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“A Smiling Face”


“If there is one thing you should know about me, it’s I enjoy my own company.”  As these words come out of her mouth she can’t help but giggle endlessly as she often does.  “I don’t know, sometimes when I’m walking by myself, I’m just thinking of stuff in my head, and it’s like I’m laughing at myself.  I know you probably think I’m weird huh?”  I assured her I didn’t, because in all honesty, weird was never what came to mind when I thought about Liz.  I had noticed this smile that she was referring to as she explained to me why she always seems to have a smile on her, as she voyages from her classes back to the Lord Center Apartments, and in my own head, I assumed she was a kind person, not to be mistaken for a nice person.  


“People tell me all the time that I’m the nicest person and I think it’s because I’m very soft spoken and I have a lot of patience but I don’t know,” she pauses to think about her stand on kind versus nice.  “I think that nice gets taken advantage of.  I’m always the peacekeeper with friends and family and I want everyone to get along, but I’m not a pushover.”  As the word pushover comes out of her mouth, I see her take a strong stance on the subject.  This is an important matter to her, and I can tell by the way her body language shifts.  She usually sits kind of slouched down in a very relaxed position, but now she has shifted upward and is clenching her pen.  She continues, “Kind is genuine, honest, open, and not hateful.  I want people to say that Liz is kind, not nice.”  She giggles, “I cringe at the word nice.”


For someone who speaks so passionately about helping others, I can’t help but think Liz is kind, and not nice.  She spoke about wanting to participate in Teach for America after her senior year is completed.  From what I understand, Teach for America is an organization that offers people the chance to get their teaching certificate while at the same time teaching kids anywhere in the nation.  Liz said that it is a two-year program and she would get the opportunity to help out others.  Although she is a Communications and English major, she started off wanting to do Education when she first arrived at Southwestern.  Unfortunately, the classes weren’t quite what she expected them to be.  Every class seemed to be about doing lesson plans and that wasn’t really in her plan.  Liz wanted to learn more about teaching and how to get kids interested in certain subjects.  

As a kid growing up, she thought back on all the boring teachers and classes she had to endure, and she wanted to be different from those teachers.  Unfortunately her education classes weren’t helping her to accomplish that goal so she changed her major.  Teach for America was what she was looking for, kind of.  Although it seemed like a great opportunity to find a new route in life, she was experiencing a lot of indecision.  Is this the route that God wants her to take?  Did she really want to be a teacher?  Is Teach for America going to be waste of two years, and if it is, what will she do after that?


The thought of deciding your future in a matter of months is overwhelming, and that was written all over Liz’s face.  With a smile on her face she said, “I had a great idea over the summer.  I would sit and think of all the career possibilities I would be interested in, and then I would write one down on a piece of paper, and throw it into a baseball hat.  Then I took the hat to my mom and told her to pick one, and whichever one she chose, that would be the career I would take.”  Of course her mom wouldn’t choose one for her.  She gave the “correct” response and told her to do what thought would be right.  Liz said if Teach for America wasn’t for her, maybe graduate school was.  “American Studies seems really interesting.  I don’t know.  My worst fear is that I’ll be sitting at Texas Instruments a couple of years from now, trapped in a cubicle,” she said while playing with her pen kind of motioning back and forth as she seems to do at times.  “I think I’ll just apply to Teach for America in October and see how it works out,” she kind of paused, almost to reassure herself that was the way to go.  

As the conversation continued we talked about another thing that brought some indecision into Liz’s tone: theatre.  Throughout the conversation Liz mentioned that she was really into theatre her whole life.  She took it very seriously and was in many plays from the time she was little.  Naturally I wondered why she wasn’t into the theatre at Southwestern.  She mentioned how she loved to write and helped out with the Megaphone, but never did she mention being in plays or even working for the stage crew.  She explained to me that wasn’t a part of her life anymore.  Slowly she continued to tell me that senior year in high school there was big monologue show put on by the town.  

“When it came time for me to get on stage and perform, I just froze.  Nothing came to my mind and I just stood out there on stage for a while.  I had no idea what to say.  No lines would come out of my mouth.  I stared out into the audience, all eyes staring back at me, and then I just ran off the stage crying.”  

Never had she had an experience like that before.  She bawled and felt as if she had let so many down.  The next night was the opening show of “Our Town” being put on by the school.  She had gotten lead role of Emily, which wasn’t unusual for her to get a lead in a play, but once again she froze.  That night as she walked on stage and looked out into the audience again, “all I could think about was the disappointment from the night before.  I felt as if everyone was waiting and looking at me to fail.” I did.


I didn’t want to pry, but I couldn’t help it.  Every expression on her face and the look in her eyes showed the love she had for theatre.  I could tell that it was still a part of her.  She said that she did it everyday for as long as she could remember.  How could that not still effect your life, even if you didn’t participate in it anymore?  I had to know why she messed up, what happened to the lead girl.  Her simple explanation was a lack of confidence.  She had put on a little weight the summer before and wasn’t feeling that good about herself.  Slowly it began to take its toll on her.  Between the monologue show and the production of “Our Town” her theatre career came to an end, never to really be restarted again.  I felt her pain.  The love she had for theatre was the same love I had for basketball.  The confidence she lost in theatre was the confidence I lost my senior year in high school with basketball.  I shared the story of how I didn’t want to play basketball anymore, and we related with each other.  We both knew where the other was coming from.  We had an understanding of how it felt to have a love for something slowly go away for one reason or another.


Although Liz was no longer in theatre at Southwestern or outside of the university, it still plays a vital role in her life.


“My theatre teacher was really tough on us during high school.  We were a hardworking group.  We went to state junior year, and senior year we were runner up to state.  And the summer after my senior year in high school we performed at this festival in Scotland.  Theatre overwhelmed my life.  It really taught me how to always work hard and how to get over myself.  Our teacher always reinforced to us that there were no stars, and everything was about the show.”


Today, Liz is still outgoing and hardworking.  She has two jobs that she devotes the majority of her free time to.  One job is waitressing at Chili’s and the other is as a student associate at the library.


“Theatre taught me humility.  You have to learn from failure.  Failing in life is the best thing to experience because it’s a powerful thing.  I had a lot of mini failures in life, especially with sports.  In seventh grade I tried out for the volleyball team, soccer team, basketball team, track team, and the cheerleading team.  I didn’t make any of them.  My mom went up to the school and asked the theatre teacher could I get involved there, and from then on I loved it.  That just goes to show you that failing hard can lead you to so many great things down the road.”


Maybe when Liz graduates from Southwestern in the spring, she’ll encounter a couple of failures here and there, but with a smile on her face, and a giggle in her head, she’ll push forward to find what she is looking for.

Author’s Afterword


Out of all the articles I have written, I think this one is the strongest.  I think it does a good job of really personifying Liz.  I think it lacks one central story pursay but it entails her overall theme of kindness.  I think it is important when profiling a person not to beat around the bush and make that person into something they are not.  At times this is a hard task to overcome because things flow more smoothly if you kind of fit them together the way you want.  The beauty of writing about Liz was that they fell together on their own.  I think my other articles lacked the sincerity this one shows.  I felt really comfortable writing about Liz and our interviews went very smoothly.  When I was done with this article I felt that I had done my absolute best and shown her as she truly is.

