The Adventure of Spanky
By Spanky I.
(Seung Cho)
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a boy named LOSER
a boy named LOSER
walks off the sidewalk, shudders into his house,
and lays his weary head to sleep and dream.
In his dream, he lives two lives,
because in this world he has no life,
no class, no friends—just a Moron in this world.
During its long hours in the real world,
it’s no surprise he is LOSER.
Everyone knows—too bad—they say, only if he had a life.
Under the bright, cruel sun, he hulls his feet into his house.
Thinks about the two other lives.
Keeps on dreaming. Day dream.
What to do, what to say but dream.
That’s what losers do in this world,
where normal guys live their happy lives,
worry-free and be themselves, unlike LOSER.
A normal guy throws parties at his house,
but not LOSER—he has no life.
Be happy, be normal, get a life,
he says to himself; he can only in his dream:
In LOSER’s little mind, he brings over a girl to this house.
Only if he could do that in this real world.
LOSER. What can I say, that’s what losers do. LOSER!
Only if LOSER could live his lives.
Something LOSER can’t ever do!—lives those lives
and be normal and actually have a life.
You know why he can’t do it? He’s LOSER.
With everything he longs for, all he can do is dream
trapped in this world, in this wronged world.
Nothing to do but drag his heavy feet back into the house.
All alone in his little house
he likes to think he’s living his lives,
in his own safe little world.
No one tells him, LOSER, get a life!
No one gives him the hand gesture in his dream.
No one calls him LOSER:
Darn straight! This boy really is LOSER—LOSER with no life!
and he knows it. But he (what can he do) likes to live in his pathetic dream
drowning down in his little quirky house anyway—My Gawd! What a LOSER!
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“Good morning, Jelly. Did you have a good night sleep?” Spanky finds himself
dully mumbling at this girl, who is laying on a bed looking up at him with her big eyes.
Spanky looking back into her glittering eyes isn‟t quite sure who this girl is or where he
is at or what he is doing here as if he has been sleep-walking for ages and has just woken
up and needs refreshing. Jelly? Who is Jelly? he thinks. Did I just say good morning
Jelly? Who is she?
“Good morning, Spanky!” Jelly chirps in a surgary-sweet voice. “I had a great
sleep. Last night I wanted to talk with you and hug you and kiss you so badly. I was
feeling so lonely, so lonely that I dreamt about you.
“Really?” Spanky asks, his face starting to light up rubbing his pristine eyes,
flickering like a faulty electrical line. She dreamt about me, he thinks in his head. And
for some reason it seems to him that such a pretty girl dreaming about him doesn't make
any sense. He should be the one dreaming about her, not the other way around.
“Don‟t you remember,” she asks after studying his perplexed facial expression for
a minute. “What we did yesterday—”
“I don‟t! I mean, uh…” He wants to ask her who she is, if he is supposed to know
her, or if this is a big joke. Maybe this is a big dream…
He pinches himself. No, he is not dreaming. “What I meant was…what did we do
yesterday?”
“We snuggled! We talked! We smooched all day long! How could you not
remember, Spanky. We had so much fun!”
“You and I did that?” He searches his brain for this event, and soon, through his
foggy memory, there is a vague picture in his head of a pretty girl that looks a lot like the
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girl in front o him that he made out with. But it feels more like a dream than reality.
Saline—I mean Jelly—are you my…my…girlfriend?” he asks.
She laughs. The corners of her lips move towards her ears showing her beautiful
teeth and her beautiful smile. “Of course I am, silly. What kind of question is that!”
“Oh,” he mumbles half smiling and scratching his head, not quite sure what to say
or what to do. “Of course you are, ha ha ha,” he forces a laughter.
She laughs and stares at him.
“I must not have had a good sleep last night or something. I had so much fun,
hugging and kissing you that I couldn‟t sleep.” Though he has a hard time believing that
this fantasy-event actually happened, he convinces his brain to believe that it did. “I have
a headache.”
“Oh you have a headache,” she says in a girly-girly voice, winking at him. “I hope
you feel better. If I knew you were up all night long I would have called you and talked to
you. You would have spent the night together instead of thinking of each other. I bet
that‟s why you got a headache. You were longing to be with me.”
“Uh-huh.”
“Now what shall we do about your headache? Do you want some pills, the little
grey ones?”
“I took some this morning.” He vaguely recalls taking some pills not too long ago,
but his memory is unclear like a brain cloud.”
