Wouldn’t Change a Thing
By Kelli Hill


The assignment was to create a final exam for the class. Immediately, the groups parted ways and began to discuss the unique interactive ways to grill a class, namely Monopoly and Jeopardy. One group, however, decided to let their creativity lead the class down a different path.


Stephanie Little, now a senior, recalls how much fun her group had just holding test runs in order to perfect their project her freshman year in Intro. to Psychology. She gets excited as she describes the game.


“Our team was me, and Emily, and this other guy in the class. Emily!” Stephanie yells out to her roommate in her enthusiasm. But Emily, who had poked her head into the room earlier, has disappeared. The only response is the eerie squeal of the broken, and somewhat creepy, air conditioning system. 


But that doesn’t stop Stephanie from detailing her favorite creative masterpiece: a pudding slip and slide. The group bought a huge tarp and 128 gallons of chocolate pudding from Sam’s Club. The class had to slide along the tarp and the farther the student slid, the easier the question was. The class got so into it, they ran out of pudding. Stephanie’s eyes sparkle even as she explains in disgust that people started putting all kinds of things on the tarp after that in order to keep playing, like eggs and milk. The class left that day covered in all kinds of crazy combinations from mysterious sources, but it was worth the experience.


The twenty-one year-old brunette loves to be creative, and it shows in her talents and passions. Even with relatively bare walls, her personality is reflected by her room. Black and white photographs decorate the wall perpendicular to her bed. The door to her room nearly hides the beautiful landscape that the pictures have captured. One photo of a windmill, in particular, is breathtaking. The clarity and enchanting attractiveness of the photo suggests professional quality, but Stephanie admits that the photograph she proudly displays is her own work. She loves to take pictures and capture precious moments. It is only a matter of seconds before she is on the floor beside me flipping through the pages of her photo album of Valencia and Italy. 


It is apparent that her study abroad trip to Spain was a powerful experience. The photo album includes her plane ticket, an ice cream spoon accompanies the picture of her eating ice cream, and a stolen wine menu from a restaurant occupies a page. The photographs capture the beauty of the landscape and the scenery of Valencia, and she points out a sophisticated shot of a restaurant that she took her parents to eat at when they came to visit. A fantastic shot of the streets in Italy bore such a resemblance to one of my favorite movies that I couldn’t help but express my excitement. 


“The Lizzie McGuire Movie!” Stephanie finished my sentence before I could. She knew exactly what I was talking about, even though the movie is directed towards preteens. Starring Hilary Duff, the Disney Channel prodigy out of Houston, the movie features catchy tunes and beautiful scenery. Stephanie, like me, admits to being a fan of the popstar’s music. She has another connection with the teen star. She went to middle school with Haylie Duff, Hilary’s older sister, and was her best friend in the sixth grade! We laughed together for a while over the absurdity of our conversation.


The squealing air conditioning, with all its appeal of a crying, dying animal, continues to seep through the walls. Stephanie just shrugs it off, as if to say, what can you do? She is, by no means, ashamed of her disturbing unit. It’s an admirable quality she emits. She knows who she is and she has the courage to project it regardless of how it may be received. She confesses that while she listens to acoustic, relaxing music and slow music such as Ben Harper and Jack Johnson while in the car, she also like some punk rock and even, randomly, Van Morrison, whom she suspects to be a druggie. But despite his alleged drug habit, Stephanie recognizes a good song when she hears one and Van Morrison has earned her earned her loyalty and respect. And while she will stand up for her music, she will stand up and fight for her favorite magazine without hesitation.


“It has a lot more ads than it used to.”


Stephanie brings out a copy of Real Simple, a thick magazine that resembles a catalogue in length and an art gallery magazine in design. The crisp white cover reflects the magazine’s title.


“It’s really clean,” Stephanie sums up the magazine’s look, proudly. She explains that it is a “homemaking magazine for old people… Like Martha Stewart Living but its better.” She laughs, almost embarrassed with her obsession, but then with confidence she points out her favorite aspects, such as the creative ways to use random items around the house, and she demonstrates that, despite my opinion or even that of her comic boyfriend, she will continue to love and be a devoted subscriber to Real Simple.


