I knew they loved me in their hearts more
than anything. They would only try to make the best
decisions for me. As they said, “I walked more bridges
than the salt you ate,” which meant that they had more
experience than me. In fact, this was the way Chinese
parents expressed how much they loved you.

From the view point of lifestyle, Chinese people are
more industrious. In my childhood, I always saw my mom
work from dawn until dusk to try to earn our daily bread.
She never spent money on herself but made sure that there
was enough food on the table. She never complained, but
continued to work hard and didn’t expect anything back
from us. She only hoped that every one of her children
could be proud of what we had. She always said: “Watch
every penny you have earned, for it is blood money and
hard to come by.”
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Ontheother hand, [ hear a lot of Americans complaining
about how tough their lives are and how hard they work.
They never have peace of mind. They also take most things
for granted, like having a nice house filled with lots of
possessions. Almost anything they ever wanted they can
have, and yet they still are not satisfied. Americans are
often accused of being materialistic; however, they must
work hard for what they have. Hard work and materialism
run side by side.

I also see the differences between children’s attitudes
toward parents. The family I come from was a typical
Chinese family. My dad was an old-fashioned man who
was always very stern and kept a strict hand over the
children. None of the children in our family would ever
think of talking back to him. When he got angry, we were
taught to be respectful and compliant. It would be very
wrong if we didn’t listen to our parent’s view or tried to
make our own decisions without asking for their permis-
sion first. For example, when I made up my mind to marry
my husband without my father’s blessing, my dad relin-
quished his hold on me. He would never accept that his
daughter had chosen to break the bonds of respect.

No longer do most American families live by the rule
that the father’s word is law. The relationship between
parents and children is more of a democracy, which gives
children more freedom in their own decision-making.
However, the democratic approach to family life does not
solve all the problems of a generation gap. Children still
have quarrels with their parents and take their attitude
and behavior for granted. They are not respectful like I
was taught to be when I was a child. Sometimes I cannot
understand how my husband can argue loudly with his
parents and upset them. I guess Americans often justify
their actions toward their family members by the expres-
sion, “Blood is thicker than water.” Although they may
fight, they are still a family.

From the viewpoint of religion, Chinese people are
more superstitious than Americans. Most often believing
in Buddhism, they usually set religious idols in the houses



to worship and show respect for their ancestors. For
instance, my mother prayed morning and evening and
never missed a day. On a religious holiday, particularly,
she would go to a public temple to worship Buddha. The
ancestor-worship has always been Chinese tradition and
held as our custom for 5000 years. What is so supersti-
tious? When I was a child, if I were ill, my mom would light
theincense and collect the ash in order to pray for me to get
better. On the confrary, many Americans believe in God
and Christianity, and not superstitions. For them, religion
provides personal identity and social contact and impor-
tant rituals. They will go to church every Sunday morning
and get involved in church activities. Some Americans
believe in their hearts that God will mend all their prob-
lems.

As for marriage, people living together unhappily seems
to be the trend of the times. In China, many only stayed
joined as a family because they did not wish to get a
divorce. With our traditional culture, once you got mar-
ried you would stay married or the woman would be
looked down on and ridiculed. That is why my mother
stayed in her unhappy marriage for 20 years. However, no
matter how she tried to stop it, her marriage still ended in
divorce.

The divorce rate in America has more than doubled
compared to Taiwan. With typical American optimism,
couples expect a great deal from marriage. They seek
physical, emotional, and intellectual compatibility and
also to be deeply loved. It is because their expectations are
so high that so many of them get divorced. Some Ameri-
cans prefer no marriage at all to a marriage without love
and understanding. But the high risk of divorce doesn’t
seem to make them afraid to try marriage—again and
again. They end a marriage in hopes that the next will be
happier.

A common bond exists between us all who play a part in
building a family. A family is like a dramatic stage on
which all things must function together in order to reach




the goal. No matter where you come from, the goal of a
family includes the type of life, the beliefs of religion, the
values of a family, and happiness of marriage to be worked
out compatibly. All individuals must strive to do their best
in order to establish a family built and maintained with
perfect love.



