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School Legend: A Short Story 

“What are you doing?” 

“I think it’s pretty clear what I’m doing,” my Aunt Clara 
replied. 

She was right. 

Clearly, she was using lipstick to color the end of a tampon 
red. 

Aunt Clara said, “Coraline, I think you want to ask why I 
am doing this.” 

She was right. 

I asked, “Why are you using lipstick to color the end of a 
tampon red?” 

“Watch the end of the show tonight, and you’ll see why,” 
Aunt Clara answered. 

She then taped the red-tipped tampon on her thigh under 
her skirt.  

Aunt Clara is a punk rocker, and she was preparing for a 
show. 

Her all-woman band is called The Blazing Molotovs, and 
they are locally and regionally known and have no 
ambition to become nationally and internationally known.  

Aunt Clara, aka Clara Molotov, and her bandmates Mara 
Molotov, Patty Molotov, and Puella Molotov have lives to 
lead outside music, and as long as they can play most 
weekends at bars in and around Athens, Ohio, such as the 
Union, the site of tonight’s show, they have no desire to 
become rich and famous and lead rock star lives. 
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Aunt Clara once explained, “The dumbest thing I’ve ever 
heard is ‘Live fast, die young.’ I’ve got stuff to do and a 
long lifetime is not long enough to do it, much less a short 
lifetime.” 

The Blazing Molotovs, as a group, also reject any kind of 
lifestyle that would slow down their creativity.  

“Too many stars — and especially superstars — put out an 
album every two or three years,” Aunt Clara explained to 
me once. “Not that the Blazing Molotovs ever could be 
superstars or even stars, but if we were, I hope that we 
would continue to put out as much music as we want and as 
we can. I can’t imagine writing just one good song every 
two or three or four months. And I hope that we would 
never sign a contract that told us what and how much music 
we could release.” 

The Blazing Molotovs are very much a Do It Yourself punk 
band.  

They knew each other from Athens High School and like 
punk fans everywhere, they heard the Ramones, learned to 
play three chords, and started a band. 

Aunt Clara once told me, “The first time we practiced, we 
wrote a song. We were so excited that we wanted to 
perform it immediately, so we went to the Union, and the 
band playing that night let us use their instruments. 
Halfway through the song, we realized that we had 
forgotten to write the end of the song, and so the end was a 
train wreck, but we still got applause from the audience — 
lots of creative people were in that audience.” 

In my opinion, although I wasn’t there, the Blazing 
Molotovs performed well that night — just being on stage 
for the first time is a triumph. Later this night, I got to see 
the purpose of the red-tipped tampon at the end of a good 
performance.  
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The Amazing Molotov Cockgirls finished with an angry 
song about the patriarchy, toxic masculinity, and misogyny, 
and then Aunt Clara reached under her skirt, grabbed the 
red-tipped tampon, held it out so the audience could see it, 
and yelled, “ARE YOU AFRAID OF WOMEN? YOU 
SHOULD BE!” 

Then she threw the red-tipped tampon into the middle of a 
group of men. 

Fun ensued. 

That was Saturday night. 

Monday was school at Athens High School, and during 
lunchtime some of us girls met in one of the girls’ 
bathrooms and discussed a major controversy. 

“Did you hear about Susan and Mr. Amorphus?” Beverly 
asked. 

Beverly is someone I would want to be in my band if — 
when — I start a band. 

“No,” I said. “What happened?” 

“Susan’s period started in Mr. Amorphus’ English class, 
and she asked to go to the bathroom. He said no, and she 
told him that her period had started, and he still wouldn’t 
let her go. He even told her to hold it in and go after class 
was over. Can you believe it?” 

“Hold it in!” I said. “He’s an adult. Doesn’t he know that 
periods don’t work that way?” 

“He’s an adult, yes,” Beverly said. “But he’s a guy, and 
some guys don’t know much about periods — or about 
women.” 

“What happened?”  
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“Susan bled through her pants — just a little and she 
cleaned it up quickly — and she had to go to the school 
nurse, who called her mom. Can you imagine the 
embarrassment?” 

Actually, I could. When I was fourteen, I bled through my 
pants. Fortunately, a kind woman pulled me aside and 
quietly said to me, “Pardon me, but you have a stain on 
your pants. Do you need a pad or tampon?” 

I already had what I needed, thanks to my mom’s insistence 
on my keeping emergency supplies in my purse and in my 
school backpack. And fortunately, I was wearing a hoodie 
that I could tie around my waist. 

The consensus in the girls’ restroom was this: Somebody 
ought to do something. 

