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9 have a friend who runs a nationally recognized 

photography program. Every spring he presents a gal

lery show of students' works. I look at the photographs 

and wonder what lies behind the pairs of eyes staring 

back at me. Who is lonely? Who is joyous? Who has a 

dream, and whose dream has been crushed? 

Behind every photo, every defiant look, rebellious 

stance, laughing face is a voice waiting to be heard -

a teenager saying to the universe, "I exist," and wait

ing for the universe to acknowledge that existence. 

Too often, because of overcrowded classrooms, 

overwhelmed guidance counselors, indifferent faculty 

teens get emotionally lost in the hall traffic of life. 

Maybe I have a shortened attention span, but I 

like to think I use my poetic skills to take verbal snap

shots of the thousands of students I have taught. I can't 

draw; I certainly can't sing, but maybe I can use my 

words to show that behind the photographs of the tall, 

skinny boy with bad skin, or the short, chubby girl 

with clear skin is a heart, mind and soul waiting to be 

heard. I wish to give these kids and their friends a 

voice to say, "I exist." 
Actually, they already have voices, though some

times they are not aware of accesses to them. When-

ever I go to schools to speak, I always ask, "Do you 

have a school newspaper? A literary magazine?" And 

if they answer no, I ask why not. 

There are other forums too--open mies, poetry 

clubs, teen 'zines and maybe even, the quiet shar

ing of poems between friends. Poetry can serve 

as the shared link in the chain of human 

interconnectedness. 
Sure, writing, by definition, demands an act of 

courage, but silence lurks as an insidious alternative. 

If we find the courage to explore the feelings behind 

the photographs, withourselves, we will soon real

ize that the feelings that unite us are more omnipres

ent than the feelings that divide us. 

Atticus Finch in To Kill a Mockingbird said you 

can't know a person until you walk around in their 

shoes, but that walk can be done mentally, through 

imagination, by you when you take your pictures 

and try to put yourself in someone else's skin. 

I applaud teachers' efforts, your reaching out to 

say that when you look behind your students' eyes 

in the the commonality of feelings, the joys and sor

rows, the victories and defeats convincingly show 

us we are not alone. We exist; we are heard. Jv/.y 

Mel Glenn and the poem he says is most autobiographical. 
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}Vlr. Robert Winograd 

I met a person at my health club who said, 

"You look like an English teacher." 

How does an English teacher look? 

Let me count the ways: 
A noun for a nose, 
A verb for a vein. 
A fragment for a forehead. 

Does he conjugate in public 

Or only among friends? 

Does he speak in complete sentences? 

Is his jacket pretty, his face bold? 

Wouldn't it be a novel experience 

If, just once, I met smeone who said, 

"Hey, you look like a big-league ballplayer"? 

from Mel Glen, Back to Class, Clarion Books, 1988. 

Reprinted by author permission 
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I am trapped here, the school is my cage. 
I don't understand what anyone is saying. 
The teachers try to help me 
but it doesn't help. 
I will stay here forever, 
never knowing what to do. 
I will always be trying 
to get out of this cage. 
No key in sight for this poor 
Hispanic boy. 

J,Jradij Cobb 
Becker Middle School 

Emer0 Schwarzkopf 
Some people see me as a quite mean kid 
They think I try to make my friends laugh 
And that I don't care about school 
Really I am a kid who likes to go to class 
with no bad behavior 
I like to get work done through class 
But at the same time have fun 
and make it so class isn't ever boring 
I often forget my manners 
and tend to blurt out and be inappropriate 

I always walk into the classroom doors 
thinking that I am gonna be good 
Sit quietly and pay attention 
But no matter how hard I try 
I always forget and 
I end up breaking the rules 

After it all happens I think back 
on how it was a mistake 
I always end up admitting to my stupidness 

What other kids see in me is practically 
the opposite of who I really am 
I am honestly a caring kid 
even though I make lots of mistakes! 

Emery Schwarzkopf 
Becker Middle School 

Ellie Quinn 
Teachers call me a dreamer. 
"She always has her head in the clouds." 
"Ellie, pay more attention." 
"Ellie, are you listening?" 
Ellie, 
Ellie, 
Ellie 

Some day I'll show them that 
I dream for a reason. 
Some day they'll know that 
I have been paying attention. 
Some day, 
Some day 

"Ellie, come back down to Earth." 

Teachers call me a dreamer 
If only they knew 

Eliza :Johnson 
Becker Middle School 

'Through 'Their E0es 

Carissa c_Johnson 

They think I'm 
quiet 
mysterious 
secretive. 

They don't know why, 
because YES I am those things, 
If they only knew why. 

The yelling! 
Screaming! 
the abuse 

They wonder why I'm 
so quiet, 
mysterious, 
secretive. 
well now you know, 
my little secret. Kent Kin if! 

~ache/Ochs 
Becker Middle School 

JVlrs. Sand0 Ha0es 

I make plans 
make time 
make do 
make promises 
make sacrifices 

I admire the mission 
of a Colorado school: 
to educate students to 

make a living 
make a life 
make a difference 

So when you look at me 
with your 14-year-old eyes, 

with that exasperated eye roll 
and say 

"Make me!" 
I say 

"Thanks for the invitation." 
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They call me the class clown. 
I don't try to be funny, 
It just happens. 
I sit in my chair, reading, 
And it just comes to me 
So now what do I do? 
Stand up and tell the joke or 
Stay sitting and tell the joke? 
I'd rather tell the joke. 
I like to see them smile. 

Oh, no. The bell just rang, 
And I have to go home. 
When I get home, I'll tell my dad. 
He'll laugh. 
And he won't give me detention. 

Aaron Herbst 
Becker Middle School 

One of the privileges of being a teacher is to be able to look at the world through our 
students' eyes, seeing their wonder, curiosity, freshness, discovery. English teachers, 
maybe more often than others, are often let in behind a student's eyes to share their doubts, 
pain, fear, joy, triumphs, loves, passion, and in the messiness of adolescence, sometimes all 
at once. The trust implicit in these open-handed offerings is an awesome responsibility, yet 
it is a gift that makes it impossible for me to consider leaving them. 

Mel Glenn's vignette poems have been a constant reminder to me of that life under the 
surface of the classroom. Every year I revisit "Billy Paris" from Class Dismissed as a re
minder that we don't always correctly interpret the behavior we see. 

As part of a teen problem unit, we read several Mel Glenn poems. I wanted my 8th 
graders to get behind different eyes. Students used their own photos to create their 
fictitious poetic portrait. Many students decided on their persona before they took their 
picture, while others like Brady took inspiration from a metaphor suggested by the 
setting or like Aaron, relied on natural 8th grade spontaneity. Emery wrote with sur
prising candor and self-perception about himself and in volunteering to share his poem, 
gave his classmates a different perspective and gave me a little more patience. 

It has been an awesome and humbling experience to have served four years as editor of 
this journal, to look through these students' eyes, from literary perception as in Joel 
Bergeland's "Holden's Thoughts on Literature and Life" to frank exploration of teen issues 
as in TaMeko Williamson's "Because Dish Water Gives Back No Images." As I have read 
the variety of voices, I am even more awed by the dedication of MCTE members, who 
encourage these voices, who help students proclaim "I exist." Thank you. 

iii 



Minnesota English Journal: Student Writing Issue 
Submission Form 

Check www.mcte.org for deadlines 

Teacher __________________________ _ 
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 students 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: 
Patty Strandquist, 496 Holly Avenue, St. Paul, MN 55102 



2 

Writing about Jl<eading 
~ 

page 3 
Acceptance: Holden's Thoughts on Literature and Life - Joel Bergeland 

pages 

In this creative response piece "Holden Caulfield" expresses his take on Ellen Foster, 
Montana 1948, To Kill a Mockingbird, and Lord of the Flies. Joel skillfully captures Holden's 
voice and perspectives in this analysis. 

Quarter to Midnight - Roxy Berg 
The New Goldilocks - Meghan Buttler 

These two poems take a humorous view of Cinderella and Goldilocks. 

page6 
The Effect of Nonscripted Elements in Death of a Salesman - Karen Rustad 

Karen analyzes the staging effects of makeup, color /black and white, lighting effects, and 
camera angles on the themes of hope and control in Death of a Salesman. 

Books vs. Films - Writing Achievement Award Impromptu Writing 
In letters written to friends, the writers were asked to debate the merits of a book versus 
its film version. 

page 12 

page 7 The Scarlet Letter - Joel Bergeland 
page 9 A Clockwork Orange - David Moran 
page 10 The Lord of the Rings - Samuel Eisenberg 
Page 11 Lolita - Marta Shaffer 

Marta takes a more creative approach by writing a poem in a letter. 

The Power of Story: The Things They Carried - Krissy Naranjo-Rivera 

page 14 

Krissy analyzes the significance of storytelling in imparting wisdom in Tim O'Brien's 
The Things They Carried. 

Jon Hassler's Jemmy: Marty vs. Himself - Meagan Copeland 
Meagan discusses how the interpersonal conflicts in Jemmy contribute to Marty's inner conflict. 

Letters About Literature 
Winning state entries from the contest sponsored by the Center for the Book 

page 15 Neville Shute's On the Beach - Caitlyn Shaw 
page 16 Todd Strasser's Give a Boy a Gun - Madeline McCarty 
page 17 Sharon Creech's Walk Two Moons - Sarah Lepley 

page 18 
The Justice of Sheriff Heck Tate - William Huynh 

William analyzes how Law and Justice affect Sherri£ Tate's decisions in To Kill a Mockingbord. 

page 20-21 
Escape - Lindsey Holl 
The Powerful Trance of Literature - Molly Jabas 
Syncope - Arielle Lasky 

Three poems about the love of literature. [While syncope is the term for making a contraction 
by omitting letters in the middle of a word, as in ne'er, syncope also means a fainting.] 

MN English ']ourna./ - Spring 2004 

Acceptance: Holden's 'Thoughts on literature and life 
']oe/ t3erge/c:w1d, grade 11, Hopkins High School 

9f you really want to hear about it, you'll 
want to know about how I got here, when I get 
out, and where I'm going to go to school and all 
that crap, but I don't want to talk about it. It bores 
me. I'm pretty bored around here, mostly. So 
they have me read books to pass the time till 
Doctor So and So can psychoanalyze me and all 
that junk. Some of the books I've read were kind 
of good, but there was always some phony in 
them that screwed them up. 

The first one I read was Ellen Foster. Old 
Ellen. Always searching for her family. She had 
some sense, though. She was like Phoebe, she 
knew right off that goddam Nadine and Dora 
were about the biggest phonies I've ever seen in 
my life. I can just picture them now, telling their 
lies to each other. They probably even know that 
the other one's lying. That's what bugs me the 
most. They acted as though they had to tell the 
lies in case the other one thought they were true. 
It made me sick. Ellen was a character, though. 
Her and the microscope, and that's all she had. 
The most amazing thing about Ellen was that she 
was so strong in the face of poverty and abuse. 
Her sonuvabitch dad took away her innocence 
so early. All she wanted to do was to be a kid. 
And her Grandma said a load of crap to her about 
her. And she didn't say anything in return. I 
would've. You can't just let people say that stuff 
to you. The only problem with Ellen was that 
she was too goddam young. Kids shouldn't be 
made to act like adults that early on. Starletta was 
a funny girl, breaking her crayons. That killed 
me. Then Ellen would tape them together. That 
was so cute it made me vomit. I would've done 
the same thing myself, I said to myself at that 
part of the book. I bet I'd like Ellen, even though 
she didn't say anything back to her Grandma. 

Then there's Montana 1948. The Haydens 
were a decent family. His dad sure had to take a 
lot of crap, though. I would've burst if I were 
him. I hope my dad would never talk to me the 
way Grandpa Hayden talked to Wes. The thing 
about the dad was that he couldn't figure out 

'rhrough '[heir E0es 

what was right. I kinda liked that, because some
times you can get mixed up about all that stuff. 
You really can. I know I have. Th.e uncle bugged 
me. Sure, I was like him and David in feeling 
sexy about Gloria and even some Indian girls, but 
you can never carry it out like he did. I can just 
picture the look on those girls' faces. It's just not 
fair to them. I guess you gotta learn to control 
your impulses so you don't end up hurting 
someone. Old Uncle Frank really should've met 
up with Stradlater. Those two sickos could've 
had the most fun in the world with each other, 
talking about their sex lives. Uncle Frank was 
pretty bad, but the thing that was worse was that 
Grandpa Julian didn't give a damn about it, like 
he had done it himself as a young boy. His 
goddam rite of passage. It bugs me how some 
families think that they're so high and mighty and 
above the law. Those sonuvabitches are always 
there, acting so big. And people believe that 
they're big too. And perfect. I bet that in every 
big hot shot family in the entire world, there's 
some pervert or crook in it that kills someone or 
gets someone pregnant or launders money. I'm 
positive, in fact. One thing I don't get about Mon
tana 1948 is why David has to shoot the bird in 
order to understand the connections of every
thing. I mean, the bird didn't do anything wrong 
to him-why' d he have to shoot it, and why did he 
understand everything then? I wish he would've 
shot Uncle Frank while he had the chance. Except 
for deep down, I know that's not right. 

This other book I read, To Kill a Mockingbird, 
was pretty good. I really liked that Scout. 'Damn 
ham.' That killed me. I couldn't stop thinking 
about Tom' s wife, when she looked like she was 
flattened by a fly swatter or something, finding 
out her husband's dead. It was kind of funny, in 
a way. But I don't want to talk about it, or Tom, 
much, or his trial. They bore me. I liked Boo. A 
real gentleman. Taking Scout's arm. That killed 
me, it was so cute. I wish they'd never seen him 
though. If someone wants to be let alone, let him 
alone. Well, he's the one who came out himself, I 
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guess. As long as they don't force you out, and 

you do it by yourself, you're ok. The scene with 

the tea party amused me. I nearly cheered out 

loud for Miss Maudie for what she said to that 

phony Christian lady. I really did. And all the 

things they were saying flew over Scout's head. 

I'm kinda glad that they did, though. She didn't 

need to be exposed to that stuff at that young of 

an age. She should be able to choose when she 

grows up, into this world of ladies. Or not even 

necessarily ladies. That's the thing about girls, 

they all live in their own girl world, even if they 

don't want to. And when you see a bunch of girls 

together, you see a group, not individual girls. It's 

pretty depressing, because you wonder if they 

know they're like that, and you wonder where 

they'll end up in 50 years. I get depressed just thinking 

about it. I really do. The other part I don't under

stand about the book is how Atticus can take all 

that crap from Mrs. DuBose. And he's still nice to 

her, but I doubt he means it. I'm positive, in fact. 

No one in their right mind could take those goddam 

insults without a fight. I know I couldn't, except 

for I am really yellow when it comes down to it. I 

mean, I don't go out of my way to compliment 

people like Atticus, but I'd be scared as hell of old 

DuBose, and I don't think I'd say anything to her. I 

really don't. But I'd like to, even though it would 

make me go to jail or hell or something. 

Then came the most depressing book I've read 

in my life: Lord of the Flies. It was all about these 

boys on an island. That goddam island. You'd 

think it be good for a kid: food, no school, all that 

freedom crap, but it's just a big scam like every

thing else in the world. The kids had to be adults 

when they wanted to be kids, enemies instead of 

friends. They didn't need to grow up so fast. 

That's not fair to them., they should be able to 

choose when they grow up, or not grow up at all. 

Because if they hadn't grown up the island would 

be a paradise for them, not a broken dream. I 

mean, this island was a place for everyone to start 

over, to leave the world behind, but they blew it. 

I guess even if you took the most innocent people, 

children and nuns, and put them on an island 

together, they'd end up killing each other. I swear 

to God they would. That's what depressed me 

the most, that the book was so mean to human

kind. I mean, I agree with it, but it gets me so 

goddam down. And the kids were so stupid. They 

didn't have half the sense of most kids their age, 

they couldn't even keep the god dam fire going, 

for Chrissake! All they needed to do was bring 

wood up to it, but they wanted to kill some pig. 

Damn pig. Damn killing. And then, to top the 

madness off, the kill they only good boy on the 

island. Old Simon. Going to his bower. That 

killed me. But I swear, that's how the world is 

going to end. All the phonies are going to forget 

how important the future is, and start a tribe like 

Jack's. I can just picture it, old Ackley and 

Stradlater, Sally, all the stuck up Harvard guys, 

and goddam. Mr. Haas in their war paint, hunt

ing a pig, or me. "Kill the Caulfield. Cut his 

throat. Bash him in. Burn him up." They don't 

say that last one in the book, but I wish they did. 

Anyway, the phonies will be in a tribe and kill 

off everybody one by one till everyone's dead 

and there's nothing left but fear and fire. I don't 

mean to say that planning for the future is bad. 

I mean, you have to do some things to survive 

in life, whether you plan for the future or not. 

Like I know now that school is good for me, even 

though I hate it. It's important because I don't 

know exactly where I'm going, but school will 

help me get there. At least that's what they tell 

me. But you can't plan your life, because someone 

will die, or you'll break your leg, or a dog will 

bite you or something and screw your plans up. 

I like to think that I won't know what the hell 

I'll want to be doing till I start doing something 

I absolutely hate. I don't actually like to think 

that, but I do anyway. 
I, Holden Caulfield, read Anthem. I didn't 

like it much. The first place where Equality lives 

is no fun, because all he can do is what he's told. 

Except for that I'd kind of like that in a way. 

You'd never have to worry about food, or drink, 

or finding a job. Except I'd like to choose. But 

that's not possible. Like I can't choose what I'm 

going to do in my future without taking a risk, 

which I don't like taking. In the Anthem society 

I couldn't choose, and in our world I won't nec

essarily get what I want, let alone anything at 

all. I guess I'd like to live in this world more 

than the Anthem world. But I don't like to think 

about that because it gets me down because I 

hate to live in this world full of phonies and losing, 

and it migp.t be the best world that we can get. I 

really understood love in the book. I'm not sure 
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not sure what love is, but I think it would feel 

like you don't have to worry about what you 

look like, or wear, or even smell like when you're 

around that person. You shouldn't have to dress 

up and put on a phony show for your girl. Then 

things can only get worse from there. I mean, if 

you marry someone, they' re gonna see you in 

the mornings and on the can and sick and all 

that crap. And if you'd been this oily, slick, debo

nair guy before, what will you look like to your 

girl when you're vomiting or some embarrass

ing stunt like that? She'll leave you. And that's 

not love. It really isn't. 

These books haven't really helped me all that 

much in my recovery. Some of them worsened 

my condition, I swear to God they did. Some 

taught me things, too. Like to hold your tongue, 

or to not give into sexual urges. Actually, I 

would've done these things already. Others just 

made me angry with the world. But they all 

made me think about my future. I guess I will 

plan, I'll have to take risks, and act like I know 

where I'm going even though I don't. I'll have 

to work my ass off, and I'll probably run into 

many phonies, but I might find love, and I 

might be happy, even if the world is going to 

hell. In fact, I'm positive I'll be happy one day. 

I really am. 

Quarter to ]Vlidnight 

She sets down her glass slippers 

and reaches for her pantyhose. 

"They'.r:e too small," she says, 

fighting black nylons past her calves. 

'TU need to cut off my foot." 

She opens another box of kleenex 

to sop up the blood, then carefully 

picks out the fluffy white residue 

with her long satin gloves. 

'Tm going to be late for the ball!" 

Jerking, hopping up and down, 

smacking her head against the clock, 

and tripping over the garden hose, 

she tumbles under the coach. 

"Damn! I've got a snag!" 

Her fairy godmother sighs and 

cuts her a big fat slice of pumpkin pie. 

Through Their E0es 

t?ox0 }Jerg, grade 12 

Lincoln HS, Thief River Falls 

le>\ _C-Cfye New (jo_ldilocks 

As Goldilocks strolled through the woods with her cell 

She tripped over a root and stumbled and fell. 

"Can you hear me now?" she asked in a panicky tone 

But heard no noise emitting from her wireless phone. 

Beginning to worry, she quickened her pace 

A frown began spreading across her pale face. 

And then through the trees, she thought 'twas a mirage 

She saw a finely kept house and an open garage. 

Approaching the house, she saw--could it be? 

A void in the garage-no SUV 

A need for adventure suddenly rose 

Never mind the dirt caked on her designer clothes. 

As she sneaked through the door, an aroma broke through 

The smell of fresh coffee, and creamer too! 

Searching for the kitchen with a new thirst building 

Along the way admiring the chic Martha gilding 

She finally came to the dining room door 

To behold three cups of coffee, already poured! 

She picked up the first cup and took a small sip 

Then spit it back out and gave her hair a miffed flip. 

"This is not Frappucino," she said in a huff 

And blew hair from her face with an acrimonious puff. 

She picked up the second cup, hoping for more 

But again spit it out (on the newly washed floor)! 

Extremely annoyed, she said as if already clear, 

"This is the incorrect way for the flavors to smear! 

The raspberry latte and mocha and cream 

Are supposed to combine as if a smooth dream!" 

She picked up the third cup, her very last chance ... 

And, miraculously, was quickly entranced. 

"This is perfect!" she squealed, her anger aside 

And forgot all about the cups beforehand denied. 

Her quest for the perfect caffeine at an end, 

She remembered she needed to call back her friend. 

She dialed the number-- "Like, are you there?" 

When a rumbling motor gave her a scare. 

They were home-why now? She silently pleaded 

It wasn't coffee, it was hiding she needed! 

Too late-they had come through the door ... 

And spotted the coffee all over the floor. 

From under the table, Goldilocks waited 

All other thoughts momentarily faded. 

And then stooping down to see eye to eye 

The father, presumed, with a bright colored tie. 

Without saying a word, he dragged her out by the ears 

"Uh oh," she thought this would happen, she'd feared. 

In less than two hours she was told to report 

To the new cosmopolitan municipal court. 

"Breaking and entering," she heard the judge say 

And she was sent off to Juvie later that day. 

Meghan }Juttler, grade 7 

SWJH, Forest Lake 
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The tffect of Nonscripted tlements in Death of a Salesman 

,18\ 
er he play Death of a Salesman portrays the dis

solution of one man's job, family, and psyche. Be
cause of much of the conflict in the play exists 
only within the characters' heads, the spoken 
script is not sufficient for the work to communi
cate to its audience. Numerous dramatic and cin
ematic elements are used in conjunction with the 
script lines to produce a performance communi
cating much more than words. The directing of 
Death of a Salesman conveys Willy Loman' s emo
tional needs of hope and control. 

Several cinematic elements in Death of a Sales
man bolster the contrast between the family's re
ality and Willy's dreams, which helps communi
cate Willy's desperate search for a source of hope. 
In the film, Willy's dreams are always more aes
thetically pleasing than the real scenes. In the 
dreams, the actors wear makeup, which smoothes 
over their complexion imperfections. During the 
scenes of reality, however, the actors do not wear 
any makeup; they appear as wrinkled, sweaty, 
or ill as they truly are. On a subconscious, aes
thetic level, then, the audience can understand 
why Willy would seek to escape ugly reality in 
exchange for his idealized dreams and memories. 

Color and lighting are also used to achieve 
this effect. In the reality scenes, the director tapes 
with very muted colors; the film appears nearly 
black-and-white. When the movie moves to 
Willy's memories and dreams, however, sud
denly the scene is lit in full Technicolor. As in The 
Wizard of Oz, the sudden use of color denotes that 
the play is now within the dream world, where 
everything is bright and beautiful. 

In the play, light is a symbol of hope. It enve
lopes Ben, Willy's symbol of success, every time 
Ben departs through the front door. Even though 
Ben speaks of leaving to the dark jungle, behind 
him Willy only sees light because he only recog
nizes the jungle's economic opportunities and 
successes which Ben discovered. At the same 
time, the use of bright, white light during these 
scenes also puts the audience in mind of the tradi
tional view of heaven. Ben is an angel of wealth, 
wearing his white suit as he vanishes into the light. 
This dual interpretation helps the reader see how 
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Kc;J_ren_ P.ustm;f.:.. grade 11, Ed_ina ![igh School 

Willy glorifies monetary success, yet also how 
ethereal and impossible such success is for him. 

Both subtle camera angles and more overt 
dramatic elements illustrate Willy's need for con
trol over his life. The short stature of the actor 
playing Willy suggests one reason why Willy has 
such a need for power. Willy's diminutive stat
ure is played up by the director effectively by 
using camera angles that look down upon him 
and placing him near other, taller characters 
frequently. How this need plays out in Willy's 
behavior, however, is shown by dramatic 
elements of the play. The actor playing Willy varies 
his vocal tone and volume a great deal, taking 
Willy from mumbling to screaming and back 
again within only a few minutes. Willy's demands 
for power over anything he is still able to control 
are usually during his yelling phases. Because the 
rest of the time Willy speaks in a fairly low voice, 
these appeals for power are emphasized and 
picked up on by the audience. An epitomizing 
example of this appears in Willy's violent outrage 
after Linda buys him some whipped cheese prod
uct instead of swiss cheese, his usual. In a world 
where Willy cannot control his employment, his 
debts, or his sons, he must insist on at least choos
ing his flavor of cheese ever more strongly so that 
he does not lose that piece of autonomy too. 

It seems odd that the position of a camera or 
the amount of makeup used on the actors could 
have such a radical effect on how easily the mes
sage of the play is perceived and accepted. Yet 
when there is no way for the audience to get in
side Willy Loman' s head and examine his emo
tional needs directly, cinematic and dramatic ele
ments are the only way to communicate these 
concepts. Death of a Salesman effectively employs 
camera, staging, and acting tricks to bring the 
script to life. The subtleties used illustrate Willy's 
need for hope when his family and career are shat
tered and his need for autonomy so that he could 
perhaps do something about his problems. These 
emotional issues serve as the backbone of Death 
of a Salesman's expose of the impersonality of capi
talism and the falsehood called the American 
Dream. 