“Yeah, it’s a part of me,” she concludes happily. 


Not only does she subscribe to a homemaker’s magazine, but she is also a fan of cooking. She confessed to me that she almost made chocolate chip cookies before I came over, but decided not to in case she came off as a “suck-up.” Instead, she tells me about her favorite cooking show on the Food Network, Everyday Italian, featuring Giada De Laurentiis. Her older sister had told Stephanie that she looked like her, and Stephanie was even more excited to find out that her sister had gotten her am autographed picture of Ms. Laurentiis. The photo, actually signed by Stephanie’s sister as a joke, now hangs proudly in the kitchen on the side of the refrigerator. 


Stephanie’s sister is older than her by thirteen years, but that, by no means, affects their relationship. Her sister is her role model and her laid back character makes her not only a great sister, but a wonderful mom of twin girls. Stephanie is a family girl and she proudly shows off pictures of her nieces and enjoys singing praises about her parents. She explains that one time they drove to San Antonio from Houston for one night just to see her and go to her boyfriend’s soccer game. Extremely religious, her parents instilled values that are successfully reflected in her character. Her collection of crosses enhances the wall between the two windows in her room and adds the perfect touch to the room’s atmosphere.


“He is, like, the cutest man alive,” Stephanie grins as she reaches for a bland piece of stationary folded in half. Once a week, her dad sends her a note on the same stationary, each time with a quote on the upper inside along with a personal message from him. 


“It’s illegible, but I already know what it says because I’ll have already talked to him before I get it.” She hates to do it, but she throws some away and only saves her favorites. She is very sentimental, but at the same time level headed and organized. Perhaps these qualities contributed to her induction as president of her sorority, Delta Delta Delta. She fits the role well. Before her roommate vanished into thin air, we could hear her clanging around in the kitchen up until we heard a thunderous crash. We heard a distant apology float into the room from the kitchen and Stephanie instantly yelled out to find out if Emily was okay. Apparently she had dropped an ice tray. And because picking up an ice tray is obviously a taxing task, Stephanie immediately offered to help. It is comforting to recognize the authenticity of her concern; it is comforting to be sitting there, witnessing the scene, and anticipate such a reaction.

Little things such as this, her light-hearted personality, and her laid back attitude all seem to help make her the perfect representative for her sorority. She proudly shared the story about the TriDelt convention in Hollywood that she attended along with about 700 other people. She was nervous and scared, but she stood proud onstage and accepted awards, including one for academics, on behalf of the Southwestern University chapter. One award in particular was only awarded to seven chapters and, under her presidency, the TriDelts of Southwestern were one of those select groups. She loves everything about her sisters and acknowledges that while it is a lot of work, it is a valuable experience.


 Stephanie’s life almost seems picture perfect. She has a loving boyfriend, Patrick Dailey, of nearly a year, and she loves to support him at his soccer games. In her free time, she likes to lay out in the sun, go to the lake, and play tennis with Pat. As a Communications/Spanish double major, she interns at National Instruments working with marketing and money donations. She is unsure of what she wants to do after graduation, but she would like to do something with her Spanish talent. She is interested in working for a local Spanish newspaper that has an available position for design layout. 


Southwestern University seems to fit into her lifestyle perfectly. Her entire family went to the University of Texas, and even as she is explaining this to me, she is wearing a UT t-shirt. She heard about Southwestern from a girl at her high school whose sister played soccer for the Pirates. The school’s reputation drew Stephanie to apply as a back up option, and her visit to Southwestern’s beautiful campus captured her eye. The key factor, however, was a history class she took at Memorial High. She recognized the fact that her history teacher didn’t know her as a student. She quickly elaborates: not in a conceited way but, the fact was, he didn’t make an effort to form student-teacher relationships and she didn’t end up doing too well in his class. She feared that this anonymity of students would only be worse at UT with such large classes. She ended up sticking with Southwestern University and she has no regrets. But then again, who would when their final exam grade is based on a chocolate pudding slip and slide?