I agreed. I was NOT on her period right then, but I 
wanted to be able to go to the bathroom if I ever had an 
emergency period situation, just as any girl would. 

I also formed a consensus of one: I was the person who 
ought to do something. Mr. Amorphus was my English 
teacher, and I had a class with him coming up. 

I then affixed some strips of tape to my thigh under my 
skirt. 

The other girls watched me, and they wondered what I was 
going to do.  

I told them, “If you’re in English class with me, you’ll see. 
If you aren’t in English class with me, you’ll hear about it.” 

In the middle of English class, I raised my hand and asked, 
“Mr. Amorphus, may I go to the bathroom, please?” 

“No, you may not,” he said. “Stay here and learn 
something. Your education is important.” 
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“I agree that my education is important, but my period has 
started, and I need to go to the bathroom.” 

“Stay here until the end of class,” Mr. Amorphus said. “Just 
hold it in.” 

“Periods don’t work that way, Mr. Amorphus,” I said. “If I 
stay here, I will bleed through my skirt and onto my seat.” 

“No, you may NOT go to the bathroom,” Mr. Amorphus 
said. 

“OK, Mr. Amorphus,” I said. 

I took a tampon and a wet wipe out of my purse, and I went 
to the wastepaper basket in a corner of the classroom. 

With Mr. Amorphus and the students, including boys, 
watching me, I unwrapped the tampon, threw away the 
wrapper, and spread my legs. 

I reached under my skirt and used the strips of tape to 
securely affix the tampon to my thigh under my skirt.  

I threw away the tampon applicator, used the wet wipe to 
clean my hands, and threw away the used wet wipe. 

Then I went to my school desk and sat down. 

Mr. Amorphus and some of the boys in class were very red 
in the face. 

Another girl in class raised her hand and asked, “Mr. 
Amorphus, may I go to the bathroom, please?” 

“Of course,” Mr. Amorphus said. 

Some girls abused the privilege for a while, and then they 
settled down and behaved correctly. 

In that year’s school yearbook, I was named “School 
Legend.”  
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*** 

“Hey, Beverly, look at that wall.” 

“What about it, Coraline? It’s just a long, boring, goose-
shit-green high school hallway wall with a few 
motivational posters on it.” 

“That wall has potential, Beverly.” 

“What kind of potential?” 

“That wall has the potential to be a wall of art, Beverly.”  

“I see. And just who is going to turn that wall into a wall of 
art, Coraline?” 

“You and I are. I have a dream.” 

“So did Martin Luther King, Jr.” 

“His is better, but I do what I can.” 

“So what do you have in mind?” 

“Meet me after school, and I’ll tell you.” 

After school, we met on the edge of school property, and I 
started to lay out my plan: 

“Usually I spend my allowance on books, music, and 
movies, but I’ve been saving my allowance, and I’m going 
to buy paint.” 

“You’re going to paint the wall?” 

“I sure am, and I want you to help me because I — we —
 will need to work fast.” 

“What are you going to do, Coraline? Spray-paint graffiti 
on the wall?” 
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“No, that would encourage vandalism. I’m going to do 
something better.” 

“What?” 

“First, I — we — are going to paint the wall white so we 
can have a good figurative canvas to work on. We’ll have 
to let it dry overnight, so we will need a two-day weekend, 
although a three-day weekend would be better even though 
we can finish it in two days.” 

“Cory, why would a three-day weekend be better? Just to 
have a buffer in case we need more time?” 

“That, too, but also because we can be pretty sure that 
Principal Andersen will come in to catch up on work. He 
may not come down this hallway, but we can’t be sure.” 

“Will even three days be enough time for a long wall?” 

“Yes, because we can paint just a section of the wall. The 
first day will be when we paint the wall. With paint rollers 
and good preparation and no breaks, it should go quickly.” 

“What about the second day, Coraline? Paintings take a 
long time.” 

“Let us learn from the master, Beverly. Graffiti artist 
Banksy once spent a long time hiding under a truck — he 
called it a trolly because he’s British — because he didn’t 
want to be arrested and the police were looking for illicit 
graffiti artists. He didn’t want to go through that again, so 
he thought about how to speed up his work and came up 
with the idea of stencils. Find a good wall, hold up the 
stencil and spray paint on it, and then get away from the 
wall fast.” 

“Sounds good, Coraline. Do you know what you want to 
stencil?” 
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“Yeah, for one thing I want to copy Banksy.” 

“Isn’t that plagiarism?” 

“Plagiarism is taking credit for someone else’s work. I want 
use his work Girl with a Balloon — the one where the 
girl’s balloon is floating away from her. Everyone knows 
it’s a Banksy. No one is going to think that you and I 
created it.” 