“You want me to kiss your forehead so you get better quicker?” she asks bringing
her lips together and sticking them out. With her eyes closed, she makes a smack noise.
“Do you want a great, big smooch, Spanky?”
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“Uh…That‟s okay.” His eyes lower to the floor. “I took some already. It just
started to kick in. I‟m starting to feel a little better now,” he says in a quiet voice, rubbing
his forehead and changing his posture to stand straight.
“That‟s wonderful. I‟m gonna get dressed, then you can give me a Good Morning
Kiss. A nice kiss to start the day.” She gets out of her bed. She is wearing pink pajamas
and pink tank top. “You can watch me get dressed.”
This doesn‟t feel right to Spanky—standing in front of a girl who is about to
change—and so he says, “I‟ll wait outside,” and steps out.
Jelly pushes the blanket aside, gets out of bed, and is about to put on a pink t-shirt
and jeans, but changes her mind to keep him waiting for her and decides to not changed
out of her sleeping clothes. She then spends twenty minute in front of the mirror,
brushing her hair. Meanwhile Spanky waits outside the door staring at the closed door
wondering what she is doing inside. Jelly opens the door and walks out, almost bumping
into Spanky.
“Woe! Sorry Spanky.”
“Does it always take you this long for you to get dressed?” Spanky notices her
elegantly-brushed hair.
“My hair. It takes ten seconds to put on my clothes, then I usually spend twenty
minutes brushing my hair too. I didn‟t changed because I didn‟t want to keep you
waiting, and also I only spent ten minutes on my hair, even though my beautiful hair
needs special attention,” Jelly exclaims as she runs her fingers through her pretty, pink,
curly hair.
He stares at her hair for half a minute. Wow, Jelly has nice hair. Her hair is so
nice, he thinks, so pink!
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Her hair is smooth, elegant, pink, and curly. Her flowing hair is so graceful and
playful that his hand unconsciously reaches for them. However, before he could touch
them she asks:
“Okay. What do you want to do today?” Jelly asks. “Oh, Good Morning Kiss!”
The girl places her hands under his jaws to kiss him but he shudders when she closes in.
“What‟s wrong?”
Watching the girl in front of him who is about to kiss him—watching her large
eyes, her soft delicate skin, and her attractive, moist pink lips that is about to make
contact with his lips—makes Spanky‟s heart pump and thump as if he has never kissed a
girl before. But no, he kissed her last night. Didn‟t he?
He looks at the floor and makes up an excuse. “I would love to kiss you, but I
can‟t. I forgot to brush my teeth. My breath is so bad right now. I‟m sorry.”
“Boo! Come on, Spanky. You forgot to brush you teeth? Uh! What a let down.”
She slaps him. “No girl likes a guy with bad breath! The disgusting smell and germs in
your mouth! I know what we can do! You can brush you teeth with my toothbrush. Then
we can have our Good Morning kiss!”
“I can‟t…because…uh…” he mumbles for words, trying to find a excuse.
“Because my breath is so bad that I use this special toothbrush that helps me have clean
breath. Regular toothbrush doesn‟t work for me.
“But Spanky! I really wanna kiss you right now! I want to French Kiss you!”
His eyes widen. “French Kiss? Uh, I don‟t want to spread my germs into your
mouth or anything. Maybe later.
“Fine! You better brush your teeth before noon because I‟ll be waiting for Good
Afternoon Kiss. I‟ll be waiting for you to kiss me Spanky.”
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“Sure Jelly. I won‟t forget.”
“Promise?” she asks, stepping forward to Spanky, looking directly into his eyes.
“Sure.”
“Say, „I promise.‟ She raises her right fist in front of him with her pinky sticking
out.
“I promise,” he submits, then stares at her pinky. After studying her cute pinky, he
hooks his pinky with her pinky. With their pinkies interlocked, she pulls her hand toward
her direction, making him lurch forward. Then Spanky does the same and pulls his hand
toward his direction lurching her toward him. Now the two are inches apart, close enough
for them to kiss each other. They look at each other in the eyes. Then Jelly glances down
at their intertwisted pinkies and bites them—her pinky and his pinky—mostly Spanky‟s
pinky, hinting what might happen if he breaks his promise.
“Ow,” he whispers out quickly pulling away his pinky out of the Pinky Lock and
grabbing his hurt finger. “Why‟d you do that?”
“Gawd, Spanky. I barely bit you. I bit my finger harder than yours,” she lies.
“You don‟t see me crying out like a baby.”
