Margaret Harris
Norma Beasley

My high school class reunion had been announced and I had just received the class directory. I dragged my red three-legged studio stool closer to my drawing table and began to browse its pages. I was particularly proud of this issue because I had designed the cover. The mindset of the class had been to make its mark on and conquer the world. Rather highfalutin but what do seniors know.

Several of my classmates did just that. Charles Vest became president of MIT. Joe Antonini became CEO of Kmart. Dave Selby played a starring role in Dallas on evening TV. Norma Beasley became a managing art director for an international educational publisher. And then there was Margaret Harris who I remembered with great fondness.

Margaret was a tall blond with a shoulder length cut and grey eyes. Extremely popular. The middle child in a trio of sisters all having a first name beginning with M. Mary, Margaret, and Martha. The first home coming queen in the school’s history. A vivacious cheerleader. Sophomore class president. A member of the student council. And a participant in A’Cappella.

She often invited me to her large white Victorian home on Brockway Avenue in Morgantown, West Virginia. I enjoyed shooting the breeze on its wrap around porch while lounging on Chippendale wicker furniture. These were the days in which my class was adjusting to integration in the schools. Black kids hardly ever attended the all-white social events. To Margaret, color never mattered. For fun, the class had decided who she should marry and how many kids she should have. Margaret surprised all of us by marrying a dentist. Blew us all away. She even invited me to her suite to meet the kids when she first visited the Big Apple. I gladly accepted.

Something caused me to flip to the first page of the directory and do some close reading. I had forgotten the class motto… With the ropes of the past, let us ring the bells of the future. And the class colors…Red and Blue. We were the Mohigans.

My eyes fell upon a name I had known well but overlooked during my initial browsing. Margaret Harris. Deceased. It was heart crushing. I hammered my fist several times against the drawing table as tears rolled down my cheeks and fell to the page beneath my eyes…staining the fresh white paper the notice had been printed on.

And now we die.


