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About the Cover
There is a wonderful story behind the cover of this issue of Eureka
Studies in Teaching Short Fiction. The cover is an intaglio aquatint etching
by Rhea Edge of the Art Department of Eureka College. The artwork
represents the otter spirit, a force for regeneration and new life for the
Mackinaw River in Illinois.
Over a period of four years, otters from Louisiana were reintroduced
into several river systems in Illinois. This project was funded by the
Illinois Department of Natural Resources from the Illinois Income Tax
conservation check off. In April of 1996, twenty-five caged otters arrived
and were released in three localities along the Mackinaw River. The
release locations in Woodford County were Evergreen Lake and Wyatt's
Ford (north of Carlock) and at Parklands Foundation Merwin Nature
Preserve in McLean County. Otters are secretive, and direct observations
are difficult, but animals or their tracks have been seen since the release at
both Evergreen Lake and the Merwin Nature Preserve.
People like the playful, energetic spirit of otters, and otters deserve a
place in the Illinois landscape. Prior to this reintroduction plan, otters
were known only along the Mississippi River, in central and western parts
of the state, and sporadically in the swampy areas of southern Illinois.
Historically, otters were found throughout the entire state of Illinois, but
were extirpated in the late 1880s, mostly through trapping (as were
beavers).
Rhea's etching was produced to commemorate the otter release and
to acknowledge the efforts of conservation-minded individuals who are
engaged in similar programs throughout the state.
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The Fruits of Teaching
Veronica Daley Zaleha
Veronica teaches English at Timberline High School in Boise, Idaho.
This article was first published in InLand, Spring/Summer, 1999. It is
reprinted here with permission.
I arrive at work bright and early—full of expectations, as always. Ready
to slay the dragons of ignorance once again. I have sufficient time to
prepare for the day. While sipping my jumbo thermal mug of coffee, I cue
the audio tape locating where chapter twenty-eight of Steinbeck's novel,
The Grapes of Wrath, begins. What will my students learn from this novel,
I muse: A history of our country's great depression? The effects of industrialization on our economy? The cruelty of poverty? What it means to be
human? Looking up from my work, I see all six plus feet and the flaming
red hair of one of my first-period students. Does he want me to unlock
the door to our room this early, I wonder. He tells me that he's late to his
zero-hour class and can't afford another tardy, so he's just hangin'. I hide
my discomfort with his choice of hang-out, smile, and ask him how he's
doing. His dad's in town, visiting a friend whose wife is dying from breast
cancer. It's sad, he continues, so many people are dying lately. I ask if he'll
see his dad while he's here. That's the thing, I'm told, if he ever comes to
Boise it's for something else—something more important that prevents
him from spending time with me. It's his new wife's fault, I learn, and I
listen to the story that I've heard before of a child caught in the crossfire
of divorce, relocation, remarriage. My own son's story. I listen, right up
till the bell when he and I head to our room and continue The Grapes of
Wrath. Ma tells Tom, ". . . an we was always one thing—we was the
fambly—kinda whole and clear. . . . there ain't no fambly now" (434).
Second period - my prep. This will allow me the time I needed this
morning to prepare for the rest of the day. I carry my coffee, at least luke
warm, still, in its thermal mug, to a room I'll teach in later that day to
attend to some minor detail that seems very important at the time. That
is until I set my cream-and-Equaled coffee on a desk and turn my back to
it to write a note. The mug slides slowly down the slant of the demon
desk to fall to the ground and splatter all over the floor and the back of
my dress. Clean up takes long enough that I'm rushing through the halls
and past the principal in my damp dress after the third-period bell has
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rung. There my class awaits me. Among them, a girl who is waiting there
to check out and say good-bye. I'd heard the news that a woman, the age
her mother would be and with the same last name, was killed in a car
accident. Seeing my student's name in the obituary confirmed the worst.
She's not only suddenly lost her mother at only 16, but will be moved
from her home, her school, and friends, to an entirely different city to live
with an uncle. Her brother, a half-brother, will go somewhere else to live
with his dad. It's hard, she tells me. I share with her how touched I was to
learn that her mother was an organ donor. Her death saved four lives. We
go back in and listen to Rage Against the Machine's single, "The Ghost of
Tom Joad," which borrows lyrics from the novel where Tom tells Ma,
"Then it don' matter. Then I'll be all aroun' in the dark. I'll be ever'where
- wherever you look. . . I'll be there" (463).
I get fourth period started and working when a student in the front
row asks if she can talk to me in the hall. She might be tardy from stopping at the bathroom a lot, she says; and if she lays her head on the desk,
it's because she's really tired and doesn't feel very good. She thinks she's
pregnant; and when I ask her how she feels about that, I'm reassured by
her that she's been seeing the father for a year, and they're both seniors
anyway. Back in class we discuss Tom Joad recalling a piece of scripture
that Casey had told him about. "The Preacher," (Ecclesiastes 4:9-12):
"Two are better than one, because they have a good reward for their labor
if they fall, the one will hf up his fellow. . . two shall withstand him,
and a three-fold cord is not quickly broken" (462).
I devour my lunch while sitting in front of my computer reading
e-mail and entering grades. When I get to fifth period, the room is still
filled with the scent of McDonald's fries quickly eaten;, the remains thrown
in the trash. I gaze out at students just back from lunch, healthy hair,
shining skin, strong bodies in their Tommy Hilfiger and Guess clothes.
My eyes rest on the one with her head down on her desk, dull hair falling
forward to reveal skeletal shoulder bones jutting through the thin fabric
of her designer shirt. I wonder if she ate lunch. We analyze the irony of
farmers spraying surplus oranges with kerosene, burying pigs' carcasses,
and dumping potatoes in the river while children are starving. "There is a
crime here that goes beyond denunciation. There is a sorrow here that
weeping cannot symbolize. . . . children dying of pellagra must die
because a profit cannot be taken from an orange" (385).
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I finish off with my last class of the day. Students spread across the
room with novels open on their desks as they respond in their journals to
what we've read that day. We get through the hour, the bell rings, and they
file out One girl lingers to show me her journal entry: What's the Matter
with Me? I read about the pain and self-doubt she experiences in an environment where she has no friends and feels alienated because of her weight.
We talk. She cries. I tell her I'd like to refer her to our school social worker.
Would that be alright? As she departs, I wonder what my students and I
have learned. "[Winfield] grabbed at the flower in her hand and missed it,
and Ruthie banged him in the face with her open hand. He stood for a
moment, surprised, and then his lips shook and his eyes welled" (498).
By now I must hurry if I'll make it to the Y in time for my class. I go
punish myself on a bike that goes nowhere, all my stress pushed into the
pedals harder and faster than I could ride on the road. Too tired to even
bother showering, I leave the sweat on and drag home. There I have a
message from my son to please call. He is struggling with a paper for his
English class at college. Can I help him with some revision ideas? Before
we can get to work on his writing, he shares with me how anxious he's
been feeling, and not sleeping well. We talk a long time about jobs, money,
school pressures and stress before getting to the paper. When I'd like to
tell him I'm too tired to talk now, I close my eyes and see Rose of Sharon
there in the barn, still giving when she'd lost so much. "She looked up and
across the barn, and her lips came together and smiled mysteriously" (502).
I draw a deep, inaudible breath, and listen. When I get off the phone, it's
late and I no longer have time to prepare the next day's lesson, but that's
okay. I'll get up the next morning and get to work bright and early....
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