Miss Opal 101

Paula Green
Basic Writing

I did it! I had my flimsy certificate to prove it. After
completing a 120 hour course, I am a certified Nurse's
Assistant. I now know how to take blood pressures, tem-
peratures, walk, bathe, feed, lift, roll, dress, shower and
shave an elderly person. I have learned about dermis,
epidermis, brachia, trachea, abduction, adduction, edema,
ventricles and arteries. I am ready, anxious and eager, but
nothing in my textbooks or classroom has prepared me for
this slight, sharp, knowledgeable 99-year-old woman. She
truly made me realize the needs of the elderly. Welcome to
Miss Opal’s class, 101.

The first day had arrived. I punched in on the employ-
ees’ time clock and opened the double doors that sepa-
rated the world from the sleeping. My shiny new shoes
squeaked on the highly polished floor as I descended
towards the nurses’ station. I was met by a very agitated
woman walking very fast while saying, “They took my
clothes! All of them! They took my clothes!” Sitting out-
side of a room was another woman in a wheelchair ner-
vously fondling her rosary beads and asking me, “Are you
my aide today? Do you know who will take care of me
today?” My mind was exploding with doubt and wonder-
ing what I had gotten myself into.

In the nurses’ station I heard reports of all that happened
during the night and was handed the list of residents that
were my patients for the day: four baths, three complete
bed changes, a urine specimen in 211b, ambulate 206a,
207a, and 211b. We also were to take all the residents down
to the dining room for breakfast and lunch, take everyone
to the rest room and then after lunch certain people were
to lie back down in their beds. My mind was in a whirl-
wind panic trying to remember how to plan and utilizemy
day.







“I'm sorry,” I said. “No one told me you wore dentures.”

She said, “No one asked; you could have asked, but you
assumed. That’s the problem; everyone assumes.”

Elated with a victory, I ran to tell my charge nurse that
all was forgiven and that Miss Opal wore dentures, and
that now her smile matched her demure.

“Dentures, I never knew she wore dentures. Is there a
denture cup in her room?” I guess we all forgot. Life is so
simple. If there is no denture cup, then we can assume
there are no dentures.

Categorizations, assumptions, busy schedules and lack
of respect are further burdens society has given the elderly
to bear. I have spoken the word many times, yet never
knew the dynamics such a small word as “ask” could
possess. Not only do we fail in asking questions, but so
often we fail to answer theirs. How frightening it must feel
to be chastised with your memories of how you once were,
only to realize what you no longer can do. How fearful to
be at the mercy of someone’s busy day. For years they have
contributed to society, and like this generation, have be-
come set in their ways, yet they now are being asked to
conform to ours.

Usually because of medical reasons, many elderly are no
longer able to care for themselves. Their families also are
no longer able to care for them and meet their growing
needs. Nursing homes and health care centers have be-
come a necessary part of society, because our elderly are
living longer. Yet so many times once put into a nursing
home, they become forgotten. Family forget to visit, and
friends have either passed away or, like themselves, the
years have taken their toll. People that work in these
facilities need to understand the responsibility that has
been placed upon them. They no longer are just em-
ployees; they become a part of the elderly’s existence.
Familiarity, trust, assurance and communication become
their lifeline.

“You must treat me like a doll,” Miss Opal said to me, “I
no longer can stand, and I must trust you even though I
don’t know you. Make me understand what you're going
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Wanted: One Good Man

Jeannie Hutzel
Basic Writing

You see it in the want ads every day: People advertising
and selling their souls in the hopes of connecting with the
one they can hopefully spend the rest of their lives. Al-
though most of us singles do not all take finding mates to
that extreme, I think we can relate to their probable feel-
ings of hopelessness after years of searching for that one
special person. Society has taught us that to be single by
choice, there must be something wrong with us. So thus,
our race to the finish begins.