“Sorry.” He relaxes his arms, hanging naturally by his side, though he wants to
rub his injured finger. Feeling embarrassed, he stares at the floor.
“So, what do you want to do today, Spanky?”
Spanky isn‟t quite sure because his mind is still on his hurt pinkie. “I don‟t
know…What do you want to do?”
“NO… What do yooouu want to do, Spanky? Anything you want.”
“Anything?”
“Yep.”
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“Well! Let me think! Anything, eh? Anything I want…I wanna go to the
playground and play.”
“You wanna go where? The playground? How old are we?” She had in her mind
something romantic and at this she frowns at him in contempt as if she is talking to a
retarded boy.
“Silly Jelly, we‟re both nineteen.”
“Well, yea! DUH!” she utters in a sarcastic voice, wagging her head, the way girls
do. “You‟re nineteen years old and you want to go to the playground? And you want me
to go with you and play with you?”
“Yes.”
“What is wrong with you!” she chirps scornfully. I was thinking…” She pauses
for a few seconds. “The mall at least” She doesn‟t finish the sentence way she wants to.
“There are gonna be kids there. Nineteen-year-olds playing on the playground along with
little toddlers is just embarrassing!”
“I haven‟t played on the playground in ages. It would be nice to play, don‟t you
think. Don‟t you remember playing on the playground during recess when you were a
kid?”
“Well…” She does think about when she was a child playing—all the laughter, all
the innocence. “Maybe you‟re right. Maybe we‟re not all that grown up as we think,” she
comments taking a few more moments to think. “You know, I haven‟t been to the
playground in such a long time. Last time I stepped onto the playground was in fifth
grade…Oh.” She thinks for a few more moment. “Well, it would be fun to run around the
mulch and go down the slides.”
“And run across the bridge and go across the monkey bar,” he adds with a grin.
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“And go on the swings and climb up the jungle gym,” she excitingly continues.
Spanky gets a vision of himself on the swing with her holding her hair in his
hand.
“I remember having so much fun during the short thirty minutes of recess. And
when it was time to go inside, we were all whiney and moany. „Already! Oh man‟. I miss
that—I miss forgetting about everything and being lost in the moment,” she yearns.
“It really would be fun to go there and just play. You know what I want to do? I
want to go on the swings holding you hands.” She leans into his ears and whispers,
becoming seriously interested, “I want to hold your hands and kiss all over your face,
Spanky.” Then she straightens back to her former posture. “Do you go to the playground
often? Sounds like you go there often,” she states sarcastically.
“No. I haven‟t been to the playground in a long time either. I pass by it everyday
when I walk to class though. I just got this thought that it would be fun to go there and
play.”
“I haven‟t seen any playgrounds around here.”
“There‟s one down the street behind Superstar Supermarket. It‟s kind of hidden
by a row of trees.”
“How far is it away from here?”
“It‟s a ten minute walk. There really shouldn‟t be anybody there this early in the
morning.”
“Really. Let‟s go, then!” she yelps, jumping onto the tip of her toes, then back
down like a ballerina.
As they‟re leaving, she flicks on the TV to check the weather in the living room.
As she is clicking through channels, a wrestling match appears on the screen.
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“Wait. I wanna watch this.”
“I need to check the weather though.”
“Let me just watch for a few minutes, okay?”
The current match is The Boink Brothers versus The Mexicools.
“Woe. I love The Mexicools! They‟re cool. They‟re not Mexicans, they‟re
Mexicools!” Spanky mumbles.
Psychosis of The Mexicools is in the ring locked up with D. Boink…
“That‟s enough,” Jelly states and turns off the TV. “Let‟s go.”
She leads out of her apartment, Spanky following after her. Walking out into the
hall, towards the stairs, and before stepping down the staircase, she stops and turns. He
stops next to her.
“What?” he asks.
“Rock, paper, scissors. Ready? One, two, three, shoot.”
He shoots paper. “I win. Paper beats rock, Jelly.” He steps down one.
“One, two, three, shoot.”
“Again, I beat you—scissors cuts paper.” He steps down another.
“One, two, three, shoot.”
“Again. Three in a row.” He steps down a third.
“No fair!” she wines. Not wanting to go on with the loosing streak, she zooms
down the staircase like thief on the run. “I beat you! I win. Ha ha!”
“You cheated, Jelly! You can‟t do that,” he yells, looking down at her from the
top of the staircase. “You think you‟re Eddie Guerrero1 or something? Latino Heat? You
cheater!”

