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Welcome to our second issue featuring student writing. As our editorial board worked 

through the difficult process of selection and solicitation to bring you this remarkable 

collection, we were continually amazed by the quality of writing, original imaginings, 

and creative insights of the students' writing. While many of these students come to 

their classrooms with enormous talent, that talent would go undeveloped and unrec

ognized without the efforts of English teachers like you. We are in awe of the work that 

you do keeping the balance between instructing students in writing skills and nurtur

ing their creativity. Since many teachers have used the 6-Traits model to help keep this 

balance between skill and art, we have used this model as the organizing principle for 

this issue. We hope it will aid you in using some of the writing as models with your 

own students. 
The writing in the Ideas section illustrates how reading the writing of other writers 

leads to more writing. The student writers connected literary pieces to their own lives, 

wrote alternate endings, and transformed understandings from classroom readings into 

other genres. The selections by Allison Retka and Devin Markell demonstrate through 

clever imitation their deep understanding of a writer. And Thai Lao, Ben Miller, Chris

tine Simmons, and Stephen Smarjesse illustrate the importance of their writing in mak

ing a personal response to our most devastating and incomprehensible current event. 

The writers in the Voice section assume other personas: from immigrant ancestors to 

a flapper, Leigh Shadko's darkly allegorical short story seeks to understand the hor

rific evil of the Holocaust and the inaction of the Catholic Church. Oksana Goldman's 

piece illustrates the interrelationship between the traits; with its inspiration taken from 

a work by Twain, it could also have been placed with the other Ideas pieces. 

Of all the standard writing assignments of the English class, perhaps the one most 

dependent on Organization is the literary analysis. The analyses in this section develop 

complex reasoning and creative insight, presenting ideas logically and with skillful 

elaboration and support. 
Word Choice is a difficult skill for many students. How can they write colorfully and 

with maturity without sounding like a thesaurus? Betsy Lasch offers a lesson on an 

effective descriptive technique: the use of similes. Other students find their words in 

the lyrics of their music heroes or create verbal snapshots of special people and places. 

Megan Eagen and Mercedes Burns are especially skillful in their poetic use of language. 

Sentence Fluency is important in the pace, tone, and style of narratives, in particular. 

Charles Worthington's Shoes Like That makes very effective use of extremely short sen

tences, deliberate sentence fragments, conversation, and repetition. Other pieces use 

the conversational tags to imbed description of characters and actions or use trailing 

ellipses to emphasize a mysterious situation, as in the dark tale Charon. 
This issue again features examples from the impromptu writing of last year's NCTE 

writing contests. JeanMarie Burtness also revisits her feature in last year's student 

writing journal on writing inspired by art work. Last year she highlighted some of the 

poems her students had written that were inspired by sculptures and paintings studied 

on a trip to the Minneapolis Institute of Arts. In this issue, Brianna Chies and Robyn 

Starr analyze their chosen artworks. 

We'd like to see the work of your students featured next year. Please note that our 

publication schedule has changed. Starting with the 2002-03 membership year, the 

student writing issue of Minnesota English Journal will be distributed in the fall. So start 

collecting your students' outstanding work. Fill out the submission form on page 4 for 

each piece submitted. Our deadline will remain the same: June 15, but we encourage 

you to submit student writing now. This journal would be impossible without you. 

This is a member supported publication. 
Happy spring! May the little rewards of your teaching be without number! 

s Ct 11\,ol k1 
P.S. Just in case you are looking for some resources on the 6-Trait model: 
www.nwrel.org/ ~ssessment (the definitive 6-Trait site) 
Creating Writers Through 6-Trait Writing Assessments and Instruction by Vicki Spandel 

Write Traits material from Great Source (www.greatsource.com) 
Micheal Thompson, CFL Language Arts Specialist -- micheal.thompson@state.mn.us 

http:/ /rubistar.4teachers.org -- look under Research and Writing (or a rubric generator 
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Since published writing should display correct 
conventions, we'd like to highlight other 
conventions of interest to Minnesota English 
teachers: 



Teacher 

Minnesota English Journal: Student Writing Issue 
Submission Form 

Deadline: June 15, 2002 

------------------------------
School Name ________________________ _ 

Mailing Address _______________________ _ 

City & Zipcode _____________________ _ 

Summer email address -----------------------
Summer phone number _____________________ _ 

Was this student's writing the product of a directed writing assignment? 

No 
Yes If this assignment was not one of our own creation, please give the source for the lesson idea: 

Student Name Grade -------------------- ----
School Name ----------------------------
Student's Mailing Address __________________ _ 

City & Zipcode ____________________ _ 
The student's mailing address is needed to contact the students selected and to send a complimentary copy of the Journal 

if their work is selected. 

Certification and Permission 
I hereby certify that this is original work completed by me. 
Student's signature: ____________________ _ 

I give permission for the Minnesota Council of Teachers of English to publish this work. If this work 

is selected, I understand that it will be published in book form and identified with the student's name, 

grade, and school name. 
Parent or guardian's signature: _________________ _ 

(Optional) I give permission for the Minnesota Council of Teachers of English to publish this work on 

their website (www.mcte.org). If this work is selected to be published on the website, I understand that 

it will be identified by the student's first name, grade, and school name. 

Parent or guardian's signature: _________________ _ 

Mail the student work and completed submission form to: 
Sandy Hayes, 19019 180th Avenue, Big Lake, MN 55309 
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It is clear that the impact of the terrorists' attack on 
September 11, 2001 will have long holding effects on the 
people of America, and events surrounding this date may 
be our student's most memorable historic moment. While 
the horrifying images have been preserved on videotape 
and still photographs, the emotional response of distant 
observers also needs to be recorded and preserved. 

Shortly after the news broke, my students began to 
display the emotions shared across the nation and world: 
anger, fear, confusion, sadness. After a few hours of watch
ing news reports and sharing insights, solutions and 
threats, they were finished; there seemed nothing left to 
say. The speaking paused, but their reticence masked feel
ings that continued to grow. 

When students declined the opportunity to continue 
discussions and asked me to turn off the looping televi
sion reports, I knew what teachers across the United States 
instinctively knew: it was time to write. Whether it was a 
letter to a victim's family, an elegy, a rap lyric, or a nar
rative, their writings accomplished what the quietness of 
the classroom belied. These personal snapshots of tragedy 
will carry the writer's voice for years to come. 

As a teacher, it was a time to write with my students 
- not only to be a model but to record my own emotions. 
My choice was to frame freeze the student who made the 
initial announcement about the attack. 

9-11 
I will always remember when the plane crashed into the 
World Trade Center. The image keeps repeating in my 
head over and over again. The destruction it caused and 
the many lives it ended will not go away. 

When the plane was about to collide with the Trade Cen
ter, I could almost feel the fear, sadness and confusion of 
those victims who died. I felt helpless and angry. 

But I knew America was strong. It would take much more 
than that to bring us down. I will always remember presi
dent Bush's words of encouragement and belief in 
America. He believed we would overcome this and be 
on top in the end. 

As for me, I hate to admit it, but it was a very clever plan 
and a masterpiece for the terrorists. But they will pay for 
what they did. I feel their lives should be ended and ended 
with no mercy. 

T.IJAI LAO, Osseo Area Learning Center 

Myia's News 
September 11, 2001 

She opens the classroom door 
(dyed hair the color of Raggedy Ann's) 

Her face is void of the usual expression 
(mixture of tension and exclamation) 

Her voice is lacking the usual edge 
(strange softness alerts me) 

She waits .. .looking directly into my eyes. 

"I have breaking news." 
(silence) 

"I have breaking news." 

This creative child 
(who wears the costume wings of a butterfly) 

A colorful child 
(who wears a stocking cap with yellow yarn 
braids attached) 

A delicate child 
(who wears the face of compassion after 
reading sad fiction) 

This child .. .is the messenger of death. 

6 Tb..Pl.Jb..N 6~AR..Jb...:J.:Jb..1 Osseo Learning Center 

To Bin Laden 
l:?b..N tv11LLb..Q., Osseo Area Learning Center 

Soaring up in the sky, up high above ground 
A commercial jet where many people are found 
Many people are there being husbands and wives 
Many people are there, living innocent lives 
Yet some of the few must spoil the bunch 
And together as fools they all jump up at once 
They head to the front, overtake the plane 
The passengers panic, drive themselves insane 
These heathens are sick, they're worse than crazedwhores 
These heathens are sick, and they're followers of yours 
They take the lives of so many below 
They take the lives of so many we know 
Lives of people that are honest and true 
Lives of people that are taken by you 
It's for this that I offer all that I can 
My time and my service as an honest man 
We will find you in air, above ground, or below 
And we will not stop, until this is so 
I pray that the world shows you no sympathy 
At least you may know you will get NONE from me 
I hate what you stand for and I know that you'll pay 
And I take no shame in what I have now to say 
I approve of you NOT, and I hope that you die 
Now here comes your fate as it falls from the sky ... 
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October 5, 2001 

The White House 
1600 Pennsylvania 
Washington D.C. 20500 

Dear President Bush, 

I wanted to tell you how I felt about the attack on America. Even though I live in Minnesota, it has affected me 
greatly. I was just entering into second hour at school that day, after the first plane hit but before the second 
one. We were all in shock and didn't understand what was going on. We stopped class that day to watch CNN 
all period. I couldn't imagine what was going through your head when you got the news that this was 
happening to America. I feel that you had done the right thing by staying in Air Force One for a while then 
going to where, I believe, was Louisiana. We need you to be safe. The news stations here said that you should 
have returned to the White House to figure out what to do next. This comment was the stupidest thing they 
could have said because all that we needed was for the terrorists to find out that you returned to the White 
House and for them to attack it. We probably wouldn't have a President right now if you had gone there. 

I have been thinking a lot about this whole war thing. Because most of my friends would go to war, I really 
don't want our country to go. I would especially lose my boyfriend. I really don't want him to go to war; I'm 
scared to lose him. There must be another way to solve this oth~ fu.~!l. w~r., 

I did get mad at our country for a few reasons though. It takes over 4000 people, innocent people, to die for 
our country to realize the things we had. It also takes these people to die for our country to come closer 
together and to forget some differences that we have. One thing that touched me was while I was driving on 
Highway 169, I saw a family, a mom, a dad and a son, holding on to this flag pole waving it in the rain as cars 
drove by. I had to pull over for a minute because that touched me so much. Also a lot of people have American 
flags displayed in car windows or on businesses just where they normally wouldn't be. We need to show that 
we love this country like this all the time. People don't understand how lucky we are to have good food, good 
homes and cars to drive. What happens if that gets taken away from us? How are we going to survive? I 
don't think we can! 

I have a 2-year-old daughter, and I can't and won't leave her side, ever. I have my whole life ahead of me, and 
I don't want to throw it all away. I still want to go to college, have a husband and have two more kids. _Dp.-
o~y:e._~nd I'm scared that I'm not going to see my 18th, 19th, or even my 20th birthday. 

Sir, I am very hurt and affected by this. I used to think that I was a cold-hearted person because I only_i::ared 
ab..QJJUhings :fufil)1appened in !UY a.re.a, and on a good day_I c_a.re~tthing§,happ...ening..in .!nY. §.ti!.!~-~ut if 
something like this can affect me this way, then I guess I'm not as cold-hearted as I thought. Thank you, sir, for 
hearing how I feel and taking the time to read this. God bless America. America can get through this. I know 
we can. 

Sincerely, 

Osseo Area Learning Center 
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T!Jb_ OLD tv1AN fR-Otv1 CUE,A 
DI:.. VIN tv1AR..ill:..LL. Minnetonka High School, grade 11 

When the boy walked into the man's room, he 
found him asleep on lh.e leather..csJUch. On the floor 
all around the old man were crumpled sheets of 
paper. The boy woke the man gently, and said, "It 
is time to eat. You must be hungry." 

"Did you bring me the paper?" asked the man, 
now fully awake. 

"Yes, it is the kind you asked for, and the inks too. 
Also ... " The boy hesitated. 

"And what?" The man knew what he would say 
as he asked. 

"A book about boxing, it is about. .. " He trailed 
off. 

"I've read it, yes. But you should return it to your 
father. He may need it." The man was old enough to 
know how to answer humbly when he was being pa
tronized. But the boy was not patronizing, and this 
the man knew. And so the boy put down the book 
and tried to start a conversation. "Tomorrow will you 
finish your book?" he asked. 

"Tomorrow, perhaps," the man said, turning on 
his radio. 

"It will be a great book." 
"Yes, it will be great. You should go now; your fa

ther would not wish to find you here. Remember that 
he is not accepting of my work. But you must respect 
his wishes." 

The boy nodded, and turned for the door, then 
looked back. "Remember when you wrote The Great
est and it took you four years? Then you won the 
Pulitzer. Do you remember?" 

The man smiled. "I remember," he said. 

The man rose early with the sun. He listened to 
Chopin and Stravinsky playing softly on his radio. He 
loved the music, and remembered that he must take 
his motivation from deep within his soul. The writing 
is art, he reminded himself, like the beautiful melo
dies of the piano. Slowly he opened his desk. It was a 
large mahogany desk, showing its age like the old 
man. But it was a good desk, and the man knew it 
would do what it was needed for. The man reached 
his calloused hands into the drawer and pulled out 
his thick novel. He uncapped his fountain pen. He put 
the pen to the paper and began to write. The letters he 
laid on the paper were elegant and calligraphic. He 
used no shortcuts. He would not use a typewriter for 
his writing. 
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Most men mocked the old man, and thought him 
foolish for using such antiquated tools and techniques. 
But the old man did not mind, because he knew he 
was a different and strange old writer. He had confi
dence in his ways and could express his theme only in 
this way. The man also worked without the aid of ref
erences. He knew the words in his head, and needed 
no dictionary or thesaurus. Though he read frequently, 
he had no books in his small apartment. He had never 
read the same book twice, because his memory trapped 
every sentence. One time was enough for the old man. 

Many people were also unhappy with his writings. 
These days, many of his books were cast into negative 
light. Some thought that he was writing the work of 
the communists. But the old man would not and could 
not stop. Yes, he thought to himself, I have the words 
with me always. It is just to put them on paper that I 
must try to do. To sort them in my head is the worst, he 
thought. 

His book was the struggle of a young boxer. His 
name was Ruby Joe Gonzalez. Joe was a Cuban boy 
who had worked all of his life to box professionally in 
the United States. The man had started it as a child, in 
the days when his father had told him stories of the 
great boxers of the times. The old man was now too 
old to box, as he once did for small purse winnings 
around the city. In his earlier days, he had been a con
tender, though. 

But now he sought the end to his book. For nearly 
three months, he had stared at his book, reading and 
rereading it. He was suffering from terrible writer's 
block. This was a painful thing to the old man. It 
brought him torment in a way that he sometimes could 
hardly bear. For days at a time he could do nothing but 
sit and think. But he had seen worse. I have been at a 
standstill for longer than this, he knew; this is nothing. 

And now the ideas were beginning to flow. He 
wrote smoothly, though he could feel the tension in his 
hands, where his arthritis had crippled him in the past. 
Focus, old man, he told himself. Write your words and 
try not to let your mind wander. 

He cleared his thoughts and wrote with a lucid head 
of Joe's first victory. Joe hunched over lower now, tast
ing the sweet blood that he sucked from his lip. Joe 
knew that now was the time to bob and weave. He 
knew that he would not yet strike. The man's pen 
played along the paper for hours, establishing his 
rhythm again. You may be out of practice, he said to 
himself, but you can always find your rhythm. No, old 
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man, he corrected himself, the rhythm will always find 
you. 

That night, the boy came back with dinner for the 
man. It was an untasty TV dinner, but the old man did 
not care. The taste of his food was not important these 
days. While they ate, they had their usual ritualistic 
conversation. They talked about books they had read; 
the old man gave the boy his opinions, the boy glued 
to every word. And they talked of the great boxers. 

That night the man dreamed of his boxing days, 
when he fought his way through college. People would 
gather around in the hot dusty Havana nights and cheer 
on their favorite fighter. He had been an important part 
of something big, but always knew where his future 
would be. He found his real joy in writing. His work 
was controversial though, and was now inciting much 
interest from certain authorities. Many thought the old 
man to be a communist writer. 

He awoke to Schubert's Unfinished Symphony. He 
wrote that morning with new vision, and did not stop 
for breakfast. Joe's struggles took him to a world he 
had never lived. Riots over the thought of a Cuban 
boxer who couldn't lose prizefights in New York forced 
Joe out of town. Joe was very much like the old man, 
and this the old man knew and had planned. When 
the men came to punish Joe, he was not too proud to 
leave, as the old man felt no shame in his lethargy. He 
could not put the words down for three long months, 
but now, he knew, he would write the book. It would 
be finished and he knew this because of his skill. Some
where in the future he could taste the end of the novel, 
knew that with the perfect ending it would be com
plete, but now he must concentrate. He wrote through 
another day, feeling only slight pain in his old hands 
and no signs of fatigue. He had written more than this 
in his years. He had written for days at a time without 
break. 

But you were young and clear headed then, he 
thought. And now you are old and have only your fad
ing memories. 

The man wrote all that day and partly through the 
next. He would not leave his apartment. The only break 
in his writing was from the harassing phone calls he 
frequently received. The calls were from men who 
thought that the man should not say the things about 
America that he said. The man usually ignored them. 
As a Cuban immigrant, he had often been harassed for 
such things. 

Some time during his third day of writing, the book 
was finished. It was perfect in every way, and held ev
ery drop of sweat and blood of the old man through 
his years of mental anguish. It was the culmination of 
his thoughts and his life story. His work was complete, 

his best ever. But it was not a tame book, and he knew 
it would attract the agents of Senator McCarthy's hear
ings. These days, it seemed, a great many people were 
suspected of communism, and surely the man's book
one of the Cuban cultures in America-would be in 
suspicion also. More than his own safety, he feared for 
the safety of his book, his masterpiece. But the old man 
did not care, and gave the book to his publisher. 

The men in the suits arrested the old man a week 
later, and took him to the courtroom. Through the long 
trial, many of the man's books were insulted as sym
pathetic to communist activities, but the old man was 
too proud of his works to claim that he had been mis
taken. He proudly defended his writing to the end, and 
was thrown into jail. His novel was destroyed. 

The jail's warden was an old admirer of the man, 
and allowed the boy to see him. 

"Wake up, old man," the boy said softly. The man 
opened his eyes slowly. 

"You should not have come. Your father ... " 
"My father is asleep. I came to see you. I watched 

the trial on television. It has become an important trial. 
There are many who respect your work very much, and 
they are angry in protest. The book. .. " 

"Destroyed." But the old man smiled, and the boy 
knew that he had made another copy, as with the other 
books, each copied only once and hidden in the apart
ment. The man had always felt the pressure and known 
this time would come. 

"And soon you will be set free?" The man did not 
answer. "You will teach me then, teach me to write like 
you?" 

"I will teach you, yes. And soon I will be out." They 
sat for a while. Soon it was time for the boy to leave, 
and as he stood, he looked anxiously at the old man. 

"Well?" Asked the old man, "You have something 
for me? Is that it?" 

The boy withdrew a small paperback from under 
his linen shirt. He handed it to the old man, and turned 
for the door, saying, "Goodnight, old man. It is a book 
by a man named Hemingway. We are reading it in 
school. I... Goodnight, old man." 

The old man laughed. He had read the book, and 
did not like to read books twice. He set it down beside 
his bed. Then he thought better of it and flipped it open 
to the first page ... 

He was an old man who fished in a skiff in the 
Gulf Stream and he had gone eighty-four days now 
without taking a fish ... 
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A Q.b-6PON6b-TO !JAN60N \'V. E,ALD\Vlt'-16 b-66A y 12.fvf.!:J TITANIC 
Db..Nl6b.. l.JUyNLJ, Champlin Park High School, grade 10 

During English class, I had been asked, if I had survived a shipwreck and were put on a deserted island, 
who would I want to be on the island with? What would I do? How would I interact with them? I was 

allowed to make use of my imagination, so that I did. .. 

After-tvie "olLst;1ster-", or-LV\, otvier-wor-ols, tvie seLft,svi t;1r-r-ogt;1111,ce tvtt;1t-pr-t;1ctLct;1LLtJ R.LLLeol 1,(.$ t;1LL, we 

r-et;1cvieol /;IV\, LV\,ft;11'1,\,ous oleserteol tsLt;1111,ol. I-tow t1:1-ptct;1L ts tvit;1t? c:;ool ... Vl,,\,tl Ltfe vtt;1s tur-V\,eol t111,to t;1 

cviet;1-p, Low-r-t;1teol r-et;1LLt!:1 sviow OV\, G"B,S. you R.111,ow, wttviout tvie ct;11'1,\,tr-t;1s, tvie Vl,,\,0~!:1 t;1V\,ol tvie 

-pt;1r-t;11'1,\,eoltcsstt;1V\,olL~ b!:1--· butwttvi t;1LLtvie Vl,,\,t;1Lt;1r-Lt;1 t;1111,ol Vl,,\,t;1LV\,our-tsvieol booltes. c:;r-et;1t. weLL, t;1t 

Let;1st we'r-e t;1LL t;1Ltve. 1vlt;1t's wvit;1t cou111,ts r-tgvit? It's 0111,L!:1 bee111, tvir-ee olt;11:1s t;1~er-tvie "t;1cctole111,t" 

but l'Vl,,\, t;1Lr-et;1olt1 sLcR. of tviel'l,,\, t;1LL. I tvtLV\,R. Lt's jl,(.$t bect;11,(£e I Vl,,\,LSS Vl,,\,!:1 ft;11'1,\,LL!:1 so Vl,,\,UCvt ... so 

tvit;1t's WVltJ l'Vl,,\, vier-e. l'Vl,,\, stet;1LL111,g t;1wt;1 !:1 t;1 few Vl,,\,LV\,utes to wr-tte LV\, tvits jour-V\,t;1L of Vl,,\,LV\,e. I oloV\,'t 

u111,oler-stt;1V\,ol wvi1:1 tvtL~s vit;1-p-peV\, tvie W/;l!:1 tvie1:1 olo. ALL t)Ou olo Ls go 0111, t;1 ft;11'1,\,ous t;1V\,ol L111,ole

strncttbLe svit-p tvie -pr-esses vtt;1Ve beeV\, r-t;1VL~ over-for- tvie -pt;1st Vl,,\,0111,tvi ct;1LLeol Tita111,£c, ff col'l,,\,-pLete 

wttvi /;IV\, t;1r-r-ogt;1111,t t;1ttLtuole wttvi 1:1our-111,ewLtJ for-1'1,\,eol fr-LeV\,ols t;1V\,ol tvie olt;11'1,\,111, tvtL~ SLV\,R.S! ! Wvto 

couLol vtt;1Ve seell'v tvit;1t OV\,e COl'l,\,L111,g?! The f-tLV\,oleV\,bur-g I couLol for-esee, but tvits ... V\,O W/;ltJ, It's t;1LL 

Vl,,\,t;1ol111,ess. weLL, I guess r'ol better- be got~. l'LL Y-/;lll'vt Vl,,\,OY-e sol'l,\,t otvier-tLl'l,\,t .. 

J:)eV\,Lse I-tut) V\,VI 

Denise shoved her leather-bound journal back under the rock. It was the only thing she was able to salvage 

before she jumped onto a lifeboat. 

Denise sighed dejectedly before heading back to the group. The island was actually quite beautiful, but she 

remained completely oblivious. 

The place was a paradise, really ... the beautiful palm trees, the crystalline sand ... under different circum

stances, this may have been a place Denise could have called home. But what good is a paradise when none 

of the people you love are there to share it with you? It would be more like a hell, really. A world without 

those whom you love truly is a living hell on earth. 

Denise approached the group with a grim, apprehensive look on her sunburnt face. Everyone else was 

sprawled across the sand, but Denise hid under a palm tree for shade. She did not tan. She merely burnt. 

The shipwreck was bringing the worst out of everybody. Holden (Caulfield, that is) was being especially 

surly, but the two teenagers got along fine. 

"I am so sick of this!" a voice exclaimed. 

Denise looked up expectantly. She was not surprised. This happened every single day. Ike would go on a 

murderous rampage and profess his undying love for his wonderful runaway bride, the imaginary Maggie. 

Usually, Ike settled for a coconut or a fellow survivor. 

I swear, Denise thought, someday he's going to get a rise out of Gandhi even and lead the way to some 

serious butt-kicking. She cackled at the thought of Mahatma Gandhi wringing Ike's throat. 

The girl had a pretty sick sense of humor ... 
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Mb_b_ TIN~ r2-A Y 5r2-AD5Ur2-Y 
Jb..66ICA E,UQ. TNb..66. Coon Rapids High School, grade 11 

On October 20, 2000, Ray Bradbury delivered the 
keynote speech for the opening of the James W. Miller 
Learning Center at St. Cloud State University to a 
closely packed auditorium. The cool autumn day was 
appropriate for a man who invents places and char
acters who are continually wrapped in the mists and 
mystery of fall. Readers from three generations had 
gathered to absorb an hour of the thoughts and sto
ries of a favorite American author. 