“Ok, Coraline, but isn’t it theft of intellectual property?” 

“Apparently not. You can buy the stencil in various sizes 
on Amazon. Either Banksy is selling the stencil, or he 
doesn’t care enough to sue whoever is selling the stencil. 
Maybe he wants his work to spread around the world. I’m 
in favor of financially rewarding creators, but if the artist is 
Ok with giving away their art, that’s Ok, too.” 

“Ok, but don’t you want to do original work?” 

“I do, and I plan to stencil some original art or at least some 
good mottos on the wall, but I want to start with something 
famous that lots of critics call art. Also, I want something 
noncontroversial. Banksy does controversial work, but this 
work of art is beloved by parents everywhere. Besides, we 
can add our original art later. We don’t have to cover the 
whole wall, and we can paint over some things when we 
want to, assuming we’re willing to take the risk of sneaking 
into the school again and getting caught.” 

“Ok, but first answer me this: How much trouble can we 
get into?” 

“We’ll have to be careful not to get caught early. If we are 
caught before we get started, we may be accused of 
vandalism as well as trespassing. If we are caught after we 
get a good start on the artwork, we may get in trouble, but 
it’s unlikely to be serious trouble if the work we do is good. 
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That’s why I want to start with noncontroversial — but real 
— art. Do you remember last year’s school prank?” 

“No, Coraline, I wasn’t here.” 

“I wasn’t, either, but I know that some seniors broke into 
the school and painted the walls of the principal’s office 
bright pink. The ringleader was the son of a professional 
painter, and the paint job was close to professional quality.” 

“Legendary.” 

“So it is, Beverly, and we should aspire to that kind of 
fame.” 

“Coraline, answer me this: I know you don’t have 
permission from the principal to do this, so how will you 
get into the school?”  

“In the back of the school is a door that I have the key to.” 

“How did you get that?” 

“The painter’s son is a friend of mine. He and a couple of 
his friends used that door to get into the school to paint the 
principal’s office. He helped his dad do some painting at 
the school, and he was able to get a copy made of that key. 
He’s willing to lend — actually, give — me the key. He 
would help us with the painting, but he says it’s our prank 
and since he’s graduated he doesn’t want to share my —
 and now our — future glory. He is willing to drive us to 
the school and pick us up again when we call him.” 

“I’m in. Will anyone else be in?” 

“No. Two people are enough.” 

“What do we do next?” 

“Start thinking up mottos to stencil on the wall. I have a 
few. I’ve also already ordered a few Banksy stencils — I’m 
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going to use them on my bedroom wall. I want to test them 
out somewhere off school property before we do our school 
prank and before I use them on my wall.” 

The test went well. Between Athens and Nelsonville is a 
bike path that in one place goes under a highway. The piles 
— vertical support structures — are a good surface for 
graffiti. 

The test went so well and so quickly that we decided to use 
two Banksy stencils on the school hallway wall. In addition 
to “Girl With a Balloon,” we decided to use “Rage, the 
Flower Thrower,” aka “Love is in the Air.” This stencil 
depicts a revolutionary throwing a bouquet of flowers 
instead of a Molotov cocktail. 

And get this. We made our own stencils of original art: Our 
four original stencils make up one original work of art.  

The first day — Saturday — of a three-day weekend went 
well. Painting the wall a solid white was fairly easy 
because we had lots of room to work, only a few posters to 
remove, and good-quality paint that covered the wall well 
with one coat. 

The second day — Sunday — also went well.  

The two Banksys were on the left and right of the wall. The 
center of the wall — the place of pride — displayed our 
original art. Yeah, Banksy is good, but … 

In the blank spaces, we stenciled mottos, some of which 
were famous song titles or quotations: 

• Be a Work of Art 

• Dress Like a Work of Art 

• Boredom is Anti-Life 

• Resist Psychic Death 
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• Don’t Fear the Reaper 

• Be Excellent to Each Other 

• Be Kind and Be Useful 

Now let me describe our work of art: 

At the top was the title: “THIS SCHOOL ARMS 
STUDENTS.” 

Underneath the title were three stencils. Each stencil 
depicted a different student holding one or more books.  

“Looks good, Beverly,” I said.  

“Looks good, Coraline,” Beverly said. 

“Look good, Beverly and Coraline,” Principal Andersen 
said. 

We whirled around. Principal Andersen had snuck up on us 
while we were admiring our work. 

“Hi, girls,” Principal Andersen said. “I mean it when I say 
that it looks good. I admire Banksy. But, of course, I have a 
few questions.” 

