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Writing, 9 think, is not apart from living. Writing 
is a kind of double living. The writer experiences 
ever0thing twice. Once in realit!j and once in that 
mirror which waits alwa0s before or behind 

- Catherine Drinker tJowen 

As young as some of the writers published here are, many have 
discovered the "living twice" of writing, of reflecting on their own 
experiences. Some of them are everyday experiences --"Shore 
Lunch" or "Walking Through the Woods" or "Socks" or "Hurry 
Up in There!" Some are life-changing experiences: "There's 
More to Life" or "The Day" or "Defensive Specialist." 

In some of the pieces the writers have experimented with living 
other lives: "Midnight Oil" or "The Week After Christmas," or 
"Screaming With No Breath." Joanna Knight has tried on the 
writing life of F. Scott Fitzgerald in her story "The Many Faces of 
Ejima Beynon." 

Being included in this anthology allows the student writers another 
kind of double life: the life of a published writer. We've all seen 
the pleasure our students take in seeing their words in print, 
whether it's in a classroom anthology, in the school literary maga
zine, in the hometown newspaper, or in a prestigious contest. 
Being published gives student writers a unique confidence, maybe 
even a feeling that, like childbirth, even though the labor can be 
intensely painful, the outcome is joyful. 

Please consider submitting work of your students for the next 
issue. There is a submission form on page 52 or you can down
load the form at www.mcte.org. We'd also welcome, like the 
submissions ofTheanna Grivna (page 36), Shannon Hannigan 
(page 18), and Stephen Smarjesse (page 12 ), the products of 
classroom assignments with your own reflection. 

If writers live double lives, then teachers of writing lead triple 
lives as we have the privilege of being let into our students' lives 
through their writing. Thanks to the students for sharing their 
work and their lives with all of us. 

Looking forward to next year's writing, 

S Cl 11\,ol tJ 



lI1hue Week After Chris as 
Anna TankowskL Cloquet High School, grnde 11 

"The night before Christmas and all through the house, 
not a creature was stirring, not even a . .. " 

"Shut that ludicrous thing off! Christmas is done an' 
over with, 'least for another year!" an old, grouchy 
woman's voice yelled from the back office. 

Quietly, the girl shrugged, pushed her long brown 
hair back and stopped the antique record player. She 
couldn't help but wince at the dead sound of static as the 
pin was removed. Yes, it was time to pack "The Night 
before Christmas," away; after all, it was now the week 
after Christmas, and nobody needed the extra pick-me-up 
from that type of song anymore. Not like Christmas had 
been anything special this year; she hadn't even gotten 
December twenty-fifth off from work at the dingy truck 
stop cafe. And, while most of the customers had tried to 
keep in the mood of the season, there had been more than 
a few "grinches" this Christmas. Perhaps it had only been 
the colder-than-average temperatures, but the girl certainly 
hadn't refuted the prospect that people had simply grown 
grouchier, but that might only have been the imagining of 
a lowly truck stop dishwasher ... 

"An' after them records've been put away, the win
dows need a-cleaning." 

"Yes 'm." The girl knew that the "a-cleaning" in the 
windows wouldn't include a bucket of soapy water, but 
rather boxes waiting to be filled with the decorations of 
the late season. Window clings. Fake snow. A ceramic 
village, complete with an ice rink and a ski slope. Per
haps she would wait to do that job, she thought. That 
way, Christmas would stay just a little longer. 

The wrinkled woman from the office came to the 
front of the cafe, stood with her hands on her aproned 
hips and glared through the frosty window, her nose 
crunching up like a pug nosed dog's snout. "Ali, Christ!" 
She shook her head and tapped her foot, pronouncing 
"Christ" as in "Christmas. 

"God bless 'im!" a deep male voice sounded from 
the kitchen. 

I swear, it can be the deadest, sorriest day in this place 
and he still shows up! Sam, start the coffee!" 