As the crowd filed in and found seats, the stage 
was empty except for a cozy, red armchair, a potted 
plant, and an end table. Mr. Bradbury entered the stage 
accompanied by a slender wooden cane and a young 
assistant, but the white-haired author smiled and 
waved energetically. His living image contrasted 
slightly with the younger pictures I had seen on book 
jackets, but the celebrated author was instantly rec
ognizable. As Mr. Bradbury smiled, his assembled au
dience rose to their feet, applauded, and began snap
ping pictures. As I applauded, I felt the back of my 
throat clench and my eyes threaten to water. It was 
amazing to see with my own eyes the source of the 
stories I have loved for a third of my life. 

In fifth grade my class read the short story "All 
Summer in a Day" by Ray Bradbury. When we 
reached the end of the story in class, goosebumps 
spread from my shoulder blades out to the tips of my 
fingers and I was close to tears. The characters in Mr. 
Bradbury's story reminded me of my classmates, who 
could be casually cruel, yet the Venusian environment 
was exotic and strange. I fell in love with the combi
nation of everyday human concerns and faraway, fu
turistic settings. This prompted me to devour other 
science fiction works by Mr. Bradbury and other au
thors. Throughout middle school I continued to find 
release and escape in science fiction. 

In tenth grade, I was delighted to read and dis
cuss "The Pedestrian" in English class. I viewed this 
as an opportunity to share my passion with my class
mates. Along with other students, I agreed that the 
story was connected to the suspicion of eccentrics and 
reliance on technology that is present in our society. 
Soon after, I read Fahrenheit 451 outside of class. I was 
impressed by Mr. Bradbury's outcry against censor
ship. 

While I waited nervously in the line to get my 
books autographed, I desperately searched for some
thing to say to Mr. Bradbury that would let him know 

how much his books have meant to me. I wanted to 
slip a bit of myself into his life, the way his writing 
had integrated itself into my life. When he signed 
my copy of The October Country and "The Pedestrian," 
Mr. Bradbury once again gave me a tiny slice of his 
life. As he scrawled his name with a thick black pen 
under the picture of himself in a teacher's literature 
book, he laughingly remarked that he had never seen 
that picture before and that it was odd how many 
photos of himself just turned up. Mr. Bradbury also 
related an anecdote about "The Pedestrian" and how 
it was intertwined with Fahrenheit 451. One night as 
the Pedestrian was taking an evening walk, he turned 
a comer and bumped into a girl he would later name 
Clarisse McClellan. Eight days later Mr. Bradbury 
finished writing "The Fireman," a novella that later 
expanded into Fahrenheit 45 1. 

This anecdote, which I have never found in any 
biography, video, or article about Mr. Bradbury, al
lowed me a glimpse into the interwoven pattern that 
connects Mr. Bradbury's stories. Mr. Bradbury gave 
me the precious gift of a unique bit of himself that 
now belongs to me. 
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T!Jb,_ ~l\16-R 
COLLIN NOVOTNY. Luverne Middle School, grade 7 

I am going to write an addition to the book The 
Giver because I didn't like the ending of it. In the 
book Jonas was given the job of Receiver of Memo
ries. No one could have feelings or color except for 
the Receiver and Giver. The Giver and Jonas de
cide that Jonas should run away, so that the memo
ries he has can come back to the people. Then they 
can have things they don't have, like memories from 
the past. Jonas succeeds and also takes Gabe, who 
is supposed to be released. He is at the end of his 
journey, at the bottom of a hill, with a snowstorm 
whipping all around him, and he sees a house 
nearby and heads towards it . .. 

Jonas could hardly move with Gabe in his tu
nic and the coldness that clung to him from the 
storm. Once he got to the house, the door opened 
and light flooded out, with the warmth hot on its 
toes. Jonas squinted towards the brightness of the 
light. The person that stood there was a tall, burly 
man with a mustache and a huge grin on his face. 
The man said admiringly, "Welcome little guy! 
Hurry and come in before you freeze solid out 
there!" 

Jonas shyly replied, "Thank you for your kind
ness, sir." 

Jonas introduced himself and Gabe, told them 
where he, was from, and told them the story of 
how they got there while he warmed himself and 
Gabe up by the hot, crackling fire. The four people 
were astonished and asked questions while Jonas 
observed them. There was the man at the door 
named John and Sandy, a lady with a dark green 
dress on with beautiful earrings and long, dark 
hair. There was also another, older woman with a 
yellow dress with flowers on it, a straight face, 
and a plump body, named Alice. The last person 
was a child named Craig about the same age as 
Jonas who had a huge grin like the other man's 
and curly, brown hair. 

"You two are probably famished. Sandy, will 
you please put supper on the table for everyone? 

You can help too Craig. We will tell you our story 
while we eat," John said. 

The story was filled with new words and terms 
for Jonas, but the meanings always came to him 
just like in the memories of the Giver. Their fam
ily has lived on the land for many of years. They 
said there were other settlements nearby also. 
Their family's goal was to give shelter to people 
who escaped the community, just like Jonas. Of 
course, they said it was very rare. 

"I wish I could be able to know how the Giver 
is doing with the memories coming back," Jonas 
remarked. 

"Yes, I do suppose it would be chaotic with 
everyone to take care of and only one person to 
help all of them," Alice replied. 

Jonas looked out the window at the swirling 
wind and soft crystal white snowflakes. He knew 
he and Gabe would be happy here. He remem
bered how he had been when he was outside a 
couple of hours ago, hardly being able to move 
and feeling like giving up. He also remembered 
how all of his memories were just fragments, and 
how he felt sad about not being able to pass them 
all to Gabe. 

Suddenly Gabe woke up screaming and cry
ing. While Jonas comforted him, he thought about 
how maybe he could return when he was ready 
and visit the Giver when Gabe was older, but then 
it would be difficult because they would release 
him. He couldn't escape again. Suddenly, a 
thought came to him. Maybe the memories that 
came back would change everyone, make them 
understand everything, and let them see why re
leasing was bad. Then he and Gabe could return 
and bring other people with them to the other 
settlements John and his family had told him 
about. Or maybe he could start a new settlement! 
Jonas rose up from. his chair and vowed out loud, 
"Yes, I will do it! I know now this is my purpose 
in life!" 
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12.1:..:iPON.:ii:. TO PLAT tJ'.:J Q[;_PLJBL/C 
12.0~ YN .:>AL Tl:.12.. Eastview High School, Eagan, grade 11 

My Dear Speusippus: 
Nephew, I write to you of a matter of great import, both to us and our progeny. For these two score years, 

my academy has been the standard of proper education for the future leaders of our noble democracy. (Imag
ine my sneer as I write that despicable oxymoron.) As my disciple and fellow instructor, you can understand 
the importance of the pursuit of knowledge. As Socrates taught us, and as we now teach others, it is most vital 
that tradition be upheld, that emphasis is maintained on the purest knowledge, which undoubtedly leads to 
the most virtuous of men. 

My boy, I am old, and I am tired. I have lived near four score years - I can feel death approaching. I fear 
not for myself, as I know that departure from this world will lead me to that realm of perfect understanding 
and ideas. I do, however, blanch at the thought of what the academy might become under deficient leadership. 
I speak of Aristotle, of course; such talent is wasted on his constant interest in the imperfections of nature! 
These two score years would indeed be wasted were he to take the helm of the academy, for I am certain he 
would ensure the dismissal of knowledge for knowledge sake. 

That is why I turn to you, loyal Speusippus; into your hands I commend the administration of my acad
emy. I fully trust in your ability to lead Athens' youth along the path of Truth and Virtue and to breed within 
them a sense of responsibility for those not so inclined to education. Teach them to question and discuss the 
status quo in order to strive to form that most perfect of societies. Though we may not always reach an accord 
on the particulars, nephew, I know that our minds and souls are and always will be in harmony. I remain 

faithfully yours, rLA TO 

12.1:..:>PON.:ii:. TO J.JtJLJ.:;[;_ tJN lvfAIV½ tJ 6 TQ[;_[;_ T 
DANA ~UR TNl:.66. Coon Rapids High School, grade 10 

"The boys and the girls live in separate worlds. The boys in their universe and the girls in theirs." 

In elementary school, I was blissfully unaware that I was a girl. I didn't know I was supposed to like boys, 
dresses, makeup, the New Kids on the Block, horses, or any other girly things for that matter. I liked bugs, 
Tonka trucks, erector sets, Legos and my fake plastic set of armor that I got after reading about Joan of Arc. 

As for boys and girls living in separate worlds, I definitely witnessed that in elementary school. No doubt, 
the girls sat at one lunch table, and the boys sat at another, which might as well have been different universes. 
If you had been witnessing this sorry but humorous event at L.O. Jacob Elementary, you would have noticed 
an anomaly, an exception to the rules. A girl, dressed in elastic waistband jeans, a turquoise turtleneck and 
who had hair that she maybe had or had not brushed, standing at the end of Universe Barbie, otherwise 
known as the girl's lunch table. She looks a little confused, sad, the inhabitants of Universe Barbie deny her 
access to their world. As she walks away, she tells herself that the only reason that they didn't let her sit there 
was because their table was full, and those empty seats must have had bubblegum on them. She heads over 
to Universe G.I. Joe, the boys' lunch table. 

"Dan, they didn't let me sit with them again, can I sit with you?" 
As I was unaware that I was a girl in elementary school, so was my friend, Dan. We ran, jumped, climbed 

trees, got muddy and drew spaceships together. We played cops and robbers while the girls played house in 
kindergarten. It never occurred to me that I should, by society's standards, be in there cradling the little 
plastic baby in my arms with the rest of the girls. 

When I hit middle school, I couldn't ignore the gender rules anymore, and I was quite amazed and bewil
dered at some of the things my new friends did. They actually cared about what they looked like, they put 
stuff on their faces and lips, they paid attention to what they wore, they started developing "crushes" on boys. 
I've always been a quick learner, so I picked up on these strange habits. Soon I was sitting with the inhabitants 
in Universe Teen Magazine, and no longer with the ones in Universe WWF. 

Now that I look back on my untroubled days, I'm happy that I had a period in my life that I was truly 
oblivious. Oblivious to appearance, weight, boys, and everything for that matter. Part of me wishes that I 
would have been aware of the things that I was supposed to know, wear, and say. But then again, the rest of 
me is proud of that girl with the unbrushed hair, in the elastic waistband jeans and the turquoise turtleneck, 
because underneath the mud and grass stains, she always had a blissfully unaware grin from ear to ear. 
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PAE,LO Nb..~UD A 
ALLl60N R...6-Tk'.'.'..A .. Eastview High School, Eagan, grade 11 

NE~A's CH'ILDHOOD, REVISITED 

InChiie, 
the wild emerald jungle surrounded him. 

exotic scents filled his anxious nose 

Innumerable tiny creatures 
crawled over his toes. 

(he treasured them as he would treasure the mollusks and shells of the ocean 
' 

0 n c e t h e s e a found him) 

And the rain 
it 

f 
ell 

always 

The rainfell and drowned his village, but it had done that 
foryearandyearsandyears. So 

14 

his memory would be forever veiled in water 

I REMEMBB You As You WBE 

I remember you as you were in the last days of August. 
You were the white t-shirt and the shy smile. 
In your eyes the brown mysteries of past aches swirled. 
Tender gestures moved from your powerful arms. 

Words flowed from your mouth like a restless afternoon 
searching me out and settling before me, they were new and 

exciting. 
A beautiful flower of promises was cupped in my palms. 
A warm hand encircling my heart. 

I can't feel your smooth face and August is far off: 
white t-shirt, faith of a child, fervor like a key 
which freed my clenched, hidden longings 
and my kisses fell sadly like autumn rain. 

Water from the desert. Moon from the earth. 
Your memory is made of paper, of clay, of an endless sky. 
Beyond your lips, farther on, ocean waves crashed. 
Green Southern days moved through your mind. 
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NE~A: A MISSION ~GMENTED 

He loved. The Earth. And the men who. 

Worked it. 

from the Heights of Machu Picchu. 
He saw. Its past 
And knew. Their future. 
Down the mountain he came. With truth. 

In his hands. 

And their words. Were on his lips. 

Listen. 

Tell It of. These Torments 
of our fears. 

He spoke. To It for Them. 

After breathing. The height of heaven. 
He exhaled the. Hell beneath. 

And Chile heard his tremendous sigh. 

THE lATB YEARS 

He loved things. 
Everything was worthy of an ode. 
Oh! Those odes! 
Ideally, every person. place and thing, 
every stinging feeling, 
feeling of a heart was heartily noted. 

Note: Neruda loved plants. 
For days he rants of their joy. 
Joyfully he sings of the sadness of 
silence, 

and skillfully he la
ments the joy of love. 
Which he had plenty of. 
For every thing. 

LosT IN NE~A's LABYRINTH 

When you read love poetry, astounding feats are 
accomplished like 
a seventeen year old girl can sigh and shed the 
tear of a lonely 
widow and be filled with a lifetime of lovers 
and broken hearts, and 
her heart beats rapidly and she hopes and she 
feels with all of her 
being an intense aching it's a longing to dine on 
those sonnets like 
ripe cherries sweetened with the knowledge 
that every word was 
perfectly formed for you. Only you. Ecstasy. 

Ms. H-a1:1es, 
H-ello! r c:tl--¾ SL,(.t'.Jl--¾[tt[~ tviese -poel--¾s to tvie 

M[ll\,V\,esota 6~l[sV!_JoL,(.YV\,c:tL I r-eal[ze tviat tvie 

SL,(.bl'l,\,[ss[oV\, oleaoll[V\,e vias lo1A-9 s[M,e -passseol, 

bl.,(.t I was -pr-0111,\,-pteol b!:'.l l--¾!:'.l AP LaV\,gL,(.age c:tV\,ol 

C,0111,\,pos[t[oV\, teacviei-; Patt!:'.l str-aV\,olqL,(.[st to 

seV\,ol tvtel'l,\, [VI,. These -p[eces wer-e wr-[tteV\, for- OL,(.Y 

fi.~l wr-LtL~ ass[gV\,l--¾eVl,t, WvtLcvt was calleol 

"ML,(.lt[-~eV\,r-e Pa-per-s: -S.r-eaf<.[~ tvie Rules w[tvi 

Sttjle." 
1 r-eal[ze tviat tvier-e l--¾atj be sol--¾e co-ptjr-Lgvtt 

-pr-oblel'l,\,s w[tvi tvie Nernola poel--¾, bl.,(.t I LV\,Cll.,(.oleol 

[t aV\,!:'.lwa!:'.l. -maV\,1-<. tjOL,(. ver-!:'.l 111,\,1.,(.Cvt! 

AllLsoV\, ~- Retf<.a 

Yes, Allison, there is a copyright problem with publish

ing Neruda's poem "I Remember You as You Were." 

Readers who would like to compare Allison's version 

with the original poem are likely to find Neruda's ver

sion on the internet or in their school library. 
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!JO\\/ 61NfUL (tv1166 tv1AUDl6-) 

They look at me with those eyes. 
You know the kind. 
Passing judgment upon me, 
watching, 
sneering, 
but I laugh. 
They don't see what I see, 
because I know beauty lies within everything. 
I see under the surface, 
I see past the covers, 
I see through the lies, 
down to the bare naked soul. 
But there they are 
walking blindly upon this earth. 

They say every step is a sin, 
every move is a crime. 
They condemn me to hell 
with burning thoughts of hate 
because my flowers are ugly. 
They say I am ugly, 
life is ugly, and 
God is ugly. 

Champlin Park High School, grade 10 

~IR.D 

tv1166 CAQ.OLIN6-

I'm surrounded 
in this God-forsaken place 
by snot-nosed children 
who think they know more than I do. 
They think they are in charge 
from years of being taught 
without decency or discipline. 
Why did I come here? 
The only things here to greet me 
are unruly children 
and a cootie bug. 
Frustrated, tired and confused, 
tempted to snap. 
The children leave. 
And it is bittersweet; 
for they'll be back tomorrow. 

Ii.A Tb. 6CLlUL TZ 
Champlin Park High School, grade 10 

AVA DR..Ali.b... Osseo Area Learning Center, grade 12 
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fAQ.. T!Jb..6 T f?AC~ Pb..R..60N -Sandy Nesvig, Annunciation School, Minneapolis 

One of the essentials of strong writing is voice. Students must come to understand and use their own voice in their 
writing. They should also have opportunities to develop alternate voices. An assignment that specifically calls for this 
is a genealogy project my seventh graders do. Students read "My Farthest Back Person" by Alex Haley that recounts 
his search for his ancestors that resulted in Roots. I then ask students to interview parents, grandparents, aunts and 
uncles to find out family stories. They then give a short oral report on their heritage. 

The key to this assignment, however, is the family story. They must concentrate on one ancestor, when and where 
he or she lived, and something that happened in that person's life. They then take on the voice of that individual and 
write the story as a first person narrative. We talk about "truth" and "story truth" since obviously most of the detail, 
description, and dialogue will be imagined. The following are some examples of this assignment. 

A tv10R..NIN~ IN C!JA6~A 
E,LAIQ. .LJb_NNIN~, Annunciation School, grade 7 

I wake up before the sun. Christine my wife gives me 
a push out of bed. My chores await. I add a log to the fire. 
Christine puts a pot over it. My three boys still sleep peace
fully. Christine goes to wake them. 

"Let them sleep a little longer," I say. They look so 
peaceful I didn't want to wake them yet. 

Christine stares at me for a minute them backs away 
into the kitchen. Flour covers her as she pounds the dough 
for our breakfast bread. Then she cuts some apples up for 
cider. She moves like an angel so fast and swift. I love to 
watch her bake. I put on my boots and go outside to the 
barn. Daisy our cow is still asleep. 
"Wake up sunshine," I say petting her backend. She rolls 
her head to look at me. She moos softly. I turn to go back 
inside. 

The cider is bubbling over the fire when Christine takes 
it off. She sets the table for breakfast. She looks at me then 
nods at the boys. I take the hint to wake them. I shake 
them all lightly. Sur Winnus is the first up. He goes out
side to milk Daisy. Then with another shake Julius gets up 
and goes to chop firewood. My last sleeping child, Otto, 
was a lot harder to a wake. I had to give him a hard push 
on the shoulder and a threat to get him to join the morning 
with us. He then helped his brothers with their chores. 

When breakfast was ready, Christine calls us in. Be
fore eating, we pray for the two boys and Louisa that we 
have lost from illness. Whenever we pray, Christine gets 
teary because she misses her only daughter. I feel her pain. 

After eating I will walk Daisy down to the grazing 
pasture. Then I go to the Brick Yard for another day's work. 
I have a wonderful life and I wouldn't change it for the 
world. My three boys will accomplish great things in their 
lives. Christine and I will grow old together and one day 
will sit back and wonder how we got to be so lucky. Al
though we have lost a lot, we have so much to be thankful 
for. 
Author's Note: This is a true story with some fiction added about 
my great-great grandfather Fred W Henning. He accomplished 
great things in his life. He lived in Chaska after coming over 
from Germany. His three sons became very successful as he had 
wished. 

~ OIN~ TO At\t1b..R..ICA 
CA_jb_ Y O'E,Q.lb_N, Annunciation School, grade 7 

It was getting scarier everyday. The year is 1847 
and I had to get out of Alsace Lorraine, Tulz County 
in Germany. My name is Martin Reinhart and I am 
quite poor and do farming as a living. I come from a 
family of six children. Where I lived was either held 
by Germany or France. There was a lot of confusion. 
Tensions were rising. Something was going to hap
pen soon, I could feel it. Napoleon is a big problem 
right now. He is breathing down everyone's necks. 
But I guess it is hard because most people are taller 
than him. It was decided then. I was going to take 
the next boat to America. It was the next day and I 
was going down to the station to buy myself a ticket. 
I went back to my house and packed my bags. I was 
excited to get out of there. 

I woke the next morning and looked at my watch. 
It was eight-thirty. I had slept in. The boat was to 
leave at nine. I quickly got dressed and ran out the 
door with my suitcase at hand. I ran all the way to 
the docks. What I saw horrified me. The French army 
was there guarding the boat. Leading the way was 
Napoleon. Only a few people had got on the boat 
and they weren't letting anyone else on the boat. It 
was about to take off. This couldn't be, I wasn't go
ing to stay in this country another day. I was enraged. 
I ran up to a French guard and punched him in the 
face and ran onto the boat. I don't even know what 
came over me. They didn't even come after me. They 
just didn't seem to care. I was extremely delighted to 
be on the boat. Now I will finally be safe. 
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Jeff Oakes, Annunciation School, grade 7 

My name is Max Raskin. I was born in 1890 in 
Dogschitz, Poland. I celebrate my birthday on Febru
ary 12 even though it is not my real birthday. We did 
not celebrate our birthdays in Poland, but when I be
came a U.S. citizen I chose February 12 because it was 
Lincoln's birthday. I admired President Lincoln because 
of the things he did for African American people who 
struggled like my people. I am Jewish. It was not al
ways comfortable saying that. Many people were preju
diced against Jews in the U.S. and Poland. I will tell 
you about myself. 

My family was very poor while I was growing up 
in Poland. I lived in a city called Dogschitz. We lived 
in the Jewish part of town called the ghetto. The ghetto 
was like a gated commune inside of Dogschitz where 
only Jews lived. It was the only place that Jews could 
live. It was terrible that we were forced to live separate 
from everyone else, but inside the ghetto we had a 
strong community. Our common bond was that we 
were all Jewish and we all helped each other. We sup
ported each other and depended on each other for ev
erything. When you lived in the ghetto, you were some
body, but if you left you were nobody. It was very dif
ficult to find work outside the ghetto. If you chose to 
leave, you would face many problems. The only ways 
to make a living were by peddling things or farming 
and then selling your produce. People did not trust the 
Jews. This was so unfair, but that is how it was. 

When I was fifteen, I was sent to live with my uncle 
who lived in Vilnius, Poland. My Uncle owned a leather 
factory, and I was going to be his apprentice. I was 
learning a lot and I was very happy. Then when I was 
seventeen, my father died. My Uncle decided to take 
me back to Dogschitz for his funeral. 

My father was very respected because he was a 
"Melamed," a learned person or a teacher. He had a 
little school in his house. There were no big schools. 
Education was highly valued in the Jewish tradition 
so he was a very important member of the community. 
This leads me to an interesting part of my life. Jewish 
people go to a place called a Synagogue to worship. 
The congregation had to purchase their seat in the Syna
gogue which they would keep until they died. The price 
of the seats varied, depending on where they were lo
cated inside. My father had one of highest priced seats 
because it was given to him because he was a teacher. 
My uncle sold my Dad's seat after he died and gave 
the money to me so that I could move to the United 

States. I really didn't have a choice and so I didn't 
even consider any other plan. I was to go to the United 
States to the state of Illinois. Another Uncle lived in 
Dekald, Illinois and that would be my destination. 
This was what many people wanted to do so I had to 
act excited because it was a good thing. But I was 
scared. I would travel by ship to New York and then 
by train to Dekald. I did not know how Jews were 
treated in the U.S. but I figured my Uncle knew what 
he was doing. 

When I arrived in Dekald, the first thing I noticed 
was that everyone was Jewish. It was a Jewish com
munity. It was a lot like the ghetto but different. I had 
to go to school to learn English. It was embarrassing 
because I was seventeen and in the first grade. I made 
it to fifth grade by the end of six months. Then I heard 
about a barber school that you could go for just three 
months to become a barber. I quit school and started 
barber school. I graduated and with the help of 
friends, I was able to open a barbershop. I was proud 
of my new life in America. 

My brother, who had moved to St. Paul, Minnesota, 
wrote to me to invite me to his wedding. I went to the 
wedding and a surprising thing happened. I met the 
most wonderful woman. Her name was Ida Schapery. 
I could not forget about her after I returned to Dekald. 
I wrote letters to her, but I was not happy anymore. I 
knew I had to move to be near Ida. I moved to St. 
Paul, Minnesota. This was the biggest city I had ever 
lived in. I moved to a Jewish neighborhood but the 
city was all different cultures. People here did not like 
Jews, but in this neighborhood I was able to open a 
barbershop. My barbershop was successful, and I was 
also able to now marry Ida in 1912. 1 was twenty-two 
years old and felt like I had everything. 

When we had our first child, Ida insisted we move 
out of the city. She thought the city was no place for 
children. I sold the barbershop and bought a farm. I 
was a good barber but horrible farmer. We lost every
thing and Ida was forced to sell her wedding ring for 
$400.00. We used the money to buy a grocery store in 
St. Paul. We worked together in the store. Ida and I 
were very good at running a grocery store. We were 
able to buy two more grocery stores. We were sort of 
the first chain grocery store but not like we have to
day. I never would have dreamed how my life would 
turn out as a young boy in Poland. 
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ll..b.LL Y CA T-Lib.R.INb. LINNILIAN (Oliver's great-great-great-granddaughter),, Annunciation School, grade 7 

Oliver Andrews - that's me. For six months I 
served as a bounty soldier in the Civil War. Following 
the Union's victory, I moved to Shellrock, Minnesota 
where I met my wife, Mary. 

