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the lewis family tragedy



written by alison illustrated by bryan
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once upon a time there was a family named "the lewis family". all the people in the lewis family were very mean to eachother.
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one day, the dad decided that they should all go on a vacation. they did not know where to go though. they went around town asking people if they knew where they should go on their vacation. when they asked a lady named jennifer she said that the lewis family should go to an island name lasamaego island.
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so they went to a travel store and got some bbroshures about lasamaego island. the bbro-shure had very pretty pictures so they decided that they would go there for their vacation.
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they took a plane there. when they got there, david was very sick. he was so sick that he died.at the funeral they had the casket open. now when david died he died with his eyes open, so when the casket was open you could see that his eyes were open. the lewis family was not very sad that david died because he was a bayer 63 boy.
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a few hours later after they got to their hotel, bryan died. they did not know it until they went into his hotel room and found him laying side ways on his bed with a knife in his chest. the window was open so they figured that the murderer jumped out the window. so the rest of the family went out to eat.
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because there was blood in bryans room, nathan had to sleep in dad and moms room. the next morning, when alison woke up, she went into moms and dads and nathans room to find that nathan had been shot in his nostrils. mom was laughing and dad was watching cartoons.
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because alison was the only child left, they went out to eat breakfast at dunkin donuts.
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a few days later, they decided to leave lasamaego island and buy a little cottage on the top of a mountain. alison got anything she wanted because mom and dad were so glad that everyone else was dead. the end. hope you sleep well tonight! ha ha ha ha ha
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Alison’s Love Story Written by Anna
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So, in a previous post I requested that my 18 year old sister-in-law, Alison, report about her love life. Instead of honoring my request, or even ignoring it, she made a smart-alecky post about it. Therefore, I have taken it upon myself to write a post about her future love life, once she goes off to college. Please enjoy and feel free to make plenty of embarrassing comments directed to her. Alison wrinkled her nose at the reflection in the mirror. Everyone said her curly hair was beautiful, but to her it was just a tangly bird's nest. She pulled a strand of her lustrous, chestnut hair in front of her eyes and let it go. As it bounced back into a perfect curl, she sighed. If only she had 23



straight hair, everything would be better! Still, she was not going to let her hair ruin things. Not today. She quickly pulled her thick and fragrant locks into an updo. Today was a big day. Today, she was going to ask Bruno Wasabunny out. Bruno was definitely the hawtttt!est freshman guy at Coolio University. He was so hawwwttt!!! that he didn't have to ask girls out, they all asked him. Alison had been biding her time and she knew that he had just broken up with Ashley Spitandrun. Now was her chance. She for she and



left her dorm room and headed the cafeteria, where she knew would find Bruno. She entered saw him right away, the 24



morning sun turning his wheatblond hair golden, and glinting off his perfect, white smile. Alison's knees wobbled and she had to grab on to the person walking in front of her to keep from swooning. "Hey! Ow! Let go of my hair! Are you crazy?" Crazy? Yes she was. Crazy in love. She could hardly understand what the boy in front of her was saying, her heart was beating so loud. It was something about drawing blood and needing stitches. She had no time for this. She smiled and moved on. She grabbed a tray and began serving herself breakfast. As if she could eat with love on her 25



mind! Still, she had to maintain appearances. He couldn't know that this was life or death for her. They would joke about it later, she was sure. Laugh and giggle together about how nervous she was...how nervous they both were at first. But today-- today she had to be cool. Finally she took a deep breath and headed over to the table where he was sitting. There was an open seat RIGHT next to him! Alison felt a sudden calm come over her. Of course she would ask him out. Of course he would say yes in that liquid gold tone of his. They would date, and get married, and have eight children. It was meant to be. Just as she approached he turned around and smiled. Alison heard music. She smiled back and 26



said, in her most seductive voice, "Hi Bruno." But wait, something wasn't right. Bruno wasn't looking at her, he was looking past her. She turned to follow his gaze and saw a smiley, suntanned, straight-haired boystealer blow him a kiss. In two seconds, this impostor had run up to him, flung her arms around his neck and gone jungle wild all over his face in such a way that this innocent little story would have to be at least PG if it were made into a film (which it probably will be). Alison wanted to cry or scream or pull out her pocket-uzi and blow them both to bits. But instead, she dropped her tray on the floor. Marshmallow mateys and milk 27