J11N English ':foumal - Spring 2004 

(300 ks vs. jil ms ,_ Writing Achievement /i.Wc;J_rd_ Prompt t3 
c_]oel !'3ergef c;J_nd, grade 11, Hopkins High School, Hopkins 

0 ear Andrea, 
Have you ever experienced a pleasure that 

makes you feel so guilty you must tell 
someone about it? I have, and you are that 
someone who I'm about to tell. Now what I 
say will definitely be considered as literary 
heresy, and I'm prepared to deal with the con
sequences of revealing my shame, just as 
Arthur Dimmesdale was. Whether it brings 
me scorn, pain, or death, I must confess that I, 
a respectable and educated person, enjoyed the 
movie version of The Scarlet Letter better than 
the book. 

For my American literature class, we read 
Nathaniel Hawthorne's great novel,The Scar
let Letter. It was the first piece of classic litera
ture I read that I didn't like. However, I know 
that if I had read the book three weeks later, it 
would've captivated me. Why did I find the 
book uninteresting? Because of the circum
stances of my reading. I had just finished an 
extremely needed spring break in Mexico, and 
on the plane ride home, my mom hurled me 
back into reality by reminding me that I 
needed to finish the The Scarlet Letter before I 
arrived at school the next day. For the rest of 
the plane ride, I struggled to stay awake and 
to keep turning the pages, just as Hester 
struggled to stay standing on the scaffold. Of 
course, that was one of the few details I re
member from that entire book. To tell the truth, 
this is what my mind comprehended as I read 
a typical passage from the book: "Blah blah 
blah ignominy. Blah blah blah shame. Yada 
yada yada clasped the letter to her breast. Yada 
yada yada sin openly lived." I hated the book. 
Okay, I realize that I'm being unfair to this 
work, regarded as an early American classic, 
by judging it on the circumstances in which it 

'Through 'Their E0es 

was read. But see it from my point of view. 
It wasn't fun, nor thought inducing, to read 
page after page of the intricate relationship 
between a single mother and her illegitimate 
elf child, and the effect of seaweed on that 
relationship. Or to read about a minister hor
rified at his urge to tell dirty jokes. That 
wasn't enjoyable at all. Not when I could've 
been sleeping, and letting my body adjust 
back to my native time zone, as well as day
light savings time. Yes, there were a multi
tude of activities I'd rather have done than 
read Hawthorne on a plane. 

When I returned to my American litera
ture class the next day, the first thing my 
teacher said was "If any of you watched the 
Demi Moore version of the movie instead of 
reading the book, you're doomed. The only 
similar aspect between the two is the title. 
And if you haven't seen the movie, keep it 
that way." Normally, I would've listened to 
a teacher's advice, but the movie became a 
forbidden fruit to me, and the serpent within 
my head bade me to rent it, which I did. I 
made sure my family wouldn't be in my 
house that night, and I told all my friends 
that I was busy, and that they shouldn't dis
turb me. But just in case someone were to 
drop by, I shut all the curtains and shades. 
My precautions stopped just short of discon
necting the phone. 'Nobody can see me sin 
against the literary canon now,' I thought 
while pushing the movie into the VCR. Soon 
I could see why every English teacher I've 
had since seventh grade had passionately 
hated this movie. It trades the literary sophis
tication and distinction of the novel for sex 
and violence. I can imagine the writers vig-
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orously brainstorming ideas for the movie 
adaptation of the book. They are all silent, 
stuck on how to portray the book's focus on 
the psychological state, easily depicted in 
words, but impossible to display in images. 
Then one cries out. "Screw it!" He says, 
"Let's make this movie so it sells." "Yeah," 
another one cries, "We'll keep the charac
ters, but make a different plot!" Soon the 
room is an orgy of suggestions: "Let's show 
the relationship between Hester and 
Dimmesdale!" "Yeah, and very graphically, 
too!" "You're right, sex sells better than psy
chology." "And why don't we have the 
movie end with Hester and Dimmesdale 
moving to North Carolina." "Excellent! 
Everyone loves a Hollywood ending." "And 
before that, when Dimmesdale confesses, 
we can have a huge battle scene between the 
Native Americans and the Puritans". "And 
Hester can be tried as a witch!" "And some 
random guy can break into her house and 
try to rape her, only she can chase him off 
with a gun." "And then Chillingworth can 
see the guy leave the house, and think it's 
Dimmesdale, and kill him by scalping him!" 
"And then he can hang himself when he 
finds out that Dimmesdale is still alive!" 
"Oh, this is going to be sooo good." 

Well, upon finishing the movie, I came 
to a startling realization. I liked what I had 
seen. I tried to convince myself that this 
wasn't so. "No, Joel, you can't like it," I 
pleaded vainly with myself. It was so dif
ferent than the book, and just a typical Hol
lywood movie, with cinematic devices like 
sex and violence to keep you interested." But 
then I thought back to the book: "Doo doo 
doo impish girl." At least I hadn't fallen 
asleep during the movie. And even though 
the story was significantly changed from 
medium to medium, the movie was enter
taining in its own right. Yes, I accepted my 
sin of liking Demi Moore as Hester Prynne, 
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and still do today. 
You must understand, Andrea, the pains 

I endured to reach this heathen conclusion. 
It was no easy feat for me to reject a 
mainstream view. I could feel my soul shrink 
as I lied through my teeth to my teacher about 
the positive effects that The Scarlet Letter, the 
novel, that is, had on my well being. And I 
could taste my shame as I laughed along with 
the rest of my literature class at the follies of 
The Scarlet Letter as a movie. It was than that 
I realized that I must get this burden off my 
chest. That's why I'm writing you this letter, 
Andrea. I trust that you won't reveal my 
secret, I'm not ready for the public to know 
my vulgar taste in movies. But I will be, just 
as Arthur Dimmesdale was. I will be. 

Sincerely, 
Joel "IseYgeLIA~ol 

~-
NC'TE Writing Achievement ltw//lrds 

9mpromptu Writing 

In addition to submitting a sample of their best 
writing to the NCTE Writing Achievement 
Award program, participating juniors also submit a 
piece of impromptu, timed writing, choosing between 
two provided prompts. Joel's piece as well as the 
following three letters were written in response to 
this prompt: 

The written word has always been important in 
education; however, with a more technologically 
advanced society, visual literacy has become more 
widespread. Viewing a film in many instances 
has replaced reading books. Yet one of the major 
criticisms of viewing a film based on a book is 
that too often the fine point of detail, which can 
make a book come alive, is left out of the movie. 

Write to a friend about an exciting piece of litera
ture you have read and viewed as a film. Using 
your experience in both reading text and 
viewing films, tell your friend which medium 
you prefer and why by focusing on a specific piece 
of literature. 

}VI.JI} English ']ournr;i/ - Spring 2004 

l3ooks vs. jilms _, Writi11gAchieveme11tAwan;f Prompt/3 

David }Vlora11, grade 11, Benilde-St. Margaret's, St. Louis Park 

QearJack, 
I woke today with a hushed headache. This 

happens to me sometimes, especially when rain 
is coming or I have brought myself to the edge of 
an engulfing exhaustion. Today I think that it has 
been a response to the latter. After a week of seem
ingly endless labor with late nights and blood
shot eyes, I pushed last night for one more lengthy 
sojourn into darkness, though this time on my own 
terms. I had rented A Clockwork Orange and I was 
determined to watch it before it was too late. 

I read Anthony Burgess's novel last summer 
as a sort of exercise in contradiction; while at my 
cabin I perused it on the dock over lemonade and 
Redhaven peaches. Unaware that it would be an 
unforgiving picture of a brutal future, I started it 
as a nice summer read. The violence and deprav
ity quickly showed me differently. But while the 
ferocity of Burgess's vision was engrossing in a 
dark, desolate way, I was caught up in the lan
guage. On the very first page, Burgess was fling
ing odd futuristic slang at me that made no sense. 
I thought perhaps I had read the first paragraph 
carelessly enough to miss all meaning, so I tried 
it again. After a couple more times, I gave into 
the fact that he was using imaginary words. At 
first this was disconcerting, even confounding; I 
felt wholly out of place in his brave new world of 
"droogs" and milk bars. A page or two later I 
realized the beauty of his plan. I was meant to 
feel lost in this unfamiliar city. If I didn't, Bur
gess would have created nothing more frighten
ing than Beverly Hills or Omaha. Furthermore, 
learning the language was unlike anything that I 
had ever done with a book. It was a completely 
different process that had advantages of its own, 
ones that made everything more authentic. When 
finished, I felt that emotion which is the true sign 
of great literature: I was sorry that it was over. I 
wished I could have lived out Alex's life with him 
and see his further conquests and failures. I 
wanted to know, above all, what would become 
of that future, to see what future it would beget. 
It stayed with me the rest of that summer and into 
the fall as I watched my time go by. 

Through Their E0es 

I rented the movie with the understanding 
that I would not be learning the language again, 
and that portions, maybe even large ones, would 
be missing. I knew that the last chapter of the 
book was not included, and, though speculative 
about this decision, did not find the ending to be 
any better or worse than that of the written work. 

The only thing that was at all surprising to 
me about the film was my indifference to it. I 
felt no great urge to watch it again or reflect on it 
until I had satiated the entire critical landscape 
of my thought process with questions and 
answers. Maybe it was that I had read the book 
first or that it was late at night. At any rate, I 
was content to rewind it and leave it alone. 

As I lay in my bed, looking up at my Miles 
Davis poster and trying to fall asleep, I sought to 
find what it was that had prompted such dis
parity between the two. I thought that blaming 
the order in which I had experienced them was 
petty rationalization, and saying I wasn't in the 
mood was likewise trifling. Nothing about the 
plot was different, and nothing contained dra
matic changes. I finally decided that it came 
down to simple mechanics of the mediums. In 
writing, the beauty of language is exposed to the 
yearning soul, and the mind is put to work 
creating reality out of fiction. In film, the beauty 
of the world is exposed, and the craft of creating 
reality out of fiction is showcased. But the beauty 
of the world is something that can be seen every 
day by those who try, and the mind is left only 
to look and listen. To me, the beauty of language 
is rare and fleeting, created only by select num
bers of the world's billions. It was this that I fell 
in love with in reading A Clockwork Orange, and 
this that I missed in watching the movie. I knew 
that I would never again sacrifice book for movie. 

Today, I don't really have anything planned. 
I think I might just take some Advil and get 
started on One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest. 

,._ DIA\/[ol MOYIA~ 
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t3ooks vs. jilms ,_ Writing Achievement Award Promptt3 

Qear Emily, 
In your last letter, you wrote about viewing 

the The Two Towers, the latest film of The Lord of the 

Rings series. I am glad you enjoyed the film, and I 
wholeheartedly agree with your praise of its spe
cial effects, creative directing, and riveting 
action. I wish to impress upon you, however, 
that the cinematic versions of The Lord of Rings, 

while excellent films, pale in comparison to the 
original novels of J. R. R. Tolkien. The silver 
screen simply cannot capture the emotions, the 
depth of characters, or the excitement of any book. 

The movies contained all of the major events 
and sequences of the books-festivals, battles, 
escape, and a love story. What you, as a viewer of 
only the film, cannot appreciate is the way in 
which these events were shortened, trivialized, 
and stripped of their detail. The majority of the 
public not only has never read The Lord of the Rings, 

but lacks the curiosity and imagination necessary 
to attempt it. The movie must be dumbed down 
to a lowest common denominator that will attract 
the masses. The action sequences are made to 
appear more exciting and the love story sappier 
in order to appeal to a public obsessed with 
instant gratification. 

In the movie, characters are introduced 
instantly through their visual appearance and the 
musical theme attached to them. The director 
forces the viewer to make snap decisions about 
the character's personality, attempting to convey 
everything at once. In book form, characters can 
be developed over pages and chapters. The reader 
feels as if he or she is walking beside the dwarves 
or riding on horseback behind the elves, experi
encing their lives as if they were real. 

The speed with which a movie rushes through 
a storyline, gives the viewer little time to reflect 
on what he is seeing. A reader of the novel, on the 
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Samuel Eisenberg, grade 11, Hopkins High School 

other hand, can pause at any time to let his or her 
emotions sink in. 

I was touched personally by the novels in a 
way that I could never have been by the movie 
alone. I read the first book in the series, The 

Fellowship of the Rings, while canoeing through the 
Boundary Waters and Quetico wilderness. As the 
hobbits, elves, and dwarves set off for adventure, 
their quest became my own. Being isolated in a 
group, surrounded by wilderness, I was able to 
imagine myself in Middle Earth. Carrying packs 
across portages and cooking over a campfire truly 
brought the book to life. I was awed by the enor
mous underground mines built by the dwarves, 
transfixed by the magic of the elven village in the 
treetops, and frightened by the sound of approach
ing ringwraiths. The book was not only alive-I was 
alive within the book! The experience was so 
wonderful that I waited a full year, until my next 
wilderness trip, to read the second novel in the series. 
Books have a power to bring a reader to another 
time and place that movies do not. 

Movies are wonderful, but in our age they 
have become an excuse for laziness, a method of 
instant gratification to replace the physical and 
mental effort of reading. If you remain content 
with having only seen the movies, you will have 
simply sat in a theater, but if you are willing to 
put forth the effort to read the novels, you will be 
able to walk in the footsteps of wizards and lift 
your own sword against the enemies of the Shire. 

Yours truly, 

)\,1}\] English ']oum(;f/ - Spring 2004 

l:300 ks vs. jil ms ,_ Writing Achievement Award Prompt t3 

)Vl.arta Shaffer, grade 11, Edina High School 
·- .:Si 

J:1.art~'s piece is an ex~mple of a creative take on the Writing Achievement Award prompt. Plea~; in mind that this 
is a timed response, without the opportunities or resources to polish the piece as is done with the submitted writing. 

Hi, Matthew! How are you doing, my dear? 
I'm the best I have ever been 
After reading a novel, then watching its magic 
Portrayed on the silver screen. 

Have you read Lolita by Nabokov? 
Make sure to read the book first. 
Then watch the two portrayals of it, 
And you'll be parched with a literary thirst. 

Lolita's the story of a twelve-year-old girl 
Who is adored by a French pedophile, 
Humbert by name, murder by game 
She's his daughter, after a while. 

Humbert marries, then eliminates, her mother, 
Then takes Lolita out for a ride. 
Many months, condoms, and dollars later, 
Lolita is still at his side. 

Until our Lolita meets Claire Quilty 
And she escapes in a car with him, 
After several pages of Hum's vengeance, 
Quilty' s future looks dim. 

But Humbert does not know the name of his foe 
Or where he and she could be, 
'Til a letter arrives from his darling Lo, 
In debt, lost, and mother-to-be. 

He arrives at the door of a lady, 
Her youthful breeze an elderly gale. 
He finds the name of his sworn enemy, 
Murders -and Hum's in jail. 

The original movie's by Kubrick, 
The second, a modern unknown, 
But while Kubrick may have his name to live on, 
I prefer the second one shown. 

Kubrick made our Lola a goddess, 
A tall glass of golden champagne, 
Stoic, unfriendly-not a tear in her eye 
When she found out her mother was slain. 

In the end, she resides on Olympus 
Goddess from start 'til she falls; 
For while Nabokov's girl was in poverty, 
Kubrick's Lo was inside quaint, cozy walls. 

Through Their E0es 

For the second film, Lo was a twelve-year-old girl, 
Anxious and sexy, and tough-
In the first she's a lady, fully mature! 
And it just wasn't racy enough. 

Nabokov wrote of much sexual tension 
But Kubrick completely destroyed it 
Rather than show a grown man kiss a girl, 
He'd rather completely avoid it. 

What I commend most for the second 
Was how closely it tied to the book. 
It kept Nabokov's plot and detail in order, 
From the faintest shadow it took. 

Nabokov's Quilty plays the piano 
Before he dies, on a whim. 
This fateful death tuned to black and white 
Is detailed in the second film. 

For months, Hum and Lo went driving. 
And oh! What adventures took place! 
The second film had the minutest of these
Which Kubrick completely escapes. 

The book I prefer, as features take place 
Better expressed by the word: 
Nabokov's allusions and witticisms 
On film would be awfully absurd. 

He names Hum's first love Annabel
E.A. Poe's character he takes! 
He alludes to the villain Claire Quilty 
as they "drive over the quilt of the states." 

Dolores Haze is the girl's full name, 
"Lolita" to Hum who is lazy. 
How cheeky for Nabokov to refer to her 
As his love, "dolorous and hazy." 

Can a director make such a scavenger hunt? 
An actor mimic such wit? 
Condensed into simple plot, put on a screen
I wanted to throw a fit. 

So, Matt, if it's Lolita at whom you want 
To take a closer look, 
Don't be lazy, dolorous, or hazy, 
And just go read Nabokov's book. 
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CChe Power of Stor0: The Things The0 Carried 
KriSSl:J Na.ra.11.jo-Rivera., grade 11, Breck School, Golden Valley 

.;:[ story can be defined as a lie. A story can 
also be defined as the relating of an event or se
ries of events that are fictitious or not fictitious. 
Storytelling is a powerful or effective way to 
relay a message, a feeling, or an understanding. 
The real significance of a story is what can be 
gained from the text and subtext. A story can of
ten give meaning to a situation or idea if the lis
tener or reader of the story learns something from 
it. The importance and value of a story is the 
wisdom that the storyteller imparts to the reader. 

Tim O'Brien's collection of short stories, The 
Things They Carried, is filled with vivid accounts 
of his experiences, each teeming with acumen the 
author shares with the reader. There is something, 
"sliding beneath [each] story's surface." (97) That 
something is wisdom. O'Brien's words are laden 
with individual insights that are universal to all 
of his stories; an underlying message or snippet 
of advice underscores each. Although O'Brien 
says that stories are not created to be instructive, 
they can offer valuable acuity and teach impor
tant lessons from past experiences. Reflecting on 
the seemingly silly reason he went to war (the 
single decision that ultimately defined his life and 
work) in his book years later, O'Brien explains, "I 
couldn't endure the mockery, or the disgrace, or 
the patriotic ridicule ... I would go to the war-I 
would kill and maybe die -- because, I was 
embarrassed not to." (59) With the Vietnam War 
in hindsight, O'Brien says, "I was a coward. I went 
to war." (61) He has used storytelling to move 
beyond his cowardice and convert his experience 
in the war to something of importance. The guilt, 
strain, and unnecessary deaths that resulted from 
his participation in war, catalyzed by his 
overwhelming fear of embarrassment and his 
cowardice, are all captured in his stories. 
Throughout the war, O'Brien explains, he felt his 
"presence was guilt" -the consequence of cow
ardice, not standing up for one's own convictions. 
(179) By revealing and reliving his personal 
shame, O'Brien shares a revelation with future 
generations which drives the rest of his stories: 
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following your convictions and not buckling 
under the pressure of reputation will spare you 
physical, mental, and emotional torment. 

O'Brien not only tells stories, but also reflects 
on the power of the use of stories as a value
giving tool. In the story "Spin," O'Brien recounts 
the scorching day on which one of his friends 
decided to pry lice off his body, put in an enve
lope, and address it to his draft board in Ohio. 
Beyond extricating a laugh or disgust, the author 
is trying to impart wisdom. This vivid depiction 
crawls with the underlying resentment and out
rage O'Brien and many of his comrades felt when 
they received their draft notices, acrid anger 
that lingered throughout the war. Conflicting 
emotions tore many of the men between uphold
ing reputation by supporting a cause they didn't 
believe in or were indifferent to, or being seen as 
cowards by refusing to go to fight a war they felt 
antipathy or apathy toward. The anger and feel
ing of injustice evoked by conscription, the 
contempt they felt toward the country that had 
sent them to fight a war they didn't feel gusto or 
responsibility to fight in, and the unnecessary 
emotional torment the soldiers suffered is con
veyed in this simple story. The story "Spin" 
really makes the person reading the story feel the 
ire and bitterness many soldiers felt, which allows 
the reader to probe deeper into the consequences 
of O'Brien's cowardice and conformity. This story 
gives worth to an otherwise negligible experience, 
valued by few but the soldiers themselves. 
Wisdom is imparted piece by piece throughout 
the stories, but revolves around a central theme: 
consequences. In "Spin," O'Brien learned that 
comedy is sometimes the best remedy, that it is 
okay to express one's anger, and that in war, 
injustice is inevitable. The insight O'Brien shares 
in the story "Spin" in relation to the rest of the 
book is that the emotional torment you may feel 
caused diverging from the crowd will often save 
you from greater emotional anguish that results 
from the decision to conform. 

The telling of stories has also been a way for 
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O'Brien to cope with the war. The slaughter, the 
pain, the growth and discovery would all mean 
nothing if it were just forgotten. Through the use 
of stories, however, Tim O'Brien is able to recap
ture not only events, but also document signifi
cance, wisdom attained from failure, wisdom 
attained from success, and unexpectedly found 
wisdom all stemming from his unwise decision 
to conform that changed his life forever. When 
soldiers tell stories in The Things They Carried, 
O'Brien explains, exaggeration is used to mag
nify mistakes and outcomes. Adding in untruths 
when telling stories, O'Brien found, can and does 
make stories more powerful, emotionally accu
rate, and therefore, causes them to have a greater 
impact: "story-truth is truer sometimes than 
happening-truth." (179) In O'Brien's book, the 
soldiers would fabricate details and parts of 
conversation when telling stories to help recre
ate the atmosphere and feelings in which events 
took place. The soldier telling the story "wanted 
to heat up the truth, to make it burn so hot that 
you would feel exactly what he would feel ... Facts 
were formed by sensation ... He wanted to make 
[people] feel the truth, to believe by the raw force 
of feeling[,] adding and subtracting a few things 
to get at the real truth." (74, 85 and 89) The men 
made up parts of stories to uncover the sensa
tions, deeper significance, and thought about the 
events. For example, in the story "How to Tell a 
True War Story," a soldier named Curt Lemon 
steps on a "booby-trapped 105 round" while 
playing with his best friend, Rat Kiley. Kiley and 
O'Brien are then ordered to climb into the tree to 
retrieve their comrade's body parts, which were 
sprayed into the foliage by the explosion. While 
the two throw fragments of their friend's body 
to the men below, one soldier begins singing the 
song "Lemon Tree." In telling the story, the addi
tion of the song, which may have been contrived 
for storytelling purposes, is an essential detail 
that reveals to the reader how heartless and 
uncaring war can be, and how valueless and 
unpatriotic a death in combat can be. Capturing 
stories like this on paper makes it possible for the 
reader to see an event and feel the emotions 
coursing through the story from someone else's 
eyes and gain wisdom and appreciation from it. 
Wisdom can easily be gained from this story: life 

is precious, war is mindless, and beyond a body 
count and an official victory, war cares nothing 
for the people who fight it. Telling this gruesome 
story and others like it helped the men to cope 
with all of the inner anguish they carried into war . 
"It was very sad .... The things men carried. The 
things men did or felt they had to do," O'Brien 
writes. (25) Storytelling helped to relieve some of 
the emotional burdens the soldiers carried. 

For Tim O'Brien and his fellow soldiers, stories 
were and still are one of the only ways they found 
to cope with the traumatic consequences of war. 
The power to analyze, validate, and conclude 
events through stories made it possible for many 
of the men to move on from horrible events dur
ing and after the war. Had he and his fellow sol
diers not had the expressive implement of 
storytelling, it is likely that they would have died 
from the inability to express the emotional agony 
that plagued them and the ways in which the war 
transformed them. In fact in one of O'Brien's stories, 
a soldier he had fought beside hangs himself 
after the war because he has found no way cope 
with his painful experiences. O'Brien ends his 
book by saying that it is an attempt by "Tim to 
save Timmy's life with a story." (179) He is not 
only saving his own life by releasing his 
emotions in his stories, but imparting his own 
wisdom implicitly, making it available to be used 
as a guideline to avoiding the pain he went 
through without explicitly making that his goal. 

Stories like O'Brien's are eternal because they 
contain wisdom that can be applied over and 
over again over time. The importance of convic
tion, the power of the pressure to conform, and 
the dangerous consequences of cowardice under
score all of O'Brien's stories and allow the reader 
to apply the author's insight to their own lives. 

Illustrated in his novel, many experiences and 
horrors are given worth and value by writing or 
telling them as stories that exude wisdom others 
may learn from. After all, "That's what stories 
are for. Stories are for joining the past to the 
future. Stories are for those late hours of the night 
when you can't remember how you got from where 
you were to where you are. Stories are for eternity, 
when memory is erased, when there is nothing to 
remember except the story." (38) 
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c_Jon Hassler's c_Jemm0: )Vlart0 vs. Himself 
)'vleaga.rz Copeland, grade 8, St. Louis Park Junior High 

}\I[ arty leads a shattering life ... he sleeps on a 
couch, has a drunken father, treks through the 
freezing snow and wind for two miles a day, and 
all the while gets taunted for being a "halfbreed." 
He is too stubborn to embrace, and essentially 
never expresses the grief openly over the tragic 
death of his mother. These are all characteristics 
pertaining to Marty Stott, a seemingly minor 
character. Although true, there are many other 
characteristics to be discussed. As Marty struggles 
with maturity, he continues to be torn apart by 
the legitimate conflicts between friends, family, 
and most of all, himself. 

Role models, or friends, are the people who 
tend to have the most impact on other people's 
lives. The confused Marty believes that as a 
seventh grader, Rollie Rooster represents a high 
station in life. This high station is what Marty is 
striving for; therefore, to Marty it is a privilege to 
be in Rollie's presence (35). The first time the two 
boys are undoubtedly in each other's presence, 
Rollie sees the mischief in Marty's eyes and de
cides the younger half-breed should be his accom
plice (35). Of course, Marty is thrilled when pre
sented with this idea of partnership and conflict 
arises. Marty adopts the bad reputation of Rollie. 
Although Marty is proud of his new reputation at 
first, this only intensifies the problems for Marty. 
Breaking into the schoolhouse, stealing goods, smok
ing, and vandalizing property are varying ways of 
how Rollie has such a bad influence on Marty. The 
results between Rollie and Marty's relationship are 
disastrous, leaving Marty stranded with the 
troubles he has to face with others, but mostly him
self. Unluckily, Marty runs to the schoolhouse, 
straying from Rollie, when the temperatures reach 
deadly lows. He also had forgotten his jacket, 
matches, and that the windows were barred (102). 
This forgetfulness contributed to the feeling of 
foolishness every time Marty looked at his humili
ating three-fingered hand in the hospital the next 
day. Marty's hand was not only humiliating, but 
disgraceful because his senselessness consequently 
showed through his hand. 

