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Dr. Bednar
Relaxed and Ready to Go

Her red convertible slips past me and my car hustles to keep up.  After a series of stops, starts and turns, I make my way to her doorstep.  My stomach signals lunch.  It’s past noon and a scorcher, but crossing the threshold we leave the bright heat behind.  The shift is immediate.  Big, dark and cool, the room opens to another and then the next.  Time slows and I follow as she pads her way over the carpet, going inside.

* * * 
About a week ago our Journalism class sat in the Olin Lobby.  That room looks like something out of a monument with high, light blue walls and cool stone.  We were strewn about on the squishy grey chairs.  She sat on the floor, having arrived last, directly across from me.  Dr. Bednar counted out the students “one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight.”  We each drew a four.  Both of us nodded acknowledgement that we were paired.  That is how Sherry Lewis and I came to meet.

Her brown eyes held a steady gaze as we spoke to exchange phone numbers.  She moved with ease and there was nothing to indicate hesitancy.  “Relaxed,” I thought with appreciation.  The next week would give us time to know something about each other.

* * * 

Pasta and salad with Melba toast was “what’s for lunch.”  It was at my new apartment in Lord Center.  Thank God I had the place organized because I’d only been there about a week.  Food is supposed to be a good conversation starter.  I hoped it was true.


Sherry came in directly from a class meeting.  We sat down to eat in the kitchen.  “Hungry” was how she described herself that first day.  She played with her hair a little; I imagined she was a hair nervous.  I certainly was.  We discovered a shared love of IBC cream soda.  The six–pack in my fridge gave us something in common. 


I’d read that Sherry traveled a lot before college.  Her dad is a professional golfer.  I asked about it, expecting exciting stories.  Her response surprised me a little.  It was as if she were recounting the story of her brother’s baseball game.

* * * 

Assumptions are fiction.  Everything I’d thought would be so juicy to hear just dried up.  I asked the question in several ways.  But every time her answers were the same – without steam.


She’s a runner, a sorority sister, a musician and a friendly person.  She works in Austin with lobbyists.  She doesn’t like TV much.  She’s not a born-again-Christian (to my relief).  She likes comedies and various kinds of music.  What does all this mean?

* * *  

  Bubbles are the first sound I recall in Sherry’s house.  At first I imagined a fountain but Sherry takes me straightaway to meet her turtle.  As she approaches the aquarium he paddles toward her expectantly.  She feeds him a pellet.  He’s got a little bit of algae on his shell.  It looks furry.  I ask about it, but they haven’t figured out how to get it off.  For some reason this makes me laugh inside.


Sherry begins to look for her cat.  “Seis, Seiser,” her pitch is raised.  She searches all over but he must be hiding.  A couple of thumps from another room lead her to find him locked in the bath.  She cradles him in her arms.  “He’s polydactyl” she announces showing off his rather large paws.  “My vet says they have more personality than other cats, they’re more like humans.”  


As we interview, Seis joins us at the table.  Over the course of the afternoon, each time Sherry speaks to Seis, her voice takes on a different quality.  The pitch is higher and the voice fuller.  “Seis was a stray.  He’s part Siamese and part Tabby.”  She scoops him up in her arms.  


“You love animals, don’t you?”


“I love how dedicated animals are to their owners.  I think its interesting how dogs and some cats are like humans.  They definitely have little minds of their own and I think that’s cool.  For the most part, there’s not drama with animals, and that’s fun.  I want a dog so bad but my parents won’t let me have one yet.”  She shows me her backyard with nothing in it.

* * * 

I couldn’t say just what Sherry looks like until today in class.  She has shoulder length, golden-brown hair with waves in it.  Her brown eyes and easy smile frame her face.  She wears Puca shells and shoes that could be Birkenstocks.  Her fingernails are not long and she wears them natural.  She rests her chin on her hand as she listens.

* * * 
I’m sitting in Sherry’s kitchen.  We’re talking as she skillfully prepares lunch.  One, two, three types of sandwich are built and then quartered.  She lays them neatly in rows on a plate.  Next, she slices cucumber, squeezes lime on it and sprinkles it with salt.  This is arranged on another plate with wedges of lime neatly forming a border.  She arranges a third plate of crackers bordering cheese cubes.  Lastly, she makes a quick salad.  I feel like I’m at a party!  (Except for the fact that I’m recording and she’s furiously taking notes.) 
* * *  

We retire to the living room and Sherry suggests a game of Mario Brothers to relax over.  It’s a good stress reliever.  I look around.  Sherry has cross stitched a small picture which reads “Life is a Journey.”  When I ask about it, she tells me “I think that life is definitely a journey and that you should be open-minded to whatever may come up along the way.”  A bright yellow and blue sign hanging next to the stair reads:  “ALL YOU NEED IS LOVE.”  She says, “I think that this is very true…I think that love between friends and family is very important in life.  It brings happiness and fun into a world that can be very tough sometimes.  And then if people do get a chance to fall in love with a person, like a boyfriend or a girlfriend, then I think that just makes life even better.”

* * * 
Later that evening I mulled over our visit.  I had watched Sherry prepare our lunch in her well organized and fully stocked kitchen.  There was a schedule on the wall and I asked about it.  It wasn’t hers but she admitted that she uses a daily planner.  She said she relies on it because she likes to “keep too many things on her plate.”  She graduated high school a year and a half early.  She has a double major and a minor here at Southwestern.  She is currently working and taking class.  She is involved in several campus organizations.  I’m fascinated that she seems so relaxed and yet is so busy.


When asked what drives her, Sherry replied “Goals.  I set goals and try to achieve them.”  One of her goals is to graduate on time.  She says she is taking a heavy load and summer classes because she doesn’t want her parents to pay more tuition than necessary.  She also has a goal of making an “A” in this class.  What is the biggest thing she has learned at Southwestern?  Interestingly enough, she says she’s picked it up off campus.  Sherry lives in a private home she’s obtained with the help of her parents.  “Having the house and renting out two rooms” has given her consideration for the “wants, needs and lifestyle choices of others.”              

* * * 

Sherry Lewis is many things.  She wakes at 6:00 a.m. to practice cross-country running during the school year.  She’s got a practical side (Business Minor).  She is a people person (a “Zeta”).  Admittedly, her interest in Communications and Psychology stem from interest in people and relationships.  Her best travel memory is of jumping off a 40 foot cliff in Hawaii.  She is a gentle woman.  With her animals she is tender.  She tells me her friends call her “Mrs. Confrontation” because she calls a spade a spade.  I might have guessed it from my first impression:  Her solid gaze and stance combined with the Puca shells and peasant skirt – driving that little red sports car just a bit quickly.  In Sherry I see a complex person able to move comfortably between the many aspects of herself.

Author’s Afterwords… 
Upbeat and fun, this piece represents my favorite side of life.  It was the biggest adventure, out of three assignments, because the territory covered was completely new.  I was amazed at what could be conveyed by simple actions.

I thought we would not have enough time or information to finish on deadline.  Sherry and I met twice.  I used a tape recorder which helped me listen to her voice more closely.  We emailed.  I enjoyed getting to know her.  

Vicky Hay’s piece on structure helped get my ideas organized.  I just wrote as many scenes as I could think of.  My own thoughts and feelings were included sometimes. 

One thing that helped was the idea of a focus on the ordinary.  It really is the most entertaining part I think. 