Over the years, I have collected a large amount of 
memories from my days at Shellrock, and I'd like to 
share a few with you. I lived in Shellrock during the 
years my children were growing up, and stayed there 
until they moved away and I retired. In that small 
town, we belonged to the Methodist Church, earning 
an honest living as farmers. Our five boys and one 
girl were all raised on the farm. The children thought 
of their mother as the strictest in the whole nation! 
She wouldn't even let them go to bed with dirty feet! 
No matter if the temperature was twenty degrees be
low zero outside, they'd still have to run out to the 
wash basin and clean their feet as fast as they could 
without freezing to death! Mary wouldn't even let the 
children dance! She told them absolutely not! But I 
know for a fact that sometimes they'd still sneak out 
to the youth gatherings and back home again without 
her knowing! Yes, those were the good old days. I 
remember that in the winter the snow would be so 
deep that we'd have to tie a rope from the house to 
the barn to make sure no one got hurt trying to find 
their way back in after chores were done! 

Ah, but then we moved to Mason City, Iowa and 
things slowed down a bit, as the kids were nearly 
grown up. I hold dear some very sad memories of liv
ing in Mason City. One day, our darling girl, Izzy, was 
driving the buggy to Clear Lake, when the horse 
spooked. She tumbled off as the mare galloped away, 
and died when she hit a rock with her head, where 
she landed. Memories of Izzy and days past, make 
me feel that we should have stayed in our quaint log 
cabin in Minnesota. 

Of course not all of my memories of Mason City 
are bad. I remember once, one of the lilac bushes that 
we had planted out back, died. I swear, every minute 
Mary was on me about replanting that old bush! But I 
liked the look of it dead, so that I could see all the way 
down the street from my back window, and watch all 
of the happenings. Why, I recall Mary got so mad that 
I finally gave in and planted a new tree-or so she 
thought! I truly believed I'd tricked that woman like a 
hound with a fox! She kept asking me why our new 
plan~wasn't growing, and I'd always reply, "It'll grow. 
You JUSt need to be more patient!" I knew she'd never 
guess what I had done, until one day while I was at 
the market, Mary hired someone to inspect that bush, 
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to see why it wasn't growing. The hired man dug up 
the bush, only to find that all its roots had been cut 
off. Mary, thinking this was not very funny, told the 
hired man to plant a different lilac bush, but never 
told me what she'd done. I could never figure out how 
that bush was growing when I had cut all its roots 
out! Oh, it's stories like that that'll make you laugh, 
no matter how many times you hear them! 

Well, I'll stop blabbing on about my life. I have a fire 
to tend to. But I do hope you've enjoyed these memo
ries as much as I have in retelling them. 

Tb..12..12..ANCb. 12..b.lLL y 
DYLAN LAtv1~, Annunciation School, grade 7 

"Nancy, I'd be off. I'll be back tonight My wife 
grumbled and tossed over in her bed. I walked into 
the kitchen and grabbed the lunch she had prepared 
and set into my thermos for me. I walked out into the 
early morning mist waiting for me right outside my 
door, and took a deep breath of Ireland. "I think I'll 
walk today," I said to myself. 

I took the stroll to the water's edge, flailing my 
thermos back and forth by its handle, until I reached 
the port. It had taken me a half hour, and my bloody 
coworkers looked up from their work and muttered 
of how I was five minutes late. I got right to work, 
rolling up my sleeves and re-buttoning the cuffs at 
my elbow. New ships started to go out as I sliced into 
my whale. Immediately blood spurted out of the life
less animal, getting all over my arms, right up to my 
elbow. I smiled, for only a drop had hit my shirt. 

I gutted the whale, lifting his monstrous intestines 
out of his open body, scraped the blubber, which was 
the big payoff, and skinned the creature. There was 
not much left of the poor thing by the time I wiped 
my brow at midday. I looked around. There were still 
many whales to be done. It had been a big catch the 
last crew had brought in. 

I screwed open my thermos, pulled out the first 
container, which consisted of a sandwich, and drank 
my tea from the second. John Shea, who I often eat 
with, asked, "How's Nancy holding out, Terry?" 
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"She's just fine, John, a little tired of looking after 
all the children, but she is well." I got back to work, 
repeated the task of gutting, scraping, and skinning, 
and then walked the dirt road home. 

As I reached the house, I could see the children 
playing in front through the darkness. "Da!" they 
seemed to yell in unison. This I chuckled at, for there 
were so many of them that I couldn't believe they were 
all so glad to see me at the exact time. Alice and Peter 
rushed towards me, dropping the toys that they had 
once been so absorbed in. I scooped them up, one in 
each arm, and threw them over my shoulders. "I've 
got two sacks of potatoes, anyone want two sacks of 
potatoes? Hurry, they won't last long ... " I would say 
in a salesman voice over their giggled screaming. "No. 
we aren't!" they'd finally manage to get out of them. I 
acted surprised of this and say, "Oh, sorry sir, sorry 
ma' am, I had mistaken you for something else." 

Terry would then wrap around one leg, and I 
would have to limp into the house with him still hold
ing on to greet my wife. She stood there in front of the 
lit fireplace, her face as radiant as the glow reflecting 
off of it. She turned her head and said to me, "I thought 
I had been blessed with another child for a moment," I 
laughed, and asked why I was the only one ever hav
ing fun. 

"Hello, Terrance Reilly." 
"Hello, Nancy Burke." 
She walked over from her work and kissed my 

chin. At that she walked back, not saying anything. By 
this time Terry had gotten bored with me standing and 
had skipped back outside with the others. 

"Set the table," Nancy yelled out the open window. 
Within moments, they filed in, one right after another, 
focused on their single job of setting the table. They 
could only have one job because there just weren't 
enough things to do at the table for all of my children 
to have a second. We actually had enough about three 
children ago, but have been adding useless things for 
the youngest bunch. It was crowded with all of us in 
here, but it had a cozy feeling as well. We sat down, 
and Nancy ladled out the steaming hot stew. "It's 
lamb," she said. "Eat up." Our sheep, who has had just 
about as many children as we, had one about two 
months ago. It must've fattened pretty quick, because 
to feed this family you can't be an average sized two
month-old. Mary sat next to me, because there were 
peas and carrots in the stew. She hated peas, and I hated 
carrots, so when Nancy wasn't looking we would toss 
them into each other's bowl. She hadn't caught us yet. 
Mary always laughed when we did it though. She 
couldn't stop smiling if you turned her upside down. 
Nancy talked about her day, and I made direct eye con-
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tact with her and nodded as I flipped another carrot 
into Mary's bowl. 

Sadie and Dominick snickered at this, until Henry 
had to kick one of them in the shin before Nancy 
would get suspicious. I ate the steaming stew and told 
my wife how delicious it was through my burned 
tongue. She smiled and said "Sorry about the carrots, 
dear." Four of the children gasped. It was dead silent. 
I could feel my cheeks getting as hot as the stew, which 
I had forgotten to swallow and was burning my 
mouth. Her grin widened as she looked down at her 
bowl and said,"Mothers know everything." 

The children went through the assembly line for 
kisses from us before going to bed. As we got into bed 
ourselves, I closed my eyes, wondering what the fu
ture has for each one of my children. I couldn't help 
but smile. I was next to the woman I love, under my 
own roof, and I couldn't wait for what tomorrow 
might bring. "G'night, love," I mumbled as sleep took 
over me. I knew that tomorrow was waiting for me 
and I could make whatever I wanted out of it. 

Afterword 
Peter, Terrance's son, married Mary. Mary's last 

name was also Reilly, so they didn't have any trouble 
deciding to keep her maiden name or not. There is a 
family rumor that the name used to be O'Reilly, and 
that they dropped the O over the ocean when they 
emigrated from Ireland, but no real facts have been 
shown in its favor. Mary and Peter had two children, 
Ann and Katherine. Ann married a man named Virgil 
Larson and had no children. Katherine, on the other 
hand, married Ivar Stockhaus and had seven children: 
Nancy, James, Thomas, Michael, Mary, Kathleen, and 
Patrick. (I know them better as Nancy, Jim, Tom, Mick, 
Mom, Kurse, and Elmo.) Mary married Brian Lamb, 
and together had two children, Dylan and Pegeen. 
That is how I, Dylan Lamb, writer of this piece of his
torical fiction, came to be from Terrance Reilly. Parts 
of this story are true. Terrance really did cut the 
whales, his wife was Nancy Burke, and they did have 
many children. 

Nancy, my mother's family's eldest, named her 
middle child after Terrance. 

Although I never met him, I'd like to thank 
Terrance Reilly. I would like to thank my great-great
grandfather for my existence. 
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tv'1b-tv101R-Of A fLAPPb-R-
ok'.'...6ANA ~OLDtv1AN, Rosemount High School, grade 11 

I guess they all was wrong. Even my mother kept 
telling me that the only place I am ending up is Hell. Is 
she ever gonna be surprised to spy me here! I can just 
see her squinting her eyes, wiping off her cheaters, 
perching them on her nose and staring at me like a 
miracle. Of all folks she should be the one to go to 
Heaven when her time comes. A dreadfully boring 
woman she is. She is the one who kept saying that these 
times are not gonna lead to anything good. Right now 
she is probably sitting and rocking in her chair, preach
ing that we all got exactly what we deserved. I can just 
hear her: "Well, dear, what did you all young people 
expect? With all these rebellious times, Black Tuesday 
is only the beginning. Stock market crashes, well, that's 
just small potatoes, you just wait, it will get worse ... " 

Well, my dear old mother did teach me some man
ners, so I guess I'll introduce myself. I am Daphne 
Johnson. I am 24 years old, and as of this Thursday, I 
am dead. I am writing to you from Heaven in hopes 
that some will remember me, and maybe not judge me 
too harshly. After all, not everything in the '20s was as 
bad as my mother would claim it was. In fact, it was, 
as they would say, copacetic. 

So, how did it all start? Easy. My dad is a farmer, 
and he wasn't all that rich to begin with, but he doted 
on me to a fault. See, I wanted an automobile. All my 
friends had them, and they flocked to the city on Fri
day to go dancing or shopping in some ritzy and terri
bly expensive department stores. I told my dad that I 
would be responsible, and loving me as he did, he 
scraped up some money and bought me a flivver. As 
small as it was, it was useful nevertheless. I drove to 
the city a number of times, but what can you do in a 
little hole like that? I couldn't even find me a decent 
job. I got that idea from my mother. During the war 
she worked at a factory because all the men left to fight 
somewhere over the seas. But now the "Lost Genera
tion" did not seem all that lost at all. People went on 
saying how the young men lost their innocence, but 
once they came home, they just took up all of our jobs, 
and that was just fine. Piled up some malarkey on us 
(as if we wouldn't understand that they all didn't want 
our competition), some lies about how we should be 
glad to go home and let our men take over running the 
country. So I decided to go to Chicago and find some 
work. I did not really have to, but it did give me a rea
son to pack my things and leave that farm. It really 
was pulling me down. I needed to live. 
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Ah, Chicago was incredible, so spifflicated. I 
found a job as a secretary for a big company held by 
some fat cat, Al Capone. I didn't know yet who he 
was although all my friends were terribly jealous that 
I got so lucky. Anyway, that's where I was, and that's 
where I observed the "roaring" twenties. 

I was just a farmer's daughter turned secretary, 
but even I knew that these times were the threshold 
into the bigger better future. Look at all the new things 
we had, like all those electric appliances. I remember 
having to wash all my clothes by hand, having to pre
serve our meat as soon as we killed one of our cows 
or pigs, walking all the way to our neighbors' house 
to make a simple phone call to one of daddy's buyers. 
My apartment alone had a phone line going through 
it, the laundry was straight across the street, I had my 
own refrigerator, and a vacuum. I even ate oranges in 
the dead of winter. Talk about better times. 

Oh, and the dances! Charleston, the Lindy ... Ac
tually I thought mother would like that one. Charles 
Lindbergh's just the kind of boy she would have en
couraged me to marry. "A rugged individual," she 
would've called him. This is one time I'd actually agree 
with her. He was definitely dreamy. The Lone Eagle, 
they called him. Why, to fly on his monoplane (ex
cept why did he call it the Spirit of St. Louis?) all across 
the Atlantic Ocean! He must be so brave. I wish I 
could've been with him at the time. I would've loved 
to see Paris and to have such a big tickertape parade 
in my honor! The media just went absolutely gaga for 
him, as well as the entire female population of this 
nation. Well, what could we do? He was just about as 
cute as Ruddy Valentino. And if you can be compared 
to the sexiest crooner/ actor, you deserve a second look 
in your direction. Oh, my, I did lose track, didn't I? 
Dances, right? Well, we had even marathon dancing 
(my mother would've definitely disapproved) for the 
folks trying to make their mark in history. There was 
one that lasted for 90 hours back in '23. I tried, but got 
out on about hour three. One man, I believe his name 
was Homer Morehouse, dropped dead in the 87th 
hour. Dreadful, but what a way to go. They even re
ported his death on KUKA. Radio was yet another 
big thing during these times. I was a loyal fan of 
KDKA; I listened to them ever since November 2nd 
in 1920 when they were the first to report Harding's 
election. 
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Besides the dances we had jazz coming to the big 
world. Wasn't it divine? The intricate interplay of in
struments, the sensual sounds ... If it were up to me, 
I'd make Louis Armstrong one of the most important 
men of the century. His trumpet playing was pure 
magic, and his voice was simply incredible ... But I 
can tell you right away what my mother probably 
thought of all this music and dancing. If she'd had a 
chance to see us, she would've called us all a bunch 
of monkeys. And she would've been right too. Back 
in '25 there was so much noise over the so-called 
Monkey Trial in Dayton, Tennessee. To make the long 
story short, a teacher, John Scopes, mentioned Dar
win and evolution in his classroom, so all them fun
damentalists started making big noise, dragging the 
poor fellow to court. Clarence Darrow defended the 
teacher, and W. J. Bryan was working against the evo
lutionists. Bryan won his case, but the punishment 
on that Scopes guy was just a joke. Bryan died of a 
heart attack the same day; I can't say that he man
aged to do what he set out to do. Why, I can tell you 
that just about all my friends believe in evolution. I 
don't hear any of them being upset about descend
ing from monkeys. 

But I gots to tell ya, jazz was just the tip of our 
cultural iceberg. We got Gertrude Stein, one of those 
beautiful writers everyone called expatriates. I say 
we should be proud of them, look at what all of them 
wrote. Pound, Hemingway, no, we should be proud 
of their works. Oh, and the painters we had. John 
Sloan, with his dazzling colors, painting all the raw 
energy America had; Georgia O'Keeffe, with all those 
flowers. I never knew how beautiful they could be. 
I'd say that she is just about my favorite artists. I could 
spend hours staring at the same picture and not get 
tired. And don't you be surprised to hear women's 
names either. After that 19th Amendment passed, we 
just went wild. After all this time we were finally free 
and equal. We sure proved ourselves. I mean, look at 
Gertrude Ederle swimming all the way across the 
English Channel, or Amelia Earhart flying solo across 
the Atlantic, just like the Lone Eagle. We sure showed 
them. No more docile women! My mother would've 
been so shocked to find out that I was a flapper. Why, 
all my knee-length skirts, bobbed hair, cloche hats 
would've simply given her a heart attack. If she knew 
I also smoked, drank and casually dated men, she 
would've disowned me lickety split. She was very 
old-fashioned. 

But what was I talking about? Ah, yes, culture. 
Well, the culture fever was everywhere, even Harlem. 
I was absolutely blown away by the amount of talent 
shown by the Harlem Renaissance artists. I read 
Langston Hughes' The Weary Blues, and it was grip
ping. Oh, black Harlem art and music were as much 

6PQINC., 2002 I \I OLUt\16.. 3 7 

of a vogue as Mah-Jongg was at its time. Why, the 
Cotton Club, where all the famous black artists per
formed was so exclusive, you couldn't get in unless 
you were white. I drove by the place once. Boy, did it 
look ritzy. Even I don't know white folks who could 
afford to lounge there. Of course, not everyone ap
preciated black art. KKK made a big comeback in that 
time. They even threatened Paul Robeson for his role 
in a play. They didn't bother to notice that he was in
credibly talented as both an actor and a singer. The 
only thing that mattered to them was that he was 
black. But the whole KKK crowd got a lot worse from 
what it was like back in the Reconstruction stories my 
dad told me. Now they hated pretty much everybody, 
black, Jewish, immigrant, Catholic. Serves them right 
to end as they did. Their wizard president, or what
ever else they call their magical leader, raped a 
woman, drove her to taking poison, and then didn't 
even try to help her. Outrageous. Then again, the en
tire system was prejudiced. Look at the Sacco-Vanzetti 
case. Two men convicted for a crime they might have 
not even committed. And why? Because they were 
Italian immigrants. They became suspects only be
cause they were Italian to begin with; the nativists 
thought them guilty only because they were immi
grants; the Conservatives hated them because poor 
men were anarchists. How can you have a fair trial 
with the emotions running as high as that? Oh, and 
the Red Scare! Everyone suddenly developed a ter
rible fear of communists. I dated a communist boy 
once. He wasn't all that bad, so I don't see what all 
the excitement was about. Even the government was 
opposed to the socialist ideas. Opposed strongly 
enough to allow for the Palmer raids across the coun
try. Rounding up all the communists just for their 
ideas. Why, that's simply barbaric! In America of all 
places. 

My, but I do go on. I started talking of culture 
and ended discussing socialists and immigrants. O.K., 
back to the culture. What was I saying? Let's see ... 
yes, jazz. Beautiful sounds. Speaking of sounds, the 
movie industry sure picked up on the idea that the 
nation was not deaf. Talkies came on the scene and 
became an instant sensation. I myself went to see The 
Jazz Singer with Al Jolson, and I have to tell you, it 
was absolutely wonderful. It is one thing to have 
music in the background, or songs during the movie, 
but to hear actual people talk! I even heard somewhere 
that the dialogues were not intended to be in the 
movie, but Jolson just started talking after singing, 
and the Warner Brothers decided to leave the talking 
in the actual release. Now, I don't have anything 
against the silent films, but the talkies offered so much 
more. It is one thing to see Charlie Chaplin (by the by 
have you seen him without his movie make-up on? 

23 



He is a regular darling. I heard he had four wives and 
maybe 35 girlfriends) on the screen, but to hear Gary 
Cooper ... No comparison whatsoever. They even had 
sounds in the cartoons. The day I heard Amos 'n Andy 
speak, I thought I'd laugh myself silly. Oh, and that 
crazy Steamboat Willy with the whistling mousy crea
ture. I am telling ya, in about 60 years that one cartoon 
will be a classic. 

The movies were not the only craze at the time. 
Sports and sport stars became popular practically over
night. Every boy wanted to be like Babe Ruth. All you'd 
hear from them is "wow, isn't the Sultan of Swat some
thing?" Well, I wouldn't care if he hit 60 homeruns in 
his career or 600, but I have nothing but respect for any 
man who makes $20,000. And how about that Tunney 
fellow beating Jack Dempsey for the title in boxing 
heavyweights? I thought I would absolutely die. And 
I heard some guy did die from a heart attack the next 
year during the Tunney-Dempsey Long Count. 

The only thing I'd say wasn't all that great with 
the times was the government. First we had Harding 
with his Cabinet full of his incompetent cronies. I wasn't 
all that surprised when I heard about the Teapot Dome 
scandal. To lease government oil reserves to corporate 
businessmen and to accept payments for that! I guess 
it is better that Harding died before they dragged his 
Interior Secretary out and discredited him in front of 
the whole world. Talk about lasting legacy. 

And then there's the Prohibition. Now that's just 
stupid. Did they actually expect people to stop drink
ing because of some law? They just got more crime and 
deaths on their hands. Folks just mixed up their own 
bathtub gin and went on getting as drunk as they were 
before that gaga Amendment. Except for hooch had 
inferior quality and I've seen enough people drop dead 
with alcohol poisoning to last me a while. But pretty 
much everyone drank. My boss, Al Capone got the en
tire Chicago Empire from John Turrio, and did he ever 
use it. He had this vast speakeasy network with an ap
proximate income of maybe $50-60 million. Was I ever 
lucky to end up working for him. All these talks of eco
nomic problems coming, but I have a steady job. Why, 
Mr. Capone was a better escape artist than the great 
Harry Houdini, and let me tell you, he didn't die dur
ing any of his tricks. I can also tell you that Mr. Capone's 
giggle water was everywhere in Chicago. There wasn't 
one speakeasy that didn't serve his product. I know 
that all this was illegal, but I am telling you, there was 
real good money in bootlegging, and my boss was the 
best, richest bootlegger of them all... 

Of course even if I was well off, that don't mean 
that everyone was too. My fiance at the time was pretty 
poor. But he was such an optimist. He kept talking 
about how all the money was in the stock market; all 
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you had to do was invest and you could become a 
billionaire over night. Poor Jake's motive was to sell 
his ancient green jalopy and buy a new black Ford 
Model T. I can tell you right away that he didn't make 
it too well out there on Wall Street. Turns out he in
vested into some dummy corporation, and it fell right 
through. Then there was the Black Tuesday, and once 
Wall Street took a nosedive, so did my Jake, literally. 
My friend saw him walk out onto the window ledge 
and step over as calm as if he were bungee jumping. I 
haven't seen him here in Heaven, but as it turns out 
Jake was a secret member of the KKK, and even 
though I liked him, I don't think haters should be al
lowed anywhere but Hell. 

As for myself, I died two days later when some 
nut barged into Mr. Capone's building intending to 
bump off the King of Chicago. The only thing, I got in 
the way, so he, being as lousy a shot as he was, 
pumped me full of lead. Mr. Capone was rather fond 
of me and my efficiency (not to mention I was his lover 
at the time), so the last thing I saw was his bodyguard 
knifing the clumsy assassin. We both faced the Final 
Judgment at the same time, and he got the Hell sen
tence. You see there are bureaucracy and immigration 
problems even in the sky, and the Heavens had to meet 
their annual quota of righteous souls. That's the only 
reason I made it in, otherwise I would be down there 
having a chat with the Devil. And then my mother 
would be right. 

Well, I suppose that's all I have got to say in the 
defense of the Twenties. Sure there were some less el
egant aspects, but I'd say that over all, it wasn't as 
bad as some people, namely my mother, would have 
you believe. I'll leave you to your thoughts now. And 
don't you go on feeling bad for me, I have a dinner 
date with Voltaire, and the rest of eternity here doesn't 
look all that bad either. 

Postscript 
This is a memoir of a flapper girl who goes to Heaven 
after she is gunned down by a man who tries to kill 
her boss, Al "Scar Face" Capone. In her memoir this 
24-year-old tries to defend the Roaring Twenties 
against possible attacks by historians and her mother, 
with whom she has some unresolved issues. The idea 
for the scenario comes from one of the short works of 
Mark Twain, "Captain Stormfield's Visit to Heaven," 
about a sea captain describing his life in Heaven. 
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Delicate feathers of warmth whispered from the 
pores of the amber-skinned loaf, coiling up into 
the shafts of sultry sunlight that impaled the 
panetteria through the windows. The dormant air 
perspired dough-scented droplets of moisture not 
unlike those that clung to the brow and temples of 
the baker with quavering fright. His thick, ragged 
fingers winced as he slipped them beneath the loaf 
of still-steaming bread. 

"'The freshest I have," he boasted, placing it in 
the outstretched palms of his lanky customer. "Give 
your mama a kiss for me, Pietro."" 

The boy, his cheeks kissed crimson by the after
noon sun, balanced the loaf in one bony-knuckled hand 
while he plunged his fingers into his pocket. He 
pressed a covey of frosty-faced coins into the baker's 
hand, then clambered out into the sunshine, calling, 
"Grazief" over his shoulder. 

As he passed beneath the doorframe and the 
brightness swallowed him from view, the air throbbed 
and the countertop shuddered as resonant peals 
swooped low over Via Sarafina on their hourly caprice 
from St. Peter's. 

Pietro strode through the street on his newly gan
gly legs, the pridefully thick soles of his new shoes clap
ping against the torrid cobblestones. Cradling the loaf 
as though it were a soft, swollen infant, he stalked past 
prattling nonnas toting baskets brimming with crisp 
splashes of green, black-clothed pairs of soldiers ca
ressing their guns, scampering children livened by the 
shimmering sunshine, and the gargantuan poster of II 
Duce plastered over a shop window. He mounted the 
steps of a building on the comer. 

"Mama, it's me!" 
The key spiraled down from an upper-level win

dow and clattered at his feet. 
The steam from a giant cooking pot had glazed 

Pietro's mother's face with a humid shine, and Pietro 
planted a kiss on her glossy cheek as he set the bread 
in front of her on the counter. A bevy of tiny heads 
bobbed exuberantly at her waist. 

"Grazie, prediletto. Oh, it's still warm! Pietro, per 
favore, take your brothers and sisters outside and watch 
them before they break something else." 

The children bounded past him into the street, one 
after the other springing from the front steps into the 
glimmering puddle of sunshine that engulfed the 
cobblestones. Across the street, the Orazio children 
tumbled from a front door and immersed themselves 
in the sun. 