After 10 days in the hospital, Marty was a 
different boy. He was left to battle his conflict 
with himself because he refused to go to school 
or even get up from the couch (104). This shell of 
despair could not even be broken by his teacher 
when she came to try and force Marty to come 
to school, causing more conflict (105). After 
Marty hid his face and burrowed deeper into the 
couch, Anne Chapman came to the rescue by 
stating on page 107, "He wants nobody to see 
his hand except Jemmy. Not even his father 
or Candy. What he needs now, Miss Frost, is un
derstanding-not school." 

Thankfully the Chapmans devoted their help 
and generosity when they recognize how Marty 
can get out of his hopeless state. Anne Chapman 
stated this to Jemmy about Marty on page 108: 
"Marty needs to be drawn out of himself. He 
needs a push. He needs Socko." When Marty is 
presented with Socko; he becomes confident, 
Socko cracks through the shell that led Marty to 
gloom. A comment from Jemmy on page 112 
extends this view: "Marty is different when he 
is on Socko, he's better." He forgets about his 
hand and focuses on the gentle giant every time 
he rides him (110). Fortunately, it is with this 
happiness that gets Marty back to school, also 
solving the conflict with Miss Frost. 

Many existing conflicts between friends, 
family, and himself tear apart Marty as he 
struggles with maturity. Marty broods over his 
humiliating hand as he battles with the conse
quences of his foolish case of forgetfulness. When 
Anne Chapman presents her generosity and help 
through Socko, she breaks through the center of 
Marty's mood. The gentle giant horse named 
Socko is a symbol of strength that helps solve 
Marty's problems with Rollie and Miss Frost. 
With the help and support to resolve conflicts 
by friends and family, Marty will continue the 
journey of maturing. 
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Letters about Literature 

The Center for the Book in the Library of Congress, though the Minnesota Humanities Commission in 
partnership with Targ~t Stores and Weekly Reader Corporation, invites readers in grades 4 through

1

l2 to 
enter Letters About ~z!erature, a national reading-writing contest. To enter, readers write a personal 
letter _to_ an author, living or dead, from any genre--fiction or nonfiction, contemporary or classic, 
explaining how that author's work changed the student's way of thinking about the world or themselves. 
There are three competition levels: Level I for children in grades 4 through 6; Level II for grades 7 and 8, 
and Level III, grades 9 - 12. Winners receive cash awards at the national and state levels. The deadline 
for this yearly contest is early December. You can find more information as well as helpful lesson plans 
at www.loc.gov/loc/ cfbook/letters.html 

£.eve/ Ill Wit:311er, Cait!011 Shaw, St. Louis Park 

0 ear Mr. Shute, 
I must admit that, upon reading your Cold War era novel, On the Beach, for the first time, I 

absolutely hated it. As~ young teenager, I had no desire to contemplate the possibility that humanity's 
fate ':ould be sealed with the ~~uch of_ a b1;1tton. Life was far from complicated at age thirteen; my life 
consisted of homework, fam1hal obligations, weekly church services, and giggly phone calls with 
my fellow boy-crazy classmates. The threat of nuclear war was a topic relegated to books and 
movies that were too adult for my taste. 

Your language was often far too obscure and your ideas far too complex. I found many of your 
se~tence~ awkward; your dialogue dull. I finished On the Beach during a bubble bath one cold 
wmter _mght, ro~led my _eyes and promptly shelved it between an outgrown Beverly Cleary story 
and LoIS Lowrys The Giver. Had the novel not been a gift from my stepmother, I probably would 
have sold it to my local used book store. 

Well, I'm no longer thirteen, and the world is larger than my quiet Minneapolis neighborhood. 
:;hat I no~_know makes my skin crawl. Ethni_c clashes in the Balkans. Rebel warfare in the Congo. 

Troubles m Northern Ireland. Border conflicts between India and Pakistan. Insurrectionists in 
Colombia. Suicide bombings by Palestinians and occupations by Israelis. The list of horrors seems 
limitless, but for quite a long time the pain of people in other parts of the world was unreal to me. I 
used to be afraid that my newfound factual knowledge was actually making me numb to the struggles 
of others. 

Then, ~liche as it now sounds, September 11 changed everything. I didn't know a single person 
~ho was killed on that cruel day, but I did know that my ticket stub from the 107th story observa
tion deck of the World Trade Center was still in my scrapbook, even though the towers themselves 
were gone. Holding the frayed piece of paper in hand, I felt as though the conflicts I had subcon
sciously attributed to the rest of the world had come suddenly home. And I knew that it was time to 
read your book again. 

M~. Shute, I've reread On the Beach four times in the past fifteen months. September 11 shook 
me, _as 1t shook so many people, by making me realize that the threat of war can no longer be uneasily 
bams_hed to the bac~ of my mind. Reading your novel again helped me sort through my jumbled 
emotions and my fnght. Peter, Mary, Moira, Dwight and John became real people to me - their 
utte~ly human mixture of hope and dread mirrored my own feelings. They may have been facing 
the literal end of the world, but I was facing the end of the world I knew, a world that, while troubled, 
was still safe and secure and friendly to innocents. 
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I was scared when I first reread On the Beach, Mr. Shute, and I'm scared now. I'm frightened for 
myself and my family and friends. I'm worried about my country and I'm worried about everyone 
else's. I'm afraid for the children I'll eventually have, and for their children too. 

Once i~ awhile, after reading an article about President Bush's plans for a potential invasion of 
Iraq or ~eem? a ~ew~ report_ about the latest al-Qaeda operation, I snuggle down in my cozy blue 
armch_air while hstenmg to Simon and Garfunkel's melancholy Bookends and letting my eyes drift to 
the spme of your novel on my bookshelf. I believe with all my heart that it must be rediscovered
perhaps then the hawks in the United States and around the world will better understand the human 
toll that the next world war would take. 

. Your novel is far fro°: perfect, Mr. Shute, but it certainly is wise. Thank you so much for being 
frightened enough to wnte On the Beach. You've done nothing to alleviate my fear. Nevertheless, 
you've made me a staunch opponent of war in any shape or form. I want to someday become Secre
tary-Ge~eral of _the United Nations and 1:1-se my power to promote peace- and I hope that the inspi
ration I ve received from your novel will help me succeed. The world of age thirteen seems far 
removed from the world I live in now, but although I'm worried, I have hope. Wherever you may be, 
I pray that you have hope too. 

Sincerely, 
C~E.Shaw 

Level II Winner, )V1.a0eline )V1.cCart0, Plymouth 

Dear Mr. Todd Strasser, 
Th~oughout my few years of_ experience as a teenage girl, I've grown emotionally and physi

cally. It s a t~ugh process that has its ups and downs. During these times I've felt so incredibly joyful 
that I could JUSt explode, and other times I've felt angry at the world. 

Just a few months ago I had reached my peak of anger. I felt out of control and was trying my 
h~rdest to keep my mouth shut at school. This didn't last long, but it made me feel totally disgusted 
with myself. One day I dug a book out of my closet that I had purchased the previous summer. "Give 
a Boy a Gun," I chanted as I brushed my hand across the cover. I had no idea what it was about all I 
knew is that it was writ!en ~y one of my favorite authors, which happens to be you. ' 

.1?-s I began to read it, I mstantly connected it with my life. I read on about Brendan and Gary, 
noticmg that they were angry and upset with society. It calmed me down, and made me truly think 
about why I was so upset. I began to laugh at myself; I realized I had formed a low-rating soap opera 
around my life. 

As I read through the book, I became aware of what angry behavior can lead to. I would never 
want my friends or family_ to become that way ... or even myself. When someone is upset, you talk to 
them and make them feel hke they're not alone. One nice comment could save someone's life. Brendan 
and Gary didn't have that. No one told them they shouldn't commit suicide. No one made them feel 
welcome. No one was even there to tell them they had a purpose for living. 
. I have never even co~e dos~ to thinking about committing suicide, but I now realize why that 
is. I wake up every n:i-ornmg feelmg l~ved. No matter how sick or sad I feel there's always someone 
that snaps me o~t of it. It can be anyt~mg from a nic~ comment to just a "Hi!" Whatever it is, it keeps 
me from collapsmg day after day. Bemg a teenager isn't as easy as it looks. 

Your book has m~de me re~lize something about myself. I can now see how lucky I am just to 
wake up every day without fearmg school. I feel like I belong, and that I can become whatever I want 
to. I truly believe your book has meaning, and should be read by teens around the world. It really 
makes you evaluate yourself- and others. Teenage years are tough, but as far as I'm concerned, your 
book has made them easier. 

lvl etdeUn,e, lvl cCc,.,vty 
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Level I Winner, Sarah Leple0, Eagan 

0 ear Sharon Creech, 
Your'Story Walk Two Moons made me feel something I had never felt before. For the first time in 

all of my eleven years I figured out what truth really meant. 
A friend of mine, who has several learning disabilities, had a loss in her family. At first I felt 

absolutely terrible. Whenever I saw her cry, I wanted to cry too, but I was trying to be strong for her. 
Some kids at my school didn't accept this girl's differences and didn't feel a bit sorry for her. They 
started teasing me just because I was feeling sorry for her. Very shortly, they convinced me that it 
didn't really matter- that it was just another loss in this world. But they were wrong, and I was too. 
I started believing everything they told me, and soon, I was completely on their side-well, almost. 
I still had feelings for this girl. There was a part of me that was saying don't let go, so I didn't. I stayed 
as strong as I could. 

After weeks went by I never heard the voice saying don't let go, so I made a terrible mistake that 
will live with me forever. I let go. Instead of calling this girl five times a day, I called her zero, and 
instead of studying and playing together for hours a day,1 studied by myself and played with other 
friends. Instead of sitting by her at lunch and having millions of things to talk about I sat alone at 
lunch and daydreamed. My new friends were very proud of me for letting that girl go. I became best 
friends with them, and left the other girl alone. We never included her in on anything. And you want 
to know what? I still had a teensy bit of a feeling for her down in my heart. 

I didn't know at the time, but after reading your book I was preparing to get a new grip on life. 
When I came across your book at school one day, it looked very interesting. I decided to check it out, 
and that night I started reading it. It was so sad-but fascinating too. Later that night I finished it and 
I was in tears. I couldn't believe what had happened to Salamanca' smother, and especially to Grams. 
She was so sweet. I loved how she said Phoebe's name. 

The next day at school I told my friends about the book I had read and how it made me cry. 
That's when one of them said, "You actually cried?" I was so embarrassed I said "No, it was a joke." 
I thought all day about what they had said. I felt awful. 

Several weeks later, at school, our class read Walk Two Moons together. It was then when my 
friendship was beginning to change. As the teacher read aloud, I was feeling sorry for Sal. She was so 
miserable. I tried putting myself in her shoes. It was very difficult, and that's when it came to me. It 
was like a little "click" in the back of my mind. It made me think of how my friend really felt with the 
death that had occurred in her family. I felt so guilty. At the time, I didn't know how serious a loss in 
a family could be, but then I did. After school I walked home with her and then went into her house. 
I told her how sorry I was. She forgave me, and that's when our friendship changed. We are now 
much better friends and do things together again. 

I want you to know this - Without your book, there would be a sad, miserable girl in this world 
without a friend, but because of your book, I learned how to be a better friend. Now when I see a 
person in a situation like this, I know what to do. I learned this - listen to your heart. Your heart tells 
the truth. Your heart is the truth. I also learned to always look at things more carefully. If I would 
have looked at your book more carefully the first time, I would have known what to do much sooner. 
Nowadays, I look at the world differently - and maybe a little wiser. It's not because of me. It's 
because you helped me. Thanks to you, this girl has a friend. 

Love, 
S Ct¥cilv Le:pLey 
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'The Cjustice of Sheriff Heck 'Tate 
Wil!ir;im Huynh, grade 10, Champlin Park High School 

During the course of human events, the regu

lations of justice and peace have been made into 
laws that govern the state. However, with the 
passing of time, some laws have come to stand 
for corruption, and some have been filled with 
adulteration and injustice. This is where justice 
must once again come to stand for the rights of 
all. Heck Tate is the Sheriff of Maycomb County, 
Alabama, in the book To Kill a Mockingbird. His 
character, however a minor character, plays an 
important role in the story. The book To Kill a Mock

ingbird is one with a great deal of thematic con
flict. The theories of law and justice conflict many 
times. Heck Tate is the "Bringer of Peace," for he 
is the sheriff of Maycomb County. His personality 
and reputation by itself is one of admiration and 
high morals. He believes in what is right, and 
many examples show this. It goes so far as to even 
cross the law. Heck Tate lives with the guidance 

of law and justice. 
Laws need to be upheld in order to have peace 

and justice. Laws maintain the realm and allow 

justice to continue. 

changes. In the court scene where Heck Tate gave 
testimony, something happened that disturbed 
his mind. The sheriff was in the witness stand 
giving testimony in the case of Mayella Ewell vs. 
Tom Robinson, and Heck was describing 
Mayella' s injuries. When he started to describe 
the condition of Mayella' s eye, he realized some
thing: "Mr. Tate blinked again, as if something 
had suddenly been made plain to him. Then he 
turned his head and looked around at Tom 
Robinson. As if by instinct, Tom Robinson raised 
his head" (168). The information Mr. Tate 
presented was contradicting. Heck realized Tom 
had the left arm crippled, and Mayella had a 
black eye in the left side of her face. He had sud
denly realized something was wrong. When a 
person has truly understood wrong from right, 

justice may no longer seem in place. 
Unfair justice comes with the practice of in-

Sheriff Heck Tate enforces the law at least 
partly due to the fact he wants justice to prevail. 
He wanted to move Tom Robinson to the county 
jail for his safety in the book. "[We should be] ••• 
movin' him to the county jail tomorrow •••• I don't 
look for any trouble, but I can't guarantee there 
won't be any .... " (Lee, 145). Heck Tate says all of 
these things to Mr. Finch not because of the reason 
he is in love with Tom Robinson, but for another 
reason--Tate is propelled by inner justification to 
attempt to ensure peace for Tom. Laws need to be 
upheld in most cases to ensure the peace of the state. 

To realize wrong from right may sometimes 
take time. This is where justice comes in. It may 
take time for people to figure out that an idea, or 
perhaps a law, is wrong; when they do, everything 

justice. The trial of Tom Robinson can be said to 
have an unfair verdict. There was no hard evi
dence, and many testimonies conflict with each 
other. Tom was still sentenced to death. Heck Tate 
was a man with a good heart. It can be stated 
that his reaction to the verdict would be on 
grounds of opposition. As Scout phrased it," •• 
each 'guilty' was a separate stab between them" 
(211). Unfair justice also is found in law. In the 
case of To Kill a Mockingbird, it was the jury that 
served Tom unfairly. In truth, law is only as pure 

as the people that control it. 
The final battle between Law and Justice all 

comes down to conscience in the end. Law is to 
be a servant of justice. However, this is not al
ways the situation. Now we must decide between 
the laws or what is right. Mr. Heck Tate is, as 
stated, a person of high conscience. In one 
instance, he chose personal belief over the law. 
Near the end of To Kill a Mockingbird, Bob Ewell 
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attempts to kill Jem and Scout Fi·nch H h • owever 
t ey are saved by Mr. Arthur "Boo" Radl L , A · ey. ater 
o~, ttlcus and Heck try to figure out how Ewell 
died. They pretended to "discuss" that ·t J h • i was em 
t at killed Ewell or that suicide that brought him 
:own. In truth, they know they are covering up 

oo. They had to choose between real justice or the 
laws on parchment "'Bob E 11 f 11 hi . · we e on s knife 
He killed himself God I'm not thinkin" f J • . ··· go em!"' 
(279). If they didn't cover up the small stuff th 1 ld . , e aw 
wou pumsh Boo with a hopeless trial. Scout also 
states what she feels. "'W 11 "t'd b • h . e , i e sort of hke 
s ootm' a mockingbird, wouldn't it?'" (276) S ti 1 • ome-

mes aws ~u~t be pushed aside to satisfy the vital 
element of 1ustice. Justice prevails over the law 

The eternal struggle of Law and Justice.will 
be forever present. Heck Tate's incidents h th · . , owever 
" e size, will always be but another speck in the 
Holy Crusade" between Law and J t· s· us ice. 
~xteen ~undred years ago, this struggle was still 

t er:. It is present in Sophocles' classic, Antigone. 

Antigone was a tragic tale of conscience vs. the iron 
hand of auth~rity. King Creon announced that 
wh~ever bunes the traitor Polynieces will die 
Antig~ne went to bury her brother for reasons o~ 
conscience. She was caught and C • . , reon was given 
the choice between freeing his niece Antigone 
following his decree with an iron hand. Along wi~: 
these, he also chose at the same time between a 
law of parch~ent or justice. Eventually, he chose 
t~e law over 1ustice-and the Greek gods punished 
h~m for ~is choice. Heck Tate was right to trust 
his conscience. It wouldn't be right to hurt a ha -
lessm k" b" rm oc mg ird. Although law governs the land 
and way of life, Justice governs much m J f ore 
us ice governs the heart and the conscience. With 

laws there can be justice, but with justice there 
cannot always be laws. Law and Justice will 
always be in a struggle. 
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w Wh~n_the cit~zens of Redwall awoke five kids 
W~~ehmissmg. Will Mathias ever see his son again? 

i e sa~e ~attimeo and his friends from slave ; 
. Mathias is a middle-aged mouse that • ry. ned t is mar-

o a mouse name Cornflower Math· h M · • ias asone 
;: at~im~o. Mathias is the warrior of Red wall 
ine wall is kmd of like a castle, a very large build~ 

g made out of red sandstone surrounded b 
re? wall. TheycallRedwall the Abbey, wh· h ya tams h" , ic con-

everyt mg anyone would need to s • Th Abb h urvive. 
e ey as a pond full of fish and fresh wate 

an orchard full of vegetation and the r, f . ' Y are protected 
rom most evil1by the red wall. 

Cornflower is a good mother Sh • • mouse Sh . . • e is a cunnmg 
. . e tnes to raise her son, Mattimeo th 

nght wa~, but things just go wrong. ' e 

f 
. Mathmeo is a big troublemaker. He and h" 

nends Sam S • 1 • is , qmrre ' Tim Churchmouse and 1, 

~hurchmouse get into a lot of trouble. Matti::~ 
is what you would call a spoiled brat H 
g

