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Text, Subtext, & Context 

Per.sona/ Nanatlve 

Our friendship has been very special, and we have 
helped each other in many ways. Andrew is very sug
gestible, and could easily end up with the wrong crowd. I 

have done my best to guide him over the years, which 
hasn't been too hard as he imitates everything I do. I re
ceived my first pair of glasses in first grade, and Andrew 
insisted on getting some too, even though he didn't need 

them. He made it a point to get the exact same style I had. 
Hopefully the influence I have had on Andrew will make 

him a better person. I know I will be a better person be
cause of our friendship. When I see kids getting teased or 
just looked down upon because they have a learning dis
ability, I think of how that could be Andrew, and how there 
probably have been occasions when that was Andrew. I 
have seen what those kids have to offer, through knowing 

Mike's Reflection: 
I wrote this paper specifically for this 

writing award. The essay was never an assign
ment, and my teacher never saw it. It is not 
necessarily something I would have wanted 
passed around the class or shared in a small 
group anyway, as that is what frequently 

happens with classroom assignments. Fortu
nately, it was extremely easy to write, as it was 
a subject very near and dear to me. 

While it is an uncomfortable subject 
and not one I would share with many people, 
writing the paper was simple. And it will 

definitely be a paper I can look back on for the 
rest ofmy life, and have the memories come 

flooding back. 

Andrew, and it's just as much, if not more than what the 
rest of us have to offer. Just watching him work hard to 
overcome his challenges inspires me to try harder. And 

knowing him gives me an open-mindedness toward all 
people. 

Andrew and I have been friends for a long time, 
and probably will remain so our entire lives. Even though 
we are both growing up, as we now have girlfriends and 
are looking to a future where we may go different ways, 

we will always be best friends. We are like brothers, only 
we have more fun together. We are best friends for life. 

Alwayz Cool 

Me and my best friend 
We have our own style 

Alwayz have, alwayz will 
If u know us, u '11 never 4get. 

Our crazy personalitiez 
The ditz mentality 

Our valleygirl accentz 
Will amaze u and 
If u don't agree 

With our lifestyle 
Ur not worth our time 
But if u do u '11 truly 
Know what fun iz 

Cuz we 're da coo1es MSMz 
So learn the rulz 
Live our gamz 

AndLuv US ... 
AnaandMagz 

Best friendz 4eva 
DUH!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

Ana Pitigoi 
Kennedy High School, grade 10 
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Personal Nanative 

Coming Home to Myself 
Joshua Helmin 
Hopkins High School, grade 11 

The dock that stretched out over the lake was 

faintly brown and chipped everywhere. We sat on 

the end of the dock, our bare feet swishing around 

in the freezing water. Tiny fish darted and mean

dered around our feet and a cool breeze crept over 

us. I zipped up my sweatshirt and wrapped my 

arm around Evelyn. The playfulness and perfec

tion of the moment was betrayed by the extremely 

serious conversation we were having. 
• ? " "Are you going to say lt. 

"Say what?" I asked, pretending to be naive. 

Evelyn grunted impatiently. "Josh, you've 

been writing about it, you've been talking about 

it- but you've never directly said it. It's been just 

below the surface in our relationship for over ten 

months now." 

I looked at my hands for a moment. I lifted 

my gaze to hers as tears began to well up in her 

eyes. She sniffled quietly and, with a hint of frus

tration, brushed a strand of hair out of her face. 

The sounds of distant sea gulls squawking and 

bantering intruded upon the unyielding silence. 

"I've never said it aloud," I confesse_d. . ,, " 
"I know,, she said, her bottom lip qmvermg. I know. 

I was s~rprised when tears came into my o':n eyes. It 
seemed a heavy, constricting weight had formed m the back 

of my throat, inhibiting my ability to speak. . ears 
"Josh I've been your girlfriend for almost five ~ 

I k~ow you really, really well." She paused briefly, :~;i could tell from the look on her face that she was choos-
d f 11 "Josh I won't love you any less. ing her war s care u y. , ,, 

It'll be different, but I'll always be here. b th 
A tear slipped down my cheek. I took a deep rea 

and made direct eye contact with her. 
'Tm gay:" I said flatly. 

d' t ed me r felt a mixture of shock, hor-The wor s s unn · d 
ror and elation all at once. I felt liberated and empo':"ere 

' "f" d I had never spoken those words m my and yet tern ie . 
entire life. 

I tried it again. d 
"I'm gay," I said a little louder. I paused and ref?cuse 

• d "veah I'm gav" I said with a dash of confidence. mymin • i, , J' . h f c 
She smiled at me with tears runmng down er a e. 

When she hugged me, she clung to me as if it was th: l~t 

time she was ever going to see me. "There you ;od s e 
h• d "I knew you could do it." At last I a con-w 1spere • I f 

fided my awakening feelings to he~, a~d sa_d _Y my con es-

sion ended our five year relationship mdefimtely. h t I 
I silently thanked God. I wasn't exactly sure w a 

h kf l for but I thanked God wholeheartedly any-wast an u , d t 
At the age of fifteen, the longest, hardest, an mos way. 

fulfilling journey of my life began. 