“Of course,” I said.  

“First, and very important, how did you get in here?” 

“I have a key,” I admitted.  

“And how did you get that key?” 

“No comment,” I said. 

“Students cannot have a key, so you will have to give it to 
me.” 

“Ok,” I said. 
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“I need to be sure that you cannot get a new key,” Principal 
Andersen said. “There are liability issues involved here.” 

“I promise you that there is only one key and that I cannot 
get a new one,” I said. 

“Good. Give me that key.” 

I gave it to him. 

Principal Anderson said, “I was here late yesterday and 
smelled the paint, so I checked out the hallway. You did a 
good job on the wall and did not make a mess, which I 
appreciate.  

Beverly had looked scared when Principal Andersen 
showed up, but now she was recovering from her fright. 

Principal Andersen continued: 

“I wasn’t expecting you two, although I am well aware of 
Coraline’s existence because of a certain past event. I 
thought that maybe the painter’s son had returned. 

“I like the work you did today: Students should be armed 
with knowledge. Is that a Banksy?” 

Beverly said, “No, that’s our original work.” 

Principal Andersen said: 

“I’m impressed. 

“Schools such as MIT encourage or at least allow pranks 
because they display creativity and problem-solving. 

“But as I said, there are liability issues. And so I need to 
call your parents to come and pick you up.” 

“I understand,” Beverly said.  
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I knew that Beverly’s parents would not punish her. They 
were middle-aged hippy-types who encouraged non-
conformity. Beverly rebels against her parents by getting 
straight A’s. 

My parents were common-sense types who believed that if 
you did what you had to do, such as studying, and you did 
what you ought to do, such as brushing your teeth, then you 
ought to be able to do what you want to do as long as it 
doesn’t hurt anyone or break any laws — at least, any 
major laws. My dad is a 55-year-old who likes to read fairy 
tales and fantasy books and watch superhero movies. My 
mom likes surf music that she finds on Bandcamp, and she 
watches good YouTube videos — in particular, good 
YouTube videos that have under 100 views. It’s her way to 
reward creators, find good music, and avoid excessive 
numbers of ads. 

Principal Andersen said: 

“I like what you did, but I’m going to turn this wall over to 
the art teacher. I will tell her not to change anything for two 
weeks, but after that she and her students can do whatever 
they want.  

“Now I will call your parents to come and pick you up. I’ll 
tell them to bring their cameras. In the meantime, please 
finish cleaning up.” 

In that year’s school yearbook, Beverly and I were named 
“School Legends.” 

*** 

I was jogging in the park when a masked man jumped out 
from behind a big bush, grabbed my arm, and said, “Your 
ass is mine now!” 

I disagreed, and I yelled, “THE COPS ARE AFTER ME!” 
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He smirked, and for a good reason. 

I look a lot more like a sweet, innocent girl than I look like 
a hardened criminal. 

So I yelled, “I’M A SHOPLIFTER!” 

Lots of sweet-looking, innocent-looking girls are 
shoplifters. 

The masked man let go of my wrist, turned around, and ran 
away as fast as he could. 

I watched him for less than a second, turned around, and 
ran away as fast as I could. 

Once outside the park, I called the police. They searched 
the park, but they did not find anything then. Five or six 
months later, they did arrest a masked man in the park. 
Probably, he was the same masked man. 

Some guys! 

I remember being in a donut shop when a college guy tried 
to pick me up.  

What made it bad was that I looked like what I am: A girl 
past puberty but still much underage. 

He looked like what he was: A college student aged 18, 19, 
or 20. 

He was not taking no for an answer when I declined to give 
him my number so I ordered two donuts, two hot dogs with 
mustard, and two small Cokes. 

I went to a table with two place settings and put one donut, 
one hot dog, and one Coke on one side of the table, and one 
donut, one hot dog, and one Coke on the other side of the 
table. I sat down, and I motioned for the college student to 
sit down. 
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The college student sat down, and I pushed the donut, hot 
dog, and Coke on my side to the table to his side of the 
table. Then I got up and left.  

The college student had to decide whether to follow me or 
to stay and eat. 

He stayed and ate. 

I remember one time when Beverly and I were riding on 
our bicycles and a man working on his roof started cat-
calling us.  

We got off our bikes, went over to his ladder, knocked it 
over, and then rode away and left him stranded on the roof. 

Beverly once walked toward a guy on the sidewalk who, 
when he passed her, said, “You’re a bit too thin for me.” 

Beverly said, “You’re a bit too thick for me,” and kept on 
walking. 