The Pios were by far the largest family on Sarafina, 
and the Orazios were decidedly one of the smallest. 
Three pairs of Orazio feet, practically drowned amidst 
the clamorous tussle of Pio soles, clapped against the 
cobblestones as they lunged and scuttled after the 
misshapen ball that careened over the street. 

Pietro watched them from where he sat on the 
steps, his skin lapping up the tapering sunshine. Six 
pulsing peals surged through the street, and the air 
dripped with the sweet perfume of hundreds of na
scent suppers. 

"Nico!" he hollered to his scowl-faced brother, 
who was struggling to tear the ball from the fists of 
another wailing child. "Don't be selfish. Let her have 
it." 

Pouting, Nico surrendered. And this, Pietro rea
soned, was the way it should be, because he was thir
teen years old and had a slight shadow already cap
ping his upper lip. He was the one who was in sec
ondary school, the one who sat at the head of the table 
when his father was away, the only one to whom his 
mother would toss down the key. Besides, he loved 
all his siblings and would never lie to them or lead 
them astray. After thirteen years, he figured, a man 
starts to know what is right. 

"Attenzione!" cried one of the Orazio girls, and 
the children scattered to the gutters as a bawling 
polizia van barreled through the street. Pietro could 
make out two gun-clutching soldiers in black through 
the paneless windows. 

The children spilled back into the street, but it 
wasn't them that Pietro was watching as the van lum
bered past. A man stood motionless in front of the 
Orazios' building, still and silent as the evening bustle 
of the street whipped past. When his gaze met Pietro's, 
his eyes unsheathed acid-tipped swords that shot 
across the street and into Pietro's pupils, riveting them 
with paralyzing poison. 
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Pietro's heart began to scamper, and his eyes 
throbbed as he tore them away from the man's pierc
ing stare. 

"Pietro! Elisa hit me!" 
"No! You're lying!" 
"In the face!" 
"Liar!" 
A lurid grin seeped over the man's face as his eyes 

washed over the rippling sea of children. Pietro's stom
ach writhed as a shudder jarred his body. "Tell the truth, 
Elisa," he sputtered, the words catching and scraping 
against his parched throat. "The truth's ... the most im
portant thing." 

The man was pacing now, gliding silently back and 
forth over the sidewalk, his eyes tracing the form of 
each scurrying child. Eventually, he came to a stop, his 
gaze coiling around Marta, the eldest of the Orazios. 
His grin slowly bled open into a gruesome smile, and 
he slipped a thin-fingered, long-nailed hand into his 
pocket. 

The deepening dusk enshrouded him as he slid 
down into the street and withdrew his hand. As Pietro 
watched from the step, the children's nostrils flared and 
their eyebrows arched when they saw that the man's 
tentacle fingers were entwined about an unwrapped 
chocolate bar. The air hanging over the street thinned 
as the children drew in a collective gasp. Chocolate, 
that creamy delicacy, that hostage of rationing-did it 
really still exist? They were sucked in toward him like 
paper clips to a magnet as he delicately broke the candy 
into pieces, which he distributed to the Pio children. 
He turned from them as they let their eager tongues 
suffocate the sticky sweetness, and began to glide over 
the cobblestones to where Pietro sat, unbreathing, on 
the steps. The man's narrowed eyes remained fastened 
on Marta Orazio, who, flanked by her indignant sib
lings, looked on covetously as her playmates devoured 
their treats. 

"Buona sera, signore." His words oozed from his lips 
like putrid syrup, wrapped in a repugnant odor that 
shriveled Pietro"s nostrils. He indicated the Pios' win
dow with a svelte, ivory finger. '"That one's yours. 
That's your mother cooking there. That green dress is 
hers." 

Pietro looked up to where the laundry waltzed in 
the wind, pinned over the street and dull against the 
electric azure of the sky. 

"Those" -the man indicated the street with a 
sweep of his transparent hand-" are your brothers and 
sisters. Marco, Giovanna, Niccolo, Guido, Elisa ... I 
know them all." 

He smiled, invisible bile dripping from his lips. He 
slipped back down into the street, where the brown
tongued Pio children exalted him with adoring gazes. 
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He glided to where Marta stood with gaping eyes and 
uncoiled his hand for her to take. He folded his long, 
slender fingers around her tiny ones, and proceeded 
to lead her away through the shuffling crowd. Pietro 
followed them with his eyes: past the shoe shop, past 
the butcher's, past black-shirted soldiers and women 
with shopping baskets, around the side of the 
panetteria and out of his sight. 

He hadn't realized until now that his legs and 
hands were shaking, tremoring like the windowpanes 
did when the bells of St. Peter's tore through the street. 
He strained to shout, strained to cry to the crowds 
pattering over darkening Sarafina, but his lips were 
sewn together with the green thread of his mother's 
dress. 

Pietro's siblings began to giggle and dart once 
again, but the two remaining Orazio girls stood 
slightly apart from the raucous cluster, their faces 
stricken blank with panic. It wasn't long before the 
man appeared once again across the street, breaking 
apart another chocolate bar and taking another Orazio 
hand. As he slithered away into the milling, babbling 
crowd, the polizia van sidled down the street. Pietro 
raised himself up on boneless legs and drew in his 
breath, but the man captured his eyes and silently re
cited the names of the Pio children. 

The dusk yielded to darkness, and Pietro's broth
ers and sisters tripped and tumbled over the empty
ing street. "Bambini, la cena!" Pietro's mother hollered 
from the window, and the key clattered down onto 
the front steps, invisible. Pietro fumbled for it with 
trembling fingers, scooping it up and clenching it in 
his moist palm. 

"Pietro," Giovanna queried as the children 
bounded up the stairs and front of the door. '"Where 
are the Orazios?'" 

Pietro clutched the key, silent. 
"It doesn't take this long to eat chocolate." 
Down the street in the panetteria, the baker scraped 

ash and charred scraps from his oven. Smearing the 
perspiration from his forehead, he dumped them out 
through the open window. 

"Pietro!" 
Signora Orazio scurried across the street, her hair 

slipping in frazzled strands from her bun. "I've called 
my girls three times. Do you know where they could 
have run off to?" 

The bells ripped through Pietro's silence, slicing 
seven gashes into the descending night. He turned 
toward t~e d~or, where his siblings jostled and 
shov~d, with his k~y ,clasped tightly in his fingertips. 

Signora Oraz10 s shoes clacked. against the 
cobblestones, past the shoe shop and the butcher's 
and around the back of the panetteria where they 
kicked up the ashes. ' 

Afterword 
During the Second World War, when a bleeding 

Europe was clenched tight within a Fascist fist, Pope 
Pius XII remained silent as millions of Jews vanished 
in bolted cattle cars. As scores of people were starved, 
tortured, and murdered by black-booted Nazi soldiers, 
the church that preached love and claimed infallibility 
did not speak out against the horrendous atrocities 
occurring across the continent. As thousands of men, 
women, and children were gassed to death at 
Auschwitz, one of the most revered men in the world, 
the leader of millions, turned away in silent hypocrisy. 

Throughout The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, 
Mark Twain satirizes the hypocrisy of his characters 
and their institutions. Especially prominent is his subtle 
mockery of the fraudulence of religion-of those who 
commit grievous wrongs while clutching their Bibles. 
Miss Watson, absorbed in her own Christian righteous
ness, preached to Huck about the searing fires of hell, 
claiming that" ... she was going to live so as to go to 
the good place" (3): Meanwhile, her slave, whom she 
later sells to New Orleans in flagrant violation of an 
earlier promise, toiled at her command. The 
Grangerford and Shepardson families, who ambushed 
and slaughtered one another in the name of a decades
old battle for honor, filed into church carrying their 
rifles. After a man is shot in the street of a small river
side town, the frenzied crowd " ... put one large Bible 
under his head, and opened another one and spread it 
on his breast.. . " (158), then charged after the assailant, 
brandishing ropes with which to lynch him. By illus
trating these acts of brazen hypocrisy, Twain satirizes 
the way in which people who claim to be moral and 
just oftentimes violate the principles by which they 
profess to live. 

Such is the case with Pietro, the eldest child of the 
Pio family, in '"Ceneri." The respected guardian of his 
numerous siblings, he was convinced of his own sa
gacity and moral authority: "After thirteen years, he 
figured, a man starts to know what is right."' When he 
was threatened by the mysterious man, however, his 
fright subjugated the responsibility and virtue on which 
he prided himself. Moments after telling his sister that 
"the truth's ... the most important thing," he refused to 
utter the truth about what he knew was occurring when 
the man, appeasing the Pio children with chocolate, be
gan to disappear with the Orazio girls. The boy who 
was so convinced of his own ethic committed the ulti
mate act of hypocrisy when he, knowing well that the 
Orazio children were in peril, remained mute as they 
vanished down the street; he was silenced by his own 
fear. 

It is speculated that Pius XII the head of the largest 
religious family in Europe, did not speak out against 
the atrocities being committed against one of the 
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continent's "smaller families," the Jews, because he 
feared that doing so might jeopardize the safety of the 
Catholic Church-just as Pietro feared that he would be 
putting his own family in danger by speaking out 
against what he knew to be happening to the Orazios. 
Many believe that the Pope, presiding over an institu
tion that preached charity and love and claimed that it 
could not err, cowered at crying out against the mur
der of the Jews because the Vatican, his tiny island in 
Rome, was surrounded on all sides by Mussolini's 
black-shirted Fascists: Similarly, Pietro remained silent 
because the man knew exactly where to find his sib
lings and him. 

Like "Ceneri," Mark Twain's The Adventures of 
Huckleberry Finn is brimful with satire of the hypocrisy 
of religion. His characters, while sculpting themselves 
into models of pious Christianity, held other human 
beings in bondage and killed one another. Pope Pius 
XII, revered throughout the world as a holy man of God, 
did not raise his voice against the torture and mass 
murder being committed beneath the billowing chim
neys of the Nazi concentration camps. The successor 
of St. Peter, to whom, according to Catholic doctrine, 
was entrusted the key to the gates of heaven, turned 
his back while Europe was transformed into a blazing 
slaughterhouse before his eyes, just as Pietro, clutch
ing the key to his apartment building, stood in silence 
as a frenzied Signora Orazio scurried off down the street 
in search of her missing daughters. 
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TO 6LIO\V you \VlJo I Atvl 
ANDr:2.b.. \V r:2.0TLJ, Annunciation School, grade 7 

To show you who I am, 
I will become the wind, 
Dancing swiftly across the earth, 
Softly caressing the trees, 
Touching your face, 
And deftly bounding away so as 
To hide myself from you. 
On a quiet night , 
Listen to your thoughts, 
And if you try extra hard, 
You may hear me, 
Barely noticeable, 
My voice a constant reminder 
That you are never alone, 
But that you have a silent protector in me. 
I will always be there 
Even though you may not know 
me by sight, 
You can always hear me, 
You can always call my name. 

To show you who I am, 
I will become fire, 
Dancing on the wind, 
Playing with the stars. 
Look into my eyes and find yourself 
In my presence. 
Do not be afraid, 
I shall be the light to guide your way. 
I shall stand by your side, 
A silent protector from the evils 
Of the night. 
To show you who I am, 
I shall become wind and fire. 

The format of this poem was taken from the poem "To Show You Who I Am" from Reach 
for the Moon (ISBN: 0439297389), a book of poetry written by Samantha Abeel. Though 
Samantha has serious learning disabilities in mathematics, in 7th grade, she discovered she 
had a talent for writing, and she began writing the poetry in this book. 
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JO.IJN Tb. TZ,Wayzata High School, grade 11 

"Community, Identity, Stability." 
With these three words, the motto of the World 

State in Aldous Huxley's Brave New World, Huxley 
puts forth a hypothesis as to the cause behind all of 
mankind's efforts and actions. Throughout the novel, 
he demonstrates many different methods of achiev
ing these same three things through his characters. 
What is important to understand about this work is 
that his comparison of drugs and religion, his argu
ments about the nature of happiness, and his theo
ries about art and science, is that they play a sup
porting role thematically in the novel. What Huxley 
is writing, what he attempts to get across through 
his use of widely varied characters, is that everybody 
ultimately seeks the same things for themselves. The 
only difference is the manner in which these ends 
are achieved. The novel is almost simultaneously a 
tribute to and an expose of behaviorism, the science 
of cause and effect in human and animal behavior. 
The paradox occurs because, while Huxley does 
show a (mostly) successful society based around be
haviorism and conditioning, he also portrays situa
tions which show the conditioned citizens to follow 
the same impulses which drive today's society. His 
claim, then, would be that all people, in this current 
society or his dystopian one, look for "Community, 
Identity, Stability." 

The World State's vision of the community is 
an impressive one, if impossible. The citizens have 
been conditioned in so many ways and about so 
many things that one would imagine them to be like 
robots. And, in many ways, they are. However, ev
ery time Huxley gave us this view of the citizens of 
the World State as being productive, happy, and 
highly communal workers, he contrasted it with a 
grim dark side to the image, maintaining the novel's 
status as dystopian fiction. The importance of com
munity in the World State is mirrored almost exactly 
by the so-called "savages" of the New Mexican Re
serve. Where the World State has Solidarity Service, 
the Reserve has its odd coagualation of religions. The 
descriptions Huxley uses for the Solidarity Service 
meeting are very religiously based, writing of the 
"unescapably haunting melody of the first Solidar
ity Hymn," and the President having "made another 
sign of the T," instead of the cross. Likewise, through 
Lenina, Huxley describes the religious service of the 
savages to be very similar to the pseudo-religion 
present in the World State. So, what he is showing 
through this is that, though there is an immense dif-
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ference between the World State and the Reserve, both 
societies push towards the same sense of community 
through religion or something akin to it. For if the World 
State has gotten rid of God, they still perform certain 
rituals to preserve the feelings faith engenders. These 
rituals, completely different in a physical sense, bind 
the participants together into the feeling of being united 
as a greater being, creating a well-knit community in 
both societies. The lack of effectiveness of the S. S. on 
Bernard adds greatly to his bitterness, while John's 
ostracization from the society of the Reserve on which 
he grew up also causes him great pain and has much 
to do with his grief, guilt, and ultimate demise. De
spite conditioning one way or the other, at the base of 
both cultures is a primal need for being part of some
thing greater, for being part of a community. Similarly, 
the need for identity also makes itself known through 
several of the characters as being distinctly primal and 
unconditionable. 

John the Savage is a quintessential contradiction. 
On the one hand, he has made more sacrifices physi
cally than any other character in the story and has seem
ingly found God, death, and time. He holds himself 
back from almost everything he really wants to do, in 
what might be considered a "noble" manner today. 
However, at several points in the novel, John becomes 
violent towards certain people who trigger neurotic 
episodes in him and doesn't realize that this is wrong 
at all. In fact, he takes it a step further to self-flagella
tion with a whip. So, while Huxley presents a charac
ter who seems to know himself and have fewer emo
tional and mental hang-ups over identity than most 
World State citizens, this is a ruse to show the true chaos 
of man's mental state. It also shows a certain futility in 
the search to find oneself. What is vital to note is that 
John represents modem society, or at least society in 
the 1930s when Brave New World was written. With 
this knowledge, John can be compared to the condi
tioned citizens of the World State. He is not, except in 
the extremity of his actions, any different than a condi
tioned citizen. He just looks for himself in different 
places. :Whe~e_John finds solace in the sting of a whip, 
the typical otlzen finds it in a gram of Soma or an es
pecially pneumatic girl they "have." It is even a 
hypnopaedic maxim, "A gram is better than a damn." 
Examined a little more deeply, this basically means that 
drugs are better than pain. Now, to examine that a little 
further, it is obvious that the World State has condi
tioned its citizens away from John's method of pen
ance through pain. This also means, though, that they 
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could not completely decondition the citizens from finding awareness of themselves through pain, so they 
blunted the pain instead of the awareness of self. Also, every now and then, Huxley had a seemingly perfect 
citizen mentally consider the state of things and his or her place in them. Henry Foster, in one example of this, 
said, "Do you know what that switchback was? ... It was some human being finally and definitely disappearing. 
It would be curious to know who it was ... "(75). This little statement shows that Huxley thought that even 
through layers of conditioning and common drug-induced stupor, some amount of searching for identity still 
occurred, and would occur. John, and this culture as a whole, search for identity through pain and end up just as 
confused as before they started wondering about it. Due to that confusion, the World State tried to misdirect 
these searches for identity to drugs and sex and other vices, as well as conditioning. But the key is that, though 
t~ey would have liked to, it appears the World State cannot condition its citizens not to search at all. It can only 
direct the search, and then only to a degree. Huxley obviously wishes to add the search for identity to his list of 
primal needs for humanity. 

Stability is the ultimate cause for everything the World State attempts, and every twisted moral code it 
upholds. They will seek stability and control (almost the same thing to the World State) at any cost. The flip side 
of it is, the savages seek this too. Even John, who argues with Mustapha Mand over that very point, is trying to 
gain stability and control. However, where the Controller does this on a world wide level, John tries to win it for 
himself alone. Mustapha argues against strong emotions, while John argues the opposite through his actions. 
Mand says, " ... passion and neurasthenia mean instability. And instability means the end of civilization,"(237). 
Despite this grave warning, John is still beset by guilt, which produces instability, and goes about attempting to 
gain control over it and return stability to his life by beating up Lenina and whipping himself. Once again, 
Huxley depicts a character raised in the World State with the same goals as an outcast character, finding the only 
measure of difference in them to be the extent of their actions towards that goal. In seeking stability, almost all 
the characters in the novel are the same, conditioning or no. Only Helmholtz Watson stands out from this gen
eralization, and that is because he has chosen to embrace the search for identity as opposed to stability. And so 
Huxley finishes his three primal needs off with the need that humanity has, since its conception, been struggling 
to achieve. 

What can be gleaned from all of this is something of Huxley's ideas regarding the nature of man. He obvi
ously thought that behaviorism was inherently flawed in its blind acceptance of John Locke's Tabula Rasa, or 
blank slate, theory. On the other hand, he did have a huge preoccupation with the amazing success of condition
ing. Combining his views of possible inborn instincts with the ideas of basic Pavlovian conditioning, Huxley 
created this world. A dystopia, to be sure, but a successful and mostly peaceful society nonetheless. A world in 
which all things spiritual are warped to suit the needs of the state and provide state-oriented community, iden
tity, and stability. For though morals could be altered, beliefs abolished, and customs created, Huxley believed 
there were just some things about man that could never be gotten rid of, for good or ill. The motto of the World 
State illustrates what he believed all humans, regardless of race, class, even conditioning, would seek on some 
level. The aforementioned classifications and conditioning would only be able to determine on which level 
these things would be sought. So, despite Huxley's obvious fascination with behaviorism, he also saw its flaws, 
and was able to twist those flaws to his beliefs and imagine this not-quite-best of all possible worlds. This world 
without real heroes and with a culture dying in mediocrity. This Brave New World. 

AQ.T.lJUQ. Dl~~l:_6DALI:_= A TOQ.TLJQ.1:_D 60UL 
k'.'.'..b.LL Y tv11LLNb.R., Champlin Park High School, grade 11 

The Scarlet Letter, by Nathaniel Hawthorne, is set in Puritan New England. It is a tragic story of a forbid
den romance and an intolerable pain. The story outlines the lives of Hester Prynne and Arthur Dimmesdale 
and vividly illustrates the strictness of the Puritan culture. It is a complex book, full of many emotions, and 
numerous paradoxes. Arthur Dimmesdale, the seemingly pious minister, is perhaps the most perplexing of 
the four main characters. To the town, he is a beloved symbol of humble purity. To himself, he is a repulsive, 
sinful coward. Throughout the book, he is driven mad by his conscience. But through all this, he stays alive, 
drawing strength from Hester to sustain his own existence. He appears to love her, but his love for Hester is 
one of his paradoxical qualities. He may think he loves her, but his treatment towards her suggests otherwise. 

The idea that Arthur Dimmesdale really does love Hester is evident in many places throughout the book. 
"For Hester Prynne's sake, then, and no less for the poor child's sake, let us leave them as Providence hath 
seen fit to place them!" (Hawthorne 66). Dimmesdale knows that Pearl is the only thing Hester has left in her 
life that is of any value. When he sees that Hester may lose her daughter, he speaks on her behalf. He knows 
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that he is just as guilty as she is, and he doesn't want 
to make her lose any more than she already has. 

It tears him apart to see her under such suffering 
while he is revered by the town. "More than once, Mr. 
Dimmesdale had gone into the pulpit, with the pur
pose never to come down its steps until he should 
have spoken words like the above" (95). The "words 
like the above" refer to his intent to tell everyone of 
his sin. He wants to be punished for his deeds, just as 
Hester is, because he knows that he is just as guilty as 
she is. He can't bear to see her suffer under the bur
den of her humiliation, knowing that he should be 
suffering too. Dimmesdale also seems to love Hester 
when he says "Do I feel joy again? ... 0 Hester, thou 
art my better angel!. .. This is already the better life!" 
(157). They are planning to run away together, to es
cape the burden of their sins. He seems overjoyed by 
this thought, and is flooded with new energy. He 
wants to start a new life with Hester and Pearl in it. It 
is obvious that Dimmesdale is very regretful about 
what he has done to Hester, but his love for her is 
questionable at best. 

"Woman, woman, thou art accountable for this! I 
cannot forgive thee ... I do forgive you Hester ... I freely 
forgive you now" (150). These words clearly show that 
Dimmesdale, in fact, does not love Hester. She had 
carried burden enough for both of them for seven 
years, while he didn't even take responsibility for his 
actions, but he still has the audacity to blame her for 
his own weakness. In many parts of the book, Mr. 
Dimmesdale seems to care about his own emotions 
more than those of Hester. "'I pray you," answered 
the minister, "if thou hast any means of pacifying the 
child, do it forthwith! ... Pacify her, if thou lovest me'" 
(165). He is very selfish in many places in the book, 
but especially in the above passage. The only way for 
Hester to "pacify the child" is for her to regain her 
shame by once again wearing the scarlet letter. He puts 
his own wants and needs above those of Hester, as if 
her feelings aren't as important as his. Towards the 
end of the book, it is evident again, that he does not 
really care for the poor woman. "One glance of recog
nition, she had imagined, must needs pass between 
them ... Her spirit sank with the idea that all must 
have been a delusion, and that, vividly as she had 
dreamed it, there could be no real bond betwixt the 
clergyman and herself" (194). As Dimmesdale 
marches by, in the midst of the procession on the way 
to deliver his election speech, he doesn't even look at 
Hester. All she wants is one reassuring glance so that 
she knows that he will follow through with their plan, 
but he doesn't give her even a thought as he walks 
past her. It's very cruel of him, as it leaves her with 
the feeling that they can never be together. These are 
but a few examples of all the times when Dimmesdale 
has proved that he doesn't really love Hester. 
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Dimmesdale is a very confused man. Even he 
doesn't know his true feelings for Hester. He is so con
fused by all that has already happened in his life, that 
his feelings mislead him, and he interprets them as 
love. He truly does need Hester, but not because he 
loves her. "The minister felt for the child's other hand, 
and took it. The moment that he did so, there came 
what seemed a tumultuous rush of new life, other life 
than his own, pouring like a torrent into his heart and 
hurrying through all his veins, as if the mother and 
the child were communicating their vital warmth to 
his half-torpid system! "(104). Dimmesdale is a very 
sick man, whether he has an actual disease or is just 
worn down by his burden, and he relies upon the 
strength of Hester and Pearl to sustain him. "Think 
for me, Hester! Thou art strong. Resolve for me! ... Be 
thou strong for me!" (152). He is so weak from carry
ing his burden that he doesn't even trust his own 
judgement anymore. He needs Hester because she 
gives him strength, not because he loves her. 

Throughout the book, Arthur Dimmesdale dete
riorates further and further, and is driven insane by 
the secret that he bears within himself. At times he 
appears to love Hester, and he himself even believes 
it. The truth is that he is very fond of Hester, and he 
does need her, but for other reasons than love. He has 
proven many times over that his love for Hester is a 
true paradox. He needs her for her strength and her 
courage, so that he may be able to find some ray of 
hope, no matter how small, to hold onto in order to 
sustain him throughout the rest of his life. 

Tb..ACLlb..12. 12.b..fLb..CTION 
PAT tv10012.b.. JO!JN60N, Champlin Park HS 

A student's early experience with a literary analysis pa
per often seems to be a "work in progress." I frequently 
find portions of the assignment that are well done -
maybe a strong thesis statement and organizational pat
tern, or a solid understanding of how to incorporate tex
tual support, or an insightful understanding of themes 
and the subtle nuances of the piece. But Kelly Millner's 
paper stood out as one of the few that successfully mas
tered all these goals. Written early in the fall of her jun
ior year in my AP English 11 class as our first attempt 
at a literary analysis paper, Kelly's task was to explore a 
paradoxical quality in one of the four main characters in 
Nathaniel Hawthorne's The Scarlet Letter. She chose 
to examine a paradox in Arthur Dimmesdale's nature 
tha_t tsn't alw_ays apparent to students on a first reading. 
C:1t1cal ~eadmg and competent writing produced a fine 
piece of literary analysis. 

