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My Life as a Feature Length Film

This year has proven to be a blockbuster of scary sequels.
I have dated a boy with clammy hands,
Whom I have affectionately nicknamed Swamp Thing.
Wearing my Notre Dame sweatshirt,
I’ve gone hiking with a Hunchback.
I went to a planetarium with a boy named Martin,
Who was without-a-doubt from Outer Space.
I’ve attended the Opera with a boy named Tom
Of whom I am no Phan.
After a year of B-Grade boyfriends, 
I have learned something about myself.
I don’t need a boyfriend to have a happy ending.
So now when Mother asks me who I am seeing,
I simply tell her the truth.
I tell her I’m dating The Invisible Man.

notes

Blackbird is an essay and should be performed by a male and be entered 
in Prose Interpretation; however, because of the first-person nature of the 
selection, a performer could choose to enter this selection in Dramatic 
Interpretation.  The drama mask icons are simply visible to show the 
performer when to turn the pages in his manuscript.  In this selection, 
Ray Dillard reminds us that memory is the link to our past and the key 
to our future.  While reflecting on his childhood experience, Dillard is 
able to teach us one of life’s most difficult lessons.  When performing 
‘memories’ or ‘reflections,’ it is important to pay special attention to the 
pacing of the selection.  The performer should not rush his presentation.  
Instead, he should take the audience on an emotional journey.  We, 
the audience, should easily see and react to the performer’s myriad of 
emotions, as he takes us from the excitement of learning to shoot his 
first daisy rifle—to the harsh realities of using a gun irresponsibly. The 
various emotional transitions found throughout this selection should 
truly make it a tour-de-force for the sensitive male performer.

They flew in bunches so big it’s impossible to describe the enormity of 
the clouds they formed in an otherwise clear sky.  They would dance and 
bounce in unison as they moved from one feeding area to the next.  And 
as they did, you could see the light change in the cloud as they would 
suddenly shift directions. It was like a wave moving across the group from 
the lead to the last in flight. How could they change like that, so quickly, 
all together, and without a single bird loosing its place?  Their wings made 
a whishing sound as they pushed their way through the air and you could 
hear them chirping as they rhythmically loped and paddled their wings, 
preserving their position in the multitude.

I think it was their numbers that made them such an appealing target.  
They were available and expendable.  At least that was what I thought.  I 
had practiced with my daisy air rifle until I thought I was ready to shoot 
something real.  Something besides the makeshift targets drawn on 
notebook paper and tacked upon a cardboard box.  The red crayon bulls-
eye was no longer a challenge.  I had practiced and prepared following 
all the safety rules.  I was careful to hold the gun in an upright position 
or pointed at the ground and away from others.  I didn’t shoot at the tin 
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Wolf Man

Regardless of what the magazines tell you, 
Girls are attracted to guys with a good sense of humor.
Boyfriend #3 was not only the funniest boy in school, 
He was also the hairiest.  Disco may have died in the ‘70’s, 
But his hairy chest was very much alive. 
His hairy chest was so thick it peaked over the visceral “V” 
Of his endless supply of button-down Polo’s,
And like an overgrown meadow,
It blew freely from the classroom’s overhead air-conditioning vents.
When I asked my girlfriends 
If they had ever noticed his hairy chest,
They asked me to say their names out loud.  I did. 
Then Stephanie Wilcox, my nemesis, sarcastically remarked,
“Hello!  Did you notice you didn’t say ‘Helen Keller?’
We’re not blind!  Besides, no one cares if you like Wolf Man.”
“Wolf Man?” I cried, “Jack is not a Wolf Man.”
“He is too!” They teased. “Haven’t you ever listened to the radio?”

One day my parents rented the film, American Graffiti, 
And I finally got the joke.
American Graffiti?  Wolf Man Jack?
You should rent it.
Two thumbs up!

The Mummy

Boyfriend #4 was accident prone—  
Extremely accident prone.
He was constantly covered from head to toe in bandages and gauze.
He was also rather Oedipal, constantly talking about his ‘Mummy.’
And while I did enjoy listening to his British accent,
Suffice it to say, it didn’t take me long to realize 
You simply can’t date a guy
All wrapped up in himself.

buildings or even cans for fear that a ricocheting BB would speed back 
and hit me in the eye.  I was ready!

I remember the day it happened!  I saw the blackbird perched on the high-
line behind the house.  It was strange that he was alone.  There was safety 
in numbers.  But today, there were no friends to warn him of my intent.  
And, I was silent and unseen.  I took my time.  I studied his movement as 
the line wavered ever so slightly.  I took aim slowly.  I was careful to place 
the front post of the sight high enough to allow for the pull of gravity.  
Twenty-five yards was a makeable shot.  Just hold my breath, breathe out 
slowly… and squeeze the trigger… ever so gently….

Choop!  It was the sound of the air escaping and propelling the BB toward 
its mark.  I could see the copper colored projectile as it moved swift and 
true toward the bird.  First, from under, then, rising slightly above and 
dropping to strike him.  He fell cleanly.  He never fluttered.  There was 
no fuss.  I proudly hurried to his resting place.  What a shot!  This is 
something I could boast about to my brothers and friends!  Dad would 
smile and call me dead-eye! 

The feeling didn’t last long.  The rush of the kill was soon replaced with 
something unpleasant and unexpected. There was an emptiness I had not 
experienced while shooting paper targets.  The bird was lifeless now.  
And, upon close inspection, I saw blood.  But, there was more.  I’d never 
seen a blackbird this close before.  He was beautiful! I dropped to my 
knees and laid the gun on the ground beside me. The blackened and oiled 
steel of the rifle was once alluring but now paled in comparison to the 
beauty of the blackbird.  He was bigger than I thought. As I lifted him, I 
found him to be otherwise slight.  Surely this was nonessential to flight.  
The red of his wing patch was most vivid and the feathers of his body 
were not just black, but iridescent and shimmered as I inspected him.  

How unfair it all seemed now.  He had offered nothing but beauty and 
song.  God had placed him here for that purpose, and I had taken him 
away. 