A few days later I found myself walking through the 
bl• rb ary I had told my Id metal turnstiles of the pu ic i r . . 

co h th t I was working on an honors biology project 
mot er a . . h 1·b s a 

d h d even brought my textbook mto t e i rary a 
an a ·ct· the enemy I felt like a secret agent, slyly av01 mg. 
prop. • think I was an unsuspectmg passer-and makmg everyone . . 
by, instead of a man with a miss10n. 
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Text, Subtext, & Context 

Pet5onal Na1Tative 

To See is To Know 
Annaliese Werner 
Richfield High School, grade 11 

I've heard that to truly understand some
one, you have to see the world through their eyes. 
Often, this task is simple. We are very similar to 
the people we come in contact with on a daily 
basis. On rare occasions, we are forced to look 
through eyes of experience we would rather not 
understand. We are forced to re-evaluate our
selves. 

Last year, I was riding the city bus to my 
morning class at Augsburg College. The bus was 
nearly full, which is unusual for the middle of 
the morning on a week day. There were just a 
few blocks until my stop, and I was preparing to 
get off the bus. 

The doors opened, but the expected pas
senger didn't jump on and deposit fare. A young 
woman stood outside the doors, struggling with 
a bag she had on a roll-behind cart. 

Her hair was dirty and appeared to have 
been cut without looking. Her jeans were torn 
across the knee, and the skin beneath was cov
ered with unhealed abrasions. She also had on a 
dingy windbreaker, which must have done little 
to hold off the chill of the cold winter day. 

As she continued to struggle with her bag, 
she let out moans bordering on sobs. All the able
bodied people on the bus, including myself, sat 
and tried not to look. Even the bus driver failed 
to off er aid. 
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Seconds dragged on like eternities as we all willed 
someone else to help her. I was torn by disbelief and a deep 
feeling of discomfort that no one would help her. Minutes 
passed by before I finally rose and walked to the entrance of 
the bus, leaning over to help her lift her bag up the steps, feel
ing the stare of too many eyes. She tried to brush my hands 
away, making noises that urged me back to my seat. 

I don't remember what her face looked like, or the faces 
of those who sat with their eyes averted after she struggled 
down the aisle. The driver had waved her past the fare box 
after we both got back on the bus, sensing like the rest of us 
that she had nothing to deposit. 

The impression that has stayed with me for all this 
time is looking into her frightened, confused, red-rimmed eyes. 
I don't know what it is to be homeless or hungry or alone in 
the world. I have not felt the fear or confusion of trying to find 
my way without help. 

I have looked through the eyes of someone who has 
felt these things, and it has changed me forever. We all hope 
that we would jump to help someone in need and try to bear 
some of their burden for them. We can't know if we actually 
would until we are looking fear, confusion, pain, and suffer
ing in the eyes. 

Annaliese's Reflection: 
One if the biggest problems I had while writing this paper is mak
ing it say what I wanted it to. In my first drafts, I had trouble 
making it clear that this wasn't just an unusual experience that I 
promptly forgot about. I went home and cried that night, unable 
to process what I had been feeling and why it had taken me so 
long to help her. The other challenge I dealt with was not making 
the paper focus on me. I wanted the reader to think Wow, what 
would I have done? rather than thinking Geez, that must have 
been hard for her to deal with. Hopefully the reader will spend 
some time on self-reflection after reading this piece. 
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Poetry 

Mr. McCullough 

Mr. McCullough was a crabby old man 
who lived next door. 
Mr. McCullough's wife was dead. 
His only son never visited. 

Mom said, "Be nice." 
Dad said, "Be polite." 
Jimmy said, 
"Let's smash all his windows, 

with rotten apples." 

Mr. McCu1lough yelled at us 
For baseballs in his garden, 
For toilet paper in his trees, 
For footsteps across his yard in winter, 

and for loud music late at night. 

Mr. McCullough hated newspapers 
He thought the whole world was a lie. 
He didn't like technology, 
so he didn't have a car. 

All he did, all day long, 
Was sit in his lawn chair, 

with his hose, 
Watering his precious rosebush. 

In the winter, 
He'd sit at his front window. 

Just staring. 

Mom said, "Ask him ifhe needs help." 
Dad said, "Wave when you walk by." 
Jimmy said, "Let's cut the heads off 

his prized roses!" 

Now I wished I had waved. 
Wished I had helped out. 
Now I wish I had been nice. 
Because now there is no one to yell 
when we trample flowers looking for 

lost pop flys. 
No one to yell when we climb the apple tree, 
looking for ripe ones. 

No familiar little old man 
in a green fishing hat 
sitting in a lawn chair 
holding a hose. 

No crabby old soul, 
to frown at us when we smile. 

Mr. McCullough is gone. 
All that's left is his little bleak house, 
with a sold sign in front. 

"Oh, the poor man," Mom says. 
"What a pity, a pity indeed," says Dad. 
Jimmy says, with a grin, 

"It's just too, too bad!" 