et · h d • e never 
s pums e because his father is the warrior of 

~~~wall, and about ten seasons ago he saved the 
ey fro~ a°: a_rmy of evil rats. The citizens of 

Redwa_l~ thmk it is their way of saying thank 
by spmlmg his son. you 

One night a band of entertainers knocked on 
the front gate. The citizens thought they we 
harmless band Th • re a . . ey enJoyed the performance the 
entertamer~ put on, and they had a round of drinks 
The next thing the kn th • • y ew e entertamers were one 
There was one more thing they noti· ced p· kid g • · • . • ive swere 
rmssmg mcluding Mattimeo Sam Tinn d 'T' I . ' , , an .1ess. 

h n some pon~ts of Mattimeo I could not believe 
w at happened; it was so amazing. I never wanted 
to put the book down. This book is a se uel to 
Redwall, the first of the series. q 

I thought Mattimeo was one of the best books I 
ever read. It has action, adventure, and the stron 
i~ve of~ futher for his son. I rate this book a 10 out o~ 
h; :ms is ab~ut the best fantasy book there is. I 

f y~u read i~ and find out how good it is just like 
I did. Fmd out if Mathias ever finds his son, alive. 

CJamie Vickery, grade 7 
Luverne Middle School 
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tscape 
My safety net in times of stress, 
My calm during a storm 
They keep me sane and stable, 
They keep me dry and warm. 
They comfort and assure me 
That everyone has worth 
They match my mood or improve it, 
Filling me with mirth. 
Books tell me what I need to hear 
They give it to me straight in voices 
full of passion 
With characters to which I can relate. 
With every page I turn I find a piece of gold 
A new idea or challenging word; 
An insight being told. 
And so I travel near and far 
For everyone likes to escape. 
Novels may seem square 
But they give our world shape. 

20 

r.indse!j Holl, grade 11 

Annandale High School 

'The )Oowerful 'Trance 
of literature 

Staring upon a vast pool of knowledge, as 
deep and wide as can be fathomed. 
The forgotten history of a civilization 
rediscovered and shown to the world. 
Flipping through crisp sheets. 
Newfound exploration in musty, dark 
corners of the past. 
Unprecedented adventure. 
Wandering through a foreign world of 
imagination. 
Footprints in the snow. . 
Fresh imprints on an unformed mmd. 
I am shoved to the cliff of knowledge and 
thrown over the edge into the wide chasm 
below. 
With an undeniable, insatiable thirst and 
desire to continue on the journey, I strive 
forward. 
I am caught, as if in a trance, by the 
hypnotic and addictive allure of literature. 

Jl,101/0 c_Jabas, grade 11 
Eastview High School, Apple Valley 
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10:45PM 
Alive 
In a bookstore 
You sank to your knees 
Coming in 
From the brackish wind, the 
Acerbic and smoke-filled 
Air, your breath 
Going blue to gray and blue again 
Against the Negro night 

Wind playing, pushing through the 
Hot, sinking wool, the 
Gravel cacophonous against your boots, 
Forming staccato beats under streetlights. 
Sanguine cheeks, tearing eyes 
And no sound, the pulse of the 
Stoplights and the vibrations of 
The cars pulling across and out and 
Down we go 

Into the light 
The saffron light 
Shining into diaphanous, paper skin 
Rice paper, like you used in art class once 
And soft jazz, trumpets, sax, 
The softness of a choke cymbal dampened as 
Wine throbbing quietly in a glass, Oh how 
These fluids 
Shifting in your brain 
Make you reminisce for days 
You never knew Moonshine, Duke Ellington, 
speakeasies and 
Flapper dresses, showing off knobby knees. 

You run down green stairs, waft 
Coffee smells, watch people's eyes 
Take in words over 
Leather chairs, wood, naked stools 
Smile in your head at kids looking 
Up, up at the books they want to 
Grasp. The metaphors play out 
In your head 
Inchoate, torrid thoughts. 
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Somehow this place is holy. 
You find no maelstrom of chatter, only 
silence. 

You turn the corner, run hands along 
Mahogany, turpentined bookcases 
Like a lover's back 
Till you reach an olive plaque 
That reads "POETRY" 
And you stop, gasp-you 
Gaze over the titles, desperate 
For direction, but everything 
Is so lovely and all the names 
Jump out at you, scream like orphans-

Frost and Dunn and O'Hara and Plath, 
Hollering and pulling your hair and 
Clinging to your skirt. 
Metamorphosis and Inferno and 
Ariel, falling to your 
Feet, crying blue-eyed and dolorous 
Into the ground. 
You want it all-an overwhelming sense of 
Greed, and jealousy at the 
Case pervades you, 
For all the beautiful words 
It holds. 

And you sink into the quicksand 
Of the never ending carpet 
And clutch the shelves, lean 
Your poor, small head against them, 
So that it might know 
The delirium that hits you 
The cogent words coagulating 
In the fissures in your head, the 
Breaks in the sentences of 
Your mind, 
All that is 
Holding you up. 

lirief!e Lasky, grade 11 

Edina High School 
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Short Stories 
,c3,\ 

page 25 
Even the Weariest River - Laura Engel 

The setting intensifies the mood in this story evocative of "The Pit and the Pendulum." 

page 27 
Fugue - Nora Crompton • 

A story of mysterious lost love. The mood and tone recall The Great Gatsby or Casablanca. 
Allusions enhance the setting and theme. 

page 31 
Recital (poem) - Roxy Berg . . . . . 

Vivid imagery expresses the nervous anticipation of a piano recital. 

page 32 
103 - Kate Levinson 

Through interior monolog a young woman's struggles with body image are revealed. 

page 33 
Broken Record (poem) - Kerry Koestner 

Captures typical family interraction. 

page 34 
Broken - Kate Aasef 

Struggling relationship between a daughter and her absent father. 

page35 
Mama, I do love you (poem) - Gao Sheng Xiong 

An older teen regrets the struggles she puts her mother through. 

page 36 
The Red Shoes - Alayna Linde . 

A young woman's decision to come to terms with her problems is representated symbolically. 

page 37 
His Shoes - Jenna Boyd 

A paean to flashy footwear. 

page 38 
Pure Brilliance - Nathan Mirman 

An account of Archimedes' discovery of the principle of water displacement. 

page 39 
True Crystal of Life (poem) - Ines Kovacevic 

The diamond is used as a metaphor for an important life lesson. 

page 40 
Windsong - Mandi Payne 

A dog looks back on his Call of the Wild life. 
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he room was ten by nine feet. This had 

been one of his first projects. Crawling on hands 
and knees, he had carefully counted the bricks 
lining the bottom of the walls- more than once mak
ing sure. He had run his fingers over the harsh grain 
many times, feeling the plaster, flicking his eyes 
across the surface, estimating the distance. Some
thing to pass the time. Ten by nine feet. He was sure. 

Today he woke up in a comer, a heap of rags 
creating his shoddy nest. Often the ground served 
as a better bed than the cot propped up across 
the room. The chamber had no light, no candles. 
A lone window perched high upon the wall, 
almost touching the ceiling. Much too high to 
look out of. The only other exit, a heavy iron door, 
had a small diamond shaped vent in it, with slits 
just wide enough to see through. At times he 
would press his eyes to this vent, as he did now, 
to stare out at a desolate hallway, the paint 
peeling on unreachable walls. 

Sliding back down to the floor, idly playing 
with the grime at his feet, he woke slowly, blink
ing eyes hazy with sleep. After a time, when the 
light from the window illuminated the room 
enough so he could count the cracks on the 
opposite wall, he began his game. 

Looking around the room with keen eyes, he 
searched for something new to play with, to drip 
around the maze of his mind and sculpt into new 
ideas. The musty wet smell of the room made 
him sneeze suddenly, a tickling, itching sensa
tion that burrowed through his nose as he wiped 
it on a faded sleeve. He looked up to watch the 
beam of light dance upon the dust. The light was 
not new, he had already played with that, reach
ing up to touch it with his fingers, toying with 
the shadows, pondering its meaning and exist
ence. What is light? Why does it put colors in the 
eyes? What can it possibly be made up of? It has 
no mass, it has no feel, apart from the shiver that 
vibrates down your fingers on cold days. Would 
light really exist without something to see? 

Ah, he had found his new subject. Watching 
the dust dance in the air, he began to finger it, 

intrigued by its patterns as it twirled in the breeze 
produced by his fingers. The flecks were kings and 
queens, waltzing to the slow rhythm of the air, 
meandering about the room. He wondered where 
they came from, draping this new film over the 
world. Nothing ever entered the room, and noth
ing ever left, so how did these specks come to be 
there? Do the walls shed them? Are they always 
there, whispering in the air? Do they harm the 
body when it takes breath? He slid his finger across 
the plaster behind his head, peeling away the soft 
layer of flue that coated the rough paint. Did dust 
come in any other colors, besides this drab gray? 

He cocked his head slightly, bringing a stained 
hand down from the wall to feel his stingy beard. 
He wondered what he looked like now. It had been 
a long time since he had seen a reflecting glass. 
Once, he knew, his eyes had been a blue green 
color, alert with curiosity, but now who could say? 

Sighing lightly, his gaze slipped down to the 
floor. What he wouldn't give for a bit of paper to 
record his thoughts. Before, he had had a beauti
ful journal that he kept in his front jacket pocket. 
The binding had smelt of fresh leather, and the 
pages had been crisp and smooth. Longing filled 
him at the thought of his precious book, but in 
what seemed to him a savage crime, he had been 
robbed of all personal items upon his arrival. 

He wondered if he was mad, as those who 
brought him here believed. He had caused quite a 
scene, but that was to be expected of one suddenly 
snatched out of his life and thrust into this tiny cham
ber. He knew he used to be sane, at least as sane as 
any other person. But how could he know now? 

Furrowing his eyebrows, and jabbing a fist into 
the ground, he tried to make sense of things. 
Sanity was based on logic, but logic was twisted 
in this cell. Logic was based on facts, on observa
tion and proof, and he could not prove anything 
outside the rough walls of his confinement. Who 
was to say that the world did not fall off beyond 
his door, beyond the hallway? Perhaps this was 
all the world, and he had best accept it and enjoy 
what it offered. He lifted his head back to the light. 
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But how could he accept it, when he had ex
perienced so much more? The kiss of sunshine 
on his face, the refreshing breeze of an autumn 
day, the exotic dance of flames, the sharp plea
sure of cool, fresh water. He missed such things, 
with this stale atmosphere that lathered his 
tongue and skin at all hours of the day. Freedom 
and life seemed almost forgotten dreams, linger
ing at the back of his mind like a whispering 
spirit. Security, captivity, had taken their place. 

Now he wondered at the opportunity that 
would never come, the possibility to leave his 
cage and soar away, back into the vast world. 
But to leave his familiar haven and gamble on a 
new life was a disturbing thought. Did he have 
the ability to flee were he given a chance? 

He searched the floor, looking for an answer 
in the cracks. 

Now was not the time to think of such things. 
Sleep would clear his mind. When he woke up, 
then he would think about leaving his man-made 
realm. Then he would decide if he was brave 
enough. Now the numb blanket of sleep and the 
comfort of dreams beckoned. Moving to the cot, 
he curled up into a tiny ball in the center, head 

rested on the worn sheets, arms wrapped snugly 
around his knees. He blinked a few times, won
dering how long it would take for sleep to claim 
him. As his eyelids sank, he turned his head to 
gaze at the window once more. The light was now 
groping long fingers further into the room, cautiously 
probing the walls. It reached out to caress his eyes, 
making them glisten softly. 
How beautiful. 
How free. 

Author's Note: 
This story was inspired by photographs taken by 

Shaun O'Boyle including photograph of this poem etched 
into a cell wall in the lockup ward of a State Hospital: 

"From too much love of living, 
From hope and fear set free, 
We thank with brief thanksgiving 
Whatever gods may be 
That no man lives for ever; 
That dead men rise up never; 
That even the weariest river 
Winds somewhere safe to sea." 

Algernon Charles Swinburne 

Using Photographs to Inspire Writing: www.oboylephoto.com 

The website where Laura found the photo that inspired her story is a treasure trove. All of the photo
graphs are of ruins, abandoned buildings and mines, ancient sites. The presence of humans is felt only 
through the artifacts, such as the poem scrawled on the wall from this story. The overall mood of the 
collection is reminiscent of the computer game Myst, eerie and slightly supernatural, but very intriguing. 
This is a very useful site for activities involving mood, even in discussing Shaun O'Boyle introduction to his 

site from this excerpts: 
'Tm interested in human culture, what we do, where we have been, what we have left behind, what we 

have learned or not learned from past experiences. Ruins are a window into human histories, they tell the 
stories of the past through the stark presence of objects and architectures. Ruins capture the imagination 
with their ability to tell stories about our past. The rich language of architecture opens a window to the past, 
a poetry of architectural forms and found objects captures past events and offers them to a fleeting present. 
Memories are inscribed on the walls and in the discarded objects; the silent rooms and dust covered objects 
recall moments when these places were occupied. Perhaps the most powerful aspect of ruins is the subject 
that is missing in the photographs; the people who once worked, lived, walked, talked, slept and dreamed 
in these spaces. Ruins are the remnants of events played out, the end of the line; they stand as tribute and 
memorial to the past. The aging surfaces bear the etched marks of former times, memories from the past 
pulse from the walls. 
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There is a layered meaning in these places, random pieces of a historic and social puzzle are clumped 
together, confused by years of decay, these ruins are an archaeology of our culture, they reveal unexpected 
artifacts of a past that seems distant and foreign. Archived in these ruins are the collective memories of a 
changed culture, the forgotten pieces of the past being preserved as in a time capsule." 
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'7ii.ey used to meet underneath the tree in 
the early morning, when a dim, diffuse glow first 
began to seep over the edges of the sky. The tree, 
it seemed was ancient, standing like a sentinel 
beside a weathered fence. Beneath it, time seemed 
to stand still, and the world held its breath. 

Nick Warren passed it every day, trudging 
along the snowy road that diverged in a shaded 
wood. In daylight, it had a strange, hazy qual
ity, as though it were only a shadow of another 
more substantial tree. Never had Nick, in any 
season, seen leaves growing on its skeletal 
branches, or buds on its narrow tips. At night, it 
loomed silently from its vantage on the blank 
track of land. At dawn, or more specifically, just 
before, the tree assumed that ethereal quality that 
had haunted Nick from childhood. In the dusky 
glow of early morning, it looked surreal, other
worldly. Its frost-tipped branches seemed trans
lucent in the phantom glare of early morning. 

It was during this brief interlude between 
night and day that Nick trudged home one brisk 
morning. Shuffling silently along through a fresh 
layer of snow. He worked unapologetically late 
most nights, often into the early morning, at 
which point he would brave the sharp Decem
ber air and begin the long walk home. 

It was with a resigned weariness that Nick 
walked slowly home that morning, most likely 
the effect of too many screwdrivers and not 
enough sleep. One of these days, he would make 
it to work at a decent hour (and leave at one, 
too!), he resigned himself, but even as he made 
this resolution, he knew how very unlikely it 
was. Even his editor barely knew his face these 
day-he was just the man with the four o'clock 
shadow and the office in back, who wore the 
same flannel shirt every day of the week. Not 
that anyone complained, not even his editor, 
because after all, Nick Warren was a good writer. 
This was, essentially, an ordained fact. But ask 
any of his coworkers to describe the face behind 
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the voice of the esteemed Nick Warren-well, 
even journalists aren't that good at elaborating. 

So Nick kept more or less to himself, never 
bothered with what he deemed unnecessary ex
travagances (a car could never make it down 
the forest path, anyway), but wrote instead. His 
unconventional hours at the Tribune sustained 
him, and up until now, it seemed, that was 
enough. Of course, up until now, Nick Warren 
had never met the girl at the tree. 

She was there as he walked by, motionless 
as the landscape around her. Nick would prob
ably not have noticed her had he never devel
oped the habit of studying the solitary tree as 
he passed, trying to separate just what made it 
so dually wonderful and eerie. As it was, he 
barely saw her at all at first, and had to blink 
several times before he realized that the strange 
discrepancy in the bark of the tree was not the 
tree at all. It was disconcerting, seeing at first a 
tree, and a moment later, a pair of thickly lashed 
eyes blinking at him inquisitively. 

A pale face was staring back at him, with 
taut, sculpted features and startlingly large gray 
eyes. It was hard to call her a girl-she could 
have been anywhere between 13 and 30, and 
her dark eyes seemed improperly knowing for 
anyone so young. Nick felt his legs move inde
pendently beneath him until he found himself 
facing her beneath the tree's stark canopy. 

"Good morning," he greeted her breath
lessly, his words forming a sparse cloud in the 
air. The girl seemed barely to breathe at all, and 
nodded slowly in what seemed like recognition. 
Nick regarded her silently for a moment, his 
mind suddenly unusually slow at conversation. 
Without speaking, the girl smiled knowingly and 
turned away, facing the bright gray horizon. 

Not knowing what to say, or perhaps un
able to speak at all, Nick watched the girl's 
shadow on the gauzy snow. Her petite limbs, 
elongated by the sparse light, seemed strangely 
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thin against the pale backdrop, and reminded him 

of the narrow branches of the tree above. They 

stood there for an immeasurable amount of time 

as Nick alternately studied the girl's unmoving 

shadow and her strange, ageless face. Time passed 

slowly, or not at all, but neither spoke. Nick steeled 

himself against the piercing wind and stood 

motionlessly beside the girl until the first color

less edges of the sun began to peek above the hori

zon. Then, as suddenly as the sun appeared, the 

girl slipped noiselessly away, moving silently 

down the path Nick had followed from town. 

Nick didn't watch her go, but continued to 

watch the morning unfold for a few minutes until 

she was out of sight. In the bright haze of the win

ter sunrise, the snow glared blindingly in the field 

behind him. 
He might have forgotten that morning had he 

not encountered the girl again. Another night of 

drudgery behind a typewriter, and Nick passed the 

familiar tree, and a similarly familiar figure. He 

approached her with a subconscious caution, and 

was within an arm's length of her when she turned, 

slowly, and acknowledged him with the same aloof 

nod. She was unstartled, unsurprised, probably 

even uninterested, but still said nothing. Since she 

didn't object, Nick stood as he had before, facing 

the faintly glowing edge of the sky and watching 

the girl silently out of the comer of his eye. Her 

translucent skin was flushed brightly in the wind, 

reflecting the pale morning light like glass. 

The girl was as expressionless as before, as 

silent and as still. The sun emerged again, and 

again, the girl was gone without a word. The wind 

tugged at her dark hair and coat as she disap

peared, and Nick headed silently for home. 

The next morning dawned blindingly bright, 

and again the girl was in her familiar place beneath 

the tree. She was there, in fact, every day of that 

week, and of the next. Nick made a custom of meet

ing her there, standing silently a few feet away until 

the sun began to creep above the distant fields. The 

girl never spoke, or made any ge0ture but her sol

emn nod. As days passed, Nick became no bolder 

in his approach, but remained respectfully distant, 

and silent. If it ever occurred to him that there was 

anything strange in these encounters; it never 
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seemed to discourage him. If his routine was odd, 

it was at least consistent, and for the moment, 

strangely, gratifying. 
So Nick was only mildly nonplussed when 

one morning, under the glare of an unusually 

bright twilight sky, the girl hastily slipped a small 

piece of paper into his hand and scurried away 

without a word. In the past two weeks, he had 

become used to the unusual. 
At first, Nick doubted the address on the pa

per was even real. He had never heard of Espavel 

Street, and it took some searching in the local 

phone book to locate it, He squinted over the book 

in the dim light of his kitchen, drawing a nearly 

exhausted candlestick closer to the map. He 

watched the rapid flickering of the flame, 

turning the folded paper over in his hand as the 

candle's warmth bristled on his arm. He felt a 

sudden urge to light the paper with the pale flame 

and forget about the quiet girl from the tree. In a 

momentary flash of what felt like clarity, Nick 

realized just how strange the past two weeks had 

been. It was ridiculous really, chasing after this 

girl whose name he didn't even know, who had 

never even spoken to him. And now here he was, 

searching out some bizarre address he briefly 

imagined had never existed before today. 

He resolved to sleep on it, for a few hours at 

least, before pursuing the mysterious address 

scrawled in sprawling cursive on the paper. But 

Nick slept fitfully through the morning, not awak

ening fully until after 11 :00. He set out toward 

town after a brief breakfast, the slip of paper 

• tucked in the pocket of his coat. 

Espavel Street was not as hard to find as he 

expected; he was surprised he had never noticed 

it before, but finding the exact address was a little 

more difficult. It was a narrow, quiet street, and 

few or none of the houses displayed numbers. 

After studying what few addresses were posted, 

Nick settled on a narrow gray two-story set back 

from the street behind a dense curtain of 

sycamores. The walk had not been shoveled, it 

appeared, all winter, but a small set of footprints 

was visible in the fresh coat of snow. Nick strode 

tentatively toward the front door and remained 

on the doorstep a moment, his fist poised to 
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knock. To the side of the door, the house's 

address was posted in faded wooden numbers, 

invisible from the street. This was the house, then, 

and Nick knocked hastily before losing his nerve. 

There was no response from inside, and no 

movement. Nick pressed his ear against the glass 

of the door and knocked again. He could hear the 

faint ostinato of what sounded like a piano from 

the low doorstep, and he knocked a third, more 

insistent, time. There was no response, but in a 

sudden moment of assuredness, Nick tried the door

knob. He scarcely touched it when the door swung 

slowly open and the piano's soft melody intensified. 

"Hello?" he called, peering through the doorway 

into the dim light of a dark, faded entryway. The 

house was silent save for the low drone of the 

piano, which seemed to be coming from a parlor 

just beyond the foyer. Cautiously, Nick let him

self in and shut the door silently behind him. 

He followed the sound of the piano through 

a narrow doorway into a surprisingly spacious 

living room, in the comer of which was an enor

mous black piano. It took his eyes a moment to 

adjust to the darkness before he recognized the 

girl at the piano, who hadn't seemed to notice 

him yet. The room was dimly lit by a few 

yellowed sconces and an aged table lamp. Book

shelves lined the far wall, cluttered with the 

tattered bindings of a very well-used library. 

The girl's eyes were shut, her small form 

hunched over the piano keys in concentration. 

Nick recognized the piece as Beethoven, the 

haunting melody of "Moonlight Sonata." As the 

tune climaxed in an intense arpeggio, the final 

chords echoed softly in the large room. The last 

notes faded and the girl looked up slowly at 

Nick- The faintest trace of a smile curved across 

her lips as she nodded in greeting. 

"Hello," Nick murmured, clearing his throat. 

"That was beautiful." 

The girl smiled broadly and gestured toward 

a deep chair, the only furniture uncovered by dust 

cloths. Nick sat down cautiously, as if afraid of 

disturbing the weighted silence. The girl began 

to play again, a soft, whimsical melody that made 

Nick smile in spite of himself. He was no con

noisseur of music-on the contrary, he had never 
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had much interest in it at all, but there was some

thing strangely intriguing in the girl's playing. He 

watched the liquid movements of her fingertips 

and the intense expression of her taut features. An 

hour passed as one piece after another reverber

ated from the piano, the only sound Nick had ever 

heard from the otherwise silent girl. As she struck 

the final chords of Chopin's "Nocturne," the girl 

turned toward Nick and gestured toward the 

bookshelf behind him with an encouraging nod. 

She was smiling, faintly, but there was a strained, 

tired look to her pale face. 

Nick looked at her inquisitively, his eyes bright

ening at this new prospect. "You want me to read?" 

The girl smiled, nodded slightly, and indicated 

the bookshelf again. 
"Which one?" 

She shrugged, leaning back on the piano bench 

and rolling her stiff shoulders. 

"All right.. .. " Nick rose slowly from his seat 

and perused the extensive library. Most were 

familiar titles, and his attention fell on a few 

of his favorites. 

"How about Emerson?" he suggested, pluck

ing the dense volume from the shelf. The girl 

nodded and propped her arms against the piano. 

Nick cleared his throat and began on the first page, 

brushing dust from the book's cover with his sleeve. 

"There is one mind common to all individual men. Ev

ery man is an inlet to the same and to all of the same ... " 

Nick watched the girl covertly as he read. A 

faint, contented look had crept across her large 

eves and her face was thoughtful and calm. He 

continued to read, all of the first essay, the 

second, and the third. The girl never interrupted 

him, but continued to listen with the same placid 

expression. 

By this time, the sun was drawing lower in 

the sky and Nick realized it was almost 

evening. As he finished the third essay, the 

girl met his gaze and nodded, a knowing smile 

illuminating her small features. 

"I suppose ... "Nick began, stammering with 

a sudden uneasiness. I better go." 

The girl smiled and nodded, rising from the 
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piano bench for the first time and walking toward 
him. Nick stood, holding her gaze as she suddenly 
clasped his hand with a firmness that startled him. 
Her hand was smooth and cold, and shockingly 
small. Nick nodded slowly and headed for the door, 
feeling the weight of the girl's eyes following him as 
he disappeared into the rapidly descending darkness. 

The girl seemed unsurprised to see him 
standing in her living room the next day as she 
performed a demure piece by Liszt. She smiled 
in greeting and continued to play several pieces 
before reclining against the piano and motioning 
toward the bookcase 

In the weeks that followed, this ritual contin
ued daily. Nick would join her in the afternoon, 
relaxing in the enormous chair (his chair?) while 
the girl played piano. He would then read to her 
as he had that first afternoon, and soon he was 
finished with Emerson's first series of essays. A 
period of experimentation followed; he discovered 
the girl loved Christina Rossetti and William 
Wordsworth. She detested Poe, looking distraught 
as Nick read "The Pit and The Pendulum" and shud
dering through "The Telltale Heart." She liked 
Hardy, and all of the Brontes, and seemed to 
devour Whitman's "Songs of Myself." All in all, her 
tastes seemed to reflect Nick's own, and be found 
her to be a very engaging, though mute, companion. 

Nick didn't know how long it had been since 
he first encountered the girl that he brought a book 
from his own collection with him one day. Several 
months had passed, at least, and now the first 
brown patches of ground were beginning to show 
through the muddy snow. The girl was playing a 
slow fugue as he arrived, and the heavy, minor 
chords reverberated through the house. 

He read to her for awhile from Paradise Lost 
before producing his volume of choice. 

"It's mine," he explained. "Do you know Edna 
St. Vincent Millay?" The girl shook her head slowly 
as Nick thumbed through the c.•pen book. 
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''Here's one," he remarked, and cleared his throat. 
"How shall I know, unless I go 

To Cairo and Cathay, 
Whether or not this blessed spot 
Is blest in every way? 

Now it may be, the flower for me 
Is this beneath my nose: 
How shall I tell, unless I smell 
The Carthaginian rose? 

The fabric of my faithful love 
No power shall dim or ravel 
Whilst I stay here, -but oh, my dear, 
If I should ever travel!" 

As Nick read, a change came over the girl's 
