Monday, June 21, 2004

A Story Which Involves the Passing of a One Dollar Bill from One Person to Another and Whose Title is About Seventeen Words Too Long 

He was a regular-looking guy, about six foot, maybe a student, maybe a professional wrestler in extremely poor shape, maybe a bank robber. It's hard to say. I'm not sure if I'm a regular-looking guy, I assume I am, and noone has ever told me differently, but then that's not the sort of thing which one is told everyday. But, overcoming my tendencies toward neurosis, I walked up to this guy, got his attention, said, "The cow eats Fruit Loops at midnight," and offered him the bill. 
"What," he asked, clearly unprepared, even after six million years of evolution. for such an easily comprehended statement.
"The cow," I repeated," it eats Fruit Loops at midnight."
"I don't want your money," he said hesitantly.
"No, no, no," I said, "you don't understand. The cow eats Fruit Loops at midnight."
"Ohhhhh," he said in sudden comprehension.
As I walked away, I thought about how if we could just isolate the sequence of thoughts which helped him arrive at an understanding of what was, to my knowledge, complete nonsense, we would probably have just spent a whole lot of research money doing a pretty useless, inapplicable thing.
-Connor Mills 

posted by Cindy Nichols at 10:42 AM 0 comments 

Thursday, June 17, 2004

Dollar Story... or something 

As he was the only person in the deserted lounge in Memorial Uniion, I approached a young man of Indian descent while he fiddled around on a laptop. I thought I may have been disturbing him, but I thought I wouldn't mind being disturbed for a dollar. On my walk to the small table where the young man was seated, he glanced up. I said, "Hi." He responded with a hurried, "Hi," of his own and quickly looked back to his work.

"How are you today?" I tried to sound kind.

"Good," and it was back to his computer. Though our exchange of words was brief, I could hear the twist of Indian accent in his voice.

I was now standing right next to the man's table. "I have something for you," i said, and I placed the dollar bill Washington-up on the tabletop.

The young man looked from me to the dollar and back to me. "And what is this for?" Geez! The world is too suspicious. The bill wasn't laced with anthrax! Or, at least if it was covered in anthrax or any other unnamed poweder was not for me to say. In any case, I was not the one doing the lacing. My intentions were as good as could be, but it didn't look as if he thought so.

I looked into the questioning dark eyes behind long curling eyelashes and said, "Just because." This made the man's eyebrows weave a knot of confusion and distrust. I had nothing left to do now. I gave that young man my best smile (what better to go with free money?), turned my back, and left him to think. To think of who I was, to ponder my intentions, or, who knows, to scrape from that dollar whatever unnamed powder may be left? There's something wrong with this world. 

posted by BriH at 3:19 PM 0 comments 

one dollar 

I was drifting in and out of consciousness in Creative Writing class one day when I was startled by the presence of a dollar bill that was passed back to me. Excited and now wide awake, I was pondering what was going on. I was ecstatic because of the windfall. Then we were told we had to give our dollar of happiness away to a stranger! Even though I was upset at first, I realized I was going to leave with the same amount of money that I came to class with. I hesitantly got up and left the class. 
At first, I thought about giving my dollar away to the first person I saw. I walked out and saw a man walking down the sidewalk. I was excited because I was just about done with my assignment, so I was just about to go to the man. Then I realized that if I did that, no one would believe him, and it wouldn't be as much fun to give it to a single person. If I gave my dollar to a group, I could make some of them jealous. Furthermore, they would have some witnesses to recall this even to friends. 
After I let the man walk by, I was focused on giving my dollar to a group that consisted of four or five people. Luckily, a group of two males and two females started to walk down the road. I sprinted to the group, and I yelled out "Who wants a dollar?!" I yelled again and again, but I got no response. Finally, I reached the group and quickly gave my dollar to one of the females. Unsure of what was exactly going on, she reluctantly took the dollar and gave me a feeble "Thanks?" I then walked away, and not another word was said. 
I know I will probably never see or recognize them again, but I know that they will never forget that moment. I know I made those other three people jealous, but it was fun doing so. Next time that you receive a dollar from a stranger, make sure you have a witness. Even if you know why they gave you the dollar, don't say anything. Make up your own elaborate story, and make it fun. I do have to wonder where my dollar is. If you do know where it is it, please return it. I need it.