1

AKA Latino Heat. A great, professional wrestler of Mexican heritage known for: “I cheat, I lie, I steal!”
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“What? Latino Heat?”
“Yea. „I cheat, I lie, I steal?‟ Now, he is one cool wrestler.
“Okay… You‟re just bitter because I beat you.” She sticks out her tongue, red as
cherry. Come and get me, Spanky!”
As he watches her run, he sprints down the stairs, but his foot almost slips off the
edge of a step and nearly tumbles down all the way. But just in time, he grabs the hand
rail and regains balance, then continues to down the staircase chasing her. When he
reaches the ground floor and runs out onto the sidewalk, she is way ahead of him so he
keeps running after her. But faster he runs, further away she appears to be. Out of breath,
he stops and yells out to her, “Jelly! Wait for me!” He thinks that he is going to lose her.
Jelly stops running and turns around. Spanky bends over to catch some breath. When he
stands back up, she is slowly walking back to by his side.
“Wow. You are fast,” he says breathing calmer.
“Come on, you slowpoke. Which way?”
“This way.” He leads the way, walking. As he catches his breaths and as his head
clears with the thought of losing sight of Jelly, he realizes that it‟s rather cold out there.
He sees, from his point of view, fog coming from below, from his mouth. “It‟s kind of
chilly out here.” Turning his head he also sees her exhaling foggy breath out from her
mouth too. “I should have brought out a jacket,” he comments. He blows a warm stream
into the hole of his fist, then rubs his hands together to warm up his freezing fingers.
They walk down two more blocks and turn towards Superstar Supermarket,
walking around it and through a group a row of big trees. Slicing through the barricading
trees standing tightly side by side, they see the playground.
“Right there,” he points to the playground.
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“It‟s big, it‟s huge, it‟s a Fat Poppa of a playground,” she cries looking up onto
the hill. “Let‟s run. I‟ll race you. One, two three, go,” she says in increasing speed, then
darts to the playground, ascending the hill at an unusually fast speed, reaching it in what
seems to be about five seconds, even before he had the time to get ready.
“I‟ll just walk,” thinking he‟ll never be able to go up a hill that fast. So he starts
taking long strides, then bends forward at the waist as the hill gets steeper, to counterbalance the center of gravity of his body due to the steep. Running out of breath, his
strides get shorter and choppier. He looks up to see how far he has to walk, and in doing
so catches a glimpse of the sky. In the sky there is a light grey sheet of clouds, a bit
depressing but showing signs of lighter mood seen through the fairer parts of the sky.
Looking at them more carefully, he sees holes of blue background between the evernoticeable breaks. A few seconds later, he finds himself he‟s finally on top of the hill. He
walks onto the mulch and looks around for Jelly.
“Jelly?” he questions turning his head left and right.
“I‟m right here,” she sings from the top of the slide above him. She slides down
and meets Spanky at the base. “Help me up.”
He takes hold of her arms and pulls her up. As he pulls, she hops forward and
hugs him, wrapping her arms around him.
I should hug her back, he thinks after pondering the situation. He raises his arms
in front of him, his hands unknowingly curled up towards his elbow, and gives her a
rabbit hug, squeezing her sides a few times, as if he doesn‟t know how to hug a girl.
She giggles at his hug. “I need a hug to make up for the missed kiss this
morning,” she says still hugging him snugly.
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“Okay. Do you want to go down the slide again?” he asks, looking around to see
if anyone has witnessed the pathetic way he hugged her.
“Only if you want to.”
“I want to,” Spanky says.
They break the hug and climb up the ladder a few feet away. He climbs first, and
Jelly behind him. On the platform on top of the ladder, he turns and watches her escalate
up to him. With her standing next to him, he looks down at the mulch five feet below
him, and his eyes rise up and out to the edge of the playground, down the hill, and
straight out. “Ah. You can see everything up from here.” He places open palm over his
eye brows as if a pirate looking out across the sea from the deck. “There are the trees and
there is Superstar Supermarket. You can see the roof and everything. It looks so different
from up here.” He looks near his feet and steps up onto on of the large platform-step
leading to the slide. He looks far out. “You get a better view from here.”
“You can see little cars and people on the streets,” she observes.
“I should have brought my binocular. It would be fun to spy on people.”
“Yea, it would. It would be fun to spy on girls! Is that what you do on your free
time, Spanky?
“No! What makes you think that?” He then thinks of something to change the
subject.