As for me, I feel I can relate to their insanity. I am a
romantic at heart who believes in love at first sight, cries
over romantic movies, and keeps my dream alive that
some day my prince will come just like in the story of
Cinderella. I believe that love will find me — it is just a
matter of being in the right place at the right time. Maybe
that explains the reason why, after almost 27 years, I still
am not married. It’s not that I never look, but whenIdo I
always seem to find the ones who are not quite ready for
a permanent relationship.

Singles’ clubs are not my style, and I have never adver-
tised in the want ads or gone on the Love Connection. But for
those who have had success in finding a mate that way, I
say more power to them. Weall, at some pointin our lives,
grow tired of the singles’ scene and long to find the one
perfect mate we can ride off into the sunset with. We all
have our own checklist of what the perfect mate must be
like. Although none of us are perfect, some imperfections
we can overlook, while others we cannot.

What is my definition of the ideal marriage partner?

He must be somewhat good-looking, but I have found
from past experience that the best-looking ones can some-
times be more interested in looking in a mirror than at me.
Therefore, what is most important to me is what is on the
inside. If he treats me well, that is all that really matters.
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Like the old saying goes, “Don’tjudge abook by its cover;”
while he may not be the best-looking, he may have a true
heart of gold.

He must have pride but not be proud enough to admit
when he is wrong. He should know what he wants out of
life and be ready to take control when any situation calls
for it. He should be hard-working, dependable, and stable
enough in himself to let his guard down once in a while to
do the woman'’s job if he has to. A man who can change a
baby’s diapers without feeling he is risking his masculinity
sounds pretty grand to me. He can be strong, yet gentle at
just the right times.

He must like romance and spontaneity and be ready to
do things on the spur of the moment. He would have to be
a man who enjoys long walks in the country, holding
hands, snuggling by the fire, and watching the stars as they
fade into the night. These things are special and I feel can
only enhance the relationship. But most importantly, he
should make it a point to never forget our wedding anni-
versary or the day we first met.

Someone who can accept me for who I am without trying
to change me would be terrific also. So many couples
today think that after they are married, they can make
their partner change for their benefit, which can only lead
to resentment and despair. He must be willing to share his
innermost feelings because I believe communication is the
key to building any lasting relationship. Any problems we
may have, big or small, we should be able to bring to each
other to work out with love and understanding.

A good sense of humor always works wonders, too. If he
can see the funny side of a bad situation or cheer me up
after a stressful day of PMS or fights with the kids, he will
know how to win me over. Anyone who can save me when
I've reached the end of my rope is indeed the man I am
looking for. After all, laughter is the best medicine.

Will T ever find my perfect match to live happily ever
after with? Or will I just spend lots of time scrubbing the
castle floors? The answer to that question will be left to my
fate and to the draw of the cards. But until my prince does

14



come, I guess I may just end up kissing a lot of toads. On
second thought ... maybe putting an ad in the paper would
not be such a bad idea after all.

)
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the womb. We had mighty dreams: visions of college,
marriage, and happily ever after. These are dreams shared
by most parents and you would never expect them to be
too much, or too lofty. Memories of the past few years
flooded our minds as we tried to cope.

I recalled how we carefully chose his name — one of
distinction and one to further his success. We had always
discussed higher education for our children as a matter
fact and as part of the success we hoped for them, but the
professionals had just told us Bryce’s development would
be difficult. Now, at the age of five years old, his education
and future were in doubt.

It took hours after we got home before we could even
formulate a discussion with our parents. What could we
say? There were no words with which to explain. The little
boy we all loved so much had a problem none of us could
fix.

We started our discussions with our seven-year-old
daughter who, by this time, was an avid reader. We
explained hissituation with an example that Bryce wouldn’t
be able to learn to read. She replied, “ Oh, Mom, he’ll never
be able to go to Narnia.” Her statement caught me by
surprise, and I pulled her close and cried.