YOLUtvlb.. 3 7 I 6PQ.1Nc;" 2002 I 0Q.c;" ANIZA TION 

JJA~Lb.. T= TLlb._ AD0Lb..6Cb..NT AR..ClJb._ TYPb.. 
PAUL (i"Lb..A60N, Northfield High School, grade II 

In J.D. Salinger's classic The Catcher in the Rye, 
Holden Caulfield describes Hamlet as "a sad screwed 
up sort of guy." Indeed Hamlet is the classic tortured 
soul. He sees the world of trouble around him but can
not seem to set it right and hates himself for it. 
Caulfield's observation is significant because Holden 
himself can be seen as a modem Hamlet. Caulfield is 
the quintessential confused adolescent male; he is dis
gusted with the world around him and has absolutely 
no idea what to do about it. We can see in him the Ham
let archetype: a young man living in a world where all 
circumstances seem to be set against him, finding him
self at a loss for solution. Caulfield fits the archetype 
perfectly. And if Caulfield fits the mold, then the ar
chetypal Hamlet can be found in every adolescent male. 

Every young man holds within him the Hamlet ar
chetype, even though the vast majority do not contend 
with the world of troubles that so plagued the Danish 
prince himself. Hamlet feels that the whole world is 
set against him. Hamlet-like, adolescent males often 
feel hounded by various aspects of their lives: their par
ents, school work, themselves. Like Hamlet, young men 
seem to be unable to act without copious thought and 
meditation, only to explode into instant and irrational 
action, throwing caution to the wind. Like Hamlet, 
adolescent action is often characterized by painstak
ing, meticulous planning, followed by actions so ex
treme and ludicrous that they are often seen as a type 
of mania. Hamlet's final words are a request for im
mortality. He feverishly implores Horatio to tell his 
story, to preserve him forever in the annals of history. 
In the same way, every adolescent seeks immortality; 
he cannot imagine a world that does not contain him, 
and feverishly desires to be timeless. If one wishes to 
understand Holden Caulfield and the archetypical ado
lescent male, one would do well to read Hamlet. He is 
the very archetype of adolescent males. 

A key element in the Hamlet archetype is a feeling 
of persecution. Hamlet sees the very skies as "a foul 
and pestilent congregation of vapours" (II, ii). He 
rightly feels that everyone around him is humoring 
him, that there are daggers in their smiles. The very 
heavens seem putrid to him. All circumstances have 
turned against him. This is often the sentiment of ado
lescent males. They believe that the world schemes 
against them. Hamlet endures the authority of his par
ents, both biological and otherwise. He must show re-

spect to his foster father, abiding by his rules, and honor 
his seemingly adulterous mother. Also, at the same 
time, Hamlet senior is howling for blood from beyond 
the grave, a demand that Hamlet has little choice but 
to obey. In he same way, teenaged males feel that their 
parents are always making unreasonable demands. A 
chore as trivial as bringing out the garbage seems like 
a yoke unjustly imposed by parental tyranny. Teenag
ers see their curfew as an elaborate conspiracy set up 
by their parents, the police, the FBI, and the freemasons. 
Whether or not these suspicions of their parent's in
sidious intents are as justified as Hamlet's or are para
noid (such as a belief that J. Edgar Hoover wants you 
in bed by midnight), all adolescent males feel that they, 
like Hamlet, are in direct competition with their par
ents for control of their lives. 

Hamlet's famous "to be or not to be" speech is 
about whether life is worth living. But it can also be 
applied to the question of whether or not school is 
worth enduring. Hamlet felt that the world was slowly 
bearing down on him, that it was wearing him down 
by attrition until he collapsed. In a similar way school 
hounds the adolescent male. Assignments are given out 
like stale Halloween candy and are either mind
bogglingly complicated or mind-numbingly mundane. 
And, like Hamlet, the choice is "to be, or not to be" (III, 
i). The student has two choices. First he can "take arms 
against a sea of troubles" (III, i); he can do his school
work with the full knowledge that another set of edu
cational trials awaits him upon his return the next day. 
Or, secondly, he can "end the heart-ache and the thou
sand natural shocks that flesh is heir to" III, i); he can 
not do his school work and face the "unknown coun
try" of flipping burgers or hauling lumber until his 
eyelids no longer wag. The fear of this unknown, pos
sible failure is what drives the student to perform the 
menial tasks set before him. Conscience compels Ham
let to remain alive and it compels the adolescent male 
to succeed. Every day the adolescent male must en
dure a flurry of quick jabs in the form of busy work 
that only serve to distract him from the heavy clots of 
larger projects. The only reprieve is the fleeting week
end that gives him time to do little but wipe the blood 
and snot from his nose before entering the ring for an
other round with the tireless foe. Hamlet's question of 
existence handily illuminates the daily condition of 
adolescent males. 
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Hamlet is terrified of himself. He has no clear idea 
of who he is and how he should be acting. This is also 
true of the adolescent male. Not being a child, he can 
now fully decide on his own course of action. Since he 
feels that he must please not only himself but also those 
around him, he cannot clearly define what he wants 
and is therefore not able to get much of anything. In 
the same way that Hamlet is obligated to satisfy his 
parents, dead and living, his public, and himself, teen
agers seek to satisfy not only themselves but their peers 
and parents also. This makes the young man's actions 
confused and disjointed. He will do things with his 
friends that he would never do with his parents and 
vice versa. Because of this he begins to develop a split 
personality that conforms to each situation. One is re
minded of Hamlet's actions towards Laertes. Upon 
meeting in the privacy of the woods, Hamlet and 
Laertes almost fall to blows, whereas in the royal court 
Hamlet is full of jest in his conversation with Laertes, 
giving overdone compliments and playing to his 
crowd. Only in Hamlet's dying moment of clarity is 
he truly himself. Thus every adolescent male is like 
Hamlet, struggling to define himself. 

Hamlet is a famous thinker. He is often derided 
greatly for being too much of a thinker. However, 
when he acts, it seems to be spontaneous, unpredict
able. He spends countless hours brooding over his 
plans for revenge on his uncle and then brutally slays 
Polonious as almost an afterthought. He claims to have 
believed that it was his uncle-"thou wretched, rash, 
intruding fool, farewell. I took thee for thy better (III, 
iv)" - but he had just seen his uncle elsewhere, so this 
is highly dubious. Amore probable explanation is that 
Hamlet just snapped; disgusted at himself for not slay
ing his uncle when the opportunity presented itself, 
he displaces his anger onto a smaller target. All of his 
careful planning is thrown to the wind in one act of 
irrationality. He is subsequently sent to England, and 
his revenge, which appeared so near, is delayed for 
years. Adolescent males are quite prone to this type 
of wild behavior. All of their carefully laid plans are 
easily laid to waste by circumstance. They, like Ham
let, are not yet experienced enough to let their intel
lect rule them in a crisis. Their actions, after the fact, 
seem ludicrous or even insane because, in the heat of 
the moment, they are ruled by impulse and emotion. 
Hamlet may be a great thinker, but he is a perfect ex
ample of how the adolescent male often forgets all his 
planning in response to what seems best at that mo
ment. 

Hamlet's dying request to Horatio is that he "Re
port me and my cause aright to the unsatisfied ... in 
this harsh world draw thy breath in pain to tell my 
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story" (V, ii). When he says this he wants two things. 
The first is to repair his family's honor. He doesn't wish 
to be known as the mad Danish prince who slaugh
tered his entire court. But secondly, and most impor
tantly, he doesn't wish to be forgotten. He wishes 
Horatio to tell his story, to make him immortal. This is 
the wish of every young man: immortality. Whether it 
is on the football field, in the laboratory, or on the stage, 
everyone wishes to be immortalized in history. This im
mortality is the supreme goal of every young man. 
Hamlet is no exception. With his final breath he im
plores Horatio to tell his story, to save him from being 
swallowed up by the vast sea of time. Even though 
Hamlet never lived, his memory and story exist in the 
minds of millions. He has succeeded; a man that was 
never really alive has, in a way, cheated death. In this 
way he emerges as an archetype. Adolescent males have 
difficulty imagining a world outside of themselves, let 
alone imagining a world without them. Hamlet has at
tained some small measure of this immortality that all 
young men aspire to. 

Hamlet, like Holden Caulfield, is a character that 
all young men can relate to. This is because he shares 
all of their basic characteristics and is successful in their 
final goal. Hamlet, like all boys, often feels that the 
whole world exists for the singular purpose of making 
him miserable. He can't stand his parents and decides 
that it is better "to be," because at least that is familiar. 
His knowledge of himself is imperfect and ever chang
ing, a cause of much confusion and dismay just as it 
was for Holden Caulfield. He thinks, plots, schemes, 
but when the chips are down, he does what most mod
ern boys would do: exactly what his emotions tell him. 
But, most importantly, he achieves this final end, this 
partial immortality. Hamlet stands in the face of over
whelming odds and, although he is destroyed by these 
odds, he manages to pass on his legacy to Horatio, who 
will tell it to the world. If ever any literary character 
has succeeded in expressing an archetype of the ado
lescent male, that character is Hamlet. 
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Tb-AC!Jb-R TAL~= 
E,b.. T6 Y LA6C.IJ. New Prague Middle School 

Eighth graders in the New Prague Middle School 
spend a good deal of time reading and writing similes. 
The concepts of simile and metaphor are discussed in 
connection with several different short stories. Many 
stories would certainly be appropriate for discussion 
and recognition of these literary devices, but we find 
that several Ray Bradbury stories ("All Summer in a 
Day" and "Hail and Farewell") and Truman Capote's 
"Christmas Memory" contain many excellent similes. 
After various activities connected with the stories and 
their figurative language, we attempt to write similes 
of our own. We stress the idea that good similes are 
unique and make fresh comparisons; we won't accept 
cliches. 

Over the years, I have developed a system that 
seems to help the students produce unique similes. I 
begin by modeling the process with the entire class, 
and then each student uses the process to develop their 
own similes. I often supply the topic for the model. In 
this case I chose the subject of "mosquito" [figure 1]. 
The topic is written in the box in the upper left of the 
diagram. As a group we then brainstorm qualities of 
that subject. I stress that we need to think about all of 
the senses as we brainstorm, not just appearance. In 
the example with "mosquito", we identified the fol
lowing qualities: a mosquito sucks blood; it is annoy
ing; it causes a person to itch; a mosquito buzzes; a 
mosquito is tiny and light. After we brainstorm this 
list of characteristics, I cover up the word "mosquito", 
and the students are asked to brainstorm other things 
that have the same qualities as the initial list. They must 
forget about "mosquito" for a while, and I will not ac
cept any responses that even come close to insects. For 
example, alarm clocks buzz. A drill can buzz. Gossip
ers buzz. A school bell makes a buzzing sound. We con
tinue brainstorming until we have responses in all of 
the circles. [figure 1] 

It is now possible to put together unique similes. 
We uncover the word "mosquito" and match it with 
the brainstormed qualities in order to create similes. 

Examples: The mosquito buzzes like my alarm 
clock in the morning. The mosquito buzzes like a group 
of 8th grade girls who are gossiping. The mosquito 
itches like insulation. The mosquito is as annoying as 
my little brother. 

Many similes can be generated from the chart. Af
ter students construct the initial similes, I ask them to 
expand the similes to specific situations in order make 
the comparison clearer. 

Examples: The mosquito buzzing around my head was 
as annoying as my little brother when he wants to play 
catch with the football. The mosquitoes buzzed as loud 
as a group of 8th grade girls spreading the latest gos
sip. 

This process generates unique similes. After enough 
experience, the students don't have to use a graphic 
organizer [figure 2], but the process helps them to think 
of unique comparisons. 

Student examples: 
My dog's paws scratch like tree branches in a thick 
woods. -Sara Meyer 

The homecoming football game was as crowded as a 
shopping mall on Christmas Eve. 
-Crystal Strawhacker 

The butterfly landed on the grass like a delicate 
Japanese kite. -Danielle Thomas 

The waves of an ocean blow like weeds in high 
winds. -Susan Nytes 

My cat is as annoying as a cell phone at the movies. 
-Lacey Lange 

Hockey is as intense as a teacher when you don't 
have your homework done. 
-Kirsten Hauser 

The multi-colored buttons on the delicate concertina 
were as complicated as a radio switchboard. 
-Tim Chlan 

The bird flew out of the cage like spitballs being 
thrown across the classroom. -Megan Bruzek 

The bird sat in its cage looking like a mass murderer 
in a high security jail cell. -Megan Bruzek 

Katie's braces with their newly changed rubber 
bands were as colorful as a deep-sea, tropical fish. 
-Jill Olson 

A hockey game is as fast as water running in a 
sewer during a thunderstorm. -Kevin Cassidy 

The carabiners clicking against the rock are as loud 
as an old lady's false teeth when she's eating. 
-Ashley Lehman 
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Subject you want to 
write about. 

Write your similes: 

1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 

ualities, ac 
haracteristi 

Forget the topic: 
Brainstorm other 
things with same 
qualities. Write your 
answers in the circles. 
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After studying similes, the students were asked to write a poem that described an emotion. The model was a 
student-written poem found in Read Magazine. Using a pattern from the model poem, students substituted 
their own emotions and ideas. 

Loneliness 

Loneliness is gray. 

Title (The emotion) 

(Give name of emotion) is ( name a color). 
It smells like _______ _ 
It tastes like. _______ _ 
It looks like _______ _ 
It sounds like ______ _ 
It feels like. _______ _ 

It smells like the musty pages of an old yearbook. 
It tastes like sour milk. 
It looks like a robin that's been left behind on the 

flight south. 
It sounds like your voice echoing back to you. 
It feels like a full room with no one to talk to. 

Trisha Benson 

Relaxation 

Relaxation is a blue-green color. 
It smells like wood smoke from a backyard bonfire 

Fear 

Fear is so black you cannot see through it. 
It has the coppery taste of blood in your mouth. 
Fear smells like dark soot mixed with your own 

sweat. 
Fear looks like a looming shadow darting just out of 

sight. 
Fear feels like a cold, unfamiliar breath down the 

back of your neck. 
Fear sounds like a twig snapped behind you by a 

huge foot. 
Matt Kane 

Boredom 

Boredom is dull-gray. 
It smells like the dust of an old social book. 
It tastes like non-salted crackers. 
It looks like a deserted room. 
It sounds like the constant slamming of the screen 

door in the wind. 
It feels like my foot is asleep. 

Jill Olson 

with my family. 
It tastes like fresh, warm cinnamon rolls. 
It looks like your own bed after a long trip. 
It sound like an old hymn on the piano. 
It feels like the fleece blanket that you got for 

Christmas. 
Kristi Peterson 

Happiness 

Happiness is baby blue. 
It smells like the cool spring air in the morning. 
It tastes like a big glass of ice cold lemonade on a hot 

summer day. 
It looks like the sunset over the lake in the summer. 
It sounds like grandma cooking breakfast in the 

morning. 
It feels like Christmas when everyone is having fun. 

Nick Heinen 
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D AYDi:2.6-Atv11Nc; 
DANll~.LLI:.. 60f.2..l:..N61:..N. Osseo Learning Center 

Why do you want to tum your back on love? 
Please tell me you haven't given up 
Baby, give me one more chance 
To make a true romance. 

I'm trying to do some things that'll make you proud 
You always were the one to show me how 
You know I love you 
And it's all right if you love me 

I want to always be with you 
I promise I will always be true 
Thinking about you all day long 
Love is blind, it'll take over your mind 

I tremble when you touch my lips 
When we start to kiss, it's marvelous 
Softly you whisper, you're so sincere 

I dream about us being together forever 
I picture tears running down my cheeks 
Happy thoughts running through my head 
As you whisper, "Lord, with this ring I thee wed." 

Tell me you love me 
Tell me you will always be mine 
Maybe I'm crazy 
But Baby, you're the right kind of wrong. 

T6-AC!J6-12. TALll 
6 Tb.PUb.N 6tv1AQJb..:J.:Jb.. Osseo Learning Center 

As an alternative to writing their own love poems, stu
dents were asked to collect lyrics from songs about love. 
Students searched for appropriate lyrics from different types 
of music, from various recording artists, and from different 
decades. Each student wrote down four lines from four dif
ferent songs. 

Students shared their 16 lines with classmates by pass
ing them around the room. As they read the choices of other 
students, they copied down single lines which they found 
attractive because of unusual word choice, strong metaphor, 
or pleasing rhythm. From this collection of 20 or more lines, 
students selected the most interesting or unique phrases and 
combined them to form an original poem. Each new poem 
included lyrics from as many as 15 different songs. 
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Ever since we met, you've had a hold on me 
I think of you every step of the way 
I've stretched myself beyond my means 
And I don't care if we only spend moments 

a day 

Is this love? 

Love rain down on me, 
All I want is all you want. 
Please know my heart is in your hands 
Life is too short so love the one you got. 

Is this love? 

I'm falling deeper than the ocean 
Hold me; love me; 
Let me kiss off that falling tear 
I give all my love. 

Is this love? 

tv1Y LOVb_ 
ALLi:..N Bf.2..YANT. Osseo Learning Center 

Life is short 
let my love wipe away that falling tear. 
Your words touch my heart 
let me love you twice a day 
my heart beats deeply after every kiss. 
Close your eyes let my love take over your 

mind. 

My girl is the angel of my life. 
Will she take my life 
or will she take my heart? 
Your love blinds my eyes 
but will my angel love me or let me fall? 
Life is short 
let me wipe away that falling tear. 
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When they came together, their meeting was like the perfect joining of hands. 
Simplicity reinforced that bond, that strange, pure, magical energy that knit them together, like a pair of sweater 

sleeves secured to the body of the garment by some doting hand. 
That, stated plainly, was their connection - one came from the left, another from the right... but they always met in 

the middle of things. And stitch by stitch, those gentle hands went to work, pulling together all their loose ends and 
ragged holes, forming the new seams, and strengthening them overall. 

For what are sleeves without their sweater? 
They are like stray hands, with no body, no purpose, no work. 
Nothing to do, and no one to hold. 

There had always been something about his form, his eyes, the very set of his shoulders, that told her, "You know me. 
You know what I am. Nothing more, nothing less. " 

She had learned to look for and trust in these unspoken words in his countenance and frame, for they told her what 
his lips often would not say. But there came a time when, little by little, she could not read him like she read the many 
books on her shelf. And, when she looked into his eyes, noted his tense shoulders and neck, and, finally, when she saw 
his hands become useless and idle, and creep to their pockets, defeated, she knew. 

Something had gone wrong. 
Rough hands were rending their careful seams asunder. 

Determined to save those suddenly fragile stitches, she plumbed the depths of her heart, soul, and mind, speaking 
to him of her dreams, her desires, and most of all, her love, but he listened with one ear only. He did not know how her 
longings came, as she lay awake late into the night, eyes fever-bright with wanting for the feather-light touch of his 
hands, as temperate as the hands that had made he and she ... 

... into they. 

And so, confused and hurt as she was, she sat down one day with a sheet of paper and pencil in hand and decided 
she would write down every good and unique thing that she loved about him. And in doing so, she hoped, she would 
learn how to repair a ripped seam. 

She put pencil to paper, expecting a sudden rush of thoughts to overtake her. 
But all she could think of 

... were his hands. 
His hands. 

Here were the nails he kept so clean and neat. Here were the scars he had earned in his diligent work. Here were the 
cuts he had received after playing guitar until his fingers bled. Here were the fingers that had many times stroked her 
shoulder so tenderly. Here were the tools of his creation. 

All the things she loved best about him were right there, in his hands. 
She realized now that she had been wrong. Her own hands alone were not enough to mend what had come undone 

between them. Finished stitches -of the sort that would last a long time - required both of their hands, working 
together. 

And so she came to him. 
And she told him 

that, without him, 
she was like a sweater 

With no sleeves 
and a body 

with empty hands. 
With nothing to do, 

and no one to hold. 

And he told her, that, although one came from the left and one from the right, sometimes they would need to join 
hands to meet in the middle of things. 

For she was the purpose of his hands, 
and he needed her 

desperately. 
And the meeting of their bodies was like the perfect joining of hands. 
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TLlb. \VA TCLl~AN 
tv1b..Cj AN b..Aejb..N, John Marshall High, grade 11 

Marking time under haunted moon-
Hanging cleft from scaffold sky-
Shadows cast by rotting sun 
Descend upon the earth to fly 

Join with Watchman pointing West 
And tum with the river, slow and deep 
Its pace, arrested by the night, 
Prolongs the Time the waters keep 

Oh how subtle is the wind 
Whose chill hands play what sound forsakes 

As falling softly, on silver-lined shores 
Like shattered glass the surface breaks 

As darkness spreads its velvet cloak 
The Watchman slowly turns his face 
And in this hour of light and dark 
The sun and moon at last embrace 

Weaving and bending 'neath star-lit skies 
The skeletal branches of aspen and pine 
Cast shadow on shadow upon the earth 
In the forgotten dance of a younger time 

Once again the Watchman turns, 
This time to veneer the eastern rise 
Play one last tune upon your lute 

Under comforting shadow of dragon-spanned skies 

The tolling bell seeks passage of time-
The sky remarks by distant light-

Rise up from your sleep's inspiration and dreams 
And wait once again for haunted night 

T6-AC!J6-IZ TAL!l 
6 Tb..PUb..N 6~Al2.Jb..66b.., Osseo Learning Center 

The use of similies, metaphors, and other types of figura
tive language is obvious in poetry, but can also enliven 
descriptive writing. In preparation for writing longer 
fiction, students were asked to write a character sketch. 
The writers began by choosing a person and filling in a 
matrix with descriptive details about physical appear
ance and personality. This was followed by a review of 
effective metaphors and similes. Students began by se
lecting distinctive details from the completed matrix and 
then composing sentences around those details; some of 
the sentences included metaphors or similes. These key 
sentences served as the basis for the paragraphs describ
ing the person. Having practiced character description, 
students were directed to apply these techniques to a 
longer narrative. 

E,RIAN 
Q.05 YN tv1b.. Yb..Q., Osseo Learning Center 

Brian has a physical appearance that would make 
anybody look his way. He has a shaved head and blue 

eyes that are like shining stars in the midnight sky. 

Tattoos are painted onto his body. One of his tattoos is 

very special to me because it is our son's name with a 

crown above it. His other tattoo is his initials with a 

cross that he did himself. That brings in one of his tal
ents, which is his art. A rainbow is how I would de

scribe Brian's art: colorful, different, and mysterious. 
Brian's voice is an exploding volcano if he is angry or 

excited. When it is ready to erupt; it rumbles loudly. 
His appetite contradicts his body size, but he can 

handle anything. His clothes hang off of his body like 

a weeping willow touching her fingers to the ground. 
He has teeth that are as white as fresh snow. Brian's 
smile lights up even the darkest room at night. 

Not only does Brian have a great smile, he also 
has the personality to match it. People don't get to see 

the side of him that I know. When he has nothing to 

give, he still gives all he can. Brian is as nice as a sunny 

day. He is willing to help, but only if you are the right 
person. 

Brian's habits are a bear. So cute and cuddly, but 
if you encounter one in a bad mood, scary. Some of 

his habits are not good ones. His room is a tornado. 
Brian is a messy person. He has one habit that I think 

is a good one, and that is hanging out with me. 

RA:Jt1 
DOUCj \\/IL60N. Osseo Learning Center 

Rachel Voight' s hair looks like a flower that's been 
turned upside down. It has the shape of a flower be

cause it blossoms out at the bottom. Because Rachel is 

always wearing a big white winter coat, she looks like 

a marshmallow. When she's sitting down, she always 

unzips her coat and removes it for some reason. She 

moves like a steady and graceful machine, and she sits 
leaned forward when she writes. The look on her face 

is never very serious or happy. Rachel is very consis
tent, never sporadic or random. 

Rachel is a very relaxed person who is never fidg
ety or hyper. She acts and speaks mellow, not real quick 

like she's about to explode. If you ever have something 

you need to say, remember that she is a good listener. 
She isn't at all the shallow type of girl. So that she can 

do the fun things later, she knows how to stay focused 
and get her work done. Rachel is a good friend. 
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DO\VN ~AIN 6TRb.b. T 
C.IJAQ.Llb.. 5Uffl~. St. Louis Park High Schoo, grade 11 

The rickety bus blasted by me, headed north down 
Main Street, kicking dust into my eyes and spewing 
noxious gasoline fumes into the air. You could practi
cally taste the stench of sulfur, which permeated the 

air every three minutes or so as a bus barreled down 
the street. The locals said the buses ran every eight 

minutes, but ever since I had arrived in Cancun, it 

seemed like the parade of II Autocars" had never 
ceased. 

Cancun, Mexico is a city with a convoluted iden
tity, rooted in the traditions of the ancient Mayans, 
but built with the dollars of modern day tourists. 
Where humble Mayan villages once stood, monolithic 
hotel complexes are now erected. These pristine for
tresses of capitalism look so clean and ripe, you can 

almost smell the wet paint. They carpet the island like 

a hideous moss, intermittently spewing a load of sun
burned visitors from far away lands who reek of chlo
rine and Hawaiian Tropic. And while these deep-fried 
foreigners are in one of the most beautiful places in 

the world, all they can think of is the next item on 
their itinerary. 