posted by RyanSwanson at 2:38 PM 0 comments 

Tuesday, June 15, 2004

The Dollar Man in Black 

A man in black skin so young so ambitious was taking a stroll a few moments before even the thought of me arose in his head. I, also out for a stroll with my dollar in a chase of someone suitable to give it to. After I yelled to a funny whiteman on a bike, I found the perfect candidate a block away. I started running after him screaming, "Stop sir! Stop!" Once I finally caught up to him he was talking to his friends in a van. I quickly said, "Here sir, take my dollar." He looked at me weird and said in his African-american accent, "What for?" The first thought that came to my head was, hey I could say it's for charity, and then I thought no he probably wouldn't like that. So I said, "It's just for a class." He said bewildered, "For class?" Then his friend in the passenger side of the van said, "I'll take the dollar!" The black man I had chased down asked once again, "Really ... it's for a class?" And I replied, "Yes, thank you!" They thanked me and I told them to have a good night. Then I came back to the classroom, where I was immediately shut up and put to work on this paper. 

posted by SarahF at 3:35 PM 0 comments 

Monday, June 14, 2004

Money Stories 

I guess I just make this to post our money stories on. 

posted by jj_fisher at 5:39 PM 7 comments 

Monday, June 14, 2004

Money Stories 

I guess I just make this to post our money stories on. 

posted by jj_fisher at 5:39 PM 

7 Comments:

jj_fisher said... 

Just a note on my story I didn't really get how to make the story so I just basically am putting what I wrote down after I gave the money away so it's pretty lame, it probably doesn't qualify to be a story. Oh well.

I started off not knowing who I'd give the dollar, so I gave it to the first person I could find. It was a lady standing at a bustop, she was putting her coat on. I just handed heer the dollar and she asked what it was. I told her to "just take it and have a nice day" she just said "ok but I don't know what's going on".
I think I may have creeped. She might have thought it was prank or she was on Candid Camera. I wonder what she will use the dollar, not that is of much use now days. I also wonder how long she'll spend thinking about the incident.

5:49 PM 



Ender said... 

I ran around looking for my "victim". I saw many contestants...a middle aged guy, a younger one, some friends hanging out...then I saw him. He was perfect for my cause. I called out to him and he stopped. I told him that I had been looking for him all day and that I had his dollar. I tried giving it to him concealed in a handshake, but he would not take it. He looked like he had just had a big prank pulled on him. I then dropped the dollar on him and ran in the opposite direction. I then realized I had made the mistake of giving my dollar to someone on a bike who was hellbent on giving it back. I ran as fast as I could and he finally broke pursuit. Exhausted, I returned to my crative writing class with some creative writing to do.

9:38 PM 


kristi said... 

I'm the kind of person who likes to get things over and done with quick, before I have time to think about it and to worry about it. This doesn't pertain to homework (as I'm doing this at the last minute), but when I was asked to give away a dollar to someone I did it fast. That might sound odd since most people would like to keep their money for themselves(and I sure do) but you see, this was my assignment so it was very very important. 
When Cindy handed me a buck and told me I would have to go out on campus and find a complete stranger to give it away to, I thought it would be pretty fun. So, I went at it. I walked out the door, scanned the street with my evil eagle eyes, and I found someone. The first person I saw was a kind of goofy-looking guy in a yellow T-shirt. Since I was eager to get this crazy thing done with, I ran up to him in my clunky shoes, tripping most of the way, and casually tapped him on the shoulder. He looked surprised, as if he hadn't seen me thumping towards him the whole time, and well I probably creeped him out so it's okay that he looked surprised. So there I was,out of breath and exhausted from running the whole 10 feet,and I said,"Hey dude, you want a dollar?" He gave me a suspicious look, I guess he was trying to figure out if I was crazy. I mean, who really just walks up to someone and asks them if they want a dollar? Anyway, after a few seconds he told me that sure,man, he would like a dollar. I'm not possitive, but I think he thanked me, and I said, "Yeah, you can,like, buy a pop or something, dude." And that was that. 
Let's try and figure out what I was supposed to learn from this.. How people react to a strange thing like that...How I felt..Was I nervous...Was I shy....Well, to tell you the truth, I don't remember.I guess I felt good for giving him a dollar, but it wasn't mine to begin with, .......and then I remembered something. I could have just kept that dollar and made up this whole story.......

12:35 PM 