“Noticing a building vaguely familiar from the angle he is at, he asks her, “is that
your apartment?”
“Where? Oh that? Yea, I think it is…It is my apartment. But you can‟t see my
window from here.” She hops up a step to the pinnacle of the structure of the slide. She
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jumps a few times and stretches her neck to get a better look. “You still can‟t see that
well. But it‟s still really nice up here being able to see everything.”
Holding the railing and sticking his head out the rails, leaning out, he notices how
far up he is from the ground and how long the slide is. “Woe, it‟s kind of scary up here
though. I haven‟t been up this high, on top of a playground, in a long time.”
“Don‟t fall!” She shoves him lightly in the back.
He pulls back away from the rails, lands back on his feet, turns, and hugs her
tightly—not a wimpy bunny hug, but a Real Hug, like a child hugging a teddy bear. He
lets her go and stares at her. “Sorry.” Then looks away. What if he did hall? What would
have happened then?
“Come on, Spanky. Don‟t be a sissy,” she ridicule him with a smile. “Do you
want to go first?”
“What? Oh, down the slide.” Looking into the entrance-hole of the spiral-tunnel
slide, he is daunted—about to spiral down into the unknown into that dark, black hole.
Although he was excited about going down the slide a minute ago, he is starting to have
second thoughts, after consciously becoming aware of elevation of his current location.
“I don‟t know. Maybe going down the slide isn‟t such a good idea.”
“What! It was your idea! You‟re the one who wanted to come here!”
“But—”
She gives him an angry, bully look, looking like as if she might hit him. To avoid
the tentative violence, he gives in.
“Okay. I‟ll go down the slide.”
“Good. You go down first. No, I‟ll go first because I‟m a lady. Is that okay with
you?”
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“Yes.”
She changes her mind. “No, let‟s go together.”
“Jelly, the slide isn‟t wide enough for both of us to go down together.”
“Okay. I‟ll go first then you follow right after me, okay?”
“Okay.”
“Ready?”
“Ready.”
“Set?”
“Set.”
“Go!” Jelly slides down, screeching “wee!” in laughter arms raised in the air.
“Go!” Spanky slides right after, after closing his eyes and taking a big swallow,
squawking “woo!” half scared and half in enjoyment. Then, plop, followed by another
plop. Sliding down so fast that when they reach the bottom, they fall on their butts—Jelly
first, then Spanky. Spanky, on his butt right behind her, gets up and walks over in front of
her and pulls her arms to help her up. Unable to lift her using one arm, he pulls her with
both arms, leaning back to use his body weight for aid.
“That was fun,” she says enthusiastically. “Let‟s do it again,” she brushes her butt
to get the mulch off.
He exhales in relief, having gotten rid of the anxious feeling. But he isn‟t quite
sure he wants to do it again. “I almost landed on top of you. It‟s very dangerous.”
“It‟s very dangerous,” she mocks him.
“Come on. Don‟t be a loser, man.”
“Hey, what did you call me! I am not a ….”
“Let‟s go across the monkey bar.”
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“Okay.”
They run across to the other side of the playground where the monkey bars are
located. They are stand at the start of the monkey bars.
“I‟ll go first this time. I‟m good at monkey bar.” Bar by bar, he monkies across
the monkey bars like a monkey. While doing so, he feels muscles around his armpits
stretching, occasionally hanging on one for a second and breathing deeper, bringing
refreshing feeling to his head. And she effortlessly follows behind him to the other end,
occasionally kicking his butt. “What are you doing? Don‟t kick my tushy,” he complains.
“Sorry. It was an accident,” she says innocently.
“Okay, fine,” unable to counter her innocence. When they finish the monkey bars,
he tells her they‟re going on the seesaw next. But she wants to do the monkey bar again.
“No!” he utters not wanting to get kicked again. “We‟re going on the seesaw!”
“Fine! We‟ll go on the seesaw.”
She sit on one side and waits for him to get on.
He tries to pull down the seat on the other side so he can get on. “I‟m gonna need
some help Jelly.”
She straightens out her legs so his side is lower. Spanky jumps up and tries to
place his chest on the seat to weigh it down. He tries to kick up a foot on the seat to
launch himself up. He hangs on the edge in pull-up position with his leg in squatting
position beneath but to no avail. “I can‟t do this.” He puts his hands around his waist and
faces Jelly.
“Oh. You need some help? How about this—when I jump, you hop on. Okay.”