The girl walked to the coffee maker, chipped and 
barely usable, and quietly began working. Dishwasher, 
bah humbug! Servant, slave seemed a better description, 

The little silver bell atop the door tinkled as a tall, 

4 

hunched figure entered the cafe. Despite the brewing 
snowstorm, he wore no jacket,just a ripped, ragged green 
flannel shirt. His pants were woolen, like those assigned 
to new army enlistees. Some people said he had fought 
in 'Nam; he had a limp to prove it, if anyone cared enough 
to ask. No one did. His boots were of a similar genre, 
untied and worn at the toes, revealing a ripped red sock 
in one foot, nothing but toes in the other. He wore a 
fingerless glove on one hand; the other revealed cracked, 
nearly iridescent skin, possibly from poor circulation, if 
anyone took time to notice. No one did. The fingers 
seemed cupped in a position that reminded the girl of 
someone delicately reaching toward a butterfly, but the 
grace had long since been replaced by arthritic pain. His 
scraggly, mangled beard was graying in the center, his 
unshaven cheeks sunk inward like the plot of an old grave 
and his eyes were crystal blue, despite the whitish film 
over the right one, if anyone bothered to look. No one 
did. 

He was a regular, often showing up three, four times 
a day for the same thing - black coffee, one sugar cube, 
no spoon. It was policy that the coffee cup he used be 
washed two times with soap and water, as opposed to 
the usual rinse. He always sat in the first booth to the 
right of the door. The cafe workers called him "Krist" 
(after the grouchy lady's pronunciation of "Christ" ev
ery time he entered the restaurant), but the locals, so 
Samantha had heard, referred to him as Jimmy. Jimmy 
what? Just Jim. Slim Jim. 

"Well ... you best serve 'im that thur coffee, missy, 
a-fore it cools off!" 

The girl looked at the woman strangely, contem
plating what to say or do next. 

"And don't say it. Just don't you say it! I know I'm 
the waitress, but you know"-and she stretched the word 
like 'knoooow' - "how he smells. I just don't wanna 
risk tamperin' with the smell ofmy new shampoo." She 
patted the sides of her pearly white hair, plied in a bun 
three inches above her head. Hair extensions, possibly a 
wig ... "Now, hurry along!" She shoved the scorching 
cup into the girl's hands and forcefully pushed her for
ward. 

Before the girl could tum around to protest, or at 
least complain, the grouchy woman had waddled back 
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to the office, ready to play solitaire until her break, where 
she planned to smoke "a pack a day to keep the diets 
away." Samantha switched the steaming cup between 
her hands and took a few steps. Oh, god, people say he 
has diseases. They say he smells. He doesn't take baths. 
People mention post-traumatic stress from the war. Oh, 
god, what if he lashes out at me? What if he just mur
ders me-me, the lowly dishwasher-right here, in this 
cafe? 

And suddenly, it seemed as though someone had 
played a very, very cruel joke on Samantha. For the dis
tance to the first booth to the right of the door had shrunk 
and she was standing directly in front of him. Jimmy. 
Slim Jim. Krist. 

"H-Here's your coffee, sir. Black, with one sugar 
cube." She set the cup down, handed him the spoon. 

His ungloved hand reached out-those curved, iri
descent fingers brushing the spoon and the girl's hand. 
She jumped immediately, scared over rumors she knew 
she shouldn't believe. Slowly, slowly, ever so slowly, 
he wrapped his long, bony fingers around the spoon, as 
ifhe hadn't touched one in a long time, as ifhe was afraid 
of breaking it and lowered it down to his coffee. His 
hand shook like a piece of white tissue paper in the wind. 
Chink-Chink. The spoon rattled against the enameled 
cup. Chink-Chink. Chink-Chink. He vainly tried to stir 
his coffee, a twisted expression of helplessness and stale 
pride on his woeful face. And suddenly, as if hit by a de
railed speeding train, Samantha knew why he had never 
asked for a spoon. 

"I'm sorry!" She ripped the spoon from his crippled 
hand and rushed away as the deluge of tears came stream
ing down her face. Black coffee, one sugar cube, no 
spoon. 

"What is wrong with that girl?" asked the grouchy 
woman as Samantha pushed past her. "Humph! 'Scuse 
you, missy!" 

