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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. 

53 



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 

54 

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 

Through Their E0es 

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. 

'Through 'Their Eijes 

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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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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