“Okay.”
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She launches off from the ground with her feet real hard. As the seesaw tips to
Spanky‟s side, she yells to him to hop on. “Now, now!”
He swiftly sits on the seat as it hits the tired implanted on the ground. The seesaw
tips back over to the other side. The two kids are taking turns bouncing back and forth on
the seesaw.
“Jelly?”
“Yea.”
“You better not dive off while I‟m in the air.”
“And if I do?”
“Don‟t. I don‟t want to bonk down on my…”
“Tushy?”
“…Yea, and hurt myself.”
“I won‟t do that to you. Will you dive off, Spanky, and make me bonk down on
my tushy?”
“Uh…” he lets seesaw tip back and froth a few more times before answering.
“Yes,” and before she pulls a quick one on him, he jumps off and she begins to descend.
“No!” she shrieks as her side falls down with great force. But with quick thinking,
she dives off before her seat hits the tire landing on her sides.
Having witnessed this amazing event, he runs over to her. “Woe, Jelly. That‟s was
amazing. How‟d you tumble off like that? You should be a stunt woman or something.
Wow. You are something, Jelly.”
“Why‟d you do that!” She gets in his face and pushes him back.
“I didn‟t wanna get screwed over. Nobody like getting screwed over…”
“But you said…”
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“You said you wouldn‟t jump off. But I never did.”
“You!” she shakes her fist at him with an angry face.
“I‟m sorry. Did you get hurt? Do you want to punch me? Since I made you get
hurt, I‟ll let you punch me anywhere on my body. Pick a body part and punch me as hard
as you can.”
“What? You‟re letting me punch you?”
“It‟s only fair that you punch me.”
“A free punch!” She thinks about where to hit him—his nose, his eye, his chin,
his stomach…or maybe give him a low-blow, but she changes her mind. “No. I can‟t
punch you, Spanky. I won‟t. I didn‟t get hurt.”
“But the way you dived off was so awesome. You must have gotten hurt. Really.
Hit me. I want you to.”
“It‟s not like I jumped off five feet from the air. I just tipped myself over right
before it hit the ground. I‟m not hurt at all.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes.” Half laughing and twittling her thumbs, she asserts, “But there is this one
thing.”
“What?” he gasps. “What‟s wrong?”
”You‟re it!” She tags his arm and runs away from him, laughing.
He mumbles to himself as he starts to chase her. He runs, in pursuit of her, across
the mulch, around the slide, up the ladder, across the bridge, down the steps, and under
the monkey bars. He drops to the ground. “Ow. Jelly, I‟m hurt. I‟m hurt!”
She stops and turns. “You think I was born yesterday,” the girl yells. “I‟m not
gonna fall for that trick.”
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“Ugh!” he breaths out hard. “Does Jelly think she‟s smart or something?” he talks
to himself sitting on his butt playing with his fingernails. “Oh my Gawd. It‟s gonna take
forever to tag her. Oh my.” He sighs with his shoulders sagged. He was never good at
playing tag or good at anything for that matter.
“Come on now! Let‟s go. Let‟s go, boy!”
“Okay. I‟m coming,” the boy mumbles. Getting up, he chases her down again.
As she runs between the swings, she grabs the ropes of the swings on both sides
of her, pulls on them and lets them go, causing them to swing back and forth in a
squiggly way. Spanky slows down and stops the swings so he doesn‟t run into them and
get tangled up. Knowing she‟s too quick for him, he gives up—He just stands there, grabs
a rope of a swing, and hangs on them leaning back like a lame duck. Casually wandering
the playground with his eyeballs, he observes Jelly standing on a circular platform that
spins. He walks toward her. “Is that what you call merry-go-round?” He steps onto it.
“Yea. I think so.” She grabs the rail and with one foot on the merry-go-round,
pushes it off with her other foot, causing it to spin. He does the same.
“Faster,” she tells Spanky.
“Faster,” he replies.
They spin faster and faster until the world they see with their eyes turns to a blur.
She starts laughing. He starts laughing too.
“Woe, I‟m getting dizzy,” they both wonder at the same time. But they lift up
their heads and let one arm out to the side, enjoying the air blowing in their face and
through their finger and the dizzy feeling they haven‟t felt since childhood.
“I can‟t take it any more,” he hollers out.
“What?” she asks having missed what he just said.
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“I‟m getting dizzy!” he yells as he lets go of the rail and jumps off the merry-goround, landing on his back on the mulch.