cascaded down her front like tears. Only then did Bruno look at her. And he laughed. She turned and ran. But she didn't run very far because, well, she was a little hungry after all. So, she ran back to the breakfast buffet and got some sweet waffles with whipped cream and strawberries. She also grabbed a few chicken nuggets. Then she found the farthest most lonely looking booth and tried to disappear (and eat breakfast). She knew she was going to cry so she let down her hair to hide her face. She whispered, "I can't believe I am such a lollipop." Then her shoulders heaved in silent sobs that stopped periodically as she gently, and tragically, slurped her chocolate 28



milk. At the same moment, a boy with deliberately mussed dark hair entered the cafeteria, smiling with his friends. He suddenly stopped in his tracks, his dark eyes widening with alarm and a strange need. There was new scent in the room. The usual smell was there: the smell of chicken nuggets and other breakfast food, the smell of human flesh that he had long ago mastered his desire for, even the hint of fresh blood, probably from someones hair recently being ripped out of their scalp...and a new smell. A smell so tantalizing, so delicious it was as though a flavor had been created just for him. He felt the inhuman part of his mind slowly begin to take over his better self 29



and he knew he must leave before he went on a murderous rampage. But first he had to know where it was coming from. His eyes rapidly scanned the room until they settled on a graceful figure, hunched over her breakfast nuggs in the gross booth right by the bathroom that no one ever sits in. Suddenly his beast nature halted its take over. Instead, a very human emotion filled his being. He no longer wanted to devour this creature. But he did want to be closer. Close enough to touch her lustrous chestnut curls. He left his friend and with a smoldering gaze, he walked to her…
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one time i threw up on a nice lady Written by Chris
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I was a missionary and for thanksgiving 2004 I was invited over to a nice Ukrainian sister's house. She had made my companion and myself a great thanksgiving meal- i am sure it cost her a lot of money and she went to the trouble to make mashed potatoes, corn, and turkey. She told us to eat it all because she didn't even really care for American food. What a nice lady, right? Well this young American certainly thought so. I ate and ate and we talked and had a great time. I was so impressed at how much i could eat. I should mention that before this dinner appointment I had eaten about a pound and a half of Phillipino ginger beef and rice because I didn't know we would be getting fed. Then we found out 32



that we were going to get fed a LOT. In my defense we didn't get many dinner appointments and we tended to binge when we got the opportunity- stocking up for the winter and all that. In any case, my companion and I (who just had a baby girl yesterday, by the way) had proven ourselves real heroes and had finished this great meal. We chatted for a little longer afterward and were getting ready to leave. My companion was in the middle of the prayer when I felt my guts give up. I knew I was not going to be able to keep all of this food inside of me. I abandoned his conversation with the Creator and started saying my own little prayer that I would at least be able to hold everything in until I got outside. Then I 33



started thinking about the closest dumpsters and whether she would hear me retching. I was sure I had a plan that would work and I felt my gag reflexes ease up a little. I was in the clear. I amen-ed heartily at the end of the prayer and held out my hand to thank the Sister quickly so we could get outside fast. As rocked forward to get momentum to get off the futon, I pinched my stomach and forcibly ejected 4/5 of my evenings' meals on her floor, her bed, her open bible, her sweater, her hair, and her. It was a steady stream that shot over 6 feet. I held up my hand in front of my mouth and deflected about half a quart onto my chest and filled up my shirt pocket. Everyone sat in stunned silence for at least 7 seconds before she leapt up and got a 34



tupperware and I started moaning through my full cheeks and my companion started convulsing in laughter. It was a humiliating 15 minute clean up and a long cold ride home. I am sure i was not a great posterchild for the Church that night. I looked like a drunken tourist. I ended up getting her a new bible and some candles and a rug from IKEA, but I don't think there is much I can do about barfing on her head. And that was the most humiliating thanksgiving ever.
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Attack of the Wasp Written by Katie
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I used to be a school crossing guard. And one day I was tormented by a wasp. The little jerk thought he was real funny teasing me one day when I was trying to put away my little key that turns on and off the flashing school zone lights. All I had to do was turn off the last light and lock the key in its box and then I could go home. I think the wasp knew that. Right as I would finally think it had disappeared somewhere it would show up and buzz around the place where I needed to finish things up. I must have stood there waiting out that wasp for ten minutes. Finally, out of desperation, I said a quick prayer and asked for Heavenly Father's help. After the prayer I felt prompted to throw a rock at the wasp. I'll admit I hesitated a 37



