Once Upon a Prom Night

By: Lauren Shook


Tale High School was a beautiful school.  The school grounds were symmetrically landscaped, the grass was bright green, the walls were crisp white, the bathrooms sparkled, and beautiful people roamed the halls.  Out of all the students and teachers in the school, there was one person more gorgeous than any of them.  The most beautiful person in the whole school was Stacey Whitecastle.  She had shiny brown hair, rosy red cheeks, smooth skin, and snow white teeth.


Stacey was nominated for Prom Queen her senior year at Tale.  Her beauty made all the girls envious and all the boys awestruck at the sight of her.  Many of the boys wanted to take her to the prom.  So many, in fact, that she could not decide with whom to go.

To help with her decision she decided to hold a contest.  The boy that could wake her up in the morning would take her to the prom.  What she did not tell anyone was that she was an extremely sound sleeper.  It would take a lot to wake her up.  She had been a sound sleeper ever since she was born.  She did not cry when her parents brought her home from the hospital.  Instead, she slept the whole way home.  She slept all the time as a baby and did not give her parents any problems.  As she grew up, she noticed that it did not take her long to fall asleep when she went to bed at night and she always woke up feeling refreshed from a wonderful night’s sleep.  Her parents always had a difficult time waking her up from her beauty rest in the morning.  Mr. and Mrs. Whitecastle had to get up three hours each morning to make sure there was enough time to wake Stacey up for school.  Now, many boys tried their hand at the contest, but I am only going to tell you about three.  Although everyone who competed tried on different days, these particular three all tried on Sundays.


The first young man thought, ‘It can’t be hard to wake her up.  I’ll just set an alarm.’  Stacey’s mom let him in at 9:25 a.m.  He was there in just enough time to wake her up at 9:30 a.m.  When Mrs. Whitecastle saw the alarm clock under the boy’s arm she smirked and showed him the way to Stacey’s room.  Holding the radio alarm clock he quietly crept upstairs.  He set the alarm at 9:28 a.m. to go off at 9:30 a.m.  *BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!*  The alarm wailed for ten minutes.  The boy thought, ‘Surely she’ll wake up soon.  This alarm is annoying!’  The alarm went off for another ten minutes and Stacey did not even stir.  The boy finally gave up and walked out of the room.  Pouting, he trudged down the stairs and out of the Whitecastle’s home.

The next Sunday, another boy took a shot at waking up the sleeping beauty.  He was greeted by Stacey’s father at 9:25 a.m. on the Whitecastle’s front porch.  In his hand he clutched a guitar.  He wanted to take a calmer approach than the aforementioned boy.  He sat down beside her bed and began to play a song on his guitar.  Suddenly, Stacey began tossing and turning.  ‘She’s waking up!’ he thought.  He continued to play as a smile grew across his face.  Stacey began talking in her sleep and saying, “No!  No, please don’t hurt me!”  She was having a nightmare!  Stacey then started moving around quite a bit.  Her arms flailed and *BAM!*  She kicked the boy right in the eye!  The boy screamed, “OWWWW!”  Yet, Stacey STILL did not wake up.  Fed up and in pain, the boy thought, ‘No girl is worth getting beat up over’ and walked out.  Furious, he ran all the way home carrying his guitar and holding ice over his eye.


The last boy to try his luck had a very different and somewhat unusual style.  Unlike the first two boys, he had no alarm and no guitar.  He showed up on the Whitecastle’s front porch at 8:25 a.m. instead of 9:25 a.m.  He was one hour earlier.  His arms were full from carrying bundles of groceries.  Mrs. Whitecastle gave a big-toothed grin and said, “Come on in, honey.”

Mrs. Whitecastle led him to the kitchen where he began to unload his groceries.  He pulled out milk, orange juice, eggs, bacon, sausage, grits, and biscuit mix.  When everything was out on the counter so he could see it, he started cooking.  He mixed the milk and biscuit mix.  He scrambled the eggs, fried the bacon and sausage, and made sure the grits were not too thick and not too runny.  He did all this while Stacey’s parents watched intently.  Soon, the kitchen was filled with the delicious smell of a tasty breakfast.  It then, gradually wafted all throughout the Whitecastle’s home.

Up in her quiet and cozy bedroom, Stacey was snuggles under her covers.  She was dreaming contently of being crowned Prom Queen and dancing with the Prom King.  Surprisingly, her dreams shifted to a stranger scene.  All the students at the prom turned into… BREAKFAST FOOD!  There were eggs tangoing with strips of bacon, biscuits waltzing with bowls of grits, and glasses of orange juice doing the jive with sausage links.  She had begun to salivate with hunger in her dream when she opened her eyes.  She realized there was an odd smell in the air.  It was the smell of breakfast.  She smelled grits, biscuits, eggs, bacon, sausage, and orange juice.  It was her favorite breakfast!

She jumped out of bed, put on her robe and slippers, and raced downstairs.  As she bounded down the stairs, skipping every other step as she went, she yelled, “Mom, you made breakfast!”  She walked into the dining room and to her surprise it was not her mother who had made the breakfast at all.  She gasped as she saw a very cute boy sitting at the table waiting for her.


Stacey’s smile stretched from ear to ear.  She envisioned her prom night.  She was crowned Prom Queen, her dress sparkled in the twinkling lights, and the boy, her date, was by her side.  Her thoughts were interrupted by a voice asking, “What would you like, Stacey?”

She smiled again and replied, “I’d like you to take me to the prom, but first I’ll start with some of this delicious smelling food.”  The boy’s face gleamed and he said, “That sounds great to me.”  They sat side by side eating the homemade food and thinking about what a wonderful time there were going to have at the prom.

*The moral of this story is the way to a girl’s heart is through her stomach.