Jelly, seeing him laying on the ground, gasps in surprise—her jaws drop and her
hand goes up to her mouth—then does the same. She jumps off except, unlike Spanky,
she lands on her feet. She walks up to him and asks, “Are you okay?”
“I‟m fine,” he says calmly, trying to get up but not being able to because he‟s so
dizzy. His hands dance all around in front of him in attempt to grab something and
balance himself back on his feet, but his hand not finding anything to grasp anything. As
he‟s about half way up, he keeps plunking down on his butt.
She helps him up after a few seconds, after finding him acting that way amusing.
But unable to keep balance, he leans left, then right, then backwards taking stuttering
steps with his knees bent and his arms flying everywhere, like a drunk person. He almost
trips down on the ground.
“Whew. I am so dizzy.” He rests his hand on his forehead. He then feels heat, like
sitting next to a fireplace, on the side of his head from the breaking of the clouds in the
sky. “I feel a bit muggy,” he says, pulling collar down to get some air in his shirt and cool
down the nervous sweat.
“Sit down,” she commands tired of seeing him act foolish, and like a bully, she
pushes him, causing him to land on his butt. On the ground, he lays down on his back.
She lays down right next to him in the middle of the playground.
“I haven‟t done this in such a long time,” he mutters, looking at the sky.
“Me neither.”

Virginia Tech

“It‟s like when we were little, we used to spin around and around in place until we
got dizzy to our tummy and fell down on the floor. I used to do that a lot. Did you do that
when you were little?”
“No, I have never done that,” she tells him. “But I went on the merry-go-round
everyday during recess.” Jelly turns her head to look at Spanky, and her fingers creep
toward his hand like a spider then lays her hand on top of his.
He gasps surprised and looks down at his hand then at Jelly. He looks back up at
the sky and turns his hand around with his palm touching her hand. Their hands squeeze
in unison. Just about the very second, the grey clouds break away and rays of sunshine
breaks through. There are white, puffy, cumulus clouds right above him high in the sky.
“The sun‟s getting in my eyes,” he complains and lifts up his hand. “Let‟s go on
the swings now.”
Spanky and Jelly get up on their feet, brushing off pieces of wood off their backs.
“Let me help you, Spanky.” She sweeps her hand on his back starting on his
shoulders and down to his lower back and even lower. She spanks his butt.
He jumps up in the air, with his knees raised up in front of him and his left hand
dropping behind his butt area, almost losing balance and fall back down on his butt.
“Jelly! What are you doing?”
“I‟m helping you get all that stuff off your back and on your tushy. What? You
didn‟t like me slapping your tushy? LET‟S SPANK SPANKY!”
“That was such an inappropriate thing to do! Oh my Gawd!”
“But you have a dirty tushy. I‟m just trying to help you out,” she defends. “You
can slap my tushy. Would you like that?” asks Jelly while smiling at him.
“Uh-huh. Time for pay back,” he says bitterly.
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She turns around. Standing behind her, he winds his hand back. But as he‟s about
to do what both he and Jelly think is gonna do, his hand stops an inch form her butt, and
instead he shakes her hair to get the mulch off of them. “You have a lot of mulch in your
hair,” he says picking out the big pieces, slowly taking his time, caressing her beautiful
hair.
Jelly coughs and clears her throat as if trying to tell him something.
“Okay, you‟re clean now. Now, onto the swings,” he says changing the subject.
He walks over to the swings and sits on one avoiding looking at her in the eye. She
follows him and sits on the swing next to him.
“Let‟s hold hands now since you didn‟t spank me like I wanted you to,” she says
looking at him with her back straight, eyes even with his.
“Okay.”
He hangs his arm by his side and she clutches his hand in her‟s. They hold hands.
“Do you like holding hands? Do you think this is romantic?” she questions and
looks up at the sky like Spanky. “I like holding hands and KISSING in the morning at the
break of dawn.”
“It is. I think so—holding hands while sitting on swings on the playground. I have
never done this before. It feels really weird. My tummy feels funny. I think it‟s
because…” His head slants downward.
He has never done this before? He supposedly made out with her all day long
yesterday and so holding her hands should be nothing, one would think.