He wasn’t that much overweight, but Beverly and I agree 
that he was seriously thick in the head. 

Not all guys are bad, of course.  

A guy wearing sweatpants was harassing me and I was 
having none of it. He became so angry that he kicked the 
wall I had my back against: This was an act of violence. 

Another, bigger guy immediately ran behind harasser-guy, 
grabbed the top of his sweatpants and pulled them down to 
his ankles. 

Harasser-guy pulled up his pants and left — quickly.  

I thanked hero-guy, who said, “You’re welcome,” and then 
went back to his date. 
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In that year’s school yearbook, Beverly and I were named 
“School Legends,” but for other things, not these stories. 

*** 

The curtain opened, and I looked out at the audience. 

Lots of people were sitting in the seats, and they were 
looking at me. 

I was the female lead of the school play, and I was alone on 
the stage. 

Looking out at all those people, I could not remember any 
of my lines. 

At the dress rehearsal, I was word-perfect. The day before 
the dress rehearsal, I was word-perfect. The day before the 
day before the dress rehearsal, I was word-perfect. But 
right now, I could not remember even the title of the play. 

Audience members sat in silence, pitying me, and I could 
not remember my name. 

Dear readers, if you are ever in an audience and someone 
“corpses” — can’t remember their lines — don’t sit silently 
and pity the performer. Applaud. Applause is much better 
than silence. 

I hung my head and said to myself, “I CANNOT believe 
this.” 

The silence grew louder. 

Beverly rescued me. She had worked on building the set 
and was managing the props, and she was backstage. 

She walked out on stage and said, “Coraline, tell the 
audience about Ohio University professor Samuel Crowl.” 

I knew who she meant. 
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For a recent class paper, Beverly and I had worked hard 
researching, interviewing, and collecting anecdotes about 
Ohio University professors, some of whom were retired. 

The main campus of Ohio University is located in Athens, 
Ohio. Athens High School is located in the nearby town 
named The Plains, so I guess it should be named Athens 
County High School, but so be it. The audience members 
knew about Ohio University. 

I knew that Beverly was rescuing me, and so I said: 

“When Baz Luhrmann’s William Shakespeare’s Romeo + 
Juliet first came out, Ohio University Shakespeare scholar 
Samuel Crowl saw it at his local cineplex, where the 
number of teenyboppers who had come to see Leonardo 
DiCaprio play Romeo surprised him. When Mr. DiCaprio’s 
Romeo and Claire Danes’ Juliet first met, a young 
DiCaprio fan sitting behind Professor Crowl whispered, 
‘Don’t touch him, you bitch.’ 

“Beverly, tell the audience about Barry Roth.” 

Beverly said: 

“When English professor Barry Roth first came to Ohio 
University, he was asked to teach a course on mysteries. 
But instead of teaching mysteries by such people as Agatha 
Christie and Rex Stout, he taught such ‘mysteries’ as 
William Shakespeare’s Hamlet. The mystery was ‘Who 
killed Hamlet’s father?’  

“Coraline, tell the audience about Steve Hays.” 

I said: 

“When Ohio University Classics professor Steve Hays was 
a student taking university classes, he would go through the 
Student Catalogue and circle the names of professors who 
had graduated from such schools as Harvard, Yale, and 
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Princeton and then try to take classes from those professors, 
even if those classes met at eight in the morning.  

“Beverly, tell the audience about Fredrick Hagerman.” 

Beverly said: 

“Ohio University physiologist Fredrick Hagerman, who 
also worked at NASA, vouched for the authenticity of this 
anecdote about the first man to walk on the moon: Ohio-
born astronaut Neil Armstrong.  

“The first words he spoke on the moon are famous — ‘One 
small step for man; one giant leap for mankind’ — but he 
said other things on the moon, including, ‘Good luck, Mr. 
Gorsky.’  

“At first, people assumed that Mr. Gorsky must be a 
Russian cosmonaut, but no Russian cosmonaut had that 
name. For a long time, Mr. Armstrong declined to reveal 
who Mr. Gorsky was, but after years had passed, he said 
that the Gorskys had died and so it was OK to reveal the 
story.  

“It turned out that the Gorskys were next-door neighbors to 
the Armstrongs when Neil was growing up. One day, 
during a game, a ball was hit into the Gorskys’ yard, and 
young Neil went to get it. The ball had landed near an open 
window, and Neil heard the Gorskys arguing. In particular, 
he heard Mrs. Gorsky yelling, ‘Sex? You want sex? I’ll tell 
you when you’ll get sex! You’ll get sex when the kid next 
door walks on the moon!’ 