calm expression. Her eyes widened, her brow 
furrowed, and her lips parted breathlessly. She 
stared at him intensely as he finished, her 
expression a mix of awe and fear. Abruptly, she 
rose, taking the book from his hands and setting 
it on top of the piano. She clasped Nick's hand 
for the first time since his first visit, placing both 
her small hands around his and trembling 
slightly. Then, abruptly, she turned and headed 
for the door, taking Nick's book with her as she 
left. The living room was startlingly silent, and 
Nick felt himself frozen in place. 

Walking home from his office the next morn
ing, Nick passed the tree where the girl had 
always stood. She was not there, of course-she 
had not appeared there since he first visited her. 
But something else had changed, Nick realized, 
as he slowed to study the sun-lit tree. He 
approached it slowly, examining its dense 
branches with a newfound curiosity. It was a 
moment before he realized it, and he stumbled 
in surprise as it occurred to him. The tree's 
branches, once famously bare, were dark with 
buds. 

The dim glow of the streetlights glistened on 
the pavement, casting looming shadows to 
either side of the narrow street. Nick Warren 
eyed them warily, listening to the sharp crackle 
of his footsteps on the damp ground. Dark build
ings rose sharply on either side, their windows 
glowing faintly beneath faded curtains. 

Five years since he left his little cabin in the 
woods for the city, pursuing what fragment of 
ambition he had left. But Chicago was still intimi
dating, still as dark as it had seemed as first, as 
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lonely and as dreary. The only thing missing-
missing, but not missed-was the strange silence 
of the countryside, the quiet dignity of sloping hills 
of blinding snow. 

He didn't miss the girl, didn't even think about 
her much now. After she disappeared, so did the 
clarity of Nick's recollections. After she disap
peared, Nick couldn't leave fast enough. 

Nick had never abandoned his old habit of 
working late into the morning, but now he felt 
himself reluctant to go home just yet. He took a 
winding route through unfamiliar city streets, 
ambling along through the cold drizzle that hung 
in the still air. He passed dozens of dark build
ings from which could be heard the sounds of 
laughter, glasses clinking, pianos playing. The 
occasional barking dog or wailing siren pierced 
the muted voice of the city. 

He didn't intend to find the bar, but just kind 
of stumbled in without much consideration. It was 
a dark, smoky place, nestled in the low-ceilinged 
basement of a particularly nondescript brick build
ing. Nick walked in, squinting as his eyes adjusted 
to the hazy darkness. 

There was a piano playing somewhere, and a 
woman's voice singing "I'll Be Seeing You" 
through a crackling mike. Nick found his way to 
the bar, where he sat down and ordered his usual 
choice of medication. He turned toward the 
direction of the music, making out the image of a 
massive black piano and a thin, petite singer. The 
singer's voice was clear and warm, but with an 
indescribable, bittersweet quality that riveted 
Nick's attention. He sat at the bar, his eyes fixed 
on the slender figure with the small hands and 
translucent skin, and felt a sudden surge of deja 
vu. A chill coursed through his body, and the 
ice tinkled in his glass as his hand trembled 
unconsciously. 

''I'll find you in the morning sun, and when the night 
is new ... I'll be looking at the moon, but I'll be seeing 
you. . . " The singer crooned, her gaze flickering 
past him. The woman bowed graciously, smiling 
as the applause subsided. Nick rose hastily from 
his stool and headed for the door, his whole body 
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shaking. He felt the singer's eyes on him as he 
left, the same piercing gray eyes that had once 
stared at him from across a piano. Throwing on 
his jacket, Nick stumbled out into the cold. 

The el train was unusually deserted for this 
time of night, but Nick didn't feel like going home 
anymore. He sat on a bench in back and stared 
outside, watching the bright lights of the city 
flicker around him. A newspaper sat folded in his 
lap, but he didn't bother pretending to read. He 
dozed with his eyes open, gazing inattentively 
with a blank expression. 

He didn't notice her get on, didn't even see 
her until she was beside him, and even then he 
didn't recognize her at first. He blinked inquisi
tively, regarding her pale face with a thoughtful 
expression. The girl blinked back, her large eyes 
unusually close to his. Nick bit his lip, a vacant 
gesture, and sat silently as she watched him. The 
girl smiled, reached into her pocket and thrust a 
small, thin object into Nick's hand. Nick glanced 
down at the well-used book, met the girl's gaze, 
and smiled. 

Recital 
Prisoners in cold metal folding chairs 
huddle in a cloud of hairspray and fear, 
taunted by the black and white grin. 

The girl hides her broken, gnawed 
fingernails under a book of Chopin waltzes. 
Barred windows filter sunshine and hope. 

A glissando. The applause dies down 
as camcorders swing into position and 
parents crinkle crisp paper programs. 

Like a third rate princess, 
she approaches the monster and 
prepares to be chained to the rock. 

She adjusts blurry, unfamiliar music and 
places sweaty fingers on too many white keys 
all in the wrong order. 

Softly, she begins to play. 

l'eox0 (3erg, grade 12 
Lincoln High School, Thief Riiver Falls 
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103 
Kate £..eviVISOVI, grade 12, Lincoln High School, Thief River Falls 

103. Ugh. Katy said to the mirror. I gotta break 

ZOO this week. Pulling her shirt up, she carefully 

counted the 20 points. I know I can make it. Just gotta 

cut back a little more today. She tugged her shirt back 

down and arranged it across her hipbones. With a 

sweep of blush, Katy camouflaged her sunken 

cheeks. 
"I know you're late, Hon," her mom hollered 

as Katy flew down the stairs. "But grab a cereal 

bar on your way out." 

"Yeah, sure," Katy replied, fumbling to 

open the box. Hmm, he'll like strawberry, she 

thought. 
Closing the front door behind her, Katy 

whistled. "Here, Turbo!" she called. The basset 

hound slowly crawled out of his doghouse, tail 

wagging. 
"Here you go, boy," she offered. "It's straw

berry today." 

With one last ear scratch, Katy continued down 

the sidewalk. I'm glad my car's broken, she 

decided. It'll be good for me to walk to school. Let's 

see, should burn about 300 calories. Then I'll have to 

walk home, which will burn·another-

A honking horn interrupted her thoughts. 

"Hey, Katy! Want a ride?" 

Oh, God. It's Brett. But if he gives me a ride, I 

won't burn. 

"Sure," she replied, interrupting her con

science. "Thanks, Brett." 

Shit. Why did I say yes? I mean, of course I want to 

marry him, but what about walking? I can only cut 

back so much every clay, and I'm already in trouble for 

those four extra pounds. 

"You can, um, hop in," Brett said. '1 don't bite." 

Katy screamed at herself as she laughed her 

rehearsed giggle and bounced into his car. 
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"You okay, Katy?" asked Brett. 

"I'm fine," she snapped. "Why?" 

"Oh, nothing. You just look a little ... tired." 

"Yeah, I was up late last night studying for 

that chemistry test. You know, the one you 

should have been studying for, too?" Katy joked. 

I'm so stupid, she thought. That was a close one. 

'Well, here we are, ma' am," Brett teased, pull

ing up to the school. "That'll be twenty bucks." 

Katy giggled again. "Thanks for the ride, 

Brett. I'll, um, see you later." 

"Sure," he stumbled. "Hey, do you, uh, want 

a ride home after school?" 

"No. No, that's okay," Katy insisted. Don't 

give in. Don't give in. 

"I mean, it's no problem. It's on my way. I 

live right by-" 

"No. Really." 

"Okay," Brett said. "Maybe we could swing 

out to Mickey D's for lunch? After chemistry?" 

"I-I can't," blurted Katy, as she shut the car 

door and hurried away. 

What did I just do? Brett asked to take me home. 

He asked to take me to lunch. He must just feel sorry 

for me because I stayed up late. But still, I can't be'

lieve I said no. But I caved and let him drive me to 

school. I have to walk home. And what would I do at 

McDonald's? How would I explain ordering a water 

and a package of Saltines? Okay, so it's good that I 

said no. Oh, but it was Brett! 

Third hour chemistry came quickly. I hope 

Brett doesn't look at me, Katy prayed. I can't handle 

eye contact. And I'm scared he'll ask about lunch 

again. Better to just avoid him. Staring at the floor, 

she made her way to the back. (Yes! All the seats 

around are taken!) and plopped down. All right, 

Katy. Time for chemistry now. 

The bell rang, signaling the end of class. Katy 

bolted from her desk to the door. 

"Hey, Katy!" She heard Brett's voice as she 

rushed through the hall. "Wait up!" 

I can't turn around. He's so ... tempting, she 

thought and pretended not to hear. 
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Safely locked in the bathroom, Katy unpacked 

her lunch: a bottle of water and eleven grapes. 

Well, I suppose I gotta cut down. Let's see, minus 

three_tor the extra pounds and one-no, two-for not 

walking to school. She removed five grapes from 

the bag and flushed them without thinking. Six 

left. Hmm, but Brett was paying attention to me to

day. I wonder if . .. yeah, four will be fine. Katy 

flush~d-two more grapes and slowly chewed the 

remammg four. She sipped her water. Two meals 

down, one to go. 

Three o'clock soon arrived. Katy bolted from 

the school and began her walk home. Please don't 

see me, Brett. Please don't stop. 

Arriving at her door ten minutes later with

out encounter, Katy stopped to catch her breath 

Sh~ quietly snuck through the door and up th~ 

stairs. Wow, I don't think Mom even heard me to

day. Thank God. 

She closed her bedroom door behind her and 

routinely pressed the lock. As Katy crawled 

between her sheets, her stomach growled. Please 

fall asleep. I'm sick of resisting. 

"~aty!" The dreaded call of supper came too 

early m Katy's nap. "Hurry up! Food's on the 

table!" 

Dragging herself out of hibernation and 

down the stairs, Katy sighed. Here we go again. 

. She executed her supper routine of avoid

mg and cheating. As soon as she could get 

away, she escaped up the stairs. Straight to 

th: bathroom_, Katy ... before you change your 

mmd. After it was over, she again retreated 

to her room. 
"K t ,,, h 

a Y· er mom yelled an hour later 

"Phone!" 
• 

Katy didn't move. 

"Honey, it's Brett!" 

She slowly crawled out of bed in the direc

tion of the phone. But Katy didn't reach for it. 

She never did. Instead she stood on the scale in 

f~ont of her mirror. 102. Ugh. Better cut back a 

lzttle more tomorrow. 

Through Their Eyes 

t3roken Record 

I came home later than usual 
I 

out of the dark and into the light. 

1 hung up my coat and walked into 

the living room, and everyone was 

at the table. 

"Where were you?" "Try-outs." 

::How did it go?" "I don't know." 

Do you work tomorrow?" 114 to 7_,, 

Next morning, I woke earlier than usual 

out of the dark and into the light. ' 

I put on my clothes and walked up to 

the living room, and everyone was 

watching TY. 

"Good morning." 

"How did try-outs go?" 

"Do you work today?" 

"Morning." 

"I don't know." 

"4 to 7." 

Each day, I see white labels and barcodes 

out of the dark and into the light. ' 

They sit together, a row of cans in the 

living room, and everyone is 

a broken record. 

"Hey, kiddo." 

"How did try-outs go?" 

"Do you work today?" 

"Hey, Dad." 

"I got a part:" 

"Not today." 

Kerry Koestner, grade 12 

Lincoln High School, Thief River Falls 
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fgroken 
Katie Aasef, grade 11, John Marshall High School, Rochester 

It week after Mom sent you my report 
card through the mail, you' re on the other end 
of the phone, your voice tense and resolute, 
starting in with a lecture right after hello. It's 
late and I'm under the covers, reading some 
cheap novel to get my mind off a test I should 
be studying for, when you deliver this spurt 
of long-distance fatherhood. I'm concerned, 
Anna, I'm worried that you're just checking out ••• 
You rattle on about GP As and college and how 
damaging an Fis, even in 9th grade. I'm think
ing about telling you I hate you, but I've said 
that before and was disappointed by how 
weak it sounded. All you did was sigh and say 
we should talk more the next day. So maybe I 
don't really hate you-maybe I just love you 
too fiercely. It's hard to tell the difference. 

Once, Mom woke in the middle of the 
night and turned over to find me still awake. 
She squeezed my shoulder and mumbled 
something, then fell back to snoring. For some 
reason, her touch made me more determined 
to carry out my vigil, and I stayed up nearly 
the whole night. I thought maybe if time 
made a mistake then you would reappear in 
this space where my body was sprawled and 
I would curl into a ball between you and mom 
and we would sleep like that for days, breath
ing in rhythm with each other, having only 

Remember when I used to walk on your 
back after supper? You lay on your stomach 
and I tiptoed from your calves to your shoul
ders, my arms balancing me like a gymnast 
on the beam. My feet felt for your tailbone, 
your shoulder blades, the joints in your spine 
underneath your prickly flannel shirt. When I 
reached your shoulders you'd grab me by the 
armpits and flip me over your head, tickling 
me with your long, quick fingers while I 
giggled and batted your hands away. 

When you left, it dismantled me. I was five 
years old and already broken, my lips already 
closed in a line flat as a china doll's. When 
Mom used to let me sleep in her bed, I made 
this game out of watching the red digits on 
her alarm clock. I'd count to sixty over and 
over again in my head, trying to keep time 
with the clock. It amazed me that the clock 
never made a mistake, that the seconds 
passed steadily no matter who or what was 
trying to distract them. 

good dreams. 
I couldn't wait for that forever, Daddy. But 

I sometimes feel that same forbearance, and 
then it's like I'm a little girl again, watching 
and counting. It doesn't help that you have 
my kindergarten picture framed in the hall
way of your apartment. Whenever I stay with 
you, I pass by that picture and see my long 
red braids, yellow sweater, dark eyes just like 
yours. I am not that sweet girl anymore, and 
her eyes seem to follow me, spying, waiting 
to tell you all the ways I have turned bad. 

You asked me once if I had a boyfriend, 
and for some reason I wanted to say yes. I 
couldn't think of any names, though- only 
faces and smells and the feeling of skin. My 
first time with a boy was in seventh grade. I 
was afraid then because it hurt and he was so 
much older than I was, a high school basket
ball player with long, sinewy arms that 
pinned me down to the passenger seat so I 
could hardly breathe. From where we were 
parked I could see this cluster of stars behind 
his shoulder, and they seemed to be shaking 
and throbbing like the whole world thought 
something was wrong, But after a while it felt 
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good to say yes, to close my eyes and be 
pressed down hard by someone else's weight. 
I don't feel wonderful when boys yell things 
at me or grab my crotch in the hall, and I don't 
feel wonderful when the sweet pretty girls 
sneer at me. But you don't know any of this, 
and to you I'm still wonderful sometimes. On 
good days you tell me how smart I am, how 
far I'll go in life. This Fin biology concerns you. 

Here's what I won't tell: instead of dissect
ing a fetal pig, I had been sitting on a rock at 
the creek behind my house, watching the 
muddy water run by. I wasn't doing anything 
bad. I just couldn't stand looking at the pig, 
with its eyes closed and its little pink tongue 
hanging out its mouth. I stuck around long 
enough to help my lab partners name it-Porky, 
Jr.-but had to start ditching after the first inci
sion. The littlest things can make me cry. 

You're telling me that I need to keep a 
straight head, apply myself, think. I know by 
the way you stutter and retrace phrases that 
the speech has been rehearsed, but I keep my ear 
pressed to the phone, waiting for you to finish, 
while a knot grows in the pit of my stomach. 

You sigh, then speak slowly, in the tone 
you used when I was a child. I want you to 
think long and hard about what you've done. 

What you've done. What you've done. You took 
me apart and now I'm walking around 
broken, avoiding all the eyes that wish they 
could fix me, my heart a frail piece of machin
ery that will crumble if you say one more 
word. It's not until after I've felt the scream 
rising in me, after I've slammed the phone 
back in the cradle and stood for a moment 
with my hand still on the receiver, that a sob 
escapes from my throat, a horrible ugly sob 
that frightens and empties me. After the 
silence that follows, I pick up the phone again, 
listen to the flat dial tone, and imagine that I hear 
you breathing across miles of telephone wire. 

'Through 'Their E0es 

J11ama, 9 Do love You ... 

Mama I'm sorry for all those times I've ever 
hurtyou 

Mama I'm sorry for all those times I've ever 
made you cry 

Mama I'm sorry for all those times I never 
stayed in school 

Mama I'm sorry for all those times I told you lies 

Mama I'll never know how to return all the 
things you've done for me 

Mama I'll never know how to forgive myself 
for all the things I've done to you 

Mama I'll never know how I could be anybody 
Mama I'll never know how I could be without you 

Mama I do love you 
Mama I do care for you 
Mama I do not know how to say I do 
When mama I'll do anything for you 

Mama you are my life 
Mama you are in my prayer 
Mama you make everything right 
Mama you make everything so easy to say 

Mama I'm not the perfect daughter you 
wanted me to be 

Mama I'm not the only one that has ever cried 
for all the things I've done 

Mama I'm not the innocent girl you thought of me 
Mama I only wanted your attention 

Mama forgive me for what has happened in 
the past 

Mama forgive me for all that I have hurt you with 
Mama I hope that our relationship will last 
Mama I hope that you'll forgive me for all of this 

Mama, I do love you ... 

(jao Sheng Xiong, grade 12 
Broadway High School, Minneapolis 
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The feed Shoes 

] uzzy golden sunlight cast inviting shapes 

onto the industrial gray carpet of the shoe store. A 

syrupy pop tune wafted down the aisles, but it was 

interrupted by the harsh jangling of a bell on the 

door. Wrenched out of a daydream, the checkout 

girl glanced up at the newcomer, fighting an 

inward battle over the impulse to fulfill her greeting 

duties or to return to the fashion mag in front of 

her. Laziness prevailed, and she returned to her 

gum-popping and hair-twirling position. 

A bitter and callous woman stood.in the entry. 

Even the mellow light that washed over her could 

not soften her young, sharp features. Her gleam

ing black hair had an edge to it, as if it was stiff 

after days without a shower. Discontent masked 

her face, of what was unclear, for her eyes seemed 

to see beyond the dinky shop and into an image of 

her past. She strode forward, cursing but not slow

ing as she stumbled over a wrinkle in the mat by the 

door. Fiery red pumps with a deadly arch and pinch

ing straps were lashed to her feet The shoes clashed 

with the sloppy sweats she was wearing, but instead 

matched the burning intensity with which she 

walked. 
A mother and daughter, elegantly curled over 

a pile of shoeboxes, occupied the first aisle she 

thundered into. Their delicate faces were reflec

tions of each other, except that the mother's was 

etched with smile lines and her hair had the slight

est speckling of silver. As the red-shoed woman 

disrupted this idyllic scene, two identical sets of 

eyes peered up at her with a slight wrinkling of 

their prim noses, as if they detected an unpleasant 

odor. But, as with oft unpleasant things in their 

world, they dismissed the woman as someone 

else's problem and returned to their lives of TV

commercial perfection. 

The woman noticed nothing of their disdain 

as she barreled past them, heels clacking, into the 

next aisle. For the first time since she entered the store, 
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-A.IC11:::f 11C1 Linde, grade 9, Maple Grove Junior High 

her eyes focused on the reality before her. Despera

tion seized her while she urgently scoured the racks 

of women's jogging shoes, her hands absently 

rubbing her abdomen. The glassy sheen of her eyes 

and her crazed manner brought to mind the last 

moments of a cornered animal, its predator clos

ing in for the attack. Her predator, however, was 

invisible-a fierce memory slashing at her heart 

from inside. 
Her attention honed in on a box of knock

off running shoes, women's size 8. She tore it off 

the shelf, spilling its contents on the floor. A scrap 

of paper slipped out of her pocket unnoticed as 

she bent to retrieve the shoes. From her crouched 

position, her eyes were captured by her face, 

glaring back at her in the mirrored bench that 

all shoe stores have. She hungrily studied every 

inch of it, from the severe downturn of her 

mouth, to her thin brows knitted viciously in a 

V, to the years of pain and rage that looked back 

from behind her mascara-smudged eyes. A tight 

knot deep within her dissolved and her whole 

face slumped with defeat as tears poured down 

her cheeks. She slowly straightened, running 

shoes in hand. 
Deflated, she trudged to the bench and sat 

down. Her 1rooping head brought her gaze to 

her feet, and the red shoes mocked her misery. 

A flash of anger returned. She scraped her feet to

gether, wearily at first, then more and more des

perately as she struggled to free herself from the 

biting jaws that maliciously gripped her below the 

ankles. At last she won and the red shoes fell to 

the floor. A faint glimmer in her eyes began to sur

face, and the acrid tears she shed turned into tears 

of healing and restoration. With deep, shaky 

breaths she smoothed her hair and wiped her eyes. 

She eased her slender feet into the sympathetic ten

nis shoes, delighting in the gentle feel of the fabric 

against her skin. She placed the red shoes in the 
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shoebox and slid it back onto the shelf. As she 

turned to leave, her first footstep crunched on the 

paper scrap. Her newly gained self-assurance fal

tered for a heartbeat, and doubt clouded her eyes. 

Then she shook her head, casting away her fears. 

With a triumphant twist of her heel she ground 

the paper under her foot. A smile warmed her face 
' 

and she left the store without a backward glance. 

In the eerie silence of an abandoned store 
' 

one cranky employee cruised the shadowed 

aisles, complaining about his horrible job. His 

yellow plastic name badge read 'Hi, I'm CHRIS. 

I'm happy to help'. Chris didn't look so happy. 

In his mind, there was nothing worse than work

ing late (in a place that reeked of feet), especially 

when it meant missing the start of the big game. 

Scanning down Aisle 3, he saw one box jutting 

out. On the floor beneath it laid a mashed wad 

of paper. An irritated sigh whistled through his 

teeth as he dragged his feet over to the box. He 

pulled it out to straighten it, but stopped half

way to gape at its contents. ''What the-?" he 

exclaimed. Two extremely high-heeled shoes in 

a blood red color lay inside, a shocking replace

ment for the ho-hum cross-trainers he had 

expected. A stupid mix-up like this would prob

ably get pinned on him, he thought. Aggravated, 

he bent to pick up the paper, and smoothed its 

wrinkles the best that he could. Bold and square 

handwriting dominated the page. Two lines, 

hastily written, stared out, and they puzzled the 

disgruntled employee who read them: 

Good luck with the kid

Keep the shoes as good-bye 

Chris, not being big on imagination, was only 

annoyed by the cryptic message. Why was he 

wasting his time in this dead-end job anyway? 

He stormed to the front of the store, dumped the 

box, the note, and his name badge into the waste

basket. As he tore off into the night, he slammed 

the door behind him, and the raucous bell was 

left to ring in the heavy darkness of the store. 

Through Their Eyes 

His Shoes 

His shoes 
are the shoes of 
Raging youth. 

Shoes blue 
like cool lake water 
comfortable, 
yet crying for help. 
Broken and beat up, 
used and abused, 
they still strive to be the best. 

Shoes of 
faded black 
"sneakers" 
as some would say. 
Dressed to impress 
yet 
rebel against 
everything said to be 
"dressed." 

Spankin' new shoes 
splashed with color. 
Stripes of yellow 
daffodils dancing in 
green fields. 
Puddles of black 
darkness continuing 
forever. 
Reds full of love. 

His shoes are bold. 
In these shoes 
he is my 
hero, denying glory 
unafraid of death. 
I adore his shoes. 

c_Je1111a t300d, grade 12 

Grand Rapids High School 
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Pure l3rilliance 
Nathan }vtirman, grade 8, Valley View Middle School, Edina 

Cf he sun was just rising and a pale red light 

shone just above the horizon. Somehow, it gave a 

magic sensation to the currently empty city of 

Syracuse. Birds flew about here and there, some

times landing and pecking at the ground. Mos

quitoes were, one by one, going away, away from 

the heat that was coming upon the rocky land. The 

Mediterranean Sea was slowly swallowing up the 

shore with its incoming tide. 

A man walked down an almost empty street, 

his white robe flapping with the soft morning 

breeze. His mind was straying away from reality, 

away from himself, away from his planet. His head 

was bowed down, and his feet were dragging 

themselves along, often stumbling on potholes on 

the road. His eyes were looking down, past the 

brown dirt road below his feet. He slowly trudged 

along, forming a cloud of dust behind himself. 

He went in this fashion until the road turned 

into a broad path made out of white marble. He 

looked up, and before his eyes stood a tall white 

mansion glowing in the sunlight that was shin

ning from behind. A canopy extended out from 

the building, tempting the man to come under it 

and rest. Tall white pillars stretched out to meet it 

and to support it, bearing its weight and keeping 

it from collapsing. The man woke up from his 

dreaming, and straightened his back. His eyes 

were now filled with sharpness and vigor. He took 

a deep breath, and marched toward the mansion. 

He proudly strode down the path, and up some 

stairs, finding himself under the canopy. His step 

took him across a platform and r-1st rows of pil

lars, towering above him. He came to a pair of 

heavy rock doors. A doorman greeted him, stand

ing with shoulders outstretched and chest forward. 

"Good morning, sir. You have been 

expected," he said and turned to the doors. Then 

he leaned on them with all of his weight, and they 

opened with a low pitched groan. Light came into 

the interior of the palace and revealed the grand 
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architecture. There was a vast hall with walls bor

dering it and keeping it enclosed, away from the 

outside world in privacy. The ceiling was far 

above the ground, giving a feeling of emptiness 

to the hall. Tall pillars stretched up, supporting 

it just as they supported the canopy outside. 

There was a strip free of pillars down the middle 

of the hall and a red carpet was laid out leading 

to a throne built into the back wall. Everything 

was white, pure white, making the red carpet 

stand out and pulling the man to walk onto it. He 

stepped onto the carpet and paced forward, eyes 

not leaving his destination. In the throne sat the 

king of Sicily, and good manners were expected. 

He came at last to the throne at the end of the 

hall and got onto his knees with his head bowed 

down. The king stood and walked up to the man. 

He seemed so tall, and proud compared to him. 

His stature was that of a person of great author

ity, which he was. 

"Leave us in privacy!" he shouted to the door

man some distance away. The heavy doors 

groaned once again and closed with a thud. The 

hall almost rumbled from the echoes, each one 

getting softer and softer. It now became semi

dark inside, with its source of light from candles 

set up along the walls. 

"Archimedes, you come at last." 

"Yes, Sire. May I be of service?" 

"Alas! I have come across a dilemma. You see, 

I have ordered the best crafter in the land to make 

a crown worthy of sitting on my head. The gold 

was supplied by me, but I'm not sure he used it 

all. After all, he could have mixed it with silver 

or another material, taking the leftover ... " 

"Highness, I will take the dilemma upon 

myself. I will harness it and unlock it. I shall solve 

this mystery!" 
"Now, now Archimedes, no need of haste. I 

do not want it destroyed or damaged. It shall be 

as it was originally after you are done." 
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"Sire, there must be a way. ... " 

"Ah, eager soul ... There probably is another 

way. But I need you to figure it out. Now you shall 

leave me, and only return when the answer is 

present. Go now, and take this crown with you!!!" 

Again the doorman opened the great doors, 

and Archimedes walked out into the morning 

breeze once more, dreaming yet again. Now, 

re~ieved of the king's presence, he relaxed his body. 

His feet again dragged themselves down the 

marble path, and onto the dirt road. 

Archimedes was in dreamland all day, with no 

food or water. But he did not forget to bathe. Slowly, 

he walked to the bathhouse. He ventured for some 

30 minutes, still thinking, always thinking. 

In front of him was a bath full of warm water to 

the rim. He stepped in, and the water overflowed onto 

t~e floor. ~ould it be? No! Thoughts rushed through 

his head. His heart beat quickened. Suddenly, he real

ized the answer, the answer to the dilemma! 