One simple sentence from a child embodied all our grief
and despair. We mourned the things he would miss, things
which gave us such great pleasure in life. Even relation-
ships would be altered because of his difficulty in commu-
nication. There would be no math games, reading books
together, or understanding the complexity of asymphony.

The shock and despair finally faded gradually over time
when contrasted daily by Bryce’s beautiful eyes, warm
smile, and undaunted spirit. Looking back, we realize that
staffing failed to give us the ever-important dimension in
life called hope; we had to find that for ourselves.

As idealists, our world had to change. It has been
gradual and very painful at times, but the process will
continue over our lifetimes. Through our despair, we’ve
taken a much more rewarding path: reality, love, and
acceptance of everyone as they are.
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Snakes Alive!

Barbara M. Johnson
Writing Skills Review

Many a younger brother’s purpose in life is the torment
and teasing of his older sister. My brother specialized his
harassment with the use of snakes, and as a result, my fear
of snakes is intact today.

With his curly little carrot-topped head and large ornery
smile, my brother would make each session of play on our
lawn a test of my nerves. Each time Mom ordered us
outside to play, it was a chance for Tom to perfect his art
of torment. It seems garter snakes were more prevalent
when we were children; he could find a snake almost every
day. I wonder now, were they really that plentiful?

Since Tag was our favorite neighborhood game, it was
the perfect time to utilize his cunning and speed with a
wiggly, writhing garter snake in his hand. Run and scream
I did, much to his delight!

Even at the dinner table, he would use Franco American
Spaghetti as a vehicle to make me squeal and complain to
Mom. Those wiggly, wormy little noodles in red sauce
were perfect. Tom would suck them into his mouth and, as
the sauce splashed on his face, make sounds of delight.
He’d remark about how good and squishy his snakes were
today — how tasty, how bloody!

Of course, Mom and Dad found it funny, but tried not to
laugh for fear they would egg him on. Most of the taunting
was done, naturally, when our parents weren’t at the
table. The age old pleading, “Mom, make him stop!” never
really worked. He’d simply cut the banter and continue in
pantomime.

The teasing became more indirect as we grew up. Since
I was three years older and girls grow in stature more
quickly than boys, it was my job to mow the lawn. Now, in
those days, we had a very primitive machine called a reel-
type mower. Yes, you can find them in museums, but
usually in the section of torture devices. It took lots of
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Benevolent Betrayal

Dan Small
Composition |

One cool, crisp, Saturday morning last fall, I had the
opportunity to spend some time in my wife’s office. With
my coffee in front of me, I began to scan some periodicals
and relish the comfortable quiet. Suddenly, the drone of
muted conversation among the patients was excitedly
broken by my wife’s nurse.

“Doctor Small!” she bellowed, “There’s a man in the
parking lot having a heart attack!”

This exclamation set into motion a series of actions and
events which I observed form a self-imposed safe dis-
tance. The doctor was out of the door in a New York
second. Through the large clinic window I could see the
victim slumped over his steering wheel. I watched as the
doctor removed him from his car and began CPR. In a few
minutes a policeman arrived and began assisting with
chest compressions. Moments later, an ambulance ar-
rived. The paramedics came out of the vehicle as if ejected
by some explosive force. The entire crew, now assembled,
began to work in unison responding to the commands of
the doctor. Intravenous lines were initiated, medicine was
pushed into the victim’s veins, and electric shock was
administered to stimulate the heart. After about 45 min-
utes, the patient was revived, stabilized, and transported
to the hospital. The random and spontaneous life support
team had been successful. But, I mused, what if the out-
come had been different? As I pondered the ramifications
of a split-second of indecision or a simple mistake, my
mind drifted back to an article I had just read.