The girl slumped over the stainless steel sink, her 
tears streaming down the drain. Between her sobs she 
glared at the spoon sitting in the bottom of the sink. How 
could she have been so insensitive? Why had she held 
her breath when she approached him? Why had she 
flinched at the touch of his fingers? Samantha could 
feel the grouchy woman's presence, could smell her ciga
rette, - which, by the by, she smoked out of a long, old 
fashioned white filter. "Humph!" she snorted, "Those 
windows still need a-cleanin' ." 

Samantha pulled herself upright, forced herself to 
walk to the front windows. As she cleared away the fake 
snow like some giant snowplow, she kept her back to the 
man at the table. As she packed the tiny village, house 
by house, shop by shop, each tiny skater, each tiny skier, 
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she looked down, afraid to see his eyes looking into her 
own. And still, his presence was there; he was no longer 
just a distant regular. He was very, very close. 

As she labeled the last box, taped the last seam, she 
looked at him out of her eye's comer, then away, then 
back again. He was struggling to button up his green 
flannel shirt, his curved fingers vainly fumbling with the 
buttons, his blind eyes leading him astray. 

And somewhere, somewhere deep inside the girl, 
Christmas was no longer a week ago. She walked over 
to the man. They say he smells. She smiled at him. 
Some people say he has diseases. He doesn't take baths. 
She took his hands. People mention post-traumatic stress. 
She began buttoning his flannel. He stood motionless, 
awkwardly bending down and blankly staring out the 
window at the falling snow. 

The crucifix fell forward from within the folds of 
his tattered clothes, haphazardly hung over his wiry 
frame. It was brass-colored and tarnished by frequent 
use. The workers called him "Krist." 

As the crucifix dangled between the pauper and the 
princess, he opened his chapped and bleeding lips, moved 
them to form some inaudible word. Realizing the 
words could not come, he seemed to sink away; the girl 
struggled to pull him back. He moved his lips again. 
"I-I liked the village," he whispered in a broken voice, 
"I-t's a sh-shame you p-packed it away." 

And, with that, he pivoted on his good leg and 
slowly, slowly, ever so slowly limped out of the cafe. 
The silver bell tinkled for the last time in that Christmas 
season. 

The girl watched him walk into the whirling snow, 
out into the cold blizzard. As the hunched figure was 
swallowed up by the whipping snow, she sighed at the 
beautiful message only the miracle of Christmas could 
give-a message she had finally learned a week after 
Christmas, a message of hope and love and the recogni
tion that life is always greater than what is seen. 

She never saw him in the cafe again after that night. 
Sometimes she would wonder, looking at the first empty 
booth to the right of the door, if he had made it home, 
wondered ifhe had a home, wondered who he was. But, 
somewhere deep inside, she knew the details didn't mat
ter. For somehow, she knew he had completed the task 
he had always come to do. Or, maybe, that was just the 
imagining of a lowly truck stop dishwasher ... 
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Defensive Specia List 

she bases her life 
on the actions of others 
with each step someone makes 
she must adjust 

re-evaluate 
respond 
react 

she must be patient 
be observant 
be willing to watch 

be calm 
be collected 
be composed 

possess enough dignity 
to allow the successes 
of those around her 
and fret not 
about when hers 
will arrive 
on its shining silver platter 

she values the ground she walks 
more so than herself 
it is hers to protect 

to shelter 
to shield 
to save 

she must sacrifice 
herself her utter motivation 
is to defend the ground she struts 

her life unfolds in 
an eternal state 
of anticipation 

of eagerness 
of estimation 
of expectancy 

she speculates 
what the future may hold 
but is unable to shed 

the perpetual uncertainty 
that comes with the territory 

she must be altogether liable 
for her weaknesses 

her faults 
her failures 
her flaws 

while simultaneously 
accept them gracefully 
for progress is unfeasible 
until she allows 
her mistakes to happen 

she recognizes that the triumphs 
of each individual 
rest upon her resilient shoulders 
it is her duty to provide 
them with an opportunity 
to shine 

to accomplish 
to achieve 
to ace 

with every ounce she offers 
she craves still more 

more opportunities 
to let those around her thrive 
for the victory of another 
is the most illustrious feat 
for a defensive specialist 

a challenger 
a competitor 
a contender 

Brittany BiUehus 
Champlin Park High School, grade 11 
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