“Coraline, tell the audience about Jack Baldwin.”  

I said:  

“Artists frequently work with nude models. Ohio 
University art professor John ‘Jack’ Baldwin and his wife, 
Bunny, once took a vacation in Mexico, where they went to 
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a clothing-optional beach. Bunny pointed out a particularly 
beautiful naked woman to Jack, who told her, ‘Bunny, I am 
here on vacation. I am not here to work.’ 

“Beverly, tell the audience about Henry Lin.” 

Beverly said: 

“In the 1970s, Ohio University President Claude Sowle 
decided to hold public meetings at which college deans 
would argue for money for their departments. Of course, 
these were spectacular events at which college deans wore 
caps and gowns and argued passionately for money.  

“At one such public meeting, Dr. Henry Lin, Dean of Fine 
Arts, began his remarks by saying, ‘Ni hao, Dr. Sowle.’ Of 
course, he was speaking flawless Mandarin Chinese, and he 
continued to speak flawless Mandarin Chinese — which 
Dr. Sowle did NOT understand — for the rest of his 
remarks, occasionally using a Chinese abacus to emphasize 
a financial point.  

“At the end of Dr. Lin’s remarks, President Sowle told him, 
‘Henry, you know I don’t understand Chinese, but I’ve 
never understood you more clearly than right now — you 
need big bucks!’  

“By the way, Dr. Lin is the father of Maya Lin, the genius 
who designed the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in 
Washington, D.C. 

“Coraline, tell the audience about Catherine Brown.” 

I said: 

“Women’s sports and women athletes have not always been 
respected. For example, in the 1960s (well before Title 9), 
Catherine L. Brown used to teach and coach field hockey at 
Ohio University on a field that was also used by ROTC 
cadets. Sometimes, the ROTC cadets would act as if the 
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women athletes were invisible and march onto the field — 
even during games. On one occasion when this happened, 
the ROTC cadets were standing at attention — meaning 
that they could not move — so Ms. Brown ordered the 
game to continue, and she praised each woman athlete who 
hit the legs of an ROTC cadet with the ball. 

“Beverly, tell the audience about Margaret Cohn.” 

Beverly said: 

“Margaret ‘Peg’ Cohn, Dean Emerita of the Ohio 
University Honors College, remembers carpooling with 
other mothers. On one occasion, she had a carload of 
children when they came across an intersection in which 
someone had written in large letters a four-letter word 
beginning with ‘F’ and ending with ‘K.’  

“Ms. Cohn’s seven-year-old carefully said each letter 
aloud, and then asked, ‘Mom?’ Ms. Cohn braced herself, 
afraid that she would have to give a sex education lesson to 
a carload of children, but fortunately her seven-year-old 
asked merely, ‘How did they do that without getting run 
over?’  

“Ms. Cohn answered that question, happy that she had 
remembered ‘a cardinal rule for parents: Be sure what the 
question is before you give the answer.’ 

“Coraline, tell the audience about David Bruce.” 

I said: 

“David Bruce was an English and Philosophy instructor at 
Ohio University. When he was getting his Master’s degree 
in Philosophy at Ohio University, Dr. Robert Wieman was 
his main advisor for his Master’s thesis. At a volleyball 
game between philosophy professors and philosophy 
students, David Bruce managed to score a point against Dr. 
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Wieman. He noticed that Dr. Wieman didn’t look happy 
about it, so as soon as he could, he let Dr. Wieman score a 
point against him. He says, ‘I could have blocked the ball, 
but Mama Bruce didn’t raise her little boy Davy up to be no 
fool.’ 

“That is the last professor we will tell you about, dear 
audience. 

“Beverly, thank you for calming me down. I can now 
remember my lines, the title of the play, and my own 
name.” 

Beverly walked off the stage to applause, and the play — 
Blithe Spirit — went well. 

In that year’s school yearbook, “Ohio University 
Professors” were named “School Legends.” So was 
Beverly. 

*** 

I remember when I farted in middle school. 

At the time, you could buy shorts that changed color when 
exposed to heat.  

You could be in the shade under a tree and then get out into 
the sun and the shorts would grow hotter and change color, 
especially the part that was directly exposed to the sun. 

You could also put your hand on your thigh briefly, and 
when you took away your hand, you could see your 
handprint on your thigh. 

I was wearing those shorts during a math class when I went 
to the chalkboard to solve a math problem. I was facing the 
chalkboard, working the problem, and my back was to the 
class. 

No one heard anything, but everyone knew when I farted. 
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Guess what happened last week? 