The artery through which this mass of humanity 
flows is a single main street running straight down 
the middle of the island, along which buses barrel 

down twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. 

And in between the powerful current of buses are 

streams of old 1960's VW Beetles, being driven at 

speeds well over the posted forty kilometers per hour. 

Walking alongside that street, it is hard not to feel as 

if you have entered some strange parallel universe, 
where Volkswagen and tourists have taken over the 

world and forced the natives to pilot cumbersome 
11 Autocar" -chariots for all eternity. Actually, that isn't 
too far from the truth. 

Walking along that tired strip of road, it is easy to 
lose yourself in the chaos. Passing the naive Ameri
can tourist who obsesses over making a clear cell 

phone connection or panics over missing a bus, it is 

easy to feel akin to the relentless pursuit of perfection 
so common in your Americana brethren. Passing lo
cal construction workers, whose brown skin gleams 

with sweat from the hot summer sun using primitive 
tools that make a two-hour job last two days, it is easy 

to empathize in what appears to be the plight of the 

native worker. The two images foster a sense of ap
preciation for the drive and work ethic that helped 
create the comfortable country you call home, and a 

feeling of disgust for such a plastic palace built over 

poverty. But there is more to life in Cancun than this. 
Although the natives toil as the heat drips off their 

backs, they also bask in the shade at noontime for a 

siesta. The same sun that drives its harsh rays into the 

moist, bare flesh of the worker's back later comforts 

him as he reclines against a tree with a bottle of Coca
Cola. The teenage merchants practically beg for cus
tomers in their run-down t-shirt shops, yet they laugh 

with and enjoy their family who work alongside them 

in a way that is too uncommon in my native land. By 

American standards, they live in destitution, yet they 

seem to possess a happiness that is often blatantly ab
sent in my home country to the north. Their lack of 
the Americana drive for perfection has precluded 

many of their material aspirations, but cultivated a 
natural and immaculate appreciation for the funda
mental pleasures of everyday life. Theirs is a simple 

existence filled with harsh realities, yet peppered with 

the most basic pleasures commonly neglected in the 

every day lives of many cultures. It is a life built 
around basic needs, but firmly rooted in basic happi
ness. 

I walk down that dusty road in the blazing heat 

on some distant Mexican island. I dodge the speed

ing Volkswagens and the kamikaze buses, but only to 
return to the haven of my hotel room. I drink a warm 

glass of water, but only because I am thirsty. And I 

turn out my light and fall asleep, but only because I 

am tired. I am on vacation in my hotel. It's a hotel 

built with the dollars of thousands of tourists like me, 

by the labor of the natives who work countless hours 

for meaningless pay. It's not an extravagant hotel, but 

it has a bed to sleep in, a table to eat at, and it houses 
a family that I cherish and enjoy. Life along that cha
otic street in Mexico may seem primitive, but it's alive 

with the simple intuitive pleasures that are dead in so 

many places people call home. 
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TLlb_ 6 Tf2.b_b_ T \\/!Jb_Q.b_ I Ll\/b_ 
E:>b..N llNb..Uv1AN. Edina High School, grade 11 

When I enter the street where I live, I am al
ways struck by its contrast to the busy boulevard just 
left behind. A sense of comfort and peace seems to 
wave in the breeze through the green lawns and trees 
of the quiet street. Because it is not a through street, it 
is quiet in every sense of the word; the road always 
seems meant more for walkers, bicyclers and garden
ers than, for cars. My mom always told us we made 
our home here because it was peaceful for children. 
At that time we moved in, the neighborhood had none 
of the imposing houses that now dominate its appear
ance. However, through all the years it has retained 
the quality that my parents were initially drawn to. 
Somehow it remains hidden from hectic suburbia or 
urbia, and yet this quiet is a refreshing, comforting 
peace, not a lethargic isolation. This peace seems able 
to calm and invigorate me simultaneously as I con
tinue to travel into a shaded canopy of towering elm 
trees that line both sides of the quiet pebble paved 
road. These guardians, generations old, will always 
be the most important signposts of my home. Every 
time one of these trees falls or is cut down, I feel as 
though the neighborhood itself has been changed or 
altered in some way. Many of the elms at the begin
ning of the street have disappeared along with the 
old homes as they ceded their positions for newer, 
larger residents. However, it always fills me with a 
kind of inner happiness to know that along the sec
tion of the road passing my home there still remains a 
bulwark of these green, gentle towers. Every tree still 
stands as a memory of the past and a guide for the 
future. 

!JUNTIN~TON 6 TA Tb_ E:>b_AC!J 
E:>R.lb.. CLAR.IL. SW Jr High, Forest Lake, grade 7 

Rachael Sabre walked along the shore at Hunting
ton State Beach, pondering the roaring Pacific, wish
ing that she could make a boat magically appear to 
sail her all around the coastlines of California, and to 
have a life here, so she would never have to see the 
uninteresting, familiar terrain of her snowy hometown 
again. You see, Rachael was bored. Very bored, in fact. 
She wanted so badly to move to another town, to an
other house, to another school district. 

Then no one would judge her by outdated hear
say. Meanwhile, Rachael felt at peace in California, 
especially down at Huntington Beach. The stillness 
was soothing. From this spot on the beach, she could 
see an industrial plant with its large, white storage 
tanks, and also a power plant which served the grid 
of Orange County. This part of Huntington State 
Beach was mysterious, and she liked that. 

Rachael resumed walking along, sometimes kick
ing beach litter, and scaring away giant sea gulls. She 
closed her eyes, and felt the sea breeze caress her 
cheek. Although it had been raining and was still quite 
chilly, Rachael felt a faint warmth on her face from 
the sun, which was beginning to peer out from the 
clouds. That was when she sat on the sand, halfway 
between the bustling downtown Huntington area and 
the bone-chilling Warning! Restricted Area: No Ad
mittance by California Law sign down by the salt
water marsh and the white-tank industry. 

She contemplated the oil rigs out on the ocean. 
She thought over the beautiful scenery in Laguna 
Beach. She was mystified by the quaint atmosphere 
of Balboa Island. She was captivated just thinking 
about the busy oil refineries in long Beach and Tor
rance. She wondered why Anaheim had been the place 
that planners had chosen all the attractions to be lo
cated. She daydreamed about Los Angeles, and all the 
superstars that filled the downtown. She giggled 
thinking about San Diego, and how the roads felt like 
they belonged in Mexico. Rachael knew she had found 
her place in the world, and it was called Southern 
California. 
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"'To shift tfie structure of a sentence afters tfie 
meanina of that sentence, as iefinitefy and 
inffexifi(y as tfie position of a camera afters tfie 
meanina of tfie object yfioto8rapfied. 'Many 
yeoyfe know a6out camera an8fes now, 6ut not 
so many know a6out sentences." Joan 'Didion 
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6.LJOb-6 Llll6- T!JA T 
C.lJAQ.U;~_..j \VOQ. T.lJINc:;TON. St. Louis Park High School, grade 11 

It smelled like green on a cloudy day. 
It smelled like wagons that made too much 

noise and a bunch qf dirty rocks. 
It smelled like.freedom. 
"Who won?" 
Epic. Momentous. Colorful. And that was just 

the argument with words that didn't fit yet. 
"I did." 
I knew. 
"No you didn't!" 
"Yeah! Remember ... ?" 
"Oh." 
Go! And we raced again down the sidewalk 

that was like an old set of teeth, stained and 
slanted in all directions. 

The wet grass, drooping trees and disapprov
ing neighbors flew by in a blur, but I couldn't pay 
attention to them. 

The only thing that mattered was that John 
was winning. 

It wasn't fair. He had them. The good ones. 
His were red. His had nice white laces that looked 
li~e chalk on a clean board. Mine were ugly 
thmgs. Ugly, ugly, ugly. And slow. It wasn't fair. 
I couldn't catch or run or throw with these ugly, 
ugly shoes. Too slow. 

We reached the tree and skidded to a stop. 
"It wasn't fair!" 
"I won. 
I knew. 
"You had a head start." 
"Did not." 
"It wasn't fair." 
"Go!" 
Again over the bumps. With his new red 

shoes. I wish I had shoes like that. Not these ugly, 
slow, awful ones. I could go fast then. I could beat 
him. I could even beat Dad, coming down the 
street in his shiny black car. I would chase along, 
and wave and smile and he'd laugh because I was 
going so fast. I'd go so fast in those shoes. And 
I'd meet him at the step because I'd get there first. 

And he'd come in and stay a while and play and 
we'd make lasagna, like before. 

I wish I had shoes like that. 
"Time to come in, John." 
We both started at the intrusion. 
"I have to go, my parents are home." 
I knew. 
"Bye." 
His mom in an apron waved from the porch. 

His dad pulled into the driveway. And John left. 
And I went home. 
Under the rock to get the key, an empty 

house to watch T.V. The house was dark. 
Lonely and sad. I listened as the cars went by. 

Put this in the microwave, the note said. 
'I'll be home late, love Mom.' 

I knew. 
I got it out, old macaroni. Pasty and flavor

less and I felt like lasagna. 
Out the window the cars went by, and I 

counted them. Red. Blue. White. Black. All kinds 
of cars. So many different kinds, they alway~ 
have somewhere else to go. 

I went to my room, to read a while. I couldn't 
stop thinking about those red shoes. They looked 
so new! They were the fast ones. They were the 
good ones. I put mine under my bed. Ugly, ugly 
shoes. I pretended that when I woke up there 
would be a new box. Red shoes, just like John's, 
but newer! New with the paper still in the toe. 
Red shoes - the fast ones. 

There was no point to stay awake, the note 
said she'd be home late. 

I wish I had shoes like that. 
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.lJAfLIN(i 
E,b.. T!JANY E,Q.ANDb..L. Luverne Middle School, grade 7 

Sora lay on a slim branch, her .feet dangling off 
its szdes. She sighed to herself as a faint breeze ruffled 
her raven hair. The moon was shining high above her, 
smiling as it lit the wooded crest. Clouds continued to 
dnft under it, casting shadows onto the earth below. 
Although the present night was active in its toil, the 
wood was in a gloom. The few remaining nymphs 
were zdly removing.fragments of bark.from the wood 
and breaking them into pieces with detritus they had 
discovered in the nearby river. The three surviving 
elders were droning incoherently about the days 
when they were youthful nymphs. 

Ever since the foreign men had appeared in the 
wood, the trees were rapidly becoming less. Queer 
noises could be heard coming from deep in the wood, 
and when the people of the clan curiously investigated, 
they discovered a graveyard of rotting trees where 
there once had been a part of the wood. Because of 
this, the clan's food supply was running short, and 
everyone was forced to move frequently for food. 

"Aphrodite!" A voice came from underneath Sora 
and Sora knew all too well that it was Oberon, the head 
of the clan. 

"Sir, may I assist you?" Sora called down and low
ered herself to Oberon's position. Oberon glared at her 
for an instant, then turned and strolled away. 

"Sir, is something troubling you?" Sora inquiried 
persistently. 

"I don't need help from a halfling!" he said gruffly, 
not stopping or turning. 

Sora wasn't at all startled by the way Oberon had 
treated her. Everyone in the clan treated Sora with cru
elty. Oberon, besides Hokori and Aphrodite, her clos
est friends, was the only one who spoke to Sora. The 
clan treated her with disrespect because all the haflings 
of the clan had betrayed them by abandoning the clan 
to live with the foreign men. Sora was frightened of 
them. She never betrayed her clan. 

"Sora!" whispered a high-pitched voice from be
hind the tree and intruded in Sara's thoughts. "Is fa
ther gone?" 

"Yes," responded Sora with a smile as a nearby 
butterfly took the form of her beloved friend, 
Aphrodite. "Where's Hokori?" 

"He's preparing," Aphrodite answered as she 
straightened out her attire and pushed back her long, 
green hair behind her bare shoulder. 

"We can't waste any time! Everything depends 
upon him, and if he's not here, what will we do?" Sora 

said, pacing around the elm tree by which she and 
her companion stood. 

"Just calm down, Sora. He'll get here soon 
enough, I hope," Aphrodite smiled innocently as Sora 
glared at her. 

The two waited in silence as the night wore on. 
The people of their clan were slowly beginning to dis
appear into the wood as they took to the trees for the 
night. Sora could see the faint light of fires still burn
ing in the distant encampments. She became steadily 
more worried. If Hokori didn't arrive soon, it would 
mean the end of their plan. She began nervously to 
run her fingers through her dark hair and squinted at 
the rising sun. What could be keeping him? 

"Sora, Aphrodite, I'm here! Shall we go?" Hokori's 
voice suddenly came from farther in the wood. Sora 
and Aphrodite caught the bags that were roughly 
thrown at them and rushed towards the direction of 
Hokori's voice. 

"What kept you?" Aphrodite asked, her face turn
ing crimson. "We were here all night waiting foryou!" 

"I was busy getting everything ready, and I was 
also stopped for an hour or so by your father, 
Aphrodite," Hokori responded while rushing towards 
them. 

"Good old Oberon. I shall never forget him," Sora 
smiled. The thought of not seeing her clan again 
frightened her. What would she do without them? It 
would be a long, dangerous, and tiring journey, but 
she knew that they had to make it. It was vital to the 
wood's survival. If they did not succeed, the wood 
would more than likely be turned into a wasteland. 

"If we don't hurry, we'll never make it in time. 
Remember, Hokori, everything depends on you!" Sora 
declared. 

"Don't worry. I promise I won't make any mis
takes at all," he whispered to Sora, his silver hair glis
tening in the moonlight. "Don't fret." 

Sora awoke to the sounds of birds chirping all 
around her. Realization swept over her of her loca
tion, and she slowly rose to her feet. She knew they 
had to reach the mountain before nightfall. It was said 
in the clan that Tsuyoi, the guardian of power, could 
only be reached on the midsummer night. If all went 
well, Sora and her friends would be able to request 
the banishment of the foreign men and restore the 
wood. All odds were slim, but the land of Tanaku was 
full of miracles, and that's what they needed. 
A miracle. 
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C!JAQON 
AA12..0N Nl!:.L66b.N. Stewartville High School, grade 12 

Kevin cursed as he watched the bril
liantly lit ferry depart .from the dock. As if 
to mock him the.ferry gave two long whistles 
heralding its trip back to the city. There was 
no use denying it. He hadjust missed his nae 
home. 

With a string of curses that alternated between 
Latin and Greek he turned and began to shuffle back 
down the concrete causeway. Reflecting on how un
lucky he was led to reminiscing on past failures. He 
had majored in Mythology, despite his mother's pro
test, and been unable to find work. It seemed, for once, 
his mother was right. After securing a less then pres
tigious job as a receptionist he had failed to find any 
decent, affordable, housing, nor any sort of female 
companionship. To compensate for this twin lack of 
social life and social status; Kevin had become a regu
lar patron at a less than classy tavern on the 'wrong 
side' of the river. 

Kevin chuckled grimly too himself as he half 
stumbled through the bleary world. The constant 
stream of condemnation continued to roll through his 
mind. Dammit! He should have been contemplating 
the ramifications of Greek and Roman myths, not how 
many beers he could drink and still find his way home. 
On that line of though he made a mental note to al
ways leave five minutes earlier to prevent this from 
ever happening again. 

Without really knowing it he meandered near the 
shoreline. The sun was slowly going down and, with 
some dismay, he found himself looking for a some
what sheltered place to spend the night. The ferry 
wouldn't be back for several hours leaving 'roughing 
it' as the only viable option. 

A form wavered off in the distance causing Kevin 
to forget his current train of thought. The shape was 
flat, brown, and seemed to have a dark projection arc
ing up from it. Again cursing his inebriated state he 
stopped, kneeled, and proceeded to carefully splash 
some water on his face trying to clear his vision. Fi
nally, giving up on gentle splashing he took a deep 
breath and plunged his head in. The shock of the frigid 
water nearly made him lose the breath he had taken. 
He jerked his head out mere moments later gasping 
for breath. On the plus side his vision seemed to have 
returned On the negative side his teeth were chatter-

ing and the chill evening promised a slow, agonizing 
drying process. This was all forgotten when Kevin 
turned his eyes back towards the shape. 

His hopes soared. Docked on shore was a long, 
wide skiff. What had before been a blurry, gray pro
jection turned out to be a tall figure, clad all in black, 
and holding a lengthy pole. Kevin's face broke into a 
full-fledged smile. A ferryman! A way back! 

"Hey!" yelled Kevin, waving his arms over his 
head. "Wait a second!" 

He could have been yelling at a tree. The figure 
didn't even turn his head in Kevin's direction. The 
boatman merely continued to stand placidly on the 
skiff waiting for something. Kevin began to run, well, 
jog actually. While his vision may have been clear his 
coordination still left a lot to be desired and a slow jog 
was the best he could do. Regardless, the man ( at least 
he thought it was a man) made no effort to pole away 
and Kevin reached the foreboding looking craft with
out great difficulties. 

"Hey ... ," stated Kevin again only this time in 
greeting. 

The figure didn't respond 
"Great! " thought Kevin sarcastically, "One of 

these gothic wannabes. " Out loud his opinion differed 
radically, "Think you could help me out?" He didn't 
bother to wait for a response; "I missed the ferry home 
. . . if you're headed that way would you mind taking 
me over the river?" Kevin noted the odd dress of the 
boatman. He was clad head to toe in a long, archaic, 
black robe with the hood pulled down over his face. 
His hands, which were visible clasping the pole, were 
covered with thick leather gloves. 

Now there was a response. Slowly, unhurriedly, 
and without any apparent concern the raftman turned 
to study Kevin. 

Kevin looked back not unnerved by being unable 
to see the boatman's face. Of course, with the settling 
night he was hard pressed to see the black clad figure 
at all. Kevin's face suddenly contorted in a grin think
ing of how odd they must look together. Him in his 
Levi's jeans, Chicago Bull's sweater, and Nike shoes 
versus this guy's robe, gloves, and boat pole. 

"Two coins ... " the sound was quiet, airy, and would 
have been lost had their been a slight wind. The 
boatman's arm reached out, palm up, as if in antici
pation of something. 
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The sudden speech alarmed Kevin but only for a 
minute. It also presented him with an interesting prob
lem. Two coins? What did he mean by that? After con
sidering the request for a long moment Kevin 
shrugged, reached into his pocket, and pulled out a 
handful of change. He picked two quarters out of the 
mixture of coins, wondered how they had escaped the 
maw of the jukebox, and proceeded to lay them one 
on top of the other in the ferryman's hand. 

The outstretched hand closed and when he opened 
it again the coins were gone. Nothing else was said as 
he turned and grasped his pole with both hands ready 
to shove off. Kevin quickly hopped on the boat, plant
ing himself firmly in the center so as not to rock it. 
The figure never looked back to check his security, but 
instead used the pole to gently push them out into the 
water. 

The skiff traveled smoothly and extremely quickly. 
Deciding against conversation with his captain Kevin 
instead turned to watch the lights of the city, which 
seemed further away then ever. The ferryman did his 
job well, poling the boat through the water with an 
amazing rate of speed, but something wasn't right. 
Kevin watched as the sky began to lighten turning from 
deep black to light gray. 

"It can't be morning yet ... " Kevin muttered turn
ing his gaze to the ferryman. "The river isn't that wide. 
Aren't we almost there?" 

The raftman remained bent over his work as he 
easily moved the boat forward. The sky was still get
ting lighter, but not to its usual blue. It had become a 
sickly orange, and was rapidly darkening to a light red. 
Kevin scowled at the lack of an answer and looked back 
to the city. Then the problem hit him. They had been 
traveling forward for almost twenty minutes and the 
lights, the city itself, were getting further away . 

Kevin wasn't left to contemplate this long. The ho
rizon wavered once, and the hills briefly became as 
red as the sky. At first he mistook this for the after 
affects of his drink, but the time between flickers was 
slowly becoming less and less. 

"The hell ... ," he whispered. 
"Hades ... " It came as a whisper from the ferry-

man. 
With that whisper the sky darkened further, no 

longer resembling what it once was. It became a bloody 
crimson color with the moon and stars disappearing 
entirely. The landscape continued to twist and con
tort, but now the changes were permanent. The hills 
became jagged spires, the grass became red earth, and 
the buildings in the distance became a city of a differ
ent kind. 

Massive skyscrapers twisted into outlandish tow
ers. Houses vanished and were replaced by warped 
citadels. The roads seemed to have been flipped up on 
their sides creating a huge wall with barred gates at 

random intervals. Directly in front of the raft was a 
huge arch barred close save for two smaller openings 
at the bottom. Through these openings stood huge 
lines of ... people ... animals ... .it was impossible to 
tell what. Hunched over figures some walking up
right, some not, some wearing clothes, others not, all 
moaning terribly. 

Kevin backed to the edge of raft and nearly fell 
off when he turned to the water. He paled as he looked 
into what had once been a placid river. Disgusting, 
tortured faces rose up from the water to leer at him. 
Their mouths opening to scream at him soundlessly 
before being forced away by another face. They 
seemed to beg for mercy, jaws hanging open, trying 
to give words to an agony that could not be expressed. 
He whirled back to the shore staring at the creatures 
lined up outside the gates, and then he caught sight 
of the message engraved in massive letters on the 
stone of the arch. 

ABANDON HOPE ALL YE WHO ENTER HERE 

Kevin whirled looking back the way the skiff had 
come. Faintly, off in the distance, he caught a glimpse 
of the black sky of night. He bent his legs, about to 
leap into the water and swim, but the despondent 
souls seemed to rise higher than before. The raft con
tinued forward, beginning to approach the shore, and 
when Kevin looked over his shoulder he saw a mas
sive canine, with two, no, three heads standing be
tween the gates. 

"No ... ," Kevin whispered in horror, "No!" He 
prepared to jump off the raft regardless of the conse
quences. 

The Ferryman was suddenly beside him at the 
back of the skiff. He no longer carried the pole. In
stead his hand sought and grasped Kevin's, holding 
it in a vice like grip. The boatman kneeled, forcing 
Kevin down beside him and thrust both their hands 
into the tumultuous water. Kevin bit back an agonized 
cry as the water burned worse then any acid he had 
encountered. Despite the moans of the souls in the 
water and the wailing of those waiting to enter the 
gates, the words of the ferryman were clear. 

"Very few ... " 
All Kevin could feel was the awful, burning pain 

in his hand The abominations in the water seemed to 
gravitate towards his hand, but stop when they were 
just about to touch. 

"Encounter me more than once ... " 
The moans grew even louder and shore was ap

proaching. Creatures were turning away from the 
gates to study the approaching raft. 

"But Clotho has spun your thread ... " 
The burning sensation in Kevin's hand, still held 

fast in the water by the ferryman, was slowly being 
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replaced by a terrible cold. He fought to pull his hand 
out of the water, but even his best effort failed to 
weaken the boatman's awful grip. 

"Lachesis has determined its length ... " 
They couldn't be more then ten feet from shore 

and Kevin panicked. He struck out at the black clad 
form again and again to no avail. 

"Atropos will cut it ... " 
"Let me go, damn you!" screamed Kevin, no 

longer able to feel his hand. 
"But ... " 
The wailing grew even louder. All those in line at 

the gates were now watching the struggle on the raft. 
"Your thread ... " 
With three loud barks the tri-headed dog ad

vanced on the craft. 
"Has not yet ... " 
The ferryman suddenly stood yanking both their 

hands out of the water. Kevin stared in astonishment 
that despite the sensations, it was unscathed. 

"Been cut ... " With this final whisper the ferry
man shoved Kevin, propelling him off the boat and 
into the water. 

Burning! His skin was on fire; hands were grab
bing his arms, his legs, his neck, and pulling him 
downwards. The tormented spirits of the water would 
finally have their desire. But, despite what his mind 
realized as his destiny, his ... fate he felt strangely 
calm. A thousand spots danced across his vision and, 
of all things to think of, he remembered his college 
classes. He was swimming in the Styx! The river of 
the dead. The boatman was most surely Charon 
and ... and ... and the world, the pain, the hands, it 
was all getting further away. So very far away. 

"Kevin Laren?" A voice. 
A voice? Is this heaven? Hell? Hades? 
"Kevin Letren." 
The voice is loud, but even it cannot overpower 

the continual beeping. Who am I? 
"Kevin, you have to wake up." 
I am Kevin, aren't I? They are calling to me. 
Before the Doctor could call a third time,Kevin's 

eyes slowly opened and closed in a series of blinks. 
The painfully bright hospital room was loaded with 
state of the art equipment. The infernal noise was a 
heart-rate monitor. The beeping was currently slow, 
steady, and oddly relaxing. But the very presence of 
the machine suggests that at one point it wasn't. 

"Welcome back, Kevin." The doctor was a tall, 
lean individual with glasses and short black hair. He 
carried a clipboard under one arm a pen in the other, 
and he wrote even as he spoke. 