The article described an automobile accident where the
driver was trapped in his vehicle. It went on to tell of a
passing motorist who stopped, pulled the driver from the
flaming wreckage, and dragged him to safety. For his
heroic effort, this good Samaritan was promptly sued and
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An Analysis of Garrison Keillor's Humor

Mary A. Jardine
Composition |

It's a wonderful experience to sit back, relax and have
someone tell you a funny story. Garrison Keillor is a
talented humorist who tells stories on public radio about
Lake Wobegon, Minnesota, a mythical town where the
women are strong, the men are good looking, and the
children above average. Keillor has a low, resonant voice
and speaks in a monotone that does not lend itself to wide
emotional expression, but he can rivet attention with soft
whispers and long pauses that build anticipation in his
audience. His understated style is almost like a newscaster
reporting events of interest. He talks in a friendly, almost
gossipy, fashion. “Bruno the Fishing Dog” is one of his
stories.

By the end of the piece, Keillor has adroitly led us
through several situations, called up our emotions by
personifying Bruno and exposed our frailties through the
actions of Bruno’s owner and his caretaker. The road
Keillor has us travel is light-hearted and easy to follow,
but there is a more sober side too. Keillor uses his humor
to encourage his listeners to appreciate one another a little
better.

Keillor draws us in with absurdity. He would have us
believe that a dog from Minneapolis yearns to go fishing in
northern Minnesota hoping to recapture the glory he felt
when, as a one-year-old pup, he had caught a six pound
walleye. Keillor has fun giving the dog human qualities of
pride, coyness, diligence, ambition, judgement and re-
morse. At one point Keillor says the dog was on the verge
of speech.

Bruno is owned by Bob and Merlette Johnson. They are
financially successful and live in Minneapolis. Bob’s
mother, Lena, who lives in Lake Wobegon, takes Bruno
into her home each summer so Bruno can fish.
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I'think we define ourselves, in part, by how we can laugh
at ourselves. Our faults are not so terrible when we can
expose them to a little ridicule and perhaps come out a
little wiser. People can identify with the frustration that
plagued Bruno and Lena. Pride, whether experienced by
dog or person, can be destructive if misused. Keillor is
trusted by his listeners to treat these types of feelings with
humor and kindness.
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passed. I hadn’t been invited into the no man’s land yet.
My heart sank, and my knees started to feel like Jello.

“This could be the reason the official personality will not
let me enter the country,” shot through my mind. To cross
that yellow line must have been the ultimate transgres-
sion.

“NEXT,” called the immigration officer. It was my turn.
I handed over my passport and page by page the officer
inspected the document. As he studied my face, I hoped
that in the five years since that picture had been taken, I
hadn’t changed too much. The computer screen in the
corner of the booth didn’t seem to reveal any significant
data about me, and the cross-examination began.

“What on earth is he talking about?” I wondered, not
understanding what I was asked. My English teacher at
home in Austria didn’t talk like that. All the English I had
ever heard was verydistinctive. I was totally overwhelmed
by the speed in which the words now came shooting
towards me. With all my courage, I got out the address of
where I was going to stay.

“Central College, Pella, Iowa,” I replied, hoping this was
the answer to at least one of the questions the officer had
asked.

There wasn’t the slightest indication that my statement
had been received at the other end. A feeling of total
helplessness started to overpower me. My hands were
starting to feel sweaty, and it was hard to hang on to my
heavy carry-on luggage. The officer indicated his interest
in that bag. Eager to please him and show my respect, I
immediately opened it. But before I could present all the
innocent possessions I carried with me, I heard the rubber-
stamp of the immigration go down on my papers and my
passport and visa were handed over to me.

“NEXT,” was the last thing I heard out of the little
booth. I had made it! A sigh of relief! My knees regained
some of their original strength and my confidence got an
enormous boost. I was accepted as a legal alien into the
United States of America. A whole year of adventure lay
ahead, and there wasn’t an obstacle in the way.

I .







“Staff Sergeant, you're old. I don’t know just how much
more punishment you can take from us,” I said jokingly.

“He can’tbeat me,” I thought to myself; “I'm young and
fast.”

“Yeah, you're freakin’ brilliant Bowersox, but we’ll see,”
he replied sarcastically. The scowl on his face made me
immediately regret opening my mouth.