He jumped out of the bath, still naked, and 

rushed out of the bathhouse. "Eureka!" he shouted. 

"I've got it!" Down the street he rushed, his 

adrenaline levels rising, heart beating. "Yes! I've 

t "t1" H go i • e stopped, everybody was staring. A 

thought grasped him. Is that the true answer? Will 

it work? Then, he reassured himself, and oblivious 

to the astonished crowd, he ran again. "Eureka!" 

He raced to the doors of the king's mansion. 

"Eureka!" He opened them. "Eureka!" He ran 

down the hall. "Eureka! Sire, I've got it!" 

"What is this madness? Go get some clothes!" 

"Sire, every material displaces a certain amount 

of water. Gold displaces one amount, and silver an

other amount. If the crown is a mixture, it will not 

displace the same amount of water as pure gold!"' 

"Well then, let's test it out!" 

Author's Note: In the end the crown turned out to be a 

mixture of gold and silver. From then on, Archimedes 

was known for his cleverness. Archimedes was also the 

person who discovered pi for circles (3.14), and worked 

a lot with levers and pulleys. His famous saying was 

always remembered too. "Give me a big pole and some

where to stand, and I will move the Earth." 

'Through 'Their Eyes 

'True Crystal of £.1fe 

You sit there staring at a sheer crystal, 

Full of life with hopes that surround it, 

A wonderful sight with an embracing touch; 

~le~r as the ocean with a white, open light, 

Fillmg your world with a beautiful scene 

With diamonds and rings, ' 

But a deeper meaning to be seen. 

Making a fife shine so proud, 

That the world soon becomes a fantasy· 
Just like life, ' 

Setting in a rainbow with just a touch of 
light. 

A window to the world for many, 

B~t a ~imilarity of the world for you; 

Like hfe with a glow for many dreams to 
come alive, 

A pathway for the positive in life, ignoring 
the negative. 

Soon, when that light breaks away from 
you, 

You realize it was a fantasy in itself with
out meaning, 

Or was it a meaning in itself with a fantasy? 
You wonder, 

As this sh~er crystal fades away from you, 

Representmg all of life's qualities. 

But you stare into this precious diamond, 

And you realize that it did not posses the 

great qualities you thought it did, 

Only you are the true holder of those 
qualities. 

You soon realize that a crystal is only 

worth its outside value , 
And finally revealthat a diamond is a 

piece of coal that merely stuck with the job. 

9nes Kovacevic, grades 

St. Louis Park Junior High 
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Windsong 
)Vf.a.11di Pm.Jl1<2, grade 6, Royal Oaks Elementary, Woodbury 

"c-rJ..is meeting of the pack is now in session." 
These words were spoken by an old dog at the 
age of 13, a Siberian husky with a scar upon his 
forehead. There were 10 or I I dogs around him. 

"So, Scar, you gonna tell us today?" 
"Please, you promised." 
"I want to know about your life," said the anx

ious dogs around Scar. 
"Very well, very well. I will tell you, but listen 

closely. I will not tell it a second time." He then 
began his breathtaking story. 

It was the regular gloomy, cloudy day at the 
corner pet store. A pup, a frisky husky, sat in his 
cage, and he watched curiously as a man entered 
the store. 

"This is my man," I said to myself, scratching 
my itching ears. But, alas, the man went and sur
veyed the kittens. A few days later I had given up 
all hope and laid my head atop my paws as my 
once gleeful eyes sparkled with tears. Then a 
woman approached my cage and picked me up 
from the cold metal. She carried me to the counter, 
and joy filled my faded eyes. I was going, going 
to get away from this horrid place. 

The next morning I awoke in a dark terrain 
with a bow tied about my small neck. I sniffed 
and I could smell the-lady, other inhabitants, and 
the delicious smell of food. My ears perked as I 
heard footsteps form the stairs and an excited yell
ing, "Happy birthday to me!" I felt the ground 
around me lift and a ripping sound came from the 
land. Then an excited face of a boy peered over 
the side of the box. I barked and licked the boy's 
nose, and he pushed me away disgustedly and 
left the room. 

I was inside a vehicle. A car as they called it. I 
was having fun barking at the pouring rain out
side the car. But then the man driving the car sud
denly halted the car. I looked confused as the man 
roughly threw me in a cardboard box, kicked me 
out into the pouring rain, and sped off into the 
distance. I was alone, terribly alone. 

I whined sadly and pushed over the now 
upturned box and stepped shivering into the pour-
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ing rain. I ran under a pine tree, but it did not 
slow the rain. I whined and cowered as thunder 
and lightening flashed overhead. I suddenly got 
very drowsy and felt sick. I walked form the pine 
tree in search of shelter and found an abandoned 
burrow and crawled into its warmth. The warmth 
acted as a lullaby and I fell into a fitful sleep. 

I woke to the morning sun shining in on my 
muddy face. I yawned and stretched and my 
small stomach let out a pleading cry for food ... 
food. I remembered the delicious smell that had 
come from my owner's house. My owners. What 
had I done wrong? My thoughts were suddenly 
interrupted by a low and deep growl coming from 
the surrounding brush. I sniffed and smelled a 
strange smell. Then a tall, gray, much bigger than 
me, wolf stepped from the trees. It was female by 
the sound of her sweet, yet forceful voice, "What 
brings you to my pack's wood?" 

There I stood in the wolf's shadow, staring 
up into her great yellow eyes. 

"I am lost ... I think my owners have forgot
ten me." The wolf barked and wagged her tail in 
a laughing sort of way. 

"You cannot trust the human kind." She 
shifted to show a bloody mark on her side. "You 
never know what they'll do next. Come on, kid, 
let's get you some food." I barked in a grateful 
way and licked my lips. 

I followed her through a rocky terrain. I was 
tiring, but she seemed to enjoy this. We reached a 
beautiful stream. She halted. "Here we are, "she 
said, "the field of dreams." She quickly turned 
which made me jump back in surprise and she 
bared her teeth. "Don't tell anyone, anyone about 
this place. It is my pack's territory and no one 
else's." 

I looked up at her and yipped, telling her I 
understood. "So, what's your name, anyway?" I 
said curiously. 

"Ocean, Ocean Breeze. Just call me Breeze." 
I tilted my head at her in wonder. "What kind 

of name is that?" 
"May I ask yours?" 
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I shut up then. She taught me to catch fish 
from the river and rabbits from the field. I pounced 
and caught a rabbit. I howled loud and strong in 
triumph. Breeze stared down at me. 

"What?" I said, looking back into her eyes. 
She continued to stare, and then she spoke. 

"Your howl ... it is loud and strong for a dog. I 
know exactly what to call you." I looked at her 
w~iting for the name. "Windsong. I shall call yo~ 
Wmdsong." I looked at her and said the name to 
myself. I liked it, and I decided to keep it. I met 
with the pack that night and I learned how to live 
off the land and I lived in the wild, as a wolf 

- Two Years Later --

I woke suddenly and lifted my head. I looked 
around the cave that the pack that I had adopted. 
I looked at the sleeping Breeze and pack. I stood 
and shook. I walked out into the brilliant moon
light, and I stalked a nearby deer. I pounced and 
caught the deer, enjoying its sweet taste, but some
thing made me freeze. It was a howl, a warning. I 
stood quickly and sprinted to the cave, but I 
switched direction because the pack had run 
passed me. And then I heard it. A gunshot and I 
knew exactly what it was ... humans. I quickly 
caught up with the pack and ran beside Breeze. 

After that, everything went so fast. I heard an
other gun and a whimper and I knew, knew Breeze 
was gone. My friend, my teacher, my mother. I 
had to focus. There was nothing I could do for her 
now. I had to save myself. We ran and ran. An
?ther gunshot rang out and I felt an aching pain 
m my left back leg. I fell and fell into a ditch and 
my family ran by me. I knew the pack would not 
stop ... no one would come to save me. 

I awoke the next morning, aching with pain. 
My leg hurt worse than the night before, and I 
could feel blood dripping freely from just above 
my eye. I now see I had landed in a pit of rocks. I 
tried to stand, to look for any source of help, but 
when I tried to stand, I got dizzy at once, and my 
leg gave in. Many thoughts of pain rushed through 
my mind ... How was I going to get food? Water? 
What if the humans came back and found me? 
Would my pack forget about me? I shifted ner
vously and whined. 
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"I wish Breeze were still here." She would 
know what to do. She would have the answers. 
I raised my head, looking for anything that 
could help me. But I saw nothing ... nothing. I 
howled long and strong, hoping someone would 
hear my call. "You can do this, Windsong. Don't 
give up." I told myself reassuringly. Then I heard 
something, and I jerked my head to the right, 
giving myself a headache. 
. There I ~aw a young human pup. It was gaz
mg at me mtently. I growled, low and deep, 
warning the pup not to come near me. The pup 
took a step closer, and I bared my teeth. Then a 
human stepped from the woods with a gun. 

"That's it. I'm doomed!" I said to myself. The 
human stepped closer, the gun held high, until 
we were face to face, man to wolf. I didn't know 
what to do. I wouldn't run away. I was not a 
coward. I would not close my eyes. I would face 
the man ... like a wolf! I waited for the man to 
make a move, and finally he did. 

He raised a shaking hand and patted me on 
the head. I looked at him in surprise. "Was this 
some kind of joke?!" I said inside my head. He 
spoke to the human pup behind him, and it ran 
into the wood. The man took out a damp cloth 
and dabbed at my forehead, wiping and clean
ing the wound. I flinched, but did not move 
away. He started to bandage my leg after clean
ing it. Then, with great strength, he lifted me 
and together we went through the wood. 

-Back at the Meeting--

"Wo 1" "C 11" "S 1" 1 • d 1 w. oo. cary. exc aime a 1 the 
dogs around me. 

"Wow, Scar, that's neat," replied a young 
member of the pack. 

"Thank you," I said. 
After the meeting of the pack was finished, 

the elderly leader walked toward his house. He 
knew his real name now was Scar, but he would 
always, always, live as Windsong. 
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Destiny 
Sean ~adc!iffe, grade 6, Royal Oaks Elementary, Woodbury 

Cf hey say that guardian angels keep you from 

getting harmed. Sometimes people think of guard

ian angels as invisible, shining forces that hover 

around you all day keeping harm from coming 

to you, or that little being that lives on your shoul

der and tells you to do the right thing and not 

listen to the little red guy. Some people might 

think of guardian angels as common sense! Take 

this as an example, someone tells you to cross a 

highway with cars going 50 MPH, but common 

sense tells you not to jump in front of a speeding 

car. Has anyone ever heard from a guardian 

angel? Not that I know of. 
Guardian angels are people who weren't sup

posed to leave the world, because they had a 

larger purpose, a destiny. I should know. Some

how I left without knowing, totally oblivious to 

my fate. When I turned into one, everything 

became clear, who I watched, what to do, every

thing except what happened to me. What is the 

point of this and how did I die? 
Out of all the millions of people in the world, 

all of the choices, guess who I got! Some egocen

tric, snobby, rat of a man. I guess you can't even 

call him a man. He's closer to a spoiled baby. 

Every day he yells at his secretary, "Get me 

black coffee, and a dozen of the finest Crispy 

Cremes! And make it snappy! I haven't got time 

to wait!" 
He's an overweight, old, cruel-hearted, rotter! 

The local kids who cut through his yard when 

they're in a hurry, get screamed at with no end, a 

call home, and to top it all off, he has the thinnest, 

bunch of miserable crabgrass in the state! I mean, 

who would want to protect that? 

Speaking of protecting, this guy is a lawyer 

(who most people tend to dislike) who's made a 

lot enemies! He's the target of many plots from 

angry families whose innocent relative went to 

jail. You can probably guess I have my hands full 

with this guy. 
There have been around fifteen attempts to 

get Mr. Rotten back, but I just have to help him! I 

have a hunch that if I save him enough times, I'll 

get the answers I desire! 

It was late in the afternoon when Sir Rotten 

had a dinner date with a potential client. He was 

slicking back that greasy hair of his (I don't see 

why he used gel. It's greasy enough as it is.) and 

humming. "I'm going to be rich!" the rat snick

ered. 
He jogged out of the house in a flash and 

hopped into his new, red Corvette. In less than 

15 minutes he was standing in front of the ritzi

est restaurant you could find in town. 

There, a waiter humbly told him that the host 

was waiting for him. Mr. Rotten waltzed in like 

he owned the place and stopped dead when he 

saw the host. 
"D-do I know you?" he stuttered. 

"Oh, you know me. And I have proof that 

you have lied about every case you ever fought!" 

a woman told him with sheer defiance. 

"You were the cause of an innocent man's 

deafh and you'll pay by the death penalty!" a 

police officer said while slapping handcuffs on 

him. 
Three days later Mr. Rotten was executed. I 

doubt he'll become a guardian angel, but I'll 

never know. There's a punishment for letting 

your guarded be harmed. I'll be immortal but 

also never rest. In the middle of alive and dead. 

That is how my story ends, and it'll never change. 
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The tarth is a Pancake/ 11_ Shocking ~evelation 
Con:1 Sa./veso/1, grade 11, Eastview High School, Eagan 

The earth is flat. There, I said it. Every pair 
of eyes that crosses this line of text is attached to a 
mouth that will laugh at it, but it also is connected 
to a tiny mind that does not know any better. 
Repent! For it is in concluding that the world is a 
sphere that man made his greatest mistake since 
the decision to eat that confounded apple. In 
actuality, our dear planet is no planet at all. This 
fact, which tiny minds have turned into an argu
ment, is defendable by two basic principles: There 
is no evidence that the world is a sphere, and, 
through observation and experience, it is logical 
to assume that the earth is planar. 

Let us first establish that there is no conclu
sive evidence of the earth's non-flatness. We are 
first presented with the collective works of the 
archaic "scientists" that some call geniuses; names 
like Copernicus, Galileo and Hawking come 
immediately to mind, as do words like "small 
minded" and "presumptuous." The backbone to 
these dreamers' arguments is theoretical science, 
an unstable ground for the construction of any
thing designed to last. They argue that because 
stars move in certain calculable patterns across the 
night sky, the earth must be a ball-shaped object 
floating in a large vacuum. Perhaps they sleep 
easily at night thinking that, because the gradual 
movement of shadows over time is a clear sign of 
a wandering light source, the earth must be some 
kind of roundish blob being orbited by the sun. 
But have any of them ever seen a star? Have any 
of them ever watched the earth float around in 
space? No. No, they most certainly have not, and 
even if they claim to have done so, there are still 
the questions of mental stability, eyeball reliabil
ity and memory consistency. 

A pitiful soul still attempting to cling to the 
idea of a round earth would probably read to this 
point and say something to the effect of, "What 
about the moon landings and orbits?'" I ask you
what good is a photo of the earth if it is fake? Yes, 
I am indeed implying that man has never made it 
into space. At least five people, possibly more, 
witnessed the moon landing of 1969, but they were 
all of them deceived. There is no way that a bucket 
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of circuits and duct tape such as what was 
supposedly used could have survived the speed 
necessary to make it to the moon in so short a time. 
The technology simply did not exist in the 1960s; 
of course, cinematographic special effects did ex
ist on a caliber necessary to pull off such a large
scale prank. Take a gander at the James Bond 
movies Goldfinger or You Only Live Twice-1964 
and 1967, respectively-for proof. Also take into 
consideration that the television show Monty 
Python's Flying Circus debuted the same year as 
the moon landing. At any rate, I find it difficult to 
rule out the possibility of a grand-scale hoax com
mitted by a generation that popularized sea mon
keys and polyester pants suits. 

With the mind newly cleared of all sphere
biased assumptions, we may now move on to 
proving that the earth is flat. First, we shall look 
at our incandescent friend in the sky I have per
sonally proven that the sun physically moves from 
one side of the sky to another in an easily repeat
able experiment. Materials used included: large 
blanket, video camera, 12 two hour video tapes, 
and 2 pitchers of pink lemonade. I set out the large 
blanket on an open spot on the ground outdoors 
and proceeded to record the movement of the sun 
across the sky over a 24-hour period. My results 
were not astonishing, as I had noticed the sun's 
wandering activity before. The following excerpt 
from my lab journal details my findings: 

Good old Sol poked up from behind the paint 
factory to the east of me, streaking the sky in a 
multitude of nontoxic designer colors. Compelled 
to move by the advancing ticks of the clock, he 
perched himself up an immeasurable distance 
above my head and melted all the ice cubes in my 
pink lemonade. The path followed thus far was a 
straight one, I observed. The sun then swam 
through blueness into the increasingly muct:--red 
western horizon, and all trace of his fiery, mobile 
goodness was drowned by smothering darkness and 
overpowered by my fiercely growling stomach. 

If you listen to the voice of logic in your mind, 
you will hear it tell you that the sun is doing all 
the moving about, and not our comfortably 
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stationary and obviously horizontal earth. With 
this in mind, it is easy to understand that the earth 
does not move. As a planar object, it must remain 
stationary; stars and other, more curvaceous plan
ets do all the running around. If the earth did start 
moving, everything on it would fly off. Spin a Lazy 
Susan too fast and you will end up with salt and 
napkins all over the place, and this concept is no 
different when applied to the earth. Someone with 
a small mental capacity might point out that grav
ity would save our souls in the unlikely event that 
our planet is or someday will be spinning. Such a 
person is easily shamed into silence when a bal
loon is brought into the room, an object that 
defies the law of gravity by floating above the 
ground. Airplanes, bumblebees and trapeze art
ists are other fine examples of this loophole in 
nature's law. It is by this established truth that we 
now arrive at the most definitive argument for the 
earth's flatness: Gravity has already been proven 
bunk, or at least unreliable, and thus if earth were 
anything other than flat, everything would fall off 
into space, excepting only that which sat on the 
very top. Water bodies would drain, birds would 
not be able to fly straight, trees would bend 
toward the bottom hemisphere. Call me crazy, 
but I am glad that our earth is not sphere-, cube
or popcorn-shaped. 

I am content in the knowledge that the earth 
is a pancake, and I am comfortable with being one 
of the enlightened few that know it for truth. 

/Apside-down 
I was told when I was five that because of gravity, 

at any point in time I could be upside-down and I 
wouldn't know it. For six years, I didn't worry about 
a thing; why worry, when you could be upside-down 
instead? 

I was told when I was twelve that the Earth ro
tates around one axis, set at an angle from the North 
Pole to Antarctica. The Northern Hemisphere stays 
on the top, and the Southern Hemisphere stays on 
the bottom. Scientifically, I could never be upside
down. 

I was told when I was seventeen that European 
cartographers designated England as the top of the 
world, as it held more power than any other country 
at the time. It's stayed that way. Why change the 
globe when you can be upside-down instead? 

)Vlarta Schaffer, grade 12 
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1.4 decades ago when I was born 
My mathematical mind began to form 
When I was 4.119 
My dad showed me a negative number line 

When I entered fourth grade I knew simple calculus 
I tried to show it to my friends on the bus 
They didn't get it 
When I learned about Pythagorean Theorem 
I tested it out on my finger and thumb 

Everywhere I go, I think of math 
Is the time divisible by 9? 
What's the volume of my bath? 
Fractional exponents are really cool 
They should be taught earlier in school. 

I love angles, cubes, degrees, and squares 
Maybe you think, who really cares? 
I get excited by trig and pi 
That's the way I was made, only God knows why 

Eric Peterso11, grade 8 
Becker Middle School 

City 911 JV1.y Head 

Got a city in my head. 
Lights flash and sirens sound. 
It all keeps movin' round and round. 
This city, you see, it never sleeps. 
It's always changing. 
Rearranging. 
All inside my head. 

Got a city in my head. 
With little people, too! 
All are different, yet the same. 
All filled with innocence and blame. 
Some are walking. 
Others talking. 
All inside my head. 

Got a city in my head. 
A million things run through my mind! 
Sorry if I don't know what you said. 
See, I got skyscrapers in my head. 
Lots are growing. 
People knowing. 
All inside my head. 

Cam f3e11so11, grade 8 
Wayzata Central Middle School 
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Sir 9saac's Cf win Sons 
David JV1.oran, grade 11, Benilde-St. Margaret's High School, St. Louis Park 

Some may say that comparing a nutri
tious cookie-fruit snack with a Las Vegas night 
club singer is pointless. These, of course, are the 
same people who have never understood the 
striking similarities between Jimmy Buffet and 
Old Country Buffet, and more importantly, the 
cosmic importance of such a relation. These people 
deny any notion of a universal nexus. They are 
wrong. In actuality, everything is interconnected, 
and thus Fig Newtons and Wayne Newton share 
more than a name. 

This is not to say that there aren't differences. 
There are the obvious: one is a delicious fruit 
cookie, and the other one is a singer at his own 
Las Vegas casino. Fig Newtons are somewhat 
older than Mr. Newton, they being one of the 
oldest baked goods on the national market, he 
being a youthful sixty years old. Likewise, the 
snacks have enjoyed commercial success far 
longer than the singer. True, Fig Newtons are 
manufactured by the millions and Mr. Newton 
is one of a kind, and they are inanimate and 
lifeless while he is a jovial performer. Nonethe
less, they are like brothers in a snack food and 
aging performer family, bonded inherently by 
the very essence of their being. 

Both Newtons are defined in part by their 
economic success and fame. To say the least, 
both have become wealthy in their old age. To 
date, Fig Newtons net an approximated $1 bil
lion per year; Mr. Newton, although not quite 
as monied, has at times in his forty-year career 
asked for $1 million per month as a top-billed 
performer at Las Vegas casinos. Both have 
enjoyed a continued reign of success as well. 
Since the time they hit their stride in the early 
1960' s (Fig with the growing baby boom, Wayne 
with the top 20 hit "Danke Shoen"), they have 
managed to prolong their respective fame. Mr. 
Newton expanded on his feat by producing hits 
in "Red Roses for a Blue Lady" and "Daddy 
Don't You Walk So Fast." Fig Newtons expanded 
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by presenting different flavored varieties in straw
berry, kiwi, and apple. Even though neither has 
returned to the peak once reached, they have 
somehow stayed prevalent in the American 
mindset. Certainly, the roles of fame and money 
tied them inseparably; the bond, however, extends 
even deeper. 

The American people have always been in 
need of consolation, especially during hard 
times. It is at these times when the Newtons are 
most important. Fig Newtons are easily one of 
the world's greatest comfort foods, perfect for 
the college care package and the money-starved 
factory worker. Likewise, Wayne Newton could 
mollify any recently bankrupt Las Vegas 
gambler with a rendition of "Danke Shoen." 
Essentially, both Newtons, go down smoothly. 
Neither are overly saccharine or artificial, nor 
are they so bland as to be uninteresting. They 
both are just sweet enough to let one forget 
about the troubles and trials of everyday life 
without being lifted from reality all together. 
They provide relief-La-z-Boys in a world of park 
benches. And in this way, their importance is 
incalculable. One can imagine a downtrodden mail
man sitting in front of his stereo with a collection of 
Wayne Newton records and a king-sized package 
of Fig Newtons to alleviate his problems for a while. 
The power of the Newtons is ever present. 

The connection between two such disparate 
entities may mean nothing to some, but to the 
enlightened, it provides hope in the vast enor
mity of the ever-changing universe. Some are 
apathetic about the Newtons, but they are heart
less, have no soul, and thus will not be 
discussed. Nevertheless, simply to recognize 
the inherent affinities between the two is an 
acknowledgment of the similarities between us 
all. We ought all strive to see this more often. 



Valedictor0 
f'<OXl_j l3erg, grade 12, Lincoln High School, Thief River Falls 

/A ntil I stood in line for my cap and gown, 

my epiphany-less lifestyle was just fine and dandy. 
I was content to find fulfillment in meaningless 
emotional outbursts and abstract finger paintings. 
However, after three quarters of AP English I 
found myself ashamed of my lack of depth and 
discernment. Analyzing classic literature made me 
realize that revelations are absolutely necessary 
for daily function. It seemed that short story 
authors have Big Light Bulb Moments with their 
morning coffee and novelists ooze epiphanies with 
every syllable. To my horror, I realized that for 
years I've been breathing the stale, ignorant air of 
the general populace. I feared that unless I found 
an epiphany fast, I would fall into a pit of intellec
tual bewilderment and creative failure. Well, I 
wasn't going to let that happen. At once I decided 
to take time out of my busy schedule to find one for 
myself. If Virginia Woolfe could find the meaning of 
death by watching a moth die, then I could certainly 
find the meaning of life in Lincoln High. Surely a 
valedictorian could manage to hunt down an 
epiphany after school on a Wednesday afternoon. 

I thought it best to start in the library. I 
wandered up and down the aisles, running my 
fingers along the Dewey decimal numbered spines 
hoping some detail would set off my Epiphany
Day. I had it all planned out. Bells would ring and 
birds would sing as a Newtonesque apple of 
enlightenment clunked down on my head and 
opened my eyes to the innate truths of man, god, 
and society. Unfortunately, I only got harassed by 
overworked library ladies and wasted several 
precious minutes engrossed in a useless book on 
handwriting analysis. 

Undaunted, I pressed on to the hallway. As I 
turned a corner, I nearly tripped over a crying girl. 
I thought it odd that she'd be crying in the open, 
then nearly cheered when !realized what an excel
lent potential epiphany she was. In books, tears and 
suffering nearly always lead to something impor
tant. The suffering is preferably your own, but I 
could cut corners. This didn't need to be an impres
sive revelation. Using a friendly and, I hoped, suf
ficiently sympathetic tone, I asked, "Little girl, why 
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are you crying?" It reminded me of an intro to a 
bad joke. The girl looked up and sniffled a little. 

"I don't know," she said, and then started 
bawling all over again. This was going nowhere. 
I told her that I knew what she meant, which I 
did, or maybe I didn't, or maybe I wasn't quite 
sure. Disappointed, I moved on minus two 
Kleenex and about forty-five seconds. 

I then opted for the chemically induced 
epiphany. Since drugs and alcohol were both 
illegal and unavailable, I marched to the vending 
machines and shoved my quarters into the slots. A 
few moments later I devoured a Hershey bar and 
slammed a bottle of Mountain Dew, not diet, I'm 
no sissy. Adequately cranked on caffeine, I sat down 
and waited for my imminent vision. Nada. The 
cheerleading squad arrived on the scene to prac
tice and after awhile I went on my way, positive 
that school spirit is a natural epiphany repellant. 

I pondered potential epiphany catalysts: 
Inspiration by perspiration, insulation, aspira
tion, transpiration, incubation, perturbation, 
masturbation, refrigeration-No! I think not. 

I was getting a little antsy and frustrated
most likely the sugar kicking in. I found myself 
dis.tracted by thoughts of love, war, and politics 
all at once. It was frightening yet sadly cliche. I 
do have some standards for myself. It was get
ting late, and I was running out of patience. With 
a lazy perseverance I decided to follow prece
dence and watch a moth die. After all, if it worked 
for Virginia Woolfe, why not for me? 

I searched high and low and in the middle 
for a moth, but most of the classrooms were 
locked and the windows were all full of 
announcements and inspirational posters. 
Eventually I found a spider under a sink in the 
upstairs bathroom. It rested on a sweating pipe, 
unaware as I cautiously approached. Absorbing 
every detail of its form and manner, one could 
not help watching its frail and diminutive body. 
The spider's belly was gray and smooth
swollen by gelatinous entrails. One was, indeed, 