'Tm ... alive?" Kevin whispered. 
"Barely. Someone saw you floating face down in 

the river. Near as we can figure you managed to fall 
in." The doctor looked at him critically. "You were 
most of the way gone when you arrived here, but af
ter we pumped all the river-water and alcohol out, 
you improved dramatically." 

Kevin closed his eyes, murmuring, 'Tm alive ... " 
again and again to himself. 

Smiling and shaking his head the doctor hung 
his clipboard back on the foot of the bed. "We'll keep 
you here awhile for observation, and a psychiatrist 
will be visiting for the usual questions. I'd advise rest
ing up." He shook his head and commented in a frank 
tone of voice, "You look like you've been to hell, and 
back." 

Kevin's eyes opened slowly and he looked at the 
doctor a long moment before rasping, "Hades ... , and 
back." 
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The National Council of Teachers of English sponsors 
two writing award programs, the Promising Young 
Writers for eighth graders and the Writing Achievement 
Awards for eleventh graders. Each school nominates 
one or more students, based on enrollment. The stu
dents submit a best work writing sample and complete 
a two-hour imprompu writing based on a prompt pro
vided by NCTE. More detailed guidelines, deadlines, 
and application forms can be found at www.ncte.org. 
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The National Council of Teachers of English (NCTE) Achievement Awards in Writing recognizes excellence in two 
types of writing produced by high school juniors. Students are nominated by English teachers from their own high 
schools in the late fall of their junior year. These papers are evaluated and ranked by teams of judges in each state, 
usually a college writing professor and a high school composition teacher. The highest ranking papers are sent to the 
National Council of Teachers of English for recognition. The application forms are available from NCTE in October. 
Excellent information as well as application forms are available on the NCTE web site www.ncte.org. 

l~PQ.O~PTU TOPIC A-OUALITl6-6 Of A Ll6-12.0/l.Jb._Q.OIN6-
Assume you have been invited as a guest editor to submit an article about "Heroes/Heroines of the New Millennium" 
to your school's newspaper or Web page. Write the article in which you present those qualities that, in your opinion, 

define a hero or heroine. Use your reading, own experience, and observations of others as your support. 

When hearing the word hero, thoughts immedi
ately go to great people such as George Washington, 
Abraham Lincoln, and Franklin Delano Roosevelt. 
These three men are excellent examples of heroes from 
the past. In times of war, they stepped up and brought 
the nation to victory. Yet, there is a limited place for 
the war heroes of the past in today's society. With new 
problems to deal with, more is asked from a hero than 
ever before. No longer expected to just be a strong 
man with a gun, heroes are expected to have a deli
cate balance of strength, compassion, intelligence, and 
principle. As difficult as this balance is to achieve, 
there are examples of it seen every day. 

Strength of character is vital to any hero. To gain 
the title hero, a person is generally put through a test. 
Determination, self-confidence, and faith in one's self 
are all need to pass the test. To see this kind of strength, 
one needn't look any further than someone overcom
ing a disability. Steven Hawkings has been forced to 
go through so much to achieve what he has. Limited 
to a wheelchair and communication through a com
puter, Hawkings has managed to become a leader in 
the field of astrophysics. The strength and resolve it 
took to achieve this is an inspiration to many. He is 
truly a hero to anyone who has had to overcome an 
obstacle. 

A hero today not only has to demonstrate 
strength but also caring. Heroes are no longer the 
muscle men of old. A strong heart is just as important 
as a strong arm. Mary Jo Copeland has proved time 
and again that a gentle touch is just as powerful as a 
hard one. Copeland runs an organization called Shar
ing and Caring Hands. This organization provides 
meals, clothing, and shelter to homeless in the Min
neapolis area. Copeland has dedicated her life to help
ing others. The caring and compassion that she gives 
every day is equal to what many of us give in a year. 
Not only does she run Sharing and Caring Hands, 
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Copeland has also built Mary's Place, a shelter for 
families and she has plans to build an orphanage. 
Copeland has dedicated her life to helping others, 
especially children. She has touched the lives of so 
many, not only those she helps, but those who help 
her as well. Her kindness makes her a hero. 

Not all heroes are nationally recognized or de
voted to others. Heroes are seen in the everyday 
world. From the child who uses humor to diffuse a 
tense situation at home to the police officer whose 
quick thinking saves the life of another, people have 
used intelligence to become heroes. The modern 
world has such complex problems that a person must 
use careful thought to make any decision. 

A hero does what he or she does for many rea
sons. Many are inspired by their principles. It is diffi
cult to stick to a principle when there are many op
posed to you. Mahatma Gandhi and Martin Luther 
King, Jr. are two examples that readily leap to mind 
when someone thinks of those who have fought 
against the majority, but they are only two of many. 
Every year, thousands of walkers turn out for the 
Minnesota AIDS walk. They raise money for the Min
nesota AIDS Project. Believe it or not, many have re
ceived opposition from peers. Many people still see 
AIDS as a homosexual disease or they think the only 
people who contract it are those who live risky lives. 
By walking, people raise money for education and 
treatment. These people stand up to the opposition 
and support a cause that they truly believe in. 

A new century comes with new heroes. These 
heroes will be very different from heroes of the past 
and many different from each other but one thing is 
sure. These people will show strength of character to 
stand up for what they believe in. They will demon
strate caring and willingness to serve others. They 
will use thought and careful planning to achieve what 
they dream. 
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"With glory and passion no longer in fashion, the hero breaks his blade . .. " Kansas: Masque 

With these simple lines, the Kansas rock band strives to 
epitomize what many feel today is the reality on heroism. 
No longer do we fight battles with only a sword and our 
wits to defend us. No grandiose ceremonies parade though 
the streets in celebration of an enemy defeated. Our litera
ture, too, has altered significantly since the times of the 
mighty Hercules or the wise King Arthur. Newspapers and 
magazines have gradually replaced folktales and mythol
ogy to a point where many of these ancient heroes and hero
ines are scarcely remembered. Those silent paladins we read 
about today often have no super-human abilities, and tend 
to fight their battles in ignominy. Some may say that there 
are no true heroes in the modern world at all. Yet, in order to 
accurately draw this conclusion, one must first determine 
what qualities define a hero, which set him apart from his 
fellows. 

"Cast the shadow long, that I may hide my face ... " the 
song continues, though the words remain cryptic. Is public 
identification a necessary part of heroism, or merely a re
sult? If one were to completely analyze all of the heroes ever 
recorded, he may or may not find this similarity. There are, 
however, a few common likenesses found in just about all 
heroic figures. The first and most obvious point would be 
that a hero must face some kind of problem or crisis. Also, 
this crisis cannot, in general, be something widespread or 
dealt with by a majority. As a brief example, a short story 
was published recently in the Sky and Telescope magazine 
about a young woman who was walking home one night. It 
was basically a personal response about how peaceful life 
on a star would be, as opposed to life in a city. The fact that 
the woman was looking at the stars does not make her a 
hero, despite how moving her paper may have been to those 
who read it. A second characteristic, which most definitely 
qualifies a hero, would be that he has to display some kind 
of moral strength or will when dealing with the given crisis. 
Hundreds of men and women fought for Civil Rights dur
ing the Seventies. Yet, a few names, Martin Luther King, Jr. 
in particular, stand out in our minds. Unquestionably, there 
had to have been others like him who also sacrificed their 
lives for the cause; why do they go unnamed? In many ways, 
Martin Luther King is a perfect example of a modern hero. 
Not only did he face a huge injustice, but he also took action 
with a greater moral effort and determination than could ever 
have been expected. 

Archetypically, heroes are either born or gifted with 
some kind of superior power. Hercules had his incredible 
strength, Perseus, the magic sword of the nymphs, even the 
more recent Geronimo was believed to be impervious to 
bullets. Most people no longer believe in supernatural pow
ers or abilities, though many of us would still seek them in 
one they might call a hero. What, then, could a modern hero 
possess that might replace the strength of a god or the wings 
of an eagle? In truth, most of the conflicts in our lifestyle no 

longer require such physical prerequisites. With our grow
ing technology, more and more men and women are ac
quiring jobs where one's brain, rather than brawn, is asso
ciated. Therefore, one could conclude that a hero today 
would possess above-average intelligence or, perhaps, 
heightened compassion. Such people may be the scientists 
who developed the human-genome project to help study 
illnesses like hemophilia or Down's syndrome. 

A fourth and final characteristic displayed by almost 
every hero in history is that the person must have some 
kind of influence on either another individual, or a group. 
A classic example from the 13th Century would be King 
Arthur himself. As a man, he was reputably not much to 
look at; yet some of Arthur's ideals, such as chivalry and 
respect, have survived the trial of time and become a part 
of society today. One cannot be a hero and remain isolated 
from humanity. Throughout history, people have looked 
to heroes and heroines for leadership and support, and 
neither one of these can be granted from one who does not 
make himself a part of his surroundings. This point is also 
somewhat connected with the second above, as one's moral 
character and judgment is shown the most strongly when 
dealing with a crisis in a public setting. 

"Knowledge and reason change like the seasons." The 
song concludes with a statement that could not be closer to 
the truth. Where we once sought heroes whose mighty 
swords could cleave away the foes that surrounded us, we 
now study, in silence, those who face and overcome adver
sity today. Though the days of fire-breathing dragons and 
armies of the dead are over, nightmares do exist in other 
forms and wearing other masks. Some of the most domi
nant of these are disease, discrimination, and even loss of 
one's own moral up-holdings. Sometimes it seems that en
emies surround us on all sides, and the only escape is to 
run and hide. Yet the world is filled with many silent he
roes, and it is these people who have been our comforters 
and our guides in times of trial. They may not rise up on 
flying carpets, or even carry magic swords, but they travel 
amongst us to ease our burdens and offer their services. 
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Arrow-tipped sunrays gilded the thirty-something 
man's vibrantly oily Russell-Crowe-length hair. The taut 
muscles of his arms rippled as he reached forward to tap 
the nametag propped on the corner of his desk. I looked at 
it. "James Swaggerton, Professional Twentieth-Century Hero, " 
I read aloud. 

"That's me," the handsome man assented with a smile 
that caused the bronze statues that were ranged in front of 
the plate-glass windows behind me to melt, chocolate-style, 
with infatuated sighs. I was less easily taken in. 

Looking James Swaggerton straight in the eye, I re
marked, "It looks like your nametag is a little out of date." 

"That's okay. I'm going to go buy a new one at Kinko' s 
this afternoon." 

"No, no, what I mean is that you're out-of-date. The 
twenty-first century has arrived, pal, and that means that 
the definition for the word hero must be revised and mod
ernized. And I have a feeling that twenty-first-century he
roes and heroines will be less about brawn and buffoonery, 
salary and star-power, and more about heroism in the clas
sical sense." 

"Whaddya mean?" growled Swaggerton, jabbing an 
expensive cigar between his roughly chiseled lips. 

"Well, let's think about it. What qualities do you think 
define a hero?" 

"Swagger, sex appeal, a smoldering gaze, a photoge
nic body ... " he recited automatically. 

I groaned. "How I define a hero is a bit different, I'm 
afraid. First of all, I believe that a true hero must have an 
expansive vision. He or she must be able to see 'the big 
picture' ... " 

Swaggerton's face was getting red. My impertinence 
appeared to anger him. "Now, you look here, missy. .. " he 
interrupted. 

"Secondly, a hero must be serene, not short-tempered," 
I continued as though I had not heard him. "He ought to 
save his anger for important issues - racism, homopho
bia, and sexual violence, to name a few - rather than ex
ploding with ire whenever a reporter knocks on his door ." 

"So that's what you mean by vision? Not vision as in 
television?" 

"No, I hear that many television actors (and rappers 
and football players) actually don't have much vision of 
their own." 

"But what good is a vision if you don't have the guts 
to implement it?" 

"A good point, Mr. Swaggerton. A hero must have the 
courage and initiative to actualize the ideals that he or she 
believes in. But remember: courage is not the same thing 
as Hollywood-style machismo. True courage is more subtle, 
more self-risking. 

"Many of these athletes and singing sensations that we 
lionize today are not real heroes, in my opinion. It may be 
true that these celebrities courageously overcame many dif
ficult obstacles on their path to greatness, but they were 
often motivated to do so by self-centeredness and greed for 
fame and money, not by love for mankind." 

Swaggerton sneered. "Who believes in 'pure love for 
mankind' these days? It's not the Middle Ages anymore. 
In this modern world, it's each man for himself." 

"Be careful, Mr. Swaggerton. You're letting your un
heroic side slip more and more into plain view every minute. 
As for 'pure love for mankind,' why, it was embodied by 
numerous men and women of the most recent centuries! 
Take Martin Luther King, Jr. and Mahatma Gandhi, who 
raised a banner for peace, freedom, equality, and a brother
hood of man. Or the British philosopher Bertrand Russell, 
who denounced religious bigotry and war crimes in the 
same breath. Those are only a few examples, but they clearly 
demonstrate that the early, innocent, revolutionary ideals 
of 'Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity' are certainly not dead." 

Swaggerton raised his eyebrows incredulously. "Did 
you mention philosophers? Balderdash! Philosophers and 
intellectuals can't be heroes. They're too academic, cooped 
up in libraries all day long." 

"Bertrand Russell was not. He gave charismatic lec
tures around the world, traveling on a exhaustively packed 
schedule." 

"Well, you still haven't addressed my point that intel
lectuals can't be heroes because they're too academic and 
too idealistic. They don't belong to the real world." 

"Many of them do, actually. But you bring up an im
portant point, Mr. Swaggerton. A true hero must be a real
ist; he must not shut his eyes to the limited amount of re
sources and supporters that he has to live with. 

"As for what you say about intellectuals, however, I 
believe that a hero must appreciate all the things that have 
the potential to help mankind advance: science, art, math
ematics, music, friendship, love. And to be able to attach 
himself to these things, he must be sufficiently detached 
from power-lust and money-lust." 

Swaggerton listened in sullen silence. "Is that all?" 
"I know it's a lot. .. " 
"It's far too much to ask from any one person! Who do 

you think is going to replace me if you get rid of me?" 
"No one," I laughed. "I don't think much of this idea 

of giving heroes million-dollar offices that overlook New 
York City. The power might go to their head. The great 
thing about heroism is that anyone can attain a bit of it. We 
can all be a little bit heroic - just enough to be useful, not 
enough to be proud. 

"I know a guy who risked losing his best friend by 
breaking her confidence so that she would get help for a 
dangerous health problem. A girl acquaintance of mine is 
always mediating arguments between her friends." 

"Little things like that count,.hmm?" 
"That's what I believe." 
"So this is what you came up to my office to tell me?" 

James Swaggerton, Professional Twentieth-Century Hero, 
mused aloud. 

"Yeah. Also, to tell you that the police are coming by 
here any minute to get those bronze statues that you filched 
from the Metropolitan Museum of Art." 

Swaggerton blanched. 
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Imagine that you have been invited by the school board to be part of a team chosen to help teens cope with stress and 

pressure. Write a letter to the group explaining how you balance the stress and pressures in your life. 

To tvie IM,elM,beYs of tvie scviooL bocwol: 

How do I deal with stress? Hmm ... an interesting query, 
especially considering I'm hardly sure I can deal with stress 
at all. However, I suppose the fact that you have taken the 
time to honor me with your recognition and the dually im
portant fact that I am here and not in a mental hospital would 
tend to show that I am capable of answering this question. 

I see my two most important coping methods for stress 
and pressure being a sense of humor and an ability to "move 
on." To fully explain the merits of the methods, I shall take 
you through scenes in my typical pressure-filled day to show 
you their effectiveness. 

~ Morning 
Breep 
mmmphhh ... 
Breeeeeeep. 
" ... oh no ... not again ... " 
"Good morning folks. It's 5:30 and this is J.P.-the-radio-slave 

with your morning weather report ... " 
"All right, all right, I'm up," I occasionally mutter to 

myself at the sound of the alarm for school in the morning. 
The stress of waking up at the bleary-eyed hour of 5:30 a.m. 
to, of all people, "J.P. the radio slave," is enough to frustrate 
anybody. 

However, my thinking is: what good is it going to do 
for me to lie here on my back thinking about how badly I 
want to just roll over and go back to sleep if I know I'm just 
going to have to get up later and be even more pressed for 
time? Not a whole lot, I'll tell you. So I say - get past it, 
and move on. Because, once you've finally gotten yourself 
out of bed - what more is there to be stressed about? When 
you get over with it, the problem's out of your path, and 
you're free to move on. 

~ Early morning 
At my school, the time before classes begin is consid

ered a time for major social gatherings. So, naturally, I seek 
out my friends, and more importantly, my "special friend" 
Andrew, who I'd kind of like to be more than friends with, if 
you know what I mean. Our exchange occurs like this: 

Me: Hi! How are you? 
Him: Pretty OK. I'm tired. You? 
Me: Uh, yeah. Tired. Me, too. 
Him: Hey, I've got to go talk to Christine. See you after 

social studies, OK? 
Me: ... sure, I guess ... 

WHAT?! What kind of conversation is that? Of course, 
I'd like to go over and wring the neck of the next person I 
see - it's stressful trying to maintain some sort of social 
life, especially when boyfriends and almost-boyfriends and 
"guy-friends" are a part of the equation- but that would 
be hazardous to my health and theirs. Instead, I advocate 
countering the flaky conversationalist with a jovial, "Cool. 
See ya." Then STOP DWELLING ON IT. What good does 
it do to add stress by obsession over another person's most 
miniscule actions? It's better just to catch them later and 
voice your concerns than freak out. 

~ Afternoon 
It never fails. 
Some days it's my parents, some days it is a counselor 

or teacher. Anyhow, one sidles up to me and says some
thing along the lines of: 

"Mercedes, you're just doing so well in classes that I'd 
thought I'd tell you about a new opportunity for you to ... " 

My first inclination, of course, is to go berserk, grab 
the person by the shoulders, and scream, "Don't you see I 
have enough to do ~ with m classes and the pres
sure to get A:s in all of them, extracurricular activities, a 
social life, work, and getting enough sleep besides?!! I'm 
not some kind of human draft animal!! 

Of course, violence is never the best way to get leeway, but 
then neither is just accepting what everyone has in store 
for you. Therefore, I like to use my sense of humor to quell 
this stressful situation by saying, in a joking manner: 

"Phew. I don't know. I've got a lot on my plate now. 
Could this wait?" 

Making light of a situation that is stressful in nature helps 
in two ways. First it amicably shows the listener that you 
are experiencing some tough times. Second, a little humor 
makes the load of pressure lessen some because [pow!] 
suddenly things don't seem so bad. 

My father always likes to say, in the morning, not "Have a 
good day" but "Make it a good day." Because how your 
day turns out really depends on your attitude and your 
coping style for stress. If one is able to neutralize and then 
get past the pressure, stress is no longer a "big deal." 

Hope this helps. 

Sincerely, MeYceoles °B,UYV\,S 

Richfield High School, grade 11 
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Unlike the Writing Achievement Award, there is only one prompt given for the impromptu writing for the Promis
ing Young Writers award. The 2001 prompt asked the eighth graders: "If you were asked to name the most valuable 
thing you own that was not bought in a store, what would it be? Explain why it is valuable to you." 

PRO~l61Nc;' youNc:;-\\IRIT6-R6 l~PRO~PTU 
\\/LllTNb.. Y fLOQ., Scott Highlands Middle School, grade 8 

I think the most valuable thing anyone can pos
sess is an enemy. Not just a person with whom you 
argue, but a true enemy. A true enemy owns you the 
way you own them. Every action one of you makes, 
the other responds to. You are joined by strings, but 
you are both puppet and puppeteer. Enemies are the 
most precious things to have. They will show you how 
to deal with life. 

My nemesis was Natalie. Almost for as long as I 
can remember, she's been there. At first we were 
friends, but that had been when we were too young to 
care about our differences. I knew her as completely 
as I knew myself. I never had any intention of using 
this knowledge to hurt her. 

Neither of us meant to hate the other. We drifted 
apart for a time while we learned how the world 
worked. When we met again, we were too different 
and too stubborn to be friends. 

Natalie was now one of the crowd. She needed 
people around her at all times to feel like herself. I felt 
that I lost my identity in the crowds she loved so much. 
We withdrew from each other. 

I don't remember who made the first move. We 
both began to hurt each other. She used her place 
amongst our peers, and I used my intellect and na
ture. We ridiculed each other constantly, but we were 
not yet enemies. 

Natalie crossed the line first. She still knew more 
about me than most people could hope to. She knew 
what I hated most about myself, and she announced 
these faults. What was particularly devastating about 
this blow was the people she told. She found those 
whose respect I wanted most, and told them. 

It was then that Natalie became my enemy. It was 
then that I started to learn from her. She taught me 
about betrayal. I learned to cope with it and to under
stand it. From there, I learned to get over it. I did not 
forgive her for her lesson. 

I struck back. I humiliated her in front of her 
friends; I drew tears from her eyes. I learned about 
guilt. I learned to avoid it in the first place. I learned 
not to go too far. I also learned how to ignore it if I 

wanted to. I did not feel guilty for long about hurt
ing her. 

Natalie taught me many things in the years that 
followed. 

She taught me about anger. I learned to control 
it, or even focus it. I found out how to quell it if I 
needed to. 

She taught me to form alliances. With her friends 
backing her up, I was an easy target. I built and 
joined small groups when I needed protection. 
Natalie had forced me into society but outnumber
ing me. I learned to live with people and still be 
myself. I learned how to be happy in the company 
of others. She had taught me to make friends. 

One of the most important lessons of the enemy 
is about you. Natalie brought out all my bad points: 
She showed me just how vengeful, hard-headed, and 
cruel I could be. Once I knew these things existed 
inside of me, I learned to hate and fear them. • My 
enemy made me a better person. 

She also exposed all of my weak points. She 
showed me exactly where I bled. I knew where to 
reinforce and protect myself. 

Natalie helped me to define myself. My under
standing of myself stems from her lessons. She 
taught me everything I needed to know about life 
before I entered high school. 

We didn't attend the same high school, so we 
didn't see each other for a few years. We met again 
in college, and she had one more lesson for me. 

When I saw her standing outside the science 
building, I called her name. After all those years of 
abuse, we smiled at each other. We even hugged 
before we parted ways again. We were no longer 
children, insecure about ourselves and needing an 
enemy. We were people who had gone down the 
same road. 

Everything Natalie had done to me was over
ridden by the person she had become. She had 
taught me this last lesson: true forgiveness. For this, 
and everything you taught me, I thank you. My most 
precious enemy, I thank you. 
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PRO~l61Nc;' youNc:;-\\IRIT6-R6 l~PRO~PTU 
LlALI T!JUQ.~b..Q.. Annunciaction School, grade 8 

The tiny stitches lined each piece of cloth. Each stitch followed the other in a perfect row. My 
mother's delicate fingers slid the long silver needle back and forth along each patch. 

As my mother laid her gaze upon me, she smiled. I could hear the sweet lullaby she often sang to 
me under her breath. 

"When will it be done, Mom?" I remember asking in an urgent tone. 
"Soon, Hali. I'm nearly finished." 
I saw my mother tie the last knot, and cut the string a few minutes later. I couldn't wait to see the 

quilt. I was filled with so much energy that I jumped up and down with delight. 
I watched her straighten up the room and carefully fold up the quilt. It had taken a little over two 

years for her to finish the quilt, and I had been nagging her about it ever since I could speak. 
"Can I see it now, Mommy?" 
"In a moment, Hal. Hold your horses." 
She walked over to the table and lifted the quilt into her arms. 
"Come upstairs. Let's see how it looks on your bed." 
As we climbed the stairs, I couldn't take my eyes off it. We entered my room and she laid the quilt 

across the bed. 
The intricate patterns and beautiful colors overwhelmed me. My mom made that quilt just for me! I 

thought to myself. I gave my mom a huge hug and I thanked her. Then I snuggled under the quilt and fell 

asleep. 

The quilt my mother made for me is my most prized possession because she made it just for me 
and she put so much hard work into it. I really admire her because she never used a sewing machine once. 
Every small stitch she did by hand. Each one following the other in a perfectly straight row. 
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Jb..ANtvJAR.lb.. Z. !:>UR. TNb..66. Champlin Park High School 

The Champlin Par~ High School Humanities students visit the Minneapolis Institute of Arts to view works from the time periods 
we have been studying. Some students _have ~nly experienced art through the color plates in books, slides, videos, and posters. 
Small groups spend about an hour touring with the MIA docents, who share fascinating bits of art history and who encourage the 
s~udents t~ talk abo_ut t~e s_elected art works. Each student then has about an hour to go back and write about one piece that he or she 
fin~s p_articularly zntri$~zng. Four types of rat~er generic_p~ompt questions guide their observations to help them create an art 
review._ factually describing_ the art work; analy~zng the arti_stic design and media techniques used; summarizing and interpreting 
the topic or s_tory suggested zn the _art war~; and finally, forming an educated judgment. Students share their papers with classmates 
and ~aY_ write poem;: ~ased on t~is experience. [For examples of poems written based on this activity, see "Turning a Required Art 
Review znto a Poem in the Spring 2001 Minnesota English Journal.] 

