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We Hold These Trut hsé
By Spencer Hicks

AWhen the president calls, you answer that <cal
This truthisheldtobesefvi dent , at | east by my boss, Gover
sitting in the south lawn of the White House. | can feel myself start to sweat, partly because of the grav-
ity of the situation, partly because of the stick
Comedy Competition because of this event. The subtle voice in the back of my mind is nagging me for
mi ssing the competition, but | drown it out by te

sent itself to me ever again.
I look at the schedule of events after using it as a fan. It reads:
2:301 POTUS enters with Jimmie Johnson.
2:357 POTUS introduces Governor Henry.
237TPOTUS begins speeché
The PA system booms, fiLadi es and Gentl emen, t h
NASCAR points champion Jimmie Johnson. o0 | peel my
world the respect he deserves. Barack and Jimmie are flanked by the nine other finalists in the NASCAR
points race.
| explain to a grandmotherly woman behind me that in NASCAR, they race for points (as well
as money). The better you do in a race, the more points you get; so, at the end of the race season, the
driver with the most points is considered the winner. The points champion is like the winner of the Super
Bowl in the NASCAR world. She pretends to understand, and | pretend to believe that she understood
me and turn my attention back to the event as the applause slows and people begin taking their seats.

The drivers and president are cool and col |l ecHt
in the audience, are dripping with sweat. I 1l ook
people around me. Sur e, I might be sweatagadg, but
gentleman sitting next to me is focused on the president. His salt and pepper hair seems to be leaking,
causing the sweat to roll around the edge of his
hangingé finally falling onto his shoulder to mak

I take my attenti on afauaeyand give itto thelPiesidery, ehmotgives ma n 6 S
a quick speech and then poses for some photos with the drivers. He then approaches me as he begins the
presidential tradition of working the crowd. Working a rdipe is like reading. You start from the left
and go to the right, hoping you don-évidentWell, i nt o an
maybe these truths are seifident, but not at the state level. In Oklahoma, the politicians just get in the
mi x and start fAkissing hands and s hterightmaghoboh bi es, 0
presidential crowd working probably has something to do with the Secret Service and efficiency.

|l m seated on the front row, first seat on the
greeted, | look confusetlvhy is the president coming toward me? Sure we made eye contact a few times
during his speech, but that is just him being a good public speakdr r eal i ze where | d6m

Oh.

As he gets closer, he makes and maintains eye contact. His head is up, an easygoing smile, and a
confident stride that shows no hint of his dropping poll numbers or the other problems of our country
that were placed on his shoulders when he took the oath.

AHow ya doing today?0 The President asks. | ma
you. o0

AHonor to meet you?0 How clich®. Li ke the Pres
Holy crap, why didndét | think of something better

That is probably the most annoying thing he ever hears. Like the buzzing of an alarm clock.
AHONOR TO MEET YOU! HONOR TO MEET YOU! HONOR T
as he slaps at his night stand, trying to make contact with the snooze bar. | imagine Michelle rustling
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next to him, giving the president a grumpy groan of disapproval.
I candét believe |1 émidutbatftb hhd paedi demet h

would have thrown him off; making him stop in the DC heat to find out more about this fiheaddd
American.

Maybe if | had responded, Al ém good, Prez. I
been so taken aback by this statement he would be
have responded, fAiWho | et you in here?0 or AWhy ar
cial .o That would have made for a better story to

But that didnét happen. And for now, I 61 | have

Just like that, my encounter with the President is over. | furrow my M@s,that it?Somehow
| expected more. Il 6m not swise cmmahdaint-chief wauklgee ct ed, ma
somet hing in me. He woul d t a-kere isoampile oflmoneykandsathewme and
car. o0 But he didnét say that, so | scan the crowd

as a relief to the heat as well as an alibi for the sweat starting to show through the back of my jacket. |
switch from fAawestr uc klovouddavé rathepperfomedrirstieiccemedy a s si st a

competition

Never Just a Memory
by Laura Murray Qil)




September 1990
By Sheray Franklin

The nurse | eft the hospital at 5pm. My soon t o
made just right by Nana, my fatherds mother. To d
side of the glass, common in any southernerods hom
three. | was not yet their baby sister but the ca

quiet but filled with an excitement that could have easily been mistaken for anxiety.
It was now 6pm. The ASix o06clock newsod was on

mot her was platting her hair, my dadoés eyelids we
ting in as much mischief as possible. Time was moving as fast as still waters off the coast of Savannah.
I't was qui et the buzz from the television was f a

entertaining my brother©®h t he P a byDsctolySeusfalclassicmy brothers were mesmer-

ized by the pictures. My mom was delighted; the smile was proof, yet inside she grew weary. She had
been tired all day. Her instructions were to rest, but rest she did not. As always she was cleaning and this
time it had been 4am before she felt the firm cotton of the sheets. Cleaning, being a mother, and endur-
ing were her habitual events.

It was 10pm and the boys were bathed and tucked in for bed. Their chests rose and fell with
every inhale and exhale of the long night. My dad heavily slept while my mom waited. She waited for
me. | was now 10 days overdue. In the back of her mind she had already predicted | was going to be late,
and constantly reminded herself that everything would be blessed, but what she was soon to find out was
that | was actually going to be early, unimaginably early.

Screams shocked the air | i ke ice water on so0me
unwanted noises of a woman in |l abor. The boys wer
My dad drove 90 miles an hour on Inersta8s in Atlanta, Georgia. The time was 4:26am. My mom
was delusional and had threatened to pull the emergency breaks. Her teeth tore at her purple dress with
sunflowers. The yellow petal was now at the back of her throat she reached for the breaks and my dad
cursed the air. His hands fiercely grabbed the wheel pulling over on the side of the road escaping death
not fathoming that those same hands would bring life to the world.

It was now 4:46am and my dad was on the passen
dark morning as my dad was sure to support my neck. It was in a 1986 blue Honda where | took my first
breath. Tears washed down the face of my parents, for my mother tears of joy but for my father tears of
fear. | was attached to my mother for another 17 minutes as my dad carefully proceeded to Northside
Hospital.

The nurse was called back to the hospital for the night shift even though it was not her turn in
rotation. For a brief moment my dad left us as he sprinted to the emergency room door. Frigid air and

bright | ights welcomed him. fAiHeb6s been shot, o the
AiMy wife the baby in the car. o6 Nine nurses and 2
In the midst of the chaos and the fast hospital bed nearly defying gravity the news stations had been
called.
ABaby born-28/mh bkrtvemspatueds and nine ounces. O
The umbilical chord was cut freeing me from the connection of my mother. There was a tear on
her cheek and a smile that crawled on the nurseds
dure well known to her, but to her sick mother wh

nightly duties. Her mother had been sick for a while, and as my mother waited, so did she. Every night
the nurse prayed for one more day while her mother prayed for her last. Her mother, Louise, was ready
to see the Lord, ready to be renewed. It was her fourth stroke and the right side of her body lay para-
lyzed, but she managed to smile.
As the tear drifted down the smooth curve of t
never see her motherds | ast smile.



Her mother was all she had, her dad died when she was 14, no husband, and no kids. Her mind
and body told her she was alone but her soul did not. For she knew the Lord her mother spoke of, she
met at 14 when her dad past. Of the many things she remembered told to her by her dad it was this one
|l ine that would stick with her forever, ARTo be
taken away from her and a life given to me occurred in September of 1990.

Bothell Landing by Erica Olavarria
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