conscious of a queer feeling of pity for his eight 
scrawny legs and ten compound eyes. One could 
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only imagine what he saw of the world from 
behind such distorted lenses. I waited in breath
less anticipation for it to move. It didn't. 

I waited. 
One would assume that after dramatic pause, 

the twitching, scuttling, creeping, wriggling, leap
ing, or darting would surely follow. No such luck. 
Hoping to hurry the observation along, I extended 
my car keys and nudged at at one of the legs. It 
twitched a few times, but the spider remained oth
erwise unresponsive. I poked another leg. This one 
slid over a bit then back to its original position. I 
shoved my key back into my pocket. Woolfe' s moth 
was far more enthusiastic. 

AHA! A sudden realization turned my frus
tration to joy. Surely the spider meant to save me 
time by skipping the frantic, reeling, desperate 
phase and getting right to the dying part. 
Enthralled once more, I continued my vigil. 

A loud knock interrupted my concentration. 
Curses! The janitors had come to clean the bath
room. My time for romantic contemplation and 
meticulous description would be tragically cut 
short. I looked back under the sink. The damn 
spider wasn't even dead yet. 

"Is anyone in there?" asked Dusty the Janitor. 
Maybe I could salvage a few precious seconds. 
"Just a minute!" I screeched. 
"No problem." 
I examined the spider. Unfortunately its vital 

signs seemed normal-as if anyone could tell. But 
perhaps I could hurry death along a little. I flicked 
some water on it, hoping for a drowning or at least 
anaphylactic shock, but the spider seemed disin
terested and lethargic. I blew on it; the spider 
merely yawned and twiddled its eight thumbs. 
There was another knock on the door. Dusty was 
getting impatient. Desperate, I yanked off my shoe 
and said a silent prayer to the gods of British litera
ture: Milton, Chaucer, and Shakespeare. Smack! 
Thwack! Smoosh! My epiphany oozed sticky yel
low goo between my Sketchers' purple treads. I 
blinked a few times. Nope. Just as stupid as ever. 

Dejectedly I wandered the empty halls of 
Lincoln High. I had failed. Perhaps I just wasn't cut 
out for enlightenment. Perhaps my destiny lay in 
an earthworm farm or a post-it note assembly line. 

As I passed the library, I was certain that I 
could hear Virginia Woolfe snickering at me 
from the beyond the grave. My thoughts turned 
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bitter, brooding, and bloody. Hamlet would 
be proud. 

"That's it, Virginia, you sententious British 
bitch. I'm not afraid of you." With the determina
tion of a five-year-old, I dropped to the floor, 
crossed my arms and legs, and pouted. "No! You 
can't stop me! I want an epiphany, and I want it 
right now! I'm not moving till I get one!" That 
would show those snobby epiphanies who's boss. 
I waited and waited. And waited. La de da. I 
whistled and drummed my hands on the floor. 
The epiphanies were wearing down-I could feel 
it. They hate whistling. Alas, the sun was setting 
and I had a lot of homework to do. Nonchalantly, 
I opened my Spanish book and memorized some 
kitchen utensils. I checked my watch. 

Yep. Any minute now. Hmmmmm. Maybe I'll 

have enough time to finish Hamlet while I wait. 

Diplomet 

a mountain 
the foot of or the 

could be top of 
The stage a molehill 

The handshake with the principal 
is fair warning of 
as the young graduate reaches for 
the ticket. 

He could be 
wishing the graduate well 
at Harvard 
or McDonald's. 

The formal scrap of parchment 
clutched in nervous fingers 
symbolizes twelve grades 
of school 
but doesn't say 
where to go next. 

Kerrl_j Koestner, grade 12 

Lincoln High School, Thief River Falls 
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Personal Narrative 
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Talcum and Curls ~ Anna Jankowski 

Childhood memory of mother and sister. 

page 55 
On Rain ~ Arielle Lasky 

The rain reflects the narrator's mood as she angrily waits for an inconsiderate friend. 
page 55 ~ Poems 

Loneliness ~ Nau Vang 
Poker Pain ~ Andrea Stenson 

page 56 
Because Dish Water Gives Back No Images~ TaMeka Williamson A young woman frankly reflects on the consequences of her sexual decisions. 

page 57 ~ Poems 
Apologetic~ Erin Mauer 
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young and stupid ~ Trina Peterson 

Teen Stress ~ Writing Achievement Award Impromptu Essays The prompt asked students to write an address to a community group suggesting services that could be offered to help students who are experiencing stressful situations. page 58 ~ Megan Prosen 
page 59 ~ Stasie Ardolf 

Page 60 
If You Jump, So Will We ~ Danielle Clark 

Childhood memory of being tricked by her brothers. 

page 61 
Grandma's Star~ Tess Nedderson 

Remembrance of a beloved grandmother. 

page 62 
A Scary Mistake ~ Megan Graff 

Childhood memory of accidentally hurting a younger brother. What Is Fright? (poem) - Nicole Schanus 
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-Al111CI Cja11kowski, grade 12, Cloquet Senior High School 

Nothing recalls the past so potently as a smell. -Winston Churchill 9 remember only certain glimpses of my sister, finding myself relieved that her Cheshire childhood, like Mom shaving potatoes at the grin matches my own. The light glints off her wide stainless steel kitchen sink, Dad sneaking behind hazel eyes in a way I know, even at three, makes her, placing his hands around her waist, and Mom and Dad melt with parental pride. pecking her on the back of the head. Most of all, Suddenly, Mom spins toward us, now bearI remember the smells of our house, remember ing the signature grin of bath-time right along with them not how they survive today, but how they my sister and me. A bottle of Love's Baby Soft Talenveloped me as a small child. They come upon cum Powder rests proudly in her right hand. Imme in the strangest places, floating in the long mediately, my sister and I rush closer; she holds sterilized halls of school, or amidst the quiet the bottle higher. plush of my car, or hovering in the warm air of "Who's first?" her singsong voice asks above an airplane or city bus. Like waves crashing our whines. against rocks, they hit me, drown me in their elo- This time I am first! I stand as tall as I can, my quent essence, rip me open with the memories arms at attention, the toes of each foot pointing they bring. Pot-roast simmering with steamy car- inward and crossing over one another, my baby rots in au jus. Fresh paint seeping into wooden fat forming tiny dimples around my knees. The walls. Spring mud and grass mixing with the vi- pink powder tickles as it alights on my warm, velnyl of tiny white sandals on Easter morning. vety skin, and I delight in the moment as it sticks Lemon Palmolive and glass cleaner. Bubble bath then rolls off the sides of my pudgy belly. Mom's and talcum powder. skillful adult hands smooth the fine pastel flakes Talcum powder. This is the largest wave, the until they vanish, until I childishly imagine nothone that pins me to the rocks, to the memories, ing can ever harm me because the soft pink to the past... talcum and my mother's hands are enough shield I am second to soak in the bath, as in every- from the world, that they have the power to stop thing, for I am the "baby" of the family. But a time, to remain in this moment forever. I pretend grin hangs in my mind, revealing itself in the the powder is magical fairy dust, that I am the jaunty movements I make as Mom pats me dry. I Princess of the Fairy Forest - that I am the only relish in the fact that my older sister must wait fairy; my mouth widens into a half moon, revealfor our favorite part of the night on my time, even ing perfect white teeth. if it's only a matter of five minutes. She balances But my sister emerges in the forest, too. I open on one leg near the closet door, her delicate six- my eyes, dissolve into the shadows. From across year-old hand clasping the crystal doorknob, her the rectangular bathroom, I notice her waltzing eyes flicking back and forth- Mom-sister, Mom- eyes slow, slow to a steady, calm ballet as Mom sister - like a metronome. splashes the pink pixie dust, this time over my Mom rubs my hair one last time with the sister's tummy. She does not close her eyes like I towel, just like you rub a balloon so it can stick do; she is always alert, ready for the world. to the wall. She snaps the towel crack-and I Later on that night, tucked in the lower bunk, imagine her steering a stagecoach, imagine her I hold my breath and blink into the nightlight's short brown hair long, whipping wildly like a soft orange glow. I open my eyes as wide as I can, snake's tongue behind her. to make sure I stay awake until my sister decides I watch Mom's fuchsia slippers shuffle in her complex mind when the time is just right. toward the closet door. My heart accelerates with "Is it time yet?" my toddler voice whispers into excitement, and I dare to sneak a peek at my the heavy night air. 
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I feel the tension like a stretched rubber band 
as my sister listens even harder. Above me,her 
eyebrows furrow like tidemarks in the sand. "No. 
You're too loud," she warns. "Quiet." 

"Sorry," I declare, louder than a whisper. 
The night waits with us. Time freezes. The 

man in the orange moon holds his breath. Life 
is suspended. 

My eyelids grow heavy, like two metal fingers 
are pushing them shut. I let my legs stretch out, 
hug my plush gray elephant with the loose plaid 
bow tie in my spindly arms. 

And then I hear it! Tap, Tap. Just two knocks 
against the chilly flower-papered wall. Never 
more than two. It is our code, our secret, and my 
sister and I, we don't break secrets. 

My eyes flash open like a doll's eyelids when 
tilted upright. Even before I climb out of bed, I 
feel my sister's anticipation, can see her pushing 
back the thick pink comforter. I swing my legs 
over the mattress, feeling the sudden chill of wood 
scale from my soles to the tip of my head, I grasp 
the grooved edges of the ladder in my chubby 
hands and inch tiny foot by tiny foot up the rungs 
until I see the white of my sister's hand reaching 
out in the darkness. 

"I'm here," she reassures in a scratchy voice. I 
reach out, feel her warm fingers around mine, her 
strong grip promising safety. I'm here. 

We sit Indian-style on the top bunk, facing 
each other, our meaty round knees touching. In 
moments like this, my sister will teach me how to 
say the alphabet, how to read, and how to count 
by tens-all a good summer before first grade. Over 
the years, she will whisper into my open ear the 
legends of the Gumps, mystical creatures that live 
in keyholes and love gardening. And I will share 
with her my own stories, my own imaginings. 

"Anna," she sometimes whispers to me at the 
end of her bed, "are you still awake?" 

"Yes," I concede and pry my eyes open. 
"Well, you can come sleep by me." The bed 

squeaks like an ungreased bike chain as she shifts 
to make room. 

I crawl up next to my older sister. We lie on 
our backs, her arm strung protectively over my 
shoulders, just like I've seen her do with her 
Cabbage Patch doll. 

I rest there, soaking in the sticky warmth of 
the cotton sheets, the heavy breathing of my 
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sister as she dreams of faraway places. Our 
hearts beat in unison. Our breaths become a mix
ture of sniffled inhales and deep, sighing exhales. 
I squirm as the static crackles between our match
ing red flannel nighties. And I drink in that 
wonderful "little girl" sugar-and-rose smell of 
Love's talcum powder. It floats in the air above 
us, between us, connecting us by an invisible 
thread to each other and to the mother who 
sprinkled it lavishly on our moist, freshly bathed 
skin. I even taste it on my tongue, the dry, simple 
loveliness of it and of this moment. 

A silk curl glides onto my cheek like a trick
ling stream from my sister's forehead; we don't 
yet know that time and maturity will change her 
soft charmeuse curls into tight auburn spirals. 
We don't know a lot of things in this moment. 
We do not know that the rift will begin with the 
splitting of our bunk beds. We do not realize that 
time will rob us of these nighttime visits, these 
quiet, peaceful moments. We are not aware that 
the years will give us separate bedrooms, that 
age will demand the posting of "Please Knock" 
sighs over our artful Crayola color-crayon mo
saics ... and then finally "Keep Out" posters. We 
sleep in the peaceful oblivion of believing we'll 
never be apart, that time will always freeze for 
us, that the man in the moon can hold his breath 
forever. Most of all we float in a sea that we imag
ine can never dry, can never run out; we tread 
water in a sea of childhood imaginings and soft 
pink talcum powder. 

My sister marches with the lines of college 
students now, four hours away from home and 
years past our top-bunk visits. The stories we 
share aren't about mystical creatures in keyholes, 
but the stories of real people-sometimes our
selves-in the real world, who face problems a 
mother's skillful hands and talcum powder can
not smooth away. But every once and a while, 
when I imagine the moon sets off a perfect 
orangeglow and that maybe, just maybe, there 
is a man in the moon willing to hold his breath 
even just for a moment once again-I smell the 
light scent of Love's talcum powder on my 
sister's skin. Just for a moment. And then it is 
gone, like all the other glimpses, allthe other 
slight smells, of my childhood. But I am left with 
one lingering hope: that, somehow, for that brief 
flicker in time, she smelled talcum powder, too. 

)1/1/'J English 'Journal - Spring 2004 

On feain 

5 o I'm supposed to pick her up, she's 
careless like that, loses her house keys, gets 
locked out. She calls, thinks it's boring, 
doesn't want to get her shiny black boots all 
wet. Needs to get in where there is A/C and 
running water and ice cream. Civilization. 
Hearing her voice on the other side of the 
phone, static as she walks around the over
hang and across the manicured lawn, you'd 
think she was stuck in a bad part of down
town. They don't let the grass grow more 
than an inch at her house. The driveway is 
heated so the snow melts at the touch of a 
button. She thinks it's cool. I wonder if her par
ents pay her to press the button, like mine pay 
me to shovel the drive. 

Rain pushes the chemicals in the garden 
out on the street, speeding down toward the 
gutters, out to the ocean. She thinks in the 
right half of her brain, mostly, and sees the 
lovely twisting rainbow the chemicals make, 
floating down with the rest of the flotsam 
and garbage to the dark seething teeth of the 
metal drain, caked in concrete. Beautiful, but 
not beautiful enough to stop her hammer
ing into the phone, the undercurrent of 
demand and ennui. 

I accede, dance around her airs carefully, 
hungry for a drive in the violent world. 
Silent car sounds, rain angry against the 
windshield, lights flickering, wandering 
into the grain. The throb of the engine 
against the sides of the car and my thighs, 
through my leg, pushing the clutch, wheels 
slick in the warming, dirty water. It makes 
me burn inside. I think: There are worse 
things to do. There are worse things than 
being caught in the rain. 

lirielle Laskf::J, grade 11 
Edina High School 
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loneliness 
Emptiness as deep as a black hole, 
emptiness that goes too deep to name. 
Feelings that go so far, I'll end up 
in the underworld. 
Emotions that will rise like Mt. Everest, 
will make me fall head over feet. 
Sorrow that will attack and crack 
my heart into pieces; what am I to do? 
This loneliness that edges into my thoughts 
and creeps into the back of my mind, 
makes me want to jump off a tower. 
This loneliness that spirals up my spine 
is like going through a heart attack. 
This loneliness that slides up my back 
is as dark as a crow's feathers, but darker. 
This loneliness inside my ink blotted heart 
is poison from a scorpion's sting. 
This loneliness that envelopes me in shadow 
will soon transform and turn me merciless. 
This loneliness that has started to make me shrivel, 
will soon grab my soul 
and it is on the verge of succeeding, 
because I'm dyin' from its excruciating pain. 

Nou VC1ng, grade 7 

Cleveland Quality Middle School, St. Paul 

Poker Pain 

You were dealt a sorry hand 
I'm proud to have been the dealer 
You quickly lost the first round 
One heart short of a flush 
One shirt off your back 

You complained about being cold 
Although your faced glowed fiery red 
You asked to be the dealer 
Controlling the outcome 
But I brought the deck 

We folded with the sunrise 
Cards in hand I prepared to leave 
We whispered solemn goodbyes 
Knowing I would never 
Schedule a rematch 

lindrea Stenson, grade 11 
Lincoln High School, Thief River Falls 
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!3ecause Dish Water gives !3ack No 9 mag es 
'Ca)V!.eko Williamson, grade 12, Broadway High School, Minneapolis 

9 am nineteen years old, eight months 

pregnant, and dying. I am dying from a 

disease many people get each year. There is 

only one cure for this disease. To speak openly 

and freely. The disease is called wanting, 

wanting to tell my story, wanting to realize 

what brought me to this pqint in my life. That 

is why I am writing. 
Funny how there are things you don't re

member in life. I don't remember my first bike, 

learning to tie my shoes, or any other suc

cesses. What I recall are my failures and the 

bad things that have happened to me. At this 

current point in my life I don't know who I 

am. I don't think I ever knew who I was. 

Where did this begin? 
Where did I start? 
Where did I end? 
My biggest problem is learning to love 

myself. I searched for love for so long from 

others I lost respect and love for myself. I don't 

even know how many men I have been with. 

I don't really care. I used to keep track, then 

somewhere along the line I just stopped. I 

stopped caring about my life, my worth, 

myself. I ended up hurting myself more than 

I ever thought I could. I became dependent, 

dependent on the desires and attention of 

men. I craved the attention, the lust that I mis

took for love, the love I couldn't find in 

myself for myself. 
I figure my problems began with the infa

mous "B" word, Barbie. I loved the plastic 

white doll that had the blond hair and blue 

eyes. The baby with the perfect look, who 

could do anything from being Cinderella to a 

veterinarian. But Barbie wasn't complete with

out her accessories, her most important being 

Ken. Why at the age of four had I decided that 

a woman wasn't complete without a man? The 

answer to that question is one that is beyond 
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me, yet one that I intend to find. But some

how at the tender age of four I believed 

strongly in the relationship between man and 

woman being perfect like Barbie and her beau 

Ken. 
Later in my childhood I dug myself into a 

deeper hole of despair. I had made a comment 

stating "When I get big, my boyfriend will 

have a top down car, three girlfriends besides 

me, and every morning we will have a 

dancing contest for the front seat. I will be a 

doctor, lawyer, and a stripper." I at the age of 

four or five had a fascination with the human 

body that would later turn into a sexual 

addiction. 
I met Ranzell in kindergarten. His uncle 

was the gym teacher that was dating my 

mother. Ranzell and I soon played copycat and 

mocked them, at first it was playful kissing, 

soon it became petting, never more than that. 

It was innocent. Ha, sex innocent? Is that an 

oxymoron? I don't remember how it all ended, 

as if there were anything to end. But it did; 

yet I never forgot. 
I remember the first day of 2nd grade. I 

had just moved to Minneapolis, Minnesota 

from Des Moines, Iowa. I was only six years 

old. I remember my classmates; Terrence, 

Hakiim, Dameon, Prince, Lamont. For some 

reason I don't remember any of the girls. I was 

attending Wenonah Elementary School. To me 

the school was the biggest thing in the world, 

from its gigantic halls to its massive domed 

shaped monkey bars. I wish I knew then what 

I know now. That just because something 

seems big doesn't mean it actually is, you just 

need time to put it into perspective. That piece 

of information would have saved me a lot of 

heartache. 
I remember the bus rides home in second 

grade. I sat with Terrence daily. I wrote him a 
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love letter one day. I remember so vividly the 

way I had wasted half a notebook to get my 

sloppy childlike writing to look as neat as 

~o~sible. I remember the feeling I had after I 

fm1shed; I was proud of my first token of 

affection. Terrence never did receive the let

ter. I had left it in my room, and my mom 

had found it. I was so scared when she called 

me into the front room. She held up the let

ter and asked me if I knew what "sex" was. I 

had written in the letter that I wanted to have 

sex with Terrence. I told-her I had no idea 

what sex was, that it was something I had 

heard someone else say and I thought that I 

could write it. She didn't read into it any

more, she just dropped it. I wonder if she 

believed me. Or was there so much on her 

mind that she just decided that it wasn't 

important. I wish now that she had decided 

to seek help for me. 
Second grade came and passed. The next 

year we moved into a duplex. We stayed 

directly below Dameon. I grew fond of him 

due to all the time I spent watching him. One 

day I decided to take my first kiss from 

Dameon. Ranzell had only been small 

cookies compared to what I was about to do. 

I had come outside with my younger sister 

LaMeko and Dameon was across the street 

sitting on a retaining wall. I called across the 

street, "Dameon I have something to tell 

you." He told me to come over. Even though 

I was not allowed to cross the street, I com

plied. I sat next to Dameon and lost all of my 

nerve to do what I had seen in the movies. I 

simply kissed him on the cheek and ran. 

I wish it had been that easy all the time. 

To just lose nerve and run scared. I would 

have avoided a lot of pain. But it is never that 

easy, ever. 
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lipologetic 

Right through the heart 
you got me with your words 1 
ike a fishhook stuck in my skin; 

it is ripping my flesh down to shards. 

I can almost see you picking it up and 
devouring it. 
I've spoken my truth 
and I'm stronger than you think. 
I let you get to me, 
but that ripped skin 
is only a window to my inner strength, 

my light seeps out 
and now you're blinded. 

;ire 
Erin JV!_v1urer, grade 12 

Grand Rapids High School 

My words are fire 
I try to keep them inside 
But when they finally escape 
They explode 
Scorching those for whom I care 

I try to prevent the burning 
To think about what to say 

Before I lose control of the fire 
But sometimes I'm too late 

'Tina Puncochar, grade 8 

New Prague Middle School 

Young and stupid 
I O.D.d on Cupid 
Love had me higher 
Than any drug 
A paralyzing feeling 
Of being stuck 
Inside your 
Own imagination 
It's an amazing 
Sensation 
Until you get a slap 
In the face from reality 
Then your love story 
Turns into a tragedy 

'Tri11v1 Peterson; grade 12 

Broadway High School, Minneapolis 
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Teen Stress - Writing Achievement Award Prompt A 

Impromptu topic: Coping with Teenage Stress 

Teenagers today face many pressures coming 
from adults, peers, school, and work. These pressures 
can be overwhelming. Yet in many communities, 
services to help young people cope with these pres
sures are limited or nonexistent. 

Prepare a speech that you will present to leaders 
in y9ur community to convince them of the need to 
establish or increase services to help teenagers who are 
experiencing stressful situations. In your speech, 
describe how these services could provide alternative 
ways for teens to cope with stress. 

)Vlegan Prose//!, grade 11, Eastview HS 

Stress. We've all had to deal with it one point 
or another. There is the stress from our careers, 
our families, our communities, and our obliga
tions. The level of stress in our lives can often be 
frustrating and at times, overwhelming. How
ever, we have learned to cope with stress in our 
own ways. But, what about the teenagers? 
Although some may think of them as "just kids" 
who "have it easy," the youth of our country aren't 
as laid back as we may think. Stress levels are 
just as high, if not more so in their young lives. 
Teenagers today have to deal with pressure from 
adults, peers, school, and work. They have grown 
up in a competitive society in which so much more 
is being expected from them than they can handle. 
However, unlike the adults in this room, these 
adolescents are just beginning to be faced with 
the strain of the real world, and they are less likely 
to be able to cope with such demands. As their 
parents, teachers., and mentors, it is our duty to 
reach out to the youth of the community and to 
help them alleviate this stress.· 

Nowadays, there is much more emphasis 
placed on getting into a good college. This means 
that parents expect their children to work hard 
and get good grades in school. This also means 
that teenagers are being pressured into being well
rounded college applicants. This consists of 
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filling their plate with sports, forensics, commu
nity service, after-school jobs, and other extra
curriculars. Beyond the daily toils of normal 
schoolwork, teenagers today need to worry about 
test scores on the ACT and the SAT as well as 
multiple college applications, and scholarship 
essays. Parents are pushing their children in all 
directions, so it is no wonder that they often feel 
overwhelmed with stress. 

Teenagers need a way out. The burden has 
become too heavy for these young people and 
they are not only losing sleep over these pres
sures, they are losing their childhood. Teenagers 
are faced with many difficult decisions and need 
to find an outlet. Many teenagers today look to 
drugs, sex, alcohol, and even violence as a way 
to forget their problems. However, resorting to 
these harmful activities can be the source of even 
more pressure: peer pressure. It seems as though 
these teenagers are stuck in a vicious cycle. Some 
feel that the only way out is death. Sadly, teen 
suicide rates have risen in the past few years. 
Teenage stress in some way affects us all. Their 
dangerous behavior, their "escape," is not only 
hurting them, it is hurting our community. We 
must take a stand and help the youth of our cities 
to break the cycle. 

There are just not enough services available 
to our teenagers that deal with stress manage
ment. However, not all teens are comfortable 
with asking for help, some may not even realize 
that they need it. Therefore, it is our responsibil
ity to provide a variety of services that will 
address all their different needs. We need to give 
them people to talk to, so that they can vent and 
just talk about the pressure they are feeling. We 
must also give them advice to guide them in the 
right direction. 

If we were to make such resources available 
to our teenagers, there is no doubt in my mind 
that if they were used correctly, they could elimi
nate much of the stress in the lives of adolescents. 
By actually confronting their problems through 
counseling or help-lines, many teens would no 
longer find the rieed to lose themselves in mind
numbing drugs or alcohol. They wouldn't need 
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to turn to sex as a way to forget their problems. 
Also, there would not be the urge to take out 
their frustrations through vandalism, violence, 
or other reckless behavior. By reducing their 
stress level, life will become more tolerable. 
Many young people would be less likely to feel 
that they cannot control their lives or that they 
cannot deal with the pressure. Hopefully, many 
would no longer see suicide as their only way out. 

Everyone must cope with stress, it is a part 
of everyone's life. However, not everyone must 
deal with such pressures alone, especially not 
our youth. It is our job as responsible citizens to 
provide assistance to these overwhelmed teen
agers. All it takes is time to offer these teens a 
brighter future. We need to be there for them 
now, so that they will be there for us tomorrow. 
These children are our future doctors, lawyers, 
and state representatives. They are our future 
and they are being overloaded with a burden 
that they cannot carry alone. Through support
ive programs and other services, we can provide 
alternative ways for teens to survive their hectic 
lives. We can help to cure this epidemic that flows 
through our streets and the halls of our schools. 
So please, support our teens and the programs that 
can help them to take some of that load off their 
shoulders. Not only will you make their lives a 
little easier, you will strengthen our entire com
munity and make it a better place for everyone. 

Stasie Ardo/f grade 11, Eagan High School 

Each afternoon, the young, crisp, and intelli
gent young lady returns home to her house with 
a long and hard night ahead of her. She is a good 
student; earning mostly A's and the occasional 
B. She has dreams to seek in her future. She 
knows that she must concentrate on what lies 
within her path, but at times she may struggle. 
She may struggle with many of the same things 
that her classmates and friends have trouble with, 
however; her fight has lasted throughout much 
of her life. 

She is a foster child. 
Her life has been wrapped around the 

chaotic movement from one home to another. She 

Through Their E0es 

has suffered through much more than most 
adults and her life is constantly changing. As the 
chaos and stress that have amounted continue to 
grow, she becomes weaker and weaker. She 
doesn't know where to go and what to do. 

You don't have to be a teenager or foster child 
to experience the stress that one 
accumulates throughout life. We all face stress at 
one point or another, however; it's how we cope 
with that stress that makes a difference. It would 