We ran hard and long, but it was not until the last mile
that the prince of punishment put me to the test. He ran up
to my rank and said, “Waiting on you, Bowersox,” and
took off at a sprint ahead of the platoon. Asking myself
what I had gotten myself into, I sprinted after him.

Once I had reached him, my breath was puffing out in
ragged gasps, butIwas driven by the confidence of an easy
victory. I was sadly mistaken. Every time I tried to pull out
ahead of him, he kept right beside me, taunting me like a
school yard bully.

“You're doing all right Bowersox, but do you think
you're really going to beat me?” he said nonchalantly,
seemingly unaffected by the exertion. I had no breath to
taunt back.

Iwas giving all had at a pace that would kill a thorough-
bred race horse. My steps pounded on the pavement, in a
steady rhythm. All the while, I was frantically asking
myself if this demon beside me would ever quit and just let
me beat him. I knew he was hurting because his bullying
had long since ceased. “I can’t go on much further,” I
thought.

Oblivious to everything, we kept running neck and neck,
pushing with everything we had, hot breath and spit flying
out of our mouths in an orchestrated frenzy, timed by our
pounding feet. We were bathed in sweat, but he would not
quit.

My body, pushed to the point of collapse, finally gave
out and I started to slow. Sensing this, he, too, started to
slow, like a child’s toy low on batteries, jerking and
drained. It was over.

We were doubled over in the road, dripping sweat, not
speaking or looking at each other, trying to re-oxygenate
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Conquering The Fear

Sally Sparks
Composition |

We do not live in a perfect world. Children are dying at
the hands of their abusive parents, drug use is invading
the elementary schools, and there is still no cure for most
types of cancer. One of the the worst problems we face as
a nation is what to do about the problem of AIDS. Every
seven minutes a person in this country dies from this
incurable, deadly disease. Millions of dollars are spent
each year in the search for a cure, but we still have yet to
conquer the worst aspect of AIDS: the irrational fear of
contracting the disease and fear of the people who are
infected with it.

Scientists have yet to prove where AIDS originated. In
the early 80’s, when AIDS was first publicly noticed, it was
believed to be restricted to people who engaged in homo-
sexual intercourse. Religious leaders were quick to tag this
disease as “God’s punishment” for such immoral acts.
Soon, though, the AIDS virus infiltrated the heterosexual
community.

Evidence surfaced that proved intravenous drug users
were also being infected by AIDS. The public was tempo-
rarily pacified by this new finding because this was yet
another section of society that was “getting what it de-
served.” The average American still didn’t worry about
getting the disease, that is, until cases of heterosexual,
non-drug using, red-blooded Americans contracting AIDS
hit the media. A shock wave of fear went through society.
America was subject to a collective epiphany as people
realized that this could happen to anyone. This is where
the general public found its irrational fear of the people
who are living with AIDS.

I was once like this. I have a friend who is living with
AIDS. When Max first told me, I was scared to be in the
same room with him. I thought that AIDS was like some
invisible cootie floating around the person who had the
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Vicarious Victim

Dan Small
Composition |

Blood trickles from the jagged opening in his head. The
wound is slightly above and behind his eyebrow on the
orbital bone. Although it is not bleeding profusely, it is a
nasty gash approximately three centimeters in length. It is
spread open and a tallow substance, the subcutaneous
tissue, billows from the cut in small globules. The patient,
John, a well nourished three-year-old boy, exhibits cour-
age which belies his age. Although he is nervous and
diaphoretic, he whimpers only slightly as he awaits the
doctor.

The medical emergency procedures room is meticu-
lously clean. It is obviously sterile in all senses of the word.
The walls are sparkling white and the fluorescent ceiling
lights cast a cool blue-white hue to the room. The cabinets
on the wall have glass fronts and are filled with medical
paraphernalia and supplies. The patient gurney is made of
tubular stainless steel with wheels on each of its four legs.
The mattress is upholstered with black vinyl and is draped
with sterile white paper.

