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Quarter II
Choose one of the following short-story openings and continue the story in the same style.

Try to show the characters and the atmosphere of the place in as much detail as possible.

A: 
I’d never really thought much about meat. It was there in the supermarket in a plastic wrapper; it came between slices of bread with mayo and mustard and a dill pickle on the side; it sputtered and smoked on the grill till somebody flipped it over, and then it appeared on the plate, between the baked potato and the julienne carrots, neatly cross-hatched and floating in a puddle of red juice. Beef, mutton, pork, venison, dripping burgers and greasy ribs – it was all the same to me, food, the body’s fuel, something to savor a moment on the tongue before the digestive system went to work on it. Which is not to say I was totally unconscious of the deeper implications. Every once in a while I’d eat at home, a quartered chicken, a package of Shake’n Bake, Stove Top stuffing and frozen peas, and as I hacked away at the stippled yellow skin and pink flesh of the sanitized bird I’d wonder at the darkish bits of organ clinging to the ribs – what was that, liver? Kidney? – but in the end it didn’t make me any less find of Kentucky Fried or Chicken McNuggets. I saw those ads in the magazines, too, the ones that showed the veal calves penned up in their own waste, their limbs atrophied and their veins so pumped full of antibiotics they couldn’t control their bowels, but when I took a date go Anna Maria’s, I could never resist the veal scallopine.


And then I met Alena Jorgensen.

(T.C. Boyle, “Carnal Knowledge”)

B: 
His fists sank thumping into the heavy bag: a sack he’d filled with sawdust and hung up out in the woodshed because he wanted to get into condition. When he finished his workout he looked at himself in the mirror. He liked the look of hard muscles on his body, the shining sweat.


He liked to look at Patricia, too.

(Fraser Sutherland, “Patricia”)
C:  

I had come into the house for a drink of water. “You kids. I wish you’d either stay out or stay in,” Aunt Lorna said as I dipped a white-enamelled pint mug into the water bucket. She was putting the top crust on an apple pie; having patted down the dough with her fingers she began to trim it with a paring knife. The dark old farmhouse kitchen smelled of flour and cinnamon.

I emptied the mug and started toward the door. It was then I saw the pale, almost bald man in rimless eyeglasses sitting alone in the living room….

(Alden Nowlan, “One September Afternoon”)
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