be unfair to say that teenagers face more stress 
than adults, and much of the time, these levels 
could be comparative. Teenagers simply haven't 
faced the same amount of life experience needed 
to cope with high levels of stress. They are in need 
of a place to go in order to simply learn the 
basics as to how they can deal with these over
whelming pressures. The problem that we face 
within our community is that these services are 
virtually nonexistent. 

Services such as crisis-line counseling, online 
intervention programs, peer helpers, and open
door counseling would be very beneficial to the 
future of our community. They have proven to 
be of much value for other communities across 
the nation and have been especially useful to their 
youth. Many of these services take a much dif
ferent approach towards deaHng with those that 
are in search of help than a high school counse
lor or therapist. Many of these programs seek to 
help people in a discreet fashion. Many students 
may be afraid that they will be looked down upon 
if they go to their counselor, teacher, or parent 
for help. Services that could be instated through
out our community would alleviate any anxiety 
that a student may feel towards seeking help. It 
is hoped that they would understand that those 
that volunteer to work at these centers are in it to 
help others rather than to simply estimate their 
knowledge and abilities. 

Stress is unavoidable. 
It is extremely important that we show our 

future generations ways in which they can deal 
with their stress. We need to care for others, and 
more importantly, we need to show them that 
stress can actually be much easier to overcome 
than we may think. Our lives should show mean
ing. They should be more about what we can 
accomplish, not what we may fail to accomplish 
due to one seemingly large obstacle. 
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9f you Cjump, So Will We 
:,8\ 

9 had just awakened around 9:30 in the 
morning. Everything seemed quiet, and I won
dered where everyone was. I took off running 
down the stairs and into the living room, where 
I found my two older brothers Aaron and Ryan, 
who were 16 and 17. Ryan looked at me with 
those big eyes that say run now, and he said in a 
taunting voice, "Mom's gone until 5: 00 p.m., and 
Amanda is with her too, so you get to spend the 
whole day with us." I knew from that point on, 
my day was going to be a day of torture. 

Aaron and Ryan both loved to tickle torture 
me and what my mother calls rough house with 
me. I guess they found it amusing, but I on the 
other hand, well I didn't. That day it was a hot 
August morning outside, and I thought to 
myself that I should be outside playing in the 
sand box or something, but no, I was stuck with 
my worst nightmares ... My brothers! 

Aaron and Ryan put me in a life size box (for 
a 7 year old) and duct taped it shut, so I couldn't 
get out. They brought me to the very top of the 
steps and ... pushed me down! Down, down, down, 
I fell, over and over again. It didn't hurt really at 
all, for they had given me some blankets, except 
the blankets seemed to take up more room than I 
had. The bad thing is that I'm claustrophobic. 

After we were finished with "The Amusing 
Danielle Tumbling down the Stairs Game," we 
had the game of "Tickle Danielle to Death" (or 
until at least she was on the verge of dying of 
laughter) program, which I was the main char
acter in. Finally, after what had seemed to be 
hours later, the laughing program was all over. 
They had then slightly let me loose, and I took 
off like a bullet from a gun and headed straight 
for my room. 

By the time I had reached my room, I heard 
the phone ring. It was for my brothers. One of 
their millions of friends had called and had 
invited them both over to do only God knows 
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Danielle Clark, grade 7, Luverne Mid1le School 

what, and I really didn't want to know, nor care 
what they were going to do. I then heard my 
brothers coming up the stairs, and I thought I 
was in for more torture, but I was wrong. They 
came in and told me that they were going to their 
friends' house and would be home in an hour or 
so. I was to stay in the house, out of trouble, and 
whatever I do I couldn't tell mom that they had 
left me home alone. 

I did as I was told. My brothers put in my 
childhood favorite movie Peter Pan, and I sat 
there and watched the movie all the way until 
the end. This time after watching the movie 
though, I had the best idea. (Or, what I thought 
was the best idea.) I decided that I should fly just 
like Peter Pan! 

I heard my brothers pulling up in the drive 
way, so I ran to meet them at the door. Both Aaron 
and Ryan looked at me, and Aaron said, "What 
do you want Sweet Chuck?" Sweet Chuck was 
my nickname that I have had since I could 
remember. I usually got mad and yelled at him 
and complained about it when they called me 
that, but not this time. I had more important 
things on my mind. 

I looked at my two brothers with my eyes 
really wide-open and alert as I said, "I want to 
fly just like Peter Pan!" 

My brothers both looked at each other with 
smirks on their faces and said, "0.K., we'll let 
you fly from the roof " 

We walked up the stairs and into my sister 
Amanda's room, where we got out from her win
dow onto the roof. We walked to the back of the 
house, probably because there was sand there, 
or because they didn't want anyone to see us. 

My oldest brother Aaron then said, "0.K 
Jump!" I at that point realized that I was scared 
to jump, so I told them I would only jump if they 
promised to jump. Of course, they did prom
ise they would, so that gave me a little more 
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reassurance that it was safe to jump. Then I took a big leap off my roof and started flapping my arms 
and trying to fly. 

The next thing I knew I landed on the ground with a CRUSH, THUD! After lying on the ground 
for a minute or so, I got up only to hear my two brothers still on the roof laughing so hard at me, I'm 
pretty sure of that. 

When I had jumped, it wouldn't have hurt at all, for my backyard is all sand, but out of the worst 
of luck, I landed on the only toy out there, on my blue metal starfish shaped shovel, and it sliced my 
foot. It didn't hurt it real badly, but enough to where my skin was sliced open and was bleeding. I 
didn't want to cry in front of my brothers, for I knew that was what they wanted. I sucked it up and 
walked into the house, opened the medicine cabinet and took out a yellow Band-Aid and placed it 
on my wound after I had cleaned it out with peroxide, which stung like a bee. 

About 15 minutes or so passed until I saw my brothers again. They were both sitting in the living 
room still talking about how funny it was to watch me try to fly, both trying to imitate how dumb I 
had looked. I at that point walked into the room. They both stopped and looked at me, still smiling, 
as Aaron said, "How was your flight?" 

I looked at them both smiling, too, and said, "Boy, are you two a bunch of chickens. You didn't 
even jump." I then walked away laughing, but left them for once in their lives speechless. Well, at 
least for a little while. 

(Jrandmc;t's Star 
'Tess Nedderse11., grade 6, Royal Oaks Elementary, Woodbury 

One chilly December morning I woke up to the sound of my parents hauling up the ornament 
box from the basement. I quickly jumped out of bed and ran to our living room where the orna
ments were. As usual, I was the last person awake. My mom and dad and little brother stood around 
the open box, staring at the golden star. I stopped and admired the beauty of the ornament. After a 
long period of silence. My mom told me that I could put the star on the tree. I carefully brought the 
magnificent golden star to our fresh smelling Christmas tree. As I hooked it on a sturdy branch, my 
whole family started to cry. This is why: Two years ago, when my grandma came up to celebrate 
Christmas with us, she was in a horrible, horrible car accident. It consisted of three cars, one of 
which was a drunk driver. Witnesses to the crash claim that he was turning, but suddenly stopped. 
Two cars uncontrollably crashed into his car. One of those two cars was my grandma's. The only 
person who didn't die was the stupid drunk driver. 

When the police arrived at the crash site they were amazed at the damage the drunk driver had 
caused. As one of the policemen tried to pry my grandma out of the car, he noticed a small square 
present in the back seat. With one last jerk, he finally yanked her out of the car and brought her to 
the ambulance. When the paramedics drove off, he went in to the car and got the only present he 
could reach. The partially ripped gift tag said: To: Meg, From: Grandma. 

The kind and courageous policeman knew who the present belonged to. When he arrived at our 
house he told us the entire story. We cried and cried, and thought, "Why did this happen to her? She 
didn't deserve this!" The policeman then handed me the gift. He told me he found it in her smashed 
up car. I slowly took the gift from his hands. I very carefully unwrapped the gift and took out the 
most gorgeous ornament for the tree. It was the golden star. 

Every year this spectacular star is the first ornament to be put up, the last to be taken down, but 
it is never forgotten. 
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A Scarl3 }Vlistake 
)'vtegan (jraff, grade 7, Luverne Middle School 

9 t was a wonderful spring day outside, the 
sun shining and life going well. Our old orange 
car pulled into the cement driveway and came to a 
sputtering stop. The clean outside air filled our stuffy 
car, and I couldn't wait to get out. I was itching to 
play ball or scavenge in the fresh mud. I squirmed 
my small body and maneuvered out of my seat belt. 

I was feeling helpful. At the age of 5, with a 3 
year old brother, I craved to be useful, so I popped 
open Michael's car seat. He slid his body down 
the cushion, his plump belly helping him to glide 
down slowly. I put down the car seat lid, but a 
little too quickly. It came down fast and hard and 
SLAM! The small piece of metal on the end 
connected with Michael's head. 

Blood was everywhere! A sick feeling of guilt crept 
into me. What had I done? My senses came back, and 
I yelled for my mom. She and my dad came running. 
In a whirl we were off to the doctor's office. Dad 
was shouting to Mom, "Hold his head! Hold his 
head!" as he frantically avoided cars. Meanwhile, I 
was bawling. I knew I had made a big mistake. I 
was numb from the fear that my little brother would 
never be "fine" again. I couldn't stop the tears, and 
I uttered my apology between sobs. 

My parents rushed helpless Michael into the 
clinic, while tears streamed down my mother's 
stricken face. Immediately we were assigned a 
room, and my parents and a doctor hovered over 
Michael. Peeking in from behind the doorway, I 
watched and turned away every once in a while 
as Michael's head got stapled back together. 

When Michael was cleaned up and ready, we 
drove home. On the way back, things were much 
calmer, and I said how sorry I was again. My 
parents soothed me saying they knew it was an 
accident, and I was just trying to help. This made 
me feel much better. When we finally pulled into 
the driveway, I knew everything would be okay. 

When we got home Mike and I set right to 
playing, first thing, though I got scolded more than 
once for playing too roughly. Even though I had 
terribly hurt my brother, he turned out fine, and so 
did I. What I learned after that was that my family 
would love me no matter what mistakes I made! 
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What 9s ;right? 

Fright is a crow 
And tigerlilies 
And a black sky 
As the tornado swirls by. 
A scream 
A scary dream 
A prowling team 
Hailstones and 
Halibut bones 
And listening to people's moans. 
The most scariest sight is fright. 
And a ghost is fright 
Gliding around on Halloween night. 
Fright is hot peppers 
And coffee that is pitch black 
And a gravestone that says 
"We will be back." 
Fright is the sound 
Of squealing tires 
Fright is the crack 
Of lightning's fires. 
You can smell fright 
In someone's face 
Toward the end of October 
Left without a trace. 
Fright is the scariest part of your 

dreams 
But when you wake, 
it's not always as bad as it seems. 

Nicole Sch a.nus, grade 8 

New Prague Middle School 
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9nterpretation or 9ntent? 
(trie!le Lvtsktj, grade 11, Edina High School 

"W hen a poem is just a bunch of words on a 
page," he said, "that don't have any meaning ... 
Well, I think that's soft of fake. If you're going to 
write something, it should have an intended 
meaning. Otherwise, what's the point?" I am sit
ting in lit class, in the middle of a tangential dis
cussion about the interpretation of poetry. In front 
of me sits a photocopy of an excerpt of "Song of 
Myself," from Walt Whitman's classic, Leaves of 
Grass. In the last half-hour our class has picked 
the stanzas to shreds-analyzing and interpreting, 
hypothesizing and asserting, throwing out opin
ions and conjectures. What does this mean? Why 
does he use this word here? Why the indent, the capi
talization, the punctuation? Everyone has an opin
ion to voice. 

But it doesn't stop there. There are opinions 
about opinions. One of most rarely asked ques
tions (due to fear, perhaps, or maybe embarrass
ment) comes up: Why the heck are we doing this? 
And so the tangent begins. A loud, assertive stu
dent raises his hand. "Maybe this poem doesn't 
mean anything. Maybe there's no need to ana
lyze it. How do we know it even has meaning?" I 
smile. I wonder how my English teacher will field 
that question, but soon I see she doesn't have to. 
A flurry of impatient students raise their hands, 
eager to offer a counterpoint and defend good old 
Whitman, the way they see him. 

I admit, I was excited for this unit. All year in 
English class we had been studying plays and 
novels. Don't get me wrong--! love these things. 
But my interest in poetry has blossomed over the 
years, and I had yet to find the art form discussed 
once in the four walls of this high school, or my 
middle school. Everything I had done in language 
arts up until then had revolved around research 
papers, grammar, sentence structure, and book 
analysis ... the typical English curriculum. To 
supplement the lack of poetry analysis in school, 
or even just the lack of poetry, I turned to friends 
and bookstores. These were fine alternatives, per
haps even better than what I will get out of these 
English class discussions, but at that moment I was 
elated: I finally had the opportunity to discuss some-

thing I felt strongly about in an academic setting. 
I had had the discussion my class was embark

ing on before. What does the poet mean? What is she 
trying to say to us? Does that even matter? This con
flict between the poet's intent and interpretation 
first sparked in my mind when I was about thir
teen, reading Frost with my sister. I fell in love 
with "Birches," which still remains one of my 
favorite poems, while she obsessed over "The 
Road Not Taken." I read it and told her I thought 
it was about making choices in life. She shook 
her head. "But Becca," I said, '" And that has made 
all the difference.' C'mon, that's got to have some
thing to do with choices." She shook her head 
again. "I read about it," she said haughtily. "Frost 
says it's just about two paths in a wood." 

In class that day another one of Frost 's famous 
poems, "Stopping by Woods on a Snowy 
Evening," came up. My English teacher told us 
that Frost conveyed similar sentiments about the 
poem's meaning, claiming it had none. She said 
she disagreed-there was lots of symbolism and 
meaning in the poem. 

Frost's statements haven't stopped language 
arts teachers across the country from analyzing 
his poems, and they shouldn't either. Analysis and 
interpretation are important tools for reading a 
poem, whether the poem was intended to have a 
certain meaning or not. 

To begin with, how are we supposed to know 
the intended meaning of a poem? Many students 
in my class thought this obvious: ask the poet! But 
some poets are reclusive, some are deceptive, and 
others are, well, dead. I concur with my English 
teacher on Frost; to me, there is more meaning to 
"The Road Not Taken" and "Stopping by Woods 
on a Snowy Evening" than just paths and snow. 
In fact, I think Frost knows this, too. But it's not 
important, even if he doesn't think there is any
thing more to those poems. I should be able to 
make my own interpretation of those poems. 

Throughout history, the general consensus on 
the purpose of poetry seems to be to have mean
ing. But why just the meaning intended by the 
author? What a boring class discussion that would 
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produce! The reason why it got so lively, so off
track, so controversial that day in lit class is be
cause none of us knew exactly what Whitman 
intended in his words. None of us could crawl 
into his head and figure out his thoughts on the 
matter. But did that stop us from postulating? Cer
tainly not! Only classes like mathematics have 
definitive rules-formulas, theorems, algorithms
-to figure things out. The beauty of poetry (and 
literature) is that there are no constraints, no right 
or wrong answers. When we limit ourselves to 
·one definition, one meaning--a single interpreta
tion!-we lose the creativity and breadth in our 
discussions and ideas. 

Anyway, in this day and age, poetry has 
become increasingly cryptic. Now, this isn't a bad 
thing-some of my favorite poems seem mean
ingless upon first glance--but it doesn't lend 
itself to direct, concrete meaning. It lends itself 
instead to open interpretation. Ironically, in my 
backpack during the lit discussion lay a book of 
poems by Frank O'Hara, which I had just started 
reading. O'Hara is one of my favorite poets, but 
I'll be the first to admit that I sometimes have no 
idea what the intent of his poems is. But no mat
ter! This is the age of deconstructionism, and when 
I read his poetry, I know I interpret it differently 
than other people do. 

Intersubjectivity is the best that a writer can 
hope for. By that I mean that the most amount 
people see the same image, experience the same 
feelings, or have the same thoughts when they 
read a poem. The best poets, I think, have a high 
rate of success with that. My English teacher 
remarked once that it was astonishing how, year 
after year, students would draw the same conclu
sions from The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, from 
Black Boy. Well, maybe that's just because Twain 
and Wright are great authors, and they use 
language adroitly enough to paint intricate, 
consistent pictures in readers' minds. 

While I agree that analysis can be overdone 
and interpretation skewed, it doesn't mean we 
should reject them as valid tools for discussion and 
thought. Anyway, isn't that opinion in itself 
another interpretation-that of poetry analysis? 
In a world of no objectivity, and no certainty, the 
least we can hope for is some meaning in a few 
lines of words. Whether that meaning is "correct" 
should be the least of our worries. 
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What is White? 

White is the wings of a moth, 
a new bar of soap, 
a slice of swiss cheese, 
an angel of hope. 
White is a spider web, 
the moon at dusk, 
white is a daisy, 
and an elephant tusk. 
White is quiet, 
white is alone, 
white is the color of a dog's bone. 
It's a sky full of snowflakes, 
the moon on the lake, 
and an enormous vanilla birthday cake. 
It's a cloud at noon 
popcorn popping, 
a gorgeous dove, 
and the Easter bunny hopping. 
White is lace, 
A pale face, 
And a paper that is blank with lots of 
space. 
It's the music of the opera, 
a new wedding dress, 
and a spilt milk mess. 
White are ship sails, 
And kites long tails. 
And in the summer when the 
Wind is blowing, 
White is the smell of clean wash 
Flowing. 

Erin Hammes, grades 

New Prague Middle School 
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Writing~ Villane/le 

I push so hard but words refuse to flow. 
A clenching vise strangles my flattened brain. 
I can only relax by letting go. 

I lost my self-composure hours ago; 
My mind is growing weak with endless strain. 
I push so hard but words refuse to flow. 

To every new idea, I say no. 
My hand is bound with some unyielding chain. 
I can only relax by letting go. 

I have come to a poetic plateau; 
There is a hole in my creative vein. 
I can only relax by letting go. 

How could a poem bring someone so much woe? 
If I persist I might become insane. 
I push so hard but words refuse to flow. 

Because of this endeavor I now know: 
I am the one who causes myself pain. 
I push so hard but words refuse to flow. 
I can only relax by letting go. 

Quinn Shadko, grade 10 

Breck School, Golden Valley 

'Through 'Iheir E0es 

Poetry ;arms 

Sestina 
The desert opens in solitude. 
The high cliff of loneliness stand inside 
The sky gazing down on the blazing sun. 
The white sun, invisible and brilliant, shines 
On a land architectonic and nude 

The mountain rocks a glitteringly nude, 
Their crevices offer dark solitude. 
The deep lava once flowed in vast rivers. 
Then washed by the grit, the wind ran inside 
Onto the caves smooth floor where no sun shines 
On darkness damper than cool ocean sand. 

There still was stillness, the cool silence of the sand. 
The seepage exposed vast and nude. 
Their obsidian, black, gold, glossy shines. 
They know the awesome void of solitude 
On which one may rough climb, lay calm inside. 
On the nothingness of sky pale rivers. 

They watch desert dust devils jump rivers, 
They value heat, the ever shifting sand. 
The caves in the mountains offer inside 
Their night the shelter of pale creatures nude 
On full moon on the new moon's solitude. 
One can reconcile anything that shines 

The lava shines, the granite hard rock shines, 
The cactus even shines and the rivers
Theaters of time lost solitude-
Their polished surfaces submit to sand 
On which they lay claim as nature quite nude 
Onlookers, unused to desert inside 

The heart or outside, try again inside, 
Theorize about everything that shines. 
The palo verde, all seek and quite nude 
Thermal in design, green as the rivers 
On their way through mountain passes and sand, 
On the hot, dry, land stands in solitude. 

The caves inside are carved by great rivers. 
The sun shines forever making sand 
On the desert nude for walled solitude. 

Luisa Cardenas, grade 12 
Broadway High School, Minneapolis 
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Seasonings 

August Skies 
Dots of silver 
Glitter the black blanket of night, 
Each one a bit different, 
Gorgeous beyond imagination. 
One leaves a trail across the sky, 
Oos and ahs arise from dark figures, 
Beauty. 

Four shapes lie, 
Stretched out on the dock, 
Heads tilted upward, 
Gazing. 

Except for the peaceful chirping of cicadas, 
And the hum of a distant motorboat, 
Silence. 

A feeling of serenity surrounds us 
Like a bear hug. 
A week together as one body, 
Sharing, 
Serving, 
Creating, 
Dreaming. 

The light snore of a silhouette drifts upward. 
Peace. 

)'v1.aria ;ink, grade 8 
St. Louis Park Junior High 

Autumn 

Taste the cool air in your throat 
November is the turning of the door handle 
The first step towards winter's 
Smoky breath 

Autumn is cold, yet ... 

Autumn is warm 
Warmed by the fire 
Warmed by a mother's soft hug 
Warmed by a cup of hot cocoa 
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Steven )Vlundah!, grade 12 
Osseo Area Learning Ceenter 

9Am Winter 

I am winter, that stone cold killer . . 
Dropping white crystals like heat-seeking nussiles 
I'm that numbing chill that you've always hated 
Freezing your fingers and toes, which must be 

amputated 

I am winter, my winds howl strong an loud 
You don't even have to smoke to blow out an 

enormous cloud 
Never showing any mercy, I'll watch you hide inside 
Make you come out ten minutes early to warm 

up your ride 

I am winter, the reason it's constantly snowi~g 
Keeping you busy shoveling and snowblowmg 
The ground is thawing; I can't stay 
Now I wait in fear of a warm sunny day 

Spring Haiku 

c_Jason ~usse!!, grade 12 
Osseo Area Learning Center 

The breeze passing by 
Leaves dancing across the sky 

Time is standing still 

c_Jessica Cooper, grade 11 
Osseo Learning Center 

Watching Clouds Above 
One Thing Into Another 

Makes Familiar Shapes 

Sam C. Pattin, grade 12 
Osseo Learning Center 

A soft, gentle breeze 
Chilling air around my skin 

A change of direction 

Van 'Thong [ao, grade 12 
Osseo Learning Center 
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t3ack0arc;f Warrior 

Part One.: Humility 
Stealthily positioned between my white garage and 
blooming lilac bushes 
I waited, 
keeping a blaze-orange water balloon in my hand; 
prepared to defend myself. 

I was ready, I was alert, I would have made Xena proud! 
Then, 
I felt a cold splash on my back. 

"SPLAT! SPLAT! SPLAT!" 

I looked up to see a rainbow-colored blizzard of balloons 
plummeting towards my head. 

"AHHHH!" 
An attack from behind? 
How ruthless! How cheap! 
What an unfortunate fate for the only girl in the neighborhood. 

Overpowered by the army of testosterone, 
I did the thing that any noble warrior would do-
threw my hands and ammunition into the air and took off. 

The herd gave chase, forcing me to run 
in "Family Circus" patterns around the block, 
jumping hedges and leaping over rocks until my front 
door was in sight. 

Sanctuary! I yelled as I collapsed in my entryway. 

Part Two: Victory 

"Ha! Ha! Ha!" 
I could hear the boys celebrating in my front yard. 

Soaked and plastered with colorful, rubber shrapnel, 
I crawled to the kitchen to plan my revenge; 

Two empty bread bags filled with cold water 
sealed with hair ties. 

I may have lost the battle, but the war would be mine! 

Silently, I slipped out the back door and 
crept around the south side of the house. 

I peeked around the corner to target my victim. 
The tall one-yes, he was their tribal leader. 
If I could take him down, the rest would surrender. 

I charged straight at him like a madwoman, 
swinging my bread bags like numchuks. 
He was petrified. 

"Whoo-ha-ha-ha!" 
I chuckled as I cracked the bags on his skull with precise blows. 

He waved his arms for mercy, 
drenched and lying in a fetal position in the fresh mud. 

That's right, 
I got the last laugh. 

~ndrea Stenson, grade 12 
Lincoln High School, Thief River Falls 

'Ihrough 'Iheir E0es 

~ 
Cje//-O Cjigg/ers 

I remember 
cutting the alphabet 
from sheets of green Jell-0 
whenlwas4 
to spell 
dog, 
mom, 
apple. 

Now 
I fight to piece 
the letters together 
to form my life: 
faith, 
fear, 
and love-
a more difficult task. 

I need my words 
to hold themselves, 
to hold my meanings, 
but they constantly betray me. 
The cutout symbols 
do what they are told
They jiggle, 
not grand enough for 
faith or fear or love. 

Kate Levinson, grade 12 
Lincoln High School, Thief River Falls 

The 'Things you Can ;ind /Ander the Couch 

When people tend to repeatedly slouch 
Their things fall into the cracks of the couch. 
When I look under there I find I can see 
Things that will soon belong to me. 

I like to reach my hand under there 
Past the dirt and tangled hair. 
Those gross textures I can bear 
Because I know I'll get what's under there. 

Hey, look! A quarter! Hey, look! A dime! 
Getting these things are worth my time. 
Wow! I found the TV remote! 
Over this I can surely gloat. 

So if your family tends to slouch at night, 
You can get their things without a fight. 
Wait until morning when it's light 
You'll find treasures that prove me right. 

Eric Peterson, grades 
Becker Middle School 
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Poems from a model 

Ode to a Stalk of Corn 
The stalk of corn 
Stands tall and mighty 
Towering above all 
In straight rows 
Going on 
Till the end of the Earth. 
With each little kernel 
Nestled amongst its brothers 

and sisters 
In a cradle of green. 
A light breeze 
A rustle 
Of tassels and silks. 
A sea of yellows 
Greens 
And browns 
Swaying 
Dancing 
Waving to the skies 
A bright blue 
A breeze 
A chirp 
The ears turn 
And listen 
A rustle 
A scampering 
The ears turn 
And listen 
To the melody of nature 
Engulfing the world 

A boom 
A bang 

with her sweet sound. 

A puff of smoke 
Comes out a monster 
Destroying all the beauty in its wake. 
Its armor glinting in the sunlight 
Towering higher than any stalk. 
The monster slowly approaches 
Causing the once mighty stalks 
To fall ot the ground 
Kissing the dirt. 
The corn is brought into the kitchen 
Now a dwarf 
And is stripped of its husk 
And drowned in a boiling pot. 
To be smothered in rich creamy butter 
And sprinkled with 
glistening crystals of salt. 

J3rea1111e }vlordorski, grade 7 
Century Junior High, Forest Lake 

10 

These two poems were written using Pablo Neruda's "Ode to an 
Artichoke as a model. This poem, as well as odes to other foods such as 
chestnuts, lemons, and salt can be found in Neruda's Elementary Odes 

excerpt from "Ode to an lktichoke" by Pablo Neruda 

The soft-hearted 
artichoke 
put on armor, 
stood at attention, raised 
a small turret 
and kept itself watertight 
under 
its scales ... 
equipped like a soldier, 
burnished 
like a grenade ... 

And one day, 
packed with others, 
in big willow 
baskets, it marched 
through the market 
to act out its dream
the militia. 
It was never as martial 
in rows 
as at the fair ... 

Ode to an Onion 

The Onion stands 
Mysterious 
While others less complex 
Lie in the shade 
Wondering 
Wondering what could be 
Beneath those layers 
Those layers 
So bitter 
Yet so sweet 

The Onion stands 
At peace 
Knowing that 
all the speculation 
In all the world 
Would not pierce 
to his heart 
Indeed 
Many have tried 
Many have failed 
But only one knows 
The Onion 

The Onion 
At peace 
Is harvested 
And is brought 
in a royal basket 
To the kitchen 
While the Chef 
Prepares to take a life 
The life 
Of an Onion 
Slowly, carefully 
He cuts 
The Onion 
And teary-eyed places it 
In the soup 

The Onion 
Knew that 
while the first layers 
Of his noble self 
Could be peeled away easily 
His heart 
Would always remain 
A secret. 

Sarah Jv1.itchell, grade 7 
Century Junior High, Forest Lake 
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