It was lunch hour, I had eaten well, and I was outdoors on 
school property among a group of students when I needed 
to fart and I knew I was not going to make it to the girls’ 
restroom in time. 

I thought: I’ve got this. Music is playing, I know this song, 
and there’s a loud section. If I time the fart just right, no 
one will hear me.  

The drums came in loudly, the singer began to scream, and 
I farted. 

Everyone, including Beverly, looked at me and laughed. 

And that’s when I remembered I was wearing ear buds. 

Grandma tells me that years from now the embarrassment 
will disappear and these will be funny stories that I tell my 
grandkids. 

According to Grandma: 

EMBARRASSMENT + TIME = COMEDY 

In that year’s school yearbook, the “Weird Kid” was named 
“School Lengend.”  

Why the Weird Kid? 

Lots of girls voted for him. 

Why? 

Although it was clear that I was the person who had farted, 
he spoke up and said loudly, “Sorry, guys. I ate a BAD 
burrito!” 

Now he’s my boyfriend. 
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APPENDIX A: ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

It was a dark and stormy night. Suddenly a cry rang out, and on a hot 
summer night in 1954, Josephine, wife of Carl Bruce, gave birth to a 
boy — me. Unfortunately, this young married couple allowed Reuben 
Saturday, Josephine’s brother, to name their first-born. Reuben, aka 
“The Joker,” decided that Bruce was a nice name, so he decided to 
name me Bruce Bruce. I have gone by my middle name — David — 
ever since. 

Being named Bruce David Bruce hasn’t been all bad. Bank tellers 
remember me very quickly, so I don’t often have to show an ID. It can 
be fun in charades, also. When I was a counselor as a teenager at Camp 
Echoing Hills in Warsaw, Ohio, a fellow counselor gave the signs for 
“sounds like” and “two words,” then she pointed to a bruise on her leg 
twice. Bruise Bruise? Oh yeah, Bruce Bruce is the answer! 

Uncle Reuben, by the way, gave me a haircut when I was in 
kindergarten. He cut my hair short and shaved a small bald spot on the 
back of my head. My mother wouldn’t let me go to school until the 
bald spot grew out again. 

Of all my brothers and sisters (six in all), I am the only transplant to 
Athens, Ohio. I was born in Newark, Ohio, and have lived all around 
Southeastern Ohio. However, I moved to Athens to go to Ohio 
University and have never left.  

At Ohio U, I never could make up my mind whether to major in 
English or Philosophy, so I got a bachelor’s degree with a double major 
in both areas, then I added a Master of Arts degree in English and a 
Master of Arts degree in Philosophy. Yes, I have my MAMA degree. 

Currently, and for a long time to come (I eat fruits and veggies), I am 
spending my retirement writing books such as Nadia Comaneci: 
Perfect 10, The Funniest People in Dance, Homer’s Iliad: A Retelling 
in Prose, and William Shakespeare’s Othello: A Retelling in Prose. 

By the way, my sister Brenda Kennedy writes romances such as A New 
Beginning and Shattered Dreams.  
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Appendix B: Some Books by David Bruce 

Retellings of a Classic Work of Literature 

Ben Jonson’s The Alchemist: A Retelling 

Ben Jonson’s Bartholomew Fair: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s The Case is Altered: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s Catiline’s Conspiracy: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s The Devil is an Ass: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s Epicene: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s Every Man in His Humor: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s Every Man Out of His Humor: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s The New Inn: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s Sejanus’ Fall: A Retelling 

Ben Jonson’s The Staple of News: A Retelling  

Ben Jonson’s Volpone, or the Fox: A Retelling 

Christopher Marlowe’s Complete Plays: Retellings 

Christopher Marlowe’s Dido, Queen of Carthage: A Retelling 

Christopher Marlowe’s Doctor Faustus: Retellings of the 1604 A-Text 
and of the 1616 B-Text 

Christopher Marlowe’s Edward II: A Retelling 

Christopher Marlowe’s The Massacre at Paris: A Retelling 

Christopher Marlowe’s The Rich Jew of Malta: A Retelling 

Christopher Marlowe’s Tamburlaine, Parts 1 and 2: Retellings 

Dante’s Divine Comedy: A Retelling in Prose  

Dante’s Inferno: A Retelling in Prose  

Dante’s Purgatory: A Retelling in Prose  

Dante’s Paradise: A Retelling in Prose  
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The Famous Victories of Henry V: A Retelling 

From the Iliad to the Odyssey: A Retelling in Prose of Quintus of 
Smyrna’s Posthomerica 

