Joshua Tanzer
Ms. Yaffe- ENG 110: Principles of Effective Writing

“Character Sketch on Jenni” assignment

You never get the chance to breathe in a stifling moment around Jenni. She’s always moving something, usually her mouth. I love her, don’t get me wrong, she’s got a lot of good qualities too, she’s intelligent, athletic, and she loves her family.

Jenni works the ticket counter for Delta and consequently works incredibly odd hours and therefore is often late for our family gatherings, which are generally once a month. Last week we celebrated Mother’s Day and we had a big family get together, my immediate family, my great Aunt, my cousins, my third cousin once removed, and I. We arrived at five and ate a barbecue dinner.

At 9:30 the phone rings. I go pick it up, “Hi this is Jenny,” she has an uncanny ability to know the second the phone is picked up and starts to talk right away. “Hello,” I reply. “Anyway, Robert and I are going to get there in a half an hour, so tell your grandparents to keep the food warm for us!”

It’s nice that she’s coming, five hours late, but I have school tomorrow and everything’s already been cleaned up. Am I wrong in thinking that it’s slightly ridiculous for her to come now?

Another time, my family and I are standing outside of Target, talking to my Great Aunt Doris and Cousin Jenni, who have pulled up on the crosshatching. “Aw… man, who the hell parked me in?” he asks. “Oh I’m so sorry sir, I---” Aunt Doris starts to say.

“You should be,” he says, cutting her off. “Parking on the crosshatching is illegal you know.” Jenni’s face adopts a semi-murderous look, “Excuse me, sir,” Jenni says quietly tapping him on the back.

“What is it?” he roars, turning around. “That,” Jenni says pointedly stretching up as far as her slight 5’2” frame would let her. “Is my mother. And I sure as hell don’t appreciate your goddamn tone. I suggest you apologize and stop your god damn bitching,” Jenni steps forward confrontationally.

“Excuse me, but this doesn’t concern you ma’am.” You can practically smell the condescension. Jenni’s face drops further, there is nothing but pure rage seeping through her pores. *Smack* She slaps him. Hard. “Are you listening to me dumbass?! I suggest you fucking apologize.” 
The man takes an unconscious step backward, but refusing to be beaten, yells back, “Yo, what the hell?” She begins frothing at the mouth. “You heard me you son of a bitch! Apologize! And then leave!”
His eyes dart around for a few seconds. “Sorry,” he mumbles as he gets into his car and speeds away. Jenni turns around, smiles, and remarks, “Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s go inside.”

My family and I stare at each other, mouths agape. We stare at Jenni for a few seconds, then at each other, then at Jenni again and we start to giggle nervously. “Did that just happen?” I ask my mom. She nods. We chuckle nervously again and start walking to the store.

There truly is never a boring moment when you are around Jenni, you have to admit she sure does love her family.
