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My realism short story on “the experienced commonplace” takes place on a bus trip to an away basketball game.  The intention of the story is to show the dynamics of a group of athletes riding on a bus.  How the characters interact with each other, and there statements show their personalities.  This normal bus experience is transformed into an interesting story by the characters interactions with each other.  The narrator of the story, helps explain the circumstances of the bus ride and gives the readers an incite into the author, just as Mark Twain did in Tom Sawyer.    

Riding with the Girls

The girl’s basketball team all traveled together to away games.  There were ten of us together with two coaches, three trainers and a lot of smelly bags.  I always made sure I was not the last person on the bus, I didn’t want to sit so far away from the conversation that I could not hear what was going on.  See I am a junior, I have to fight for attention.  The three seniors on the team command attention, and they get it.  If I want to be heard it takes precise timing to interrupt a conversation; a skill that our coach also had.  

Once an hour the coach would turn around from his position in the front seat of the bus and interrupt the girls conversation.  “No ones hurt each other yet, have they?” Coach would yell. 

It would take the girls a moment to stop their gossip and game planning but sure enough the captain Kelly would answer, “Nope, not yet, but you might want to check back later, these freshman can be hard to deal with.”

They all laughed, and I joined in.  I had heard that same conversation at least twenty times before, but I didn’t want to be the one left out not laughing.  I tried to talk, to get in the conversation but I was stopped by Kelly.  

“Now, listen here you new girls,” said Kelly;  “this is gonna be a tough game, so lets play hard and get out of there.  None of this overtime stuff, its Friday and I have plans, so I am thinking we make this an in and out type of game.” 

“Now you’re talking!  Why else would we come here,” said Courtney, the other senior on the team.  “We wont need an overtime if we all just follow the plays.”  

I knew exactly what she was talking about, Deb the coach’s daughter, had none of the plays memorized.  She spent her entire time on the court trying to steal the ball and didn’t pay attention to anything but a fast break.  I couldn’t help but to look over at her when Courtney was done talking and think, why doesn’t she just try a little more so the girls would like her.  Deb’s face turned a little flush, you could tell because her hair was pulled back so there was nothing to hide under.  I thought it was time to speak up and change the conversation.  

“What type of plans are these tonight Kelly?” I asked, really not caring about the answer.  

“Alright then, I guess I can tell you guys,” Kelly started.  “I am going out with this college boy and his friends.”  And with those words ‘college boy’ she had everyone’s attention, dying to listen to all of the details. 

Apparently this boy was older, or that is the way Kelly made it seem.  He was going to the local college and had met her at a concert a week before.  She didn’t know many details but no one but me seemed to notice.  

“We are going to meet at eight tonight at his apartment and hang out with friends.  I will be sure to keep my eye out for any cute ones for the rest of you.”  Kelly said.  Molly who had been silent up to this point, finally spoke in her deep raspy voice.  

“Who cares about you and the boys, it will be a different one next week,” said Molly.  “All I care about is there number 24, she has nails like you’ve never seen.  And if we are not careful none of us will leave the gym without blood all over us.  And Kelly I don’t think this new boy would like you to come over with gashes all over you!”   

“Yeah, she is vicious,” I said.  If the conversation was about playing that was one I could handle.  With a college scholarship on the brinks, I needed to concentrate on each game.  “Last time we played these guys I had to change my jersey twice.  You think the refs would start to recognize the fact that I was not making my self bleed.”  Everyone gave a little laugh, but I didn’t even think I was being that funny.  It was true who would cause that on themselves.  I was only able to think about this for a moment before Molly took the floor again to start talking about the game.

“Okay, none of this wimpy stuff this game.  I watched our last game and after that I think it was just that we were floating around on defense, this time we need man on man,” she said, and everyone listened as the color in her face darkened the more she talked about on oncoming match.  “We always are afraid to run with the ball.  I have watched us do it over and over in practice.  It doesn’t matter who is on the floor, we can have this game, and we can do it with out an overtime just for Kelly.”  This last note was a shot at the other senior captain and we all knew it, but I still laughed.  Kelly was the captain because she was the coaches favorite, Molly because she was everyone else’s. 

Sure enough an hour had passed and the coach slowly turned around to once again ask about the dead.  Kelly once again answered without hesitation, and luckily the gym was only two more minutes away.            