minute to do it. There were some Mexican guys who work at the ranch right next to where the flashing lights are who were just standing there watching me, which made me feel even more dumb. But I decided I'd said my prayer and so I'd better follow through, so I threw a rock at the wasp. I don't think I hit it (I don't really know), but I never saw it again. I finally turned off the flashing lights and locked up the key and went home.
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Debit cards and Chinese Companies Written by Nathan
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A couple days ago I tried buying some hoodies and t-shirts online. Normally, hoodies, like the kind I wanted to buy, run anywhere from $250-$400. But the ones I was buying were fake, so they were brought down to $55 a piece. Yessss. These weren't any run-of-the-mill replicas though, they were BAPE and Billionaire Boys Club, both known for being bought by rappers and spoiled white kids. I fall into the category of a white kid who had a job over the summer and earned his own money. Anyways, when trying to order these articles of clothing, the company had on their site that they only ship to addresses where the billing and mailing address 40



match. Mine didn't , but I thought that they didn't enforce it. They did. My order was declined, and I was still billed for my purchase. I emailed USAA and asked them to remove the proposed transaction, and they said to give the Chinese company the USAA phone number to call and to verify that the transaction should be voided. When I checked my account status online, the order had been removed, and I got my money back! Now I just have to watch it closely to make sure the company doesn't try to do anything else sneaky... I just went ahead and bought some hoodies from a well-known American based company instead. I doubt there'll be any sneakage going on there. 41



Moral of the story, an apple a day keeps the doctor away. And sneaky companies. But you probably don't want to use an apple, you'll probably want to go with a good phone number or e-mail address.
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Memories Written by Lisa
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One night in Berlin, Chris and I went to go see Tarzan at the english theater. On our way home on the S-bahn, I was singing the songs to him. Loudly. He didn't like it. As we walked home from the Lankwitz station, I was still singing. He still didn't like it. He locked me out of the house. I hit the glass window on the door with my elbow. It shattered in his face and I shredded my coat. Not a good night. It's pretty funny now though, right Chris? hehe. ahem.



Also, I have a very vivid memory of Chris and I eating those orange creamsicle bars from Aldi (maybe?) in the kitchen and you riding the razor scooter around the kitchen table and we were singing to Radio 44



Paradiso. "What's your name? Who's your daddy? Is he rich, is he rich like me?" Man. Good times. Also, I went running last night for the first time in about a month and swallowed a gnat. Well, I didn't quite swallow him. He hit the back of my throat and I gagged my way down Pleasant Grove Blvd. trying to get him out. He got stuck on the back side of my tonsil and I could feel him buzzing around back there and I started crying and choking and gagging and coughing. Not a fun sight. By the time I got home I was a mess. My face was not only red from running but also from the panic of having a gnat stuck to my left tonsil. I finally coughed 45



hard enough to dislodge him and spent the rest of the night feeling nauseous. My ab muscles definitely got a work out! Also, a few summers ago, Ralph* asked me out a couple times. He was clean, nice, and foreign so I went on a few dates with him. We made plans one Saturday to hike up to the Y on Y Mountain, above BYU. It’s a nice walk with a good view, so I thought it would be fun and not too awkward. Weeeeell, he was going to be doing homework in the morning on campus, so we planned that I would pick him up around lunch time and then drive to the trail head, hike, and have a picnic. (Please note: he did not have a cell phone at the time.) The night before, I don’t know what I ate, but I got bad food 46



poisoning and was sick all night. The next morning, I was feeling a little better, but I didn’t have a way to contact Ralph and I didn’t want to bail, so I feebly got out of bed and drove to campus. I don’t think I even showered. When I picked him up, I didn’t say anything about being sick, mostly because I didn’t want to think about and get sick again, and also I didn’t want to look weak and give him a reason to pity me. So, we started on the hike. Oh, also, when I asked him a few days before what I should bring for the picnic, he said ketchup. Ketchup. Really? Just ketchup? So, anyway, the hike was good. I was feeling ok and the fresh air was helping. Then we stopped on one of the switchbacks for our picnic. He pulled out a package of cold 47



hotdogs and some bread. I pulled out the ketchup. That was our picnic. Man, I think I almost threw up again right on the trail. I kept scheming ways I could get rid of my cold hotdog – throw it off the side, accidentally drop it in the dirt… But I bucked up and ate it. And I decided not to go out with Ralph again after that. My stomach couldn’t handle it. *Not his real name. Fortunately.
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