\ VLl!Th-PLUfv1h-6 e, Y .Ub.Nl2.I tv1A Tl66b. 
E>R.IANNA C!Jlb..6. Champlin Park High School, grade 11 

Henri Matisse's White Plumes is a portrait of a 
woman. The woman is wearing light-colored clothing 
and an elaborate, light colored hat. The woman's facial 
features a~e distinct -- thin eyebrows, large, dark eyes, 
a long, thm nose, and "cupid's bow" lips. She looks 
somewhat like a mix of Anjelica Huston and Demi 
~oore. The woman doesn't have a particular expres
s10n on her face. The rosy color of the woman's skin is 
realistic. The colors used in the piece contrast - the 
woman's rosy skin and ivory colored clothing contrasts 
with her dark hair and the bold, crimson background. 
The use of color in the woman's skin and clothes, the 
feathery hat, and curved lines in the portrait give it a 
soft look. The textures in the painting are simulated, as 
demonstrated by the feathery trim on the woman's hat. 
The shapes in the portrait are soft-edged and 
biomorphic. The painting is oil on canvas. 

The face of the woman seems to be one area of em
phasis in the portrait. The facial features are shaded 
very nicely, which makes the features stand out and 
look realistic. The face is also framed by black and white 
teardrop-shaped objects, coming down off the hat. The 
hat ~s g;eatly e~phasized as well, demonstrated by 
Matisses techmque of simulating the texture of the 
feathers by using greys, whites, and beiges, as well as 
curved strokes on the trim. Matisse creates creases in 
the robe-like dress of the woman by using thick strokes 
for ~hading. The composition of the portrait is mainly 
vertical and the piece is quiet and bold at the same time 
-- the woman with her ivory dress and expressionless 
face is serene, but her hat and the contrast of colors are 
very dramatic. 

The feeling of the piece, as touched on above, is a 
contrast of emotions. The woman is calm and peace
ful, but the extravagant hat and bold color make the 
piece dramatic as well. The title, White Plumes, refers to 
t~e feathers on t~e hat, which supports the interpreta
tion of a dramatic feel. The title also has a hint of mys-

tery, because it doesn't tell who the woman is -- it fo
cuses on her hat. White Plumes was created in 1919 in 
France. Matisse was part of the Fauvism period of art. 
The Fauvist style consisted of violent distortion, bril
liant, bold, and outrageous coloring (as demonstrated 
in White Plumes), flowing images, two-dimensional sur
faces, and flat color areas. Matisse painted pictures with 
a goal in mind: to "unravel the tensions of modern ex
istence" (Sporre 537). Matisse painted with bold 
strokes, and color and line were "indivisible devices" 
(538) to him. Matisse was a "major force in twentieth
cei:it~ry art" (Cunningham 359) and was the "leading 
spmt of the fauves" (359). This piece was painted 
maybe to have an escape of the mind from the gloom 
of the war, as it was painted around the time of World 
War I. Matisse might also have painted this to contrast 
with the style of the Expressionists at the time, whose 
works were melancholy and foreboding. 

I really do like this piece. While in the room at the 
Minneapolis Institute of Arts, I was supposed to be 
looking at other Fauvist pieces of art, full of bright col
ors, but my eye was drawn toward this one. I love the 
contrasting colors and the detail, especially of the hat. 
The painting has a dreamy, pensive quality to it, and I 
like the mysterious quality to it that makes you won
der who the woman is. This portrait is something I 
would hang on my wall. This painting may not have 
been as successful as some of Matisse's other works 
which use more color, but Matisse demonstrates skill 
in the painting of texture, lines, shading, and expres
sion. This is an important work of art because it is clas
sified into a style that is very free and unique for the 
time it was painted. 

Works Cited 
Cunningham, Lawrence. Culture and Values: A Survey of the Western 
Humanities, Vol II. 

Sporre, Dennis J. The Creative Impulse. 
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fQAfvk:. E, Y c.LJuc~ CLO 6b.= PLlOTOR.~ALl6tv1 AND CONC~PTUALl6tv1 
ROE> YN 6 TARR.. Champlin Park High School, grade 11 

The subject of this painting is the face of a man. 
It's painted completely in different shades of gray. The 
colors are not true to life, but rather to a black and 
white photograph. The lines of the painting are very 
realistic. They range from very thick, like those of his 
glasses, to very tiny and thin, like those of the count
less hairs on the face, neck and head. Like the human 
face, not a single line is perfectly straight. Light and 
shadowing play a big role in conveying the illusion of 
space. It actually makes his nose look three-dimen
sional. The materials Close used to paint this piece 
were acrylic on canvas. The paint is airbrushed onto 
the canvas, and the grid technique is used to help Close 
know exactly where to paint. This technique was 
needed to transform the picture from photographed 
sized to very large. 

Reality is the most important factor in this piece. 
Attention is paid to every last detail. It has a vertical 
composition, which is quiet and static. "Frank" seems 
to be standing very still across from the viewer, and 
staring back at whomever is staring at him. The eyes 
are both solidly focused in the center, and there is no 
action taking place in the picture. The face in the piece 
is very realistic. Nothing is perfectly symmetrical, due 
to the fact that no real human face is perfectly sym
metrical. Close makes sure that even the slightest im
perfections of the human body were conveyed on the 
canvas, in such things as hair, flesh, and clothing. 

Close specifically designed the piece so that it 
would cause the viewer's eye to wander from one part 
of the painting to another. He does this through the 
careful detail that can be found everywhere on the 
canvas. Balance is emphasized through the use of light 
and shading. Human features are repeated in the hair 
and the pores on the skin. Many shadows cross the 
face, and reflections can be seen in the glasses. The 
patterns are regular and evenly dispersed. One could 
say that they are "perfectly imperfect." That is, they 
were made imperfect in order to reflect the image of a 
human face perfectly. 

There is a sort of relaxed seriousness that can be 
seen in the face. A sense of calm and confidence can 
be detected in the eyes that seem to be watching ev
erything that's going on in the room. The expression 
on the face is a bit arrogant, as though "Frank" knows 
that everyone is watching him, and that he is some
thing very interesting to look at. Elements play a huge 

role in the level of reality in the piece. Light and 
shadow, along with the fixed stare in the eyes con
vey the mood of the piece. The title of this piece is 
"Frank." This title, along with the painting itself, is 
focused on reality. It does not leave much room for 
interpretation of meaning. It lets the viewer know 
the artist wants to make the impression that there 
really is no hidden secret or mystery in the meaning 
of the work. The artist is Chuck Close, and this piece 
was collected by the John R. Van Derlip fund. Close 
is an American, and evidence of the revolutionary 
social movement taking place in the country during 
this time, can be seen in the painting. Examples of 
this are long, curly hair, an unshaven face, casual 
clothing, and the skyline reflected in the glasses. 
These things all represent a need to get away from 
conformity and getting back to reality (conformity 
as in conforming to past art periods and styles). 
"Frank" is a perfect example of 1960' s photorealism. 
"[Photorealism] plays in shaping our understanding 
of reality, and suggests obliquely that contemporary 
life is often centered more around manufactured than 
natural objects" (Sporre 600). The name of the move
ment itself shows that artwork of this time is cen
tered around the reflection of reality in everyday life. 
This is the general theme of the painting. The viewer 
can see the 1960' s fashion and culture. Urban culture 
is literally "reflected" in "Frank's" eyes. There is defi
nitely a laid-back, "do your own thing" attitude. This 
piece was created not only to make a social statement, 
but also to impress the viewer. It seems as though 
Close was challenging himself to see how real he 
could make the painting look. 

Personally, I love this piece. It looks so real that 
it's almost impossible for me to stop staring at it. It's 
three-dimensional type quality draws me in, and the 
details keep me there. It is not hard to tell that this 
painting is very successful. It is fun to watch people 
who walk by it, because they all have the same reac
tion to it. They just want to stare at it. Close accom
plished exactly what he was trying to do, and this is 
what makes him successful. It is so skillfully done 
that there is no question to his true artistic ability. I 
believe this piece is an important work of art. It is an 
example of human capability and it also makes some
what of a hidden social statement. 

Works Cited 

Sporre, Dennis J. The Creative Impulse. 
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12.b.J'.Jb._b._ Q.0 661. John Marshall HS, grade 11 

1:18 and I can't sleep 
Insomniac that should be beat 
Night reflects my eyes like day 
Midnight leaves fall where they may 

1:25 a statuette 
Of Mary glows on paper wet 
Rain on snow on windowsill 
Black on black on deep and shrill 

1:27 a waking dream 
7's lucky number scheme 
Shadows dull and pages gleam 
Reality just split a seam 

1:29 ajackelope 
Lost one glass eye and all its hope 
Ceramic scottie lying dead 
On its side without a head 

1:30 time is slowing down 
Mental loop flies 'round and 'round 
So fast my hands can't reach the ground 
So slow I lose the scratch of sound 

1:31 my mind is blank 
My chest's a home for arrow's shank 
The silver splatters on my wall 
Take on life and start to crawl 

Poetry 

1:31 and all is calm 
Except my mind with endless qualms 
Time meaning nothing more to me 
Than neverending vagaries 

1:31 I look around 
The furnace sighs the headache pounds 
Medieval sorcery in my head 
Spews forth these words of floating lead 

1:31 dust settles near 
On my head, on the mirror 
Caffeine sparkles in my eyes 
Is it that time stops or flies 

1:31 I'm falling down 
Swirling dizzy on the ground 
What does it mean, this inner gloom 
What does it mean, a life like Dune? 

1:31 and parallel 
So many authors, who can tell 
Which ones have it right or wrong 
Cacophony of fitting songs 

1:31 birds in my ear 
Morning suddenly so near 
Timeless night's been too much fun 
Sunrise. 7:31 

tv11NNb.60TA b.NGjU6l.J JOU12..NAL I VOLLitvlb. 3 7 I 6Pl2..IN(j" 2002 I \V12..ITIN(j" ,vo12..1<'.'..6!.Jop 

Personal Narrative 

f6.PA. 
~b._'1" AN E:>ANIC~. North High School, grade 11 

As I sat there reading the last test question on 
the test, I couldn't help but smile. Every week we 
had a test and every week one of the last questions 
was, "What are the letters after my name and what 
do they mean?" Of course, after two years, I knew 
the answer immediately. I quickly scribbled the 
answer, finished the last questions and quietly 
tread up to the front of the room. When I got there, 
I placed my paper on the small stack of completed 
exams then grabbed a piece of candy from the blue 
pail sitting on a stool. These treats seemed to have 
become another weekly tradition. 

Sister Joyce was my religion teacher for the 
majority of my middle school years. Her hair was 
silvery white with streaks of dark gray, the loss 
of pigment at an early age an idiosyncrasy inher
ited from her mother. This I know because, while 
teaching us that we had many things to be thank
ful to our parents for, she jokingly used this as an 
example. Beneath that hair was a face lined with 
shallow creases that formed a maze of elaborate 
intricacy. Eyes sparkled bright beneath her eye
brow, the kind of sparkle that in a youth would 
be called mischievous, but at this wise age was 
considered simply excited and full of life. 

Looking back, I can see these details clearly, 
but when in her presence, her personality was the 
particularly notable thing about her. Sister Joyce 
was a very outspoken and loud person. If she 
had an opinion, you would usually hear it. How
ever, she was an extremely caring person, very 
dedicated to teaching her students and to God. 
Genuine concern and interest was always obvi
ous when talking to her. 

Third hour every day, I hurried to Room Five 
with a feeling of excitement. There was a rush of 
anticipation upon entering, wondering what was 
going to happen in her class that day. Lessons 
often include lectures like I had never had before 
and I haven't had since. Everything she said was 
told with so much vivacity and enthusiasm, you 
couldn't help but enjoy the show. You could see 

the eagerness and anticipation on her face; she 
was so excited to teach us everything she knew. 
It was really an extravagant scene, with stories 
from real life, student demonstrations and pic
tures on the board. If we were lucky, we would 
get to have our lesson on the carpet, a small sec
tion of blue rug at one side of the room with many 
brilliantly colored pillows, all of different sizes, 
and tons of adorable stuffed animals. Once in a 
while, her two small dogs, Princess and Chi-Chi, 
would come to visit us. Even though we had a 
lot of fun in her classroom, we always learned 
even more. She had a way of being tough on 
you while still letting you enjoy yourself. 

When, near the end of seventh grade, Sister 
Joyce quietly and solemnly announced that she 
would not be coming back to teach us next year 
because she was retiring, I was stunned. Her exu
berance had become a constant in my daily life 
and I had been looking forward to spending an
other year in her class. Her leaving meant I 
wouldn't get to experience all of the fun things 
that her eighth grade class was famous for, such 
as a mime of the stations of the cross, going on 
our eighth grade retreat or volunteering at Shar
ing and Caring Hands Homeless Shelter. I didn't 
know what I would do without this woman who 
I had unknowingly become so attached to and 
who I truly respected. In the two years she taught 
me, I learned more from her than I have from 
any other teacher. She has helped to shape the 
morals and beliefs I still cherish today. 

The next year she was replaced with a new 
teacher and I only saw her once after that. 
Though I won't be tested on them ever again, I 
have saved every notebook and handout she 
gave to me. Even as those middle school years 
fade, her memory remains bright in my mind and 
her lessons will always be in my heart. I will 
never forget Sister Joyce Miller, F.S.P.A., a 
Franciscan Sister of Perpetual Adoration. 
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~R-6. AR T.lJUR 6 TON6-
Personal Narrative 

6Atv1ANT-LlA \/ALb._6ANO, Annunciation School, grade 7 

There was this old lady I knew. You would have 
known her as Mrs. Arthur Stone. But I have always 
known her as Grandma. Mrs. Arthur Stone/Grandma, 
or whatever you want to call her, isn't here anymore. 
She's dead, dead as a doornail. If you wanted to put it 
gently, you could say that she had pa_ssed aw_at But 
she didn't leave gently, for she committed suzczde. 

Mrs. Arthur Stone seemed to have a good life. I 
really wouldn't know though. I was only a child after 
all. No one tells you everything when you're a kid. 
She took away her own life when I was eleven years 
old. As far as I can remember, she always seemed to 
be happy when I was with her. Smiling all the time, 
happy with the entire blue green world (except for the 
person who was on the television co~m_ercia_l for I 
Can't Believe It's Not Butter! She never did hke him). If 
she hadn't died, I would be able to see her smile again. 

Grandma always wore ugly pastel pants. As far 
as I knew they came in three different colors, pink, 
turquoise, and brown. Years ago I snuck into her room 
and was looking through her dresser to see if she had 
any different prettier pants. Low and behold, can you 
imagine what I found in the top drawer? Socks! Yes, 
that's right, socks! Anyhow, in the bottom drawer I 
found something that scared me beyond anything I 
had ever seen on television (though that's not saying 
much since the only thing I ever watched was Sesame 
Street). I had found a whole drawer full of ... pink, tur
quoise, and brown pastel silk old lady ... shorts! I stood 
there, my mind in a frozen state of shock. I had never 
seen my grandma wear shorts! And here was proof 
that she did, a whole drawer full of them! If she hadn't 
killed herself, I might have seen her in those shorts. 

The one thing that made my Grandma very 
strange was that she was a terrible cook! Somehow 
she always managed to burn toast and make runny 
eggs every time I was there. Have you ever had a 
scrambled egg sandwich where the eggs are wet and 
soggy? Where if you tilt the sandwich on its side, liq
uid from the eggs run down your arm to your elbow 
where it spills out onto the floor? Where the toast is 
so crisp it snaps in half when you take a single bite? 
Where the eggs taste bitter from the burnt toast, and 
the toast tastes like ... burnt toast? I have, and let me 
tell you, it doesn't taste good. If she hadn't gone away, 
I might be gagging on one of her crispy black sugar 
cookies right now. 

My grandma always gave me an extra special 
present on Christmas. Last year around Christmas 

time we were sitting down to a plate of undercooked 
spaghetti and overcooked broccoli. After I !inished 
my spaghetti, my grandma served me some hme Jell
o for desert. While I was sucking the Jell-0 through 
my teeth and pushing it back out again onto my fork, 
Grandma Stone asked me the most exciting question 
to a child my age. "So? What do you want for Christ
mas?" 

I swallowed my Jell-0 and wiped the smile off 
my face with my napkin as I said quietly, "I want you 
to stop smoking." 

She had just lit a cigarette and was raising it to her 
mouth when I had answered her question. Her danc
ing eyes suddenly turned solemn as she whispered, 
"So do I, dear. So do I." With a shaking hand she 
slowly put the cigarette to her trembling lips. I couldn't 
watch so I looked away with tears in my eyes. 

That was the last day I saw her alive. When my 
mom came to pick me up, I gave Grandma Stone a 
warm embrace and told her how much I loved her. 
She squeezed me harder and whispered gently into 
my ear, 'Tm so sorry." When she loosened her hug, I 
looked into her misty eyes and felt as though I had 
learned something that I had not known about her 
before. Words cannot describe how sad I felt looking 
into her eyes. They looked lively most of the time. 
This time they seemed to be black holes, going on and 
on forever in their twirling mists of despair. 

It was painful when I learned of her death, but not 
surprising. I knew she was going to die soon. Every
one knew it, even she did. If she loved me as much as 
she said she did, she wouldn't kill herself. I'm not 
sure if she understood how much it hurt me some
times to see her, dying. Knowing it was coming to an 
end, but there being nothing for me to do. I don't know 
how she felt; we never really talked about it. We both 
pretended that she didn't smoke, that she wasn't com
mitting suicide. 

I try to forget about the pain that it caused me. 
How betrayed I felt. I thought she loved me, didn't 
want to ever leave me. Maybe I was wrong, or maybe 
I was right. Perhaps she hated smoking, wanted to 
quit. Perhaps secretly in her heart she was crushed 
every day. Wishing for me to be able to forgive her for 
what she was doing to me. Perhaps she cared and tried 
really hard to cut back, but couldn't. Perhaps every 
time she lit a cigarette and put it to her caressing lips, 
she cried. I wouldn't know, though. For she commit
ted suicide. 
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C.l.JR.16 TY tv1b._LIC.l.J. Apple Valley High School, grade 11 

The school bell, which was always a bit louder 
than it needed to be, clanged and echoed through 
the empty hallways. For everyone at Nicollet Jun
ior High, this signified the end of first period. For 
Sara and me however, it signified the end of yet 
another grueling gym class. 

Sara Turner was and is my absolute best 
friend. Even thought I'd only known her for a 
few months, I felt as if I could talk to her about 
anything. She has an overflowing source of op
timism, and she always knows the right thing to 
say. Sara's bright smile constantly radiates over 
her pale complexion, and her inquisitive eyes 
seem to sparkle in a mischievous way. 

"Will somebody please remind me why gym 
is a required class?" Sara asked sarcastically, as 
she pushed a piece of her auburn hair away from 
her face. I looked over at her and giggled, but 
didn't give a direct answer. By this time, our gym 
class was slowly making its way toward the 
locker rooms. We must have looked somewhat 
like a herd of sheep, the way we tottered along 
in one big blob, moving mechanically from one 
area to the other. As soon as we got to the locker 
room though, we completely lost the sheep men
tality. We were now scurrying around in differ
ent directions changing, primping, and generally 
trying to make ourselves look somewhat present
able. 

I looked up from the bench that I was seated 
on and noticed Sara, on the other side of the room, 
positioned in front of our locker room's only full
length mirror. Quickly, I ran my fingers through 
my hair and decided that I looked decent enou_gh, 
considering that twenty minutes ago I was spnnt
ing across the gym. 

"So, are we ready to go, Miss Queen of 
Sheba?" I asked Sara, her green eyes still glued 
to the mirror. 

TO E,b._ E,6-AUTlfUL 

"In a minute," she muttered. 
11 All right, but don't take too long," I smiled 

and gave her a sideways glance, "because Mr. 
Maronde and his exciting world of science are 
waiting for us." Sara looked over at me for a sec
ond and we both burst out laughing. Then, as if 
in a trance, her eyes were drawn back to the mir
ror. She was studying every detail of her reflec
tion intensely. Sara turned many times to get dif
ferent angles as she scanned every inch of her 
body. No matter how many times she looked 
though, her response was always the same. She 
would just sigh and frown and crinkle her eye
brows. Eventually she walked away from the 
mirror, but you could tell that she still wasn't sat
isfied. 

As we headed through the halls, I asked Sara 
if everything was okay. At first she didn't an
swer. She just kept walking with her head facing 
forward as if she hadn't heard a word I'd said. 
Then suddenly she stopped in the middle of the 
hall. She turned to face me, and for a few sec
onds we just stood there staring at each other. 
Sara opened her mouth as if she were going t~ 
say something, but then sighed and closed 1t 
again. There was a glazed over look in her eyes. 
You could tell she was deep in thought, and 
choosing her words very carefully. 

"Christy," she said slowly, "you're my best 
friend, and I think it's time I told you. I've been 
battling with bulimia for over a year now." 

I felt like I'd just been hit with a truckload of 
bricks. I had a thousand thoughts racing through 
my head, but somehow I was completely speech
less. What do you say to someone who has just 
confessed to having an eating disorder? Why 
hadn't I noticed this before? What was I sup
posed to do? Was there a way I could help her? 
My head was spinning. 
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"So, are we going to science or not?" I was 
jerked back into reality by Sara's calm voice. I 
couldn't believe it. She'd just told me her deep
est secret, and now she was acting like this was 
just another ordinary day. Science! That was the 
last thing on my mind. But I didn't really know 
what to say, so reluctantly I followed her to our 
science class. 

Weeks went on, and I still didn't know what 
to do. I wanted desperately to help her, but I'd 
never been in a situation like this before. I didn't 
even know where to begin. I felt so helpless, like 
I was wandering through an endless field, with 
no perception of where I was headed, and there 
was nobody in sight that could help guide me. 
Most of all, I was afraid of doing or saying any
thing that might make her worse. Because of this, 
I ended up not saying anything at all. 

Part of me thought her bulimia was just some
thing that she herself had to overcome, and the 
other part of me was simply in shock. It's funny 
how you can read about something in a maga
zine, or watch it on the news, but you never ac
tually picture it happening to you or anyone you 
know. I spent months ignoring the fact that my 
friend had a serious problem. Then one day, my 
world changed dramatically. 

I called Sara's house to ask about a math as
signment. Her brother answered the phone ca
sually, but his tone changed quickly when I asked 
to speak with Sara. 

"Uhhh ... she's not ... here right now," was the 
response that I was given. When I inquired about 
when she would be back, there was a long pause 
followed by muffled sounds. I could tell he was 
asking his mom, and she didn't sound too sure. 
When he came on the phone, he said in a brisk 
and almost annoyed voice, "I don't know, but not 
for a long time." 

I was somewhat puzzled by his answer, but I 
didn't think too much of it. I figured I would 
sort things out with Sara tomorrow at school. The 
only thing was, she wasn't at school the next day, 
or the day after that. A few days later I got a call 
from Sara. 

"Hi, Christy," she said in an expressionless 
voice. I was so excited to hear from her! I was 
dying to know where she was. Before I could 
say anything though, she answered my unspo
ken question. "I'm in the hospital." 

Boom! There was that "truckload of bricks" 
feeling again. I don't think I said more that a 
couple of sentences during our entire phone con
versation. It was mostly just her explaining to 
me what happened, and how she had ended up 
in the hospital. Apparently, it all began with the 
school nurse, who'd noticed a dramatic weight 
loss after a recent height and weight check-up. 
The nurse immediately called Sara's parents who 
confirmed that they'd had suspicions of an eat
ing disorder, but didn't know how to confront 
their daughter about it. After a conference be
tween the three of them, the decision was made 
that hospitalization was the only way Sara would 
be able to regain her health. I hung up the phone 
with shaking hands. What if I'd said something 
earlier? Could I have prevented her hospitaliza
tion? 

On the following Sunday, I went with Sara's 
mother to visit her at the hospital. I'll never for
get the feeling I got when I saw her there. She 
had just gotten back from some testing, so she 
was wearing a thin green hospital smock. With
out her usual baggy jeans and sweatshirt, she 
looked so bony and pale. Her arms hung limply 
like those of a fragile puppet, and she looked so 
worn out, as if it were an effort to walk, or even 
stand. What happened to the bright and ener
getic Sara that I used to know? I looked at the 
walking skeleton that stood before me. She's in 
there somewhere, I thought to myself, and even
tually she'll come out again. I know Sara. She 
can get through this. 

Three months later, my prediction proved it
self true. Sara had finally won her battle against 
bulimia. She was considered healthy enough to 
be released from the hospital, and her smile has 
never shone brighter. To this day she is still en
ergetic and full of life. 

After it was all over with, I asked Sara shy 
she did it. She immediately responded with, "I 
just wanted to be pretty, like all the celebrities." I 
went home that night and thought about Sara 
said. Then I realized that anyone can put on 
make-up and hair spray and be "pretty." But the 
people who can look at themselves in the mirror, 
smile confidently, and say, "I love myself for who 
I am," those are the people who have found true 
beauty. And according to my standards, Sara is 
one of the most beautiful people in the world. 
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