
*  DO THEY STING?  *

You find yourself staring into an eerie white light.  Unaware of

your surroundings, a booming voice calls out in the midst of the darkness,  

"We're waiting."  A single bead of sweat forms on your brow and begins 

to proceed down your pale face at a rate of one millimeter per second.  

Your feeble mind races.  "I'll never talk!" you scream.  All that are present 

gasp in unison.  Your hands begin trembling uncontrollably.  The voice 

beckons again.  "Tell us what we want to hear."  Even though the white 

light is the only thing you can see, you get a sense that hundreds of tiny 

eyes are fixated on you.  "What do these little creatures want from me?"    

In a moment of feigned courage, you reply,  "You'll never get the information 

out of me!"  The creatures begin to murmur amongst themselves.  The evil 

voice silences them with an ultimatum.   "You have one more chance to 

respond and then.........IT'S OVER.  YOUR FATE IS SEALED."   A chill

runs from the back of your neck, down your crooked spine, and through your 

trembling toes.  The bead of sweat is now precariously balanced on the tip of

your nose.  Your brain begins doing back flips.  You slowly realize that the only

way out is to appease the hideous monsters.  Your very survival depends on it.

With a hint of apprehension, you begin to spill your guts.


"C....................O.......................W."



The silence is more than you can bear.  Your life is in their hands.  

The mysterious voice that holds your fate echoes something you 

can never forget.    "That is...........correct."     The bead of sweat falls 

to the floor.  The crowd thunders with applause.  Your classmates 

lift you high atop their shoulders.  This is your finest hour--------

--------

--------

--------

--------
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-------------YOU HAVE JUST WON THE SCHOOL SPELLING BEE.

There are three constants in life:
#1)   time,     #2)   taxes,

and     #3) the knowledge that few childhood events are more humorous 

when you look back on them than Spelling Bees.  I actually competed in a

couple of these grueling games in elementary school and achieved great fame

and fortune as the first runner-up in fifth grade.  I was beaten by the smartest

girl in school.  She could spell words like  'mademoiselle'  and  'Czechoslovakia.'

I never stood a chance.  Maybe the whole thing was rigged.  I must have been

an innocent player in her attempt to make the Spelling Bee her first step towards

world domination.  Either way, I lost.  She probably just paid off the judges.

My younger sister had a secret desire to be given the word  

'antidisestablishmentarianism'  during one of these fast-paced competitions.

A hush would fall over the crowd.  "Could it be done?  Can she actually spell it?"

they'd mutter under their high-pitched breaths.  Then she'd maniacally smirk at the

panel of judges as if to say, "You fools!  Can't you do any better than that?"  But she never liked competing in front of people.  So, when classes would hold "Mock Bees"

to find the top speller out of each class, she came up with creative ways to throw in the towel.  She knew the lucky winner would have to go on to compete in the "Actual Bee."   It was down to my sister and one other speller.  My sis was given a fairly simple word.  

She could've easily spelled it with a silent  'Q,'  blown the match on purpose, but looked rather foolish in the process.  Her plan was a bit more devious.  She meticulously left out the second  'S'  in 'compression.'    Shameless.........yet deceptively brilliant.  Or there was the legendary time she purposely spelled  'republican' --- ' republiCEN.'  She felt a little guilty because it was obvious to the teacher that she was trying to lose.  I guess you have to pick your moments.

My tactics to throw the match were a little less complicated.  Once I reached 

junior high, it wasn't quite as "cool" to be in the school Spelling Bee.  I was a decently smart kid, but during the pre-teen years, I was a hermit-in-the-making.  I spoke maybe

a sentence or two per week.  I had not yet come out of my shell and,  therefore, probably had the astounding personality of left-over cottage cheese.  Competing in front of the entire school was not an option.  So during these "Mock Bees," I would prove that I had the ability to win ~ and then explain that I had only one week left to live.  The teacher would tell me that as the winner, I now had the "honor" of being a contestant in the real thing.   "No thanks.  I decline the nomination."  My runner-up went on to win that year and is now a multimillionaire.  I may have made a mistake. 

My favorite thing about these events were the judges.  Whenever a

word was misspelled, they gave you this odd and piercing stare usually reserved for

flood victims.  Then they would slowly shake their heads as if to say, "That's incorrect… .........but you might possibly still be able to live a fulfilling life."  I remember a boy at

my elementary school in the early '80's who spelled 'potato' with an 'E' on the end.

I thought it was a travesty of injustice that it was counted wrong because that's actually how it was spelled in the country he came from.  I believe Dan Quayle suffered a similar fate years ago.  

I think it's hysterical to come across National Spelling Bees on ESPN.  

I mean, does anyone actually consider this a sport?  Is there potential for blood,

chaos, and broken bones?  Well, if some kid is a REALLY sore loser......perhaps.

But let's hope that never happens.  I can't imagine a spelling bee ever becoming a hot enough event to be an Olympic sport, or being popular enough to have a movie made about them.  (That happens to be the current standard of importance in our society… .......whether something turns into a movie deal.)  But maybe they could make spelling bees more like some of the stuff you see on TV like American Gladiators.  

Hmmmmm.........how do you spell 'sarcasm?'