Sharon, the nurse, is preparing the stainless steel suture
tray. She works near a small sink where a basin of hastily
prepared betadine solution stands ready. The pungent
odor of this disinfectant permeates the air.

John’s mother and father have taken up their stations at
the side of the gurney and are each holding one of John’s
hands. Sara, John's two-year-old sister, stands near her
father, embracing his leg. There is little dialogue, and I can
sense the nervous tension in the room. It reminds me of a
movie set, each of us in our place awaiting instructions
from the director: “Lights, camera, action.”

As the doctor enters the room, I sense an immediate
reduction in the airborne tension. With a confident smile
she greets John first, then his parents.

“Hello, I'm Doctor Small.”
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Jack’s Chance

Lori Stuart
Composition I

Jacklight, a pretty chestnut weanling foal named for the
huge star on his forehead, is standing in the opposite
corner of the stall with his face to the wall and his butt
aimed at my sister Deb. He’s so nervous and scared that
he’s quivering. His normally big, soft, brown eyes are
ringed with white, clearly saying to her in colt language,
“I'm scared, stay back!”

Poor Jack has no way of knowing that if he wins for
himself a few more of these battles, odds are that he’ll seal
. his doom in the war. If Deb can’t win his trust and get him
tamed down, like it or not she’ll end up “playing God.”
Jack’s judgment day will be the day she gives up and hauls
him to the horse sale.

AsIstep closer to the scene going on inside the big, metal
pole barn at the farm where I live, the rainy cold fall
weather, the dogs at my heels, the sweet smelling bales of
hay, and the hundred other things that normally hold my
attention all seem to dissolve. What does rivet my atten-
tion is the potentially dangerous situation Deb is in be-
cause of the colt. I can see that Deb is outside of the
immediate range of Jack’s volatile heels, so I ease on up to
lean on the fence. They've both seen my approach, but
knowing that Jack is terrified of humans, I give him a few
seconds to decide that at least for now I'm probably not
going to hurt, kill, or eat him, before I go ahead and speak.

“Who’s winning today?” I ask, grinning at Deb.

She just rolls her eyes at me, well aware of the risky
situation she’s in, and probably thinks of past instances
when it was me in hot water with a horse, and she was the
one in a safe position with the advantage of being able to
kick back and watch the scene play itself out.

Jack is the one who makes the next move, deciding it
would be prudent to reposition himself in order to clearly
see both of us nasty humans. He quickly turns himself
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The last ad that I've selected is an ad for Children’s
NyQuil. This ad is very formal and precise, and uses a lot
of white space. It pictures the back of a bottle of Children’s
NyQuil so that the label is clearly visible. The central
message is printed in large bold letters across the page,
partially covering the bottle. This implies that the printed
message has priority over the pictured one. The printed
message reads “Required reading for any caring parent”.
This message provokes an emotional response: the reader
immediately becomes defensive. We all consider our-
selves to be caring parents; therefore, we must read on.
Most of us will probably only read the large red print on
the label, but that will be enough. We now have the
‘Required” information: “No Alcohol, No Aspirin”.

This ad assumes that we are, or want to be, caring
parents, and that any caring parent knows what is in, or
not in, the medicine they give to their children. We infer
from this ad that alcohol and aspirin are substances that
are not good for our children. Again, this ad relies on guilt.
If you do not read labels and monitor what your children
take, then you are not a good, caring parent. However, if
you do, then you will realize that this product is clearly
superior. This ad places mothers in the role of caretakers
who protect their children from things that are not good
for them.

