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How I Became an Egg

A Prologue to "Meow"


 Knees shaking, I reached for the knob. My hand quivered as I turned it only to find that the conference room, also known as room 72B at Leekton High, was empty. I was early. Good.


The room was dark and moldy, almost scared me. I sat at a blue and metal desk near the front of the room. I looked around the room and saw posters that said things like "Hooray for Science!" and "Do Your Best!" in big, colorful letters, the kind that seemed invisible to me growing up, and I began to think of my high school days.

I didn't want to remember, as my high school days were filled with regret and other people's pain, but it felt like I couldn't help it. I thought of my friend, Smith, with an illusive first name that he didn't tell anybody, and how we used to meet after detention in darkened classrooms, like the one I now sat in, where we would discuss our daily tasks. We were always so busy, and we always got things done at no matter the cost.


People started to enter the room. I gazed at them and smiled briefly before returning to my thoughts. Smith had always been my very aggressive little sidekick, and I remember my parents hated him. Well, I think any parent would be mad to be pleased with their child hanging out with a boy like Smith. He scared almost everybody, and even me at times, sometimes even the boss. 


Boss was very fond of Smith, he reminded him of himself, who he seemed madly in love with. Boss wasn't as keen on me, but because of Smith, we landed the good jobs. When Boss passed on from a drive-by, our group disbanded completely. Smith could never accept that, and I think that’s why he was so determined to set himself apart in the world of crime there after.


I remembered Smiths 'your either with me or against me' policy as I had heard it a number of times, especially right before I broke away from his circle. I wonder what happened to him?


As I dwelled on people that I had met nearly twenty years ago, I saw the speaker enter the room. He was short and in his late fifties, his name was Mr. Egg. He wore the traditional low-budget Egg wear, a white bathing cap over his grey hair, which made his face look like a big egg, and a blue shirt with tan pants. To anyone but a chef, he looked ridiculous. Me and the handful of people in the room didn't dare laugh, because by the end of the day, one of us would be wearing similar attire.


"On behalf of Leekton Local, I'd like to thank you for coming today," the man said somberly, "It is with great pleasure that I judge the Egg Faire, and an honor to cap the new Mr. Egg today. While I must retire now, I wish I could keep doing 'Cooking with Egg!' for years to come. I'm very sad, however, that my name will no longer be Mr. Egg, and that, within the next four hours I will magically revert back to just being Manny Takalski. Hopefully, when the newly capped Mr. Egg goes to retire he or she will be able to say the same." He then went on to tell us the rules of cooking, how we would be judged, so on and so forth. 


After his speech we clapped and were led to the school's gym which today featured several decorations including egg shaped balloons, colorful booths, streamers with little pictures of eggs on them, and our sponsor, Eggco,'s logo plastered on anything and everything. Actually their logo really scared me, it featured a family of dolled up eggs with human features (face, arms, legs, ect) sitting down to a big plate of little dancing eggs. 


The booths were arranged alphabetically. I found mine with ease though to my disliking my name was printed incorrectly, reading "Kaliiman, Lyal" instead of Lyle Khalimon. 


Mr. Egg said that the public would be here in one hour, so we had until then to prepare our eggs. I decided to do a nice hard-boiled dish, with a paprika mixture I had concocted once before at home. It turned out scrumptious, if I do say so myself.


The first person to my table was a young college student, whom I later became friends with. Her name was Alice Tide and as it turned out, lived in the same apartment complex as me. The Egg Faire wasn't too crowded, so me and Alice made plenty of small talk. She certainly was an odd one, but I don't talk to too many people. I am glad that I know someone who I can get to try my new recopies, and I always had new ones.


After a few hours, Mr. Egg made the dreaded announcement. "I am happy to announce that the votes are in! I've narrowed it down to the top three, please come up here if you hear your name called." He was certainly making a big deal out of this. "The first name that I have," Egg continued, "is....James Parke! Next is Sal Joyous! And last but not least.....Lyle Khalimon!"


I walked to the center of the gym along with James and Sal. I'm thrilled to be a finalist, even though the give away prizes can't be any good, other then being the new Mr. Egg. This was only important to me because it meant that I was one of the best cooks in the room, and that was enough prize for me. I still felt my heart skip as I waited for Mr. Egg to say the final winner.


"Mr. Parke, for your Cheeze-tastic Egg Salad Pie, you win 3rd prize, a gift card for Wal-Mart worth fifty dollars!  Keep up the good, original work! Now in second place, Ms. Joyous, for your chocolate cheesecake omelet, you win an autographed copy of the book, 'Eggs Eggs and More Eggs' by S.K. Brine, worth approximately one hundred dollars! And finally, the winner of the Egg Faire, the new Mr. Egg, Mr. Khalimon, everybody!" A roar of claps filled the gym and I felt Mr. Egg place the odd looking white cap on my head, and I couldn't help but think how far I had come.
