English 105K

Prof. Howe

Workshop 1: Showing and Telling

1. I cupped the lock in my hand, felt its weight and examined the chain. I had never been locked in school before.

2. Ironically, I had been given the smallest life vest possible so that it instead choked the life out of me rather than saving it. 

3. I arrived at the game with quite a few of my friends, and we were fooling around in the parking lot for a while before the game.
4. As I was waiting for my bus to come, I realized how excited I was.

5. I had been here for two days or so, and already the comforts that technology, class and money could bring were wearing thin.

6. He was mildly friendly, but clearly burdened by me, which only exacerbated the obvious; I didn’t belong. I was a short, awkward, white kid, barely weighing one hundred pounds with baby fat still clinging to my cheeks.

7. I wasn’t invited.  Undaunted at the time, I went to the house that next day anyways to pick up a few of my belongings.  At the time I thought it wouldn’t even have been appropriate for me to occupy the driveway.  No longer being a member of the household, I parked on the street.  Entering through the old side doorway I encountered a wave of a distinctly comforting scent.  It was home; that indescribable smell that lingers in the places that you love, the ones that you haven’t visited in a while.  Rather than quickly removing my things and leaving, I lingered in the familiar setting.  Running my hands along the molding in the foyer, I walked towards the old wooden stairs that led to what once was my bedroom.  The house was completely silent aside from the sound of my footsteps, something that I had never experienced before.  A wave of loneliness overcame me as I entered my bedroom, completely undisturbed by any one or thing.  This wasn’t my home.

8. I have very rarely felt like an outsider.