Jelly and Spanky gaze at the scenery—In the predawn lights, there are little red
birds flying across the sky then taking residence on a tree. There are sunflowers on few
feet away from the tree with bees flying around it. The morning sun, rising from the east
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begins to shine down on the two romantic youths. In the atmosphere, they see between
the diverging curtains of the grey sheet of cloud, streaks of white lines formed from jets
ripping through the sky on a light on a sea-blue background. Far east on the corner of the
horizon, hauling itself up out of its bed, the dazzling sun, like crystal emerald, blinds their
sights. They see trees around them, top half lit up and the other half still dim due to the
sun‟s angle. The bright colored flowers near them look pure and unadulterated, and
Spanky and Jelly sit there in the innocent, unfallen paradise.
They hold hands for what seems to be twenty minutes during which he attempts to
get his hand on her gorgeous hair, but can‟t get himself to actually do it because he
doesn‟t know what her reaction would be. However, just to see what she might do, he
moves his free hand nearer and nearer her head.
“It‟s starting to get real sunny,” she says, and places her hand on her forehead.
He scratches his head. “Okay. Yea. Let‟s go in. We might get skin cancer.” They
release their hands and get up. Newly-forming flocks of bulgy, bouncy clouds cover the
sun and the intensity of the heat decrease.
“Wait. I wanna go down the slide one more time. One last time before we go,”
Spanky says.
“But we did that already…Okay. I‟ll stand right here and watch you.”
Spanky goes up to the top of the slide up the ladder and the steps all the way up to
the top to the spiral slide. Looking into the tunnel of the slide scares him like the first
time. So he goes steps down a few to the straight slide that is half the length of the other
one.
“Don‟t slide down that one. That‟s not fun. Go back up.”
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“But I like this one.” He slides down the short, straight slide, his arms up in the air
like a toddler. Having slid down the slide, he says, “Okay. Let‟s go home, Jelly.”
“Was that fun, Spanky? The short, boring slide?”
“Yep. A lot of fun.”
They walk back to her apartment. In her apartment, Spanky sits on the couch.
Jelly says, “I‟m sweaty. I‟m going to take a shower,” and starts to take off her
shoes and her socks while he‟s looking on.
He realizes what cute, pink socks she has on. She then gets ready to take off more
articles of clothing. He stands up and says, “I‟m gonna go to home and take a shower too.
I‟ll be back in thirty minutes.”
“Okay. Bye bye, Spanky.”
“Bye.”
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Spanky, instead of taking a shower, dives onto his bed. Laying on his bed and
staring at the ceiling, he thinks to himself. And as he thinks, he remembers that Jelly is a
girl from his class that he has a crush on. He doesn‟t remember how he got her to be his
girlfriend…but nevertheless he continues to think:
Wow, that was a lot of fun—running around with her, chasing her, laying on the
ground with her, going on the swing with her and holding her hand. But most of all, I
loved brushing mulch off her hair. I love her hair! Her hair is so curly and fluffy. I wish I
could just grab them and play with them. I want to grasp some of her hair my left hand
and twirl them around with my right index finger. I see her do that all the time, and
sometimes it’s annoying, but it looks so fun. She’s always touching her hair—either
pushing them up, twirling them around and around, or chewing on them. That’s what I
want to do too—chew on her hair. I don’t know what hair tastes like, but she seems to
enjoy it so much. I’m sure it tastes good. I bet it’s chewy too. She does that whenever she
gets bored in class when the teacher lectures.
I always come in late to class and there aren’t any seats left except in the back
which is where I sit. When I look up at the board, her head is right there in front of my
sight and she’s constantly playing with her hair. It’s so distracting. I can’t even pay
attention to the teacher because her hair is so fluffy and curly, and she always fidgeting
with them. I want to yell at her, ‘Jelly! Stop it!’ or throw a crumpled piece of paper at
her head. Sometimes, I think she does that on purpose to gain attention as if she doesn’t
get enough already. In class, she’s always raising her hand and answering questions and
getting good grades and always liked by all her teachers. When we have a class
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discussion, she’s always leading the class, incessantly talking, diverting attention away
from everyone else. She’s like a champion student. Teachers like champion students.
But what if she doesn’t let me touch her hair? What if I ask her, ‘Jelly, could I
play with your hair’ and she says ‘no.’ She’ll probably think that I’m a jerk for trying to
touch her hair. Oh well. Let’s write a poem about her hair.
He gets up out of bed, sits at his desk and diligently writes:

Hair Poem
I wish I could touch Jelly’s hair—
So perfect and pretty.

I just want to grab them and play—
Her hair and me right here.

I want to get to know her—
Her irresistible hair.

Her hair is so divine and beautiful—
Like the Greek Goddess of Hair.
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