George Peele: Five Plays Retold in Modern English 

George Peele’s The Arraignment of Paris: A Retelling  

George Peele’s The Battle of Alcazar: A Retelling  

George Peele’s David and Bathsheba, and the Tragedy of Absalom: A 
Retelling 

George Peele’s Edward I: A Retelling 

George Peele’s The Old Wives’ Tale: A Retelling 

George-A-Greene, The Pinner of Wakefield: A Retelling 

The History of King Leir: A Retelling 

Homer’s Iliad: A Retelling in Prose  

Homer’s Odyssey: A Retelling in Prose  

Jason and the Argonauts: A Retelling in Prose of Apollonius of 
Rhodes’ Argonautica 

The Jests of George Peele: A Retelling 

John Ford: Eight Plays Translated into Modern English 

John Ford’s The Broken Heart: A Retelling 

John Ford’s The Fancies, Chaste and Noble: A Retelling 

John Ford’s The Lady’s Trial: A Retelling 

John Ford’s The Lover’s Melancholy: A Retelling 

John Ford’s Love’s Sacrifice: A Retelling 

John Ford’s Perkin Warbeck: A Retelling 

John Ford’s The Queen: A Retelling 

John Ford’s ‘Tis Pity She’s a Whore: A Retelling 

John Webster’s The White Devil: A Retelling 
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King Edward III: A Retelling 

The Merry Devil of Edmonton: A Retelling 

Robert Greene’s Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay: A Retelling 

The Taming of a Shrew: A Retelling 

Tarlton’s Jests: A Retelling 

The Trojan War and Its Aftermath: Four Ancient Epic Poems 

Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 5 Late Romances: Retellings in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 10 Histories: Retellings in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 11 Tragedies: Retellings in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 12 Comedies: Retellings in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 38 Plays: Retellings in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 1 Henry IV, aka Henry IV, Part 1: A Retelling 
in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 2 Henry IV, aka Henry IV, Part 2: A Retelling 
in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 1 Henry VI, aka Henry VI, Part 1: A Retelling 
in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 2 Henry VI, aka Henry VI, Part 2: A Retelling 
in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s 3 Henry VI, aka Henry VI, Part 3: A Retelling 
in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s All’s Well that Ends Well: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Antony and Cleopatra: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s As You Like It: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Comedy of Errors: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Coriolanus: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Cymbeline: A Retelling in Prose  
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William Shakespeare’s Hamlet: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Henry V: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Henry VIII: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s King John: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s King Lear: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Love’s Labor’s Lost: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Macbeth: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Measure for Measure: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Merchant of Venice: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Merry Wives of Windsor: A Retelling in 
Prose  

William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream: A Retelling in 
Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Much Ado About Nothing: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Othello: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Pericles, Prince of Tyre: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Richard II: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Richard III: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Roseo and Juliet: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Taming of the Shrew: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Tempest: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Timon of Athens: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Titus Andronicus: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Troilus and Cressida: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night: A Retelling in Prose  
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William Shakespeare’s The Two Gentlemen of Verona: A Retelling in 
Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Two Noble Kinsmen: A Retelling in Prose  

William Shakespeare’s The Winter’s Tale: A Retelling in Prose  

Children’s Biography 

Nadia Comaneci: Perfect Ten 

Personal Finance 

How to Manage Your Money: A Guide for the Non-Rich 

Anecdote Collections 

250 Anecdotes About Opera 

250 Anecdotes About Religion 

250 Anecdotes About Religion: Volume 2 

250 Music Anecdotes 

Be a Work of Art: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

Boredom is Anti-Life: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

The Coolest People in Art: 250 Anecdotes 

The Coolest People in the Arts: 250 Anecdotes 

The Coolest People in Books: 250 Anecdotes 

The Coolest People in Comedy: 250 Anecdotes 

Create, Then Take a Break: 250 Anecdotes 

Don’t Fear the Reaper: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Art: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Books: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Books, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Books, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Comedy: 250 Anecdotes 
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The Funniest People in Dance: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 4: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 5: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 6: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Movies: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Music: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Music, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Music, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Neighborhoods: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Relationships: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Sports: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Sports, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Television and Radio: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People in Theater: 250 Anecdotes 

The Funniest People Who Live Life: 250 Anecdotes  

The Funniest People Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds, Volume 1: 250 Anecdotes 

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

Maximum Cool: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Movies: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, Volume 2: 250 
Anecdotes 
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The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, Volume 3: 250 
Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Religion: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People in Sports: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People Who Live Life: 250 Anecdotes 

The Most Interesting People Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

Reality is Fabulous: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

Resist Psychic Death: 250 Anecdotes 

Seize the Day: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

 