These ads say a lot about the expectations that society
places on mothers. All of them imply that the mother is the
primary parent, the one who feeds, bathes, cares for, and
protects their children. Thisis best illustrated in the Gerber
Formula ad. The baby is reaching for the mother’s hand,
not the father’s. The ads rely on the fact that mothers will
have emotional responses to subjects relating to their
children. Mothers are expected to protect and defend
children like warriors, yet still remain sensitive to their
needs. They want only the best for them and prefer those
things that are natural. Overall, they imply that a mother’s
top priority is her children, a fairly accurate portrayal in
my opinion.
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thought about the poor man that Ishot, I started to feel pity
for him. He was a young man like me; I was 19 years old
at the time of the shooting. The victim’s right knee was
damaged and at the very least it will never be the same.”

The recollections went on for what seemed like hours. 1
was amazed that Alan was capable of using deadly force.
I was able to sense that the decision was not made easily.
Alan’s eyes were filled with pain and his voice was shaky
as he told us about the other incident. Alan answered my
question, “Was it easier the second time you shot a per-
son?” Alan rubbed his hands together thinking of a good
place to start. He looked up at the clock and conveyed:
“Yes, it was; I knew the second victim — he was my ex-
brother-in-law.” He leaned back, almost tipping the chair
over. Alan started rubbing his forehead with his left hand.
He then continued, “The first time was a hurried, rushed
affair. The fact was: shoot or have the life beat out of my
soul. The second shooting was my ex-brother-in-law. I
knew that sooner or later that our paths were going to
cross. This man was known to be using cocaine and was
being very abusive to my sister.”

“My sister called and wanted me to stop by her house.
She said, ‘Denny is calling again, he’s using.” Close to 5:30
p-m., I stopped by my sister’s house and we drank a beer.
Itold Sis, ‘I gotta go, call 911 if he shows up or calls.” I went
down to my truck, got in and started to pull out when
Denny drove up. I parked my truck and grabbed my .357
Magnum out of the glove box. Sliding it into my right coat
pocket, I walked out into the street. Denny was talking
loudly, flailing hisarms and pointing at me. Heapproached
me until he was about eight feet away. That was the point
at which he made a move for what I thought was a gun.”

“My first shot sailed past the left side of his head. The
second shot bounced off the concrete between his feet, and
the third became lodged in his stomach two inches above
the belly button. Denny was lucky that I was not going for
ahead shot. This guy made the dumbest play in the world.
Denny didn’t have a gun in his pocket, but pulled the old
fashioned pocket play on me and got whacked for it. If a
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cise has become the means for many people in trying to
achieve this goal that society has set.

Living a longer, healthier life is also an important factor
of the exercise boom. Throughout the years, Americans
have emerged as the healthiest people of all time. The
average child born in 1984 could expect to live to the age
of 74.7, whereas, in 1900, he or she could hope for only 47.3
years (Muro 29). There is a strong relationship between
physical fitness and longevity. Exercise plays a large role
in preventing heart disease, the nation’s number one cause
of death, as well as other serious health problems, includ-
ing obesity and diabetes. The American Heart Association
recommends that persons “of all ages should include
physical activity in a comprehensive program of health
promotion and disease prevention, and should increase
their habitual physical activity to a level appropriate to
their capacities, needs, and interest” (TCQR 965). With the
numerous studies that have proven the fact that exercise
can prevent certain diseases and increase life span, people
have made exercise an important part of their lives.

In addition to preventing diseases and increasing life
span, exercise can slow down the aging process. It has
been found that the aging process is not something that
happens as a certain age for everyone. Instead, it can be
controlled or postponed by eating right and exercising.
“All the things traditionally associated with aging —
graying hair, reaction time, hearing loss, lung and heart
function — turn out to be unrelated to a person’s chrono-
logical age,” said Dr. James Fozard, direction of the Na-
tional Institute on Aging’s Baltimore study. Established in
1958, the study was the first to examine the effects of aging
on living people (Kotulak and Gorner 1). Exercise, eating
habits, and one’s overall lifestyle determines the rate at
which one goes through the aging process.

The increase in exercise among Americans has occurred
for many different reasons. People have found it beneficial
to their health, physical appearance, and overall well-
being. With these factors on the minds of many, exercise
will continue to be a growing phenomenon among today’s
society.
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