Junior High cafeteria.
Mid-eighties.
It’s loud.
It’s hot.
It’s dirty.
Kids are crammed together at long tables
Where they are separated by cliques,
And there is one empty table.
And at the end of that long, empty table, there is Mandy.
Mandy—
With her clawed hands and electronic wheelchair.
Mandy—
Whose head bobs irregularly.
Mandy—
Who drools sometimes in class.
Mandy—
The retard.
And in front of Mandy
There is a pink, plastic lunchbox.
And on the cover of that pink, plastic lunchbox
There is an animated figure
Who is waiting for Mandy to open her lunch,
Because the woman that usually helps her is not here today.
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I Love Lucy

Apology

Last week was my sister’s anniversary. Lucy and her husband wanted to
go out for a night on the town, and they asked me if I’d babysit for them.
Right after they left for the night, I turned on the television and flipped
to the Classics channel. I Love Lucy was playing, and it was mid-way
through the show. Snuggled on the couch among my three beautiful
nieces, Rachel, sitting to my right, pointed to the television and asked me,
“What’s this called?” At first, I was shocked. Then I turned to my left and
asked Monica and Phoebe if they’d ever seen this show before. They both
shook their heads no. How could my nieces have never seen an episode of
the most iconic situation comedy of all time? I looked at the innocence in
each of their face—turned the channel to cartoons—and began to cry.

We all have moments we regret from our past. In her personal, narrative poem, Sara Sutterfield Winn reflects on her past as she asks
the rhetorical question, “If you could go back in time and right one
wrong, would you?” This selection should be performed by a female
and may be entered in either Poetry Interpretation or Dramatic Interpretation. The key element at the heart of this presentation lies in
the performer’s ability to visualize and recreate the environment. The
performer should clearly see Mandy in the corner of the cafeteria.
Visualize and see the action occurring at the other tables around the
cafeteria. Another decision the performer must make is whether or not
to become Mandy during Mandy’s lines of dialogue found within the
poem. As always, the drama mask icons simply serve as suggestions
for where to turn the pages in the manuscript. This inspirational poem
teaches one of life’s most important lessons: Do unto others, as you
would have them do unto you. It’s the ‘Golden Rule,’ so be golden and
inspire your audiences!

By Sara Sutterfield Winn

All of this happened years ago. Lucy is married with three little girls of
her own now—Rachel, Monica and Phoebe. I wouldn’t bet a million dollars, but I think Lucy’s favorite show is Friends.

NOTES

There are sandwiches flying four tables away.
And still there is laughter,
And still there is gossip,
Though we all can really hear her.
And Mandy raises her voice,
“Can somebody help me, please?
Can somebody help me, please?
Can somebody help me, PLEASE?”
And she has started to cry.

And still there is laughter.
And still there is gossip.
Though we ALL can really hear her.
And one girl—
ONE girl
Jumps up from her chair and marches over to Mandy’s table
And throws open her lunchbox in disgust.
And she slams Mandy’s lunch on the table.
A piece of fruit—BAM
A sandwich—BAM
A carton of milk—BAM
And she is staring at the tabletop with a clinical detachment
As Mandy mumbles ‘thank you.’
And she is thinking,
‘Please, God, let no one be watching.
Please, God, let no one see.’

In the living room, Lucy is one of two women chosen to stomp today’s
grapes. She’s told to get in the wine vat and begin working. My sister is
told to stop crying.
My eyes are filled with tears. They stream down my face and are making wet spots on my shirt. My sister is struggling to get up, while Lucy is
struggling to get out of the wine vat. She’s exhausted and wants to leave,
but the woman grabs Lucy’s arm. The man behind me has pinned my
sister’s arms to her side. The stout woman on television pulls Lucy back
down into the vat, and the two continue to fight like a couple of female
mud wrestlers.
Finally, the episode of I Love Lucy is over. My sister is crying as quietly
as she can, so as not to let me know how scared she is. I close my eyes,
squeezing them so tightly that it almost hurts. In my brain, I start humming
to myself. I start humming the theme from I Love Lucy. In my mind, I’m
trying to drown out the noise coming from behind me. After I’ve hummed
the theme song in my head five times, it’s over. The man gets up from the
bed and tells us what he’ll do to us if we call the police or tell anyone. We
are both terrified. He tells Lucy not to move a muscle for the next hour.
He leaves, and we just stay there—frozen—like statues. We don’t say one
word to each other; after all, what is there to say?
After about seven or eight minutes—when we both know the man’s not
coming back—at least not today—Lucy gets up and gets a pair of scissors
to cut the tape away from my hands and feet. Before she cuts the tape,
Lucy makes me swear that we’ll never tell anyone. She makes me take an
oath that we’ll never talk about it either—ever. I know this is wrong—and
I don’t want to make this promise—but I love my sister—so I do. I promise her that it will be our secret—forever.
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There is a food fight starting four tables away.
And there is laughter,
And there is gossip,
Though we all can really hear her.
And Mandy raises her voice,
“Can somebody help me, please?”

that no matter what part she gets, she’ll surely be one of the bunch.”
To ensure she gets the part, Lucy, against Ricky’s advice, decides to visit
a local vineyard, soak up the environment and see how the Italians make
wine. I’ve seen this episode at least half-a-dozen times.
When she arrives at the local vineyard, Lucy, now dressed in peasant
clothing, stands around, eats grapes and listens to the other women talk
in Italian whispers. At the same time, I hear my sister Lucy—whimpering
behind me. She’s begging the man to please stop. She’s whispering—as
if she doesn’t want me to hear her. I can tell the man has now cupped his
hand over my sister’s mouth to muffle her sounds.
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And Mandy fumbles with the latch,
But her fingers won’t respond,
And she calls out in a voice that is clear and strong,
“Can somebody help me, please?”

