By Jake Barton

The Fourth of July Chronicles

The Fourth of July is one of the most beloved holidays in America.
This special day celebrates America’s independence and is often a day
spent with families and communities sharing picnics, parades, and of
course, firework displays. Written as a sequel to his popular poem, The
Corn Dog Chronicles, Jake Barton once again chronicles the hilarious antics of two young boys. This time, however, the setting takes us
to small town, America, where the citizens of a rural community are
celebrating the Fourth of July with a city-wide picnic and parade. This
humorous, yet heartwarming, narrative poem may be entered in either
Poetry Interpretation or Humorous Interpretation. There is a lot of
humor found within this poem. Play that humor! There is also a very
poignant moment toward the end of the poem; this moment should be
portrayed with warmth and honesty. This selection serves as a nostalgic valentine to small town America. If used in Poetry Interpretation,
the drama mask icons are merely suggestions for where to turn the
pages in the manuscript.

THIS SELECTION CONTAINS MATURE SUBJECT MATTER.
There is perhaps no stronger bond than that between two sisters. In Celeste LeBeaux’s short story, I Love Lucy, we meet two siblings named
after the two unforgettable characters from one of America’s most
iconic situation comedies of all time. This selection should be performed by a female and may be entered in either Prose Interpretation
or Dramatic Interpretation. While the tone of this selection deals with
assault, the performer should not push the literature. Let the literature
do the work for you. Be understated and honest throughout the entire
selection. Technically, one of the most important aspects of this performance is visualization. It is imperative that Em create the environment
of their childhood home by seeing the television down the hallway in
the living room. At the same time, the performer must acknowledge
her sister being assaulted, while not directly looking at her. This task
can be accomplished by simply turning the head slightly sideways
and angling the focus toward the floor, as though she were referring to
something over her shoulder and not actually looking behind her. This
selection does have a little humor to lighten the mood at appropriate
points in the story. Play those moments. React to them. Again, tell the
story from beginning to end with complete honesty. If used in Prose
Interpretation, the drama mask icons simply serve as suggestions for
when to turn the pages in the performer’s manuscript.

It’s the Fourth of July.
Lucas and I arrive at the Town Square
Just in time to help the ladies
From the First Baptist Church
Set up the tables for the city-wide picnic.
The women in town love to cook.
Lucky for them, we love to eat.
By mid-morning, all of the tables have been set,
And it doesn’t take a Food Network zombie to know
There’s enough butter in those fine looking dishes
To lure Paula Deen back to the darker-side of ‘non-healthy’ eating—
A place where butter and mayonnaise
Make everything taste better.
Barbeque, hot dogs, hamburgers
And dozens of casseroles are the featured attractions.
There are also at least six different types of potato salad,
But the true stars of this picnic paradise are the three, ten-foot-long tables
Set up under the town’s oldest oak tree.
These tables are the stars, because they are holding the desserts:
Cakes, pies, brownies, cookies, cupcakes,

My sister Lucy was named after Mom and Dad’s favorite show of all time,
I Love Lucy. Bet you can’t guess my name. Come on, think about it. Who
was Lucy’s best friend? Ethel Mertz, right? Well, lucky for me—my mom
would not cave into my dad’s desire to name me Ethel, so she compromised. She took Ethel Mertz’s initials (E.M.) and presto—I was named
Em.
Lucy and Ethel: What a pair! Those two certainly got themselves into
quite a few messes, didn’t they? Yes, they did. Every time you watched
an episode, those two were having some sort of crisis—a situation that
seemed almost impossible to escape. Our parents may not be psychic, but
they certainly chose the perfect names.
One summer, Lucy and I were out of school, and our parents had to work.

I Love Lucy

NOTES

By Celeste LeBeaux

NOTES

Lucy invited the man in to check out one of the electrical plugs in the
kitchen. As soon as he stepped inside though, I felt uneasy. He wasn’t
wearing a uniform, as we had at first thought. The man merely had on a
pair of navy coveralls. Lucy must have read my mind, because she said, “I
think it would be best if you came back tomorrow when one of our parents
is here.” He said that’s exactly why he was here—because he knew they
weren’t home. Then he pushed us aside and locked the door. He told us to
lead him to our bedroom. He voice wasn’t loud, but I remember it was so
intense.
He shoved us toward the back of the house—into our bedroom. He pushed
Lucy onto the bed, and he told her that if she screamed—I would be the
first. He didn’t tell us what ‘first’ meant, but Lucy took him at his word.
She just sat there—paralyzed—breathing harder than I’ve ever heard her
breathe. She was practically out of breath. The man then took out some
electrical tape from a bag and wrapped my hands behind my back and
taped my ankles to the front legs of our vanity chair. I could see Lucy in
the reflection of the mirror, but for some reason I turned away.
That’s when I noticed it—the TV in the living room. Looking out our
bedroom door and peering down the hallway, I could see our television—
angled in the corner of the living room. It was still turned to the station
that only showed the classics.
An episode of I Love Lucy had just begun. It’s the one where Lucy, Ricky
and the Mertz’s are traveling to Italy, and Lucy is asked by a famous Italian movie director to audition for his upcoming film, The Bitter Grapes.
She wonders which part she’ll be asked to audition for. Fred tells Lucy

By Celeste LeBeaux

I Love Lucy

I was that girl.
I hated Junior High.
I was the bookworm,
And I was the teacher’s pet,
And I was the nerd,
And the fat girl,
But Mandy?
While I was struggling to compete in a popularity contest
That was running in place,
You were struggling with your lunchbox.

And I am sick.
And I am disgusted.
And I am nothing in the face of knowledge that:
You understood enough to know you were hungry.
You understood enough to know you were alone.
You understood enough to know you were lonely.
And all I can do is hope
That one day I will see you again.
And I will kiss the cheek of the woman who packed your lunch
And brushed your hair away from your face every morning.
And I will say words to you that you might not understand,
But that I do now.
And that’s:
‘I am so sorry for all of us, Mandy.
I am so sorry, Mandy.
Mandy, I am sorry.
Can I help you with that?’

Apology

Lucy and I watched television all morning, made chicken salad sandwiches for lunch, and then we retreated to our bedroom and had just picked
out our favorite shade of nail polish when the doorbell rang. Mom had
told us earlier that morning there was a repairman coming the next day.
She was going to take half-a-day off from work to be here while he made
the repairs. Looking out through the front curtains in the living room,
we could see a man in uniform standing on our front porch. We thought,
either Mom got confused on the date, or he decided to come one day early.
Either way, we decided to answer the door.

By Sara Sutterfield Winn

This was no big deal. Lucy was seventeen. I was eleven. We didn’t need a
baby-sitter. We would watch television, make lunch, and later, we would
do our nails. Everything was fine.