I look out the window at all the dead roses 
that I can remember always being so 

springy and red. 
And I feel sad. 

Megan Hupp 
Annunciation School, grade 8 
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Text, Subtext, & Context 

Personal Natrative 

Taken for Granted 
Jenny Annunziata 
Osseo High School, grade 10 

As I stood outside our maroon Delta 88 waiting for 

my mom to get out, the cold wind brought my eyes to 

a water and messed my hair. For a couple of seconds 

I stood, body erect, surrounded by the cold darkness 

of the October night. I listened to the wind chimes of 

the trailer home exactly to the left of my 

grandmother's tiny brown and white one. From them 

came a haunting song that seemed to go from loud 

and angry to sad and weepy. 

"Hurry up, Mom. It's getting cold out here," 

I said raising the tone of my voice and rolling my 

eyes. 

"Jenny, don't start with me now," she snapped 

back. "I still have to get the dishes out of the trunk." 

"Well," I muttered, feeling annoyed, "if 

Grandma would've come to the house on her way to 

the doctor to pick them up like she said she was, we 

wouldn't even be here." I rolled my eyes. 

My mom shifted the medium-sized box of clat

tering dishes from her left arm to her right, shut the 

trunk and strode past me. With my arms folded across 

my chest, I followed directly behind her, attempting 

to block the skin-numbing wind. 
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We stood outside the white door of my 

grandmother's tiny tin trailer waiting for her to respond 

to our multiple knocks. My mom began to look impa

tient, and my chest began to hurt from taking in the cold 

autumn air. The song of the chimes seemed to die down 

now, no longer changing melodies. It seemed as if they 

were no longer interested in the situation. 
"Mom, the hall light is on so she must be home," 

I said, wandering around the fairly large brown deck 

"Jenny, go and see if you can see into her room 

from the far window." 
I lazily made my way down the three small steps 

of the deck, my annoyance growing, and peered into the 

window. All I could see, though, was an empty room 

dimly lit by the hall light. Turning to meet my mom at the 

front, I heard her footsteps shuffling across the gravel on 

the driveway. Upon reaching the gravel, though, I saw 

her dark form disappear around the corner of my 

grandmother's trailer. 
"Where are you going?" I yelled. 
"To check the windows on this side," she replied. 

"Mom, maybe she's really not home. Maybe she 

went somewhere for the day and that's why she didn't 

come over." 
"Jenny, the neighbor I talked to before we left said 

her car was here all day." 
And sure enough, to my right was my 

grandmother's old black car. I looked around, suddenly 

feeling lonely standing there in the back yard. It was as if 

the blackness of the night wanted to swallow me. Over

taken by this sudden dread and my shortening tolerance 

for the whole situation, I made my way back to the Delta. 

Poetry 

After 60 seconds ticked by twenty times, and my 

mother had circled the trailer again and ag~in, a feeling 

of guilt began to settle in my stomach. Watchmg my ~om 

ut herself in a frenzy because her mother wouldn t an

~wer our knocks was a painful, pathetic, yet heart-warm

. sight that motivated me to get out of the car and help 
mg d • 1 

Y 
mom who looked as if she was a scare young gir • 

m , h. 
"Jen," she said in a voice slightly above aw is-

per. "Please go check the front windows again." 
Passing by the windchimes and through the dew

covered grass, I rounded the corner of my grandmoth~r' s 

trailer. The sound of the chimes was muffled on that side 

of the trailer, and the only source of light was the pale 

orange glow of a corner street lamp. 
Once again I skimmed the windows and saw 

nothing. As I went over them again, I stopped at the one 

looking in on the kitchen. It was the biggest of them all, 

reaching from the ceiling to the floor. When I looked .to

ward the top of it, the only thing I saw was the reflection 

of the street lamp that stood alone on the corner. Letting 

my eyes fall lower, I saw the outline of the kitchen table. 

Falling even lower, my eyes caught the sight of a pale 

white figure in the lower right corner of the window. Fear 

draped itself over my body. I no longer felt the cold winds 

or heard the song of the distant windchimes. The only 

thing I felt was stabbing panic. With my face pressed 

against the glass, I cupped my hands around my eyes _to 

get a clearer look. In an instant I recognized the pale white 

of my grandmother's hand. 
"Mom!" I choked out. My eyes were wide and 

scared. All I could do was point. She looked and with no 

explanation, our feet swept over the wet grass, pounded 

on the gravel of the driveway, and bounded of the three 

steps of the deck. With an unknown strength my mom's 

shoulder followed by her hip broke down the door. Feel

ing the wall frantically for a light switch, I could swear I 

actually heard my own heart beating. In an instant the 

lights were on and tears filled my eyes as I looked down 

upon my dead grandmother who I had taken for granted. 

Minnesota English Journal -

A Perfect Picture of You 

l know a word or phrase exists that paints the 

perfect picture of you. 

But as I try to form it, 
To use my words to sketch you, 
I fumble and lose sight of my thoughts. 

It's that Something about you! 
The thing that tightens my belly 
And takes my breath away. 
You're the one who lifts me up 
'Til I taste the sweet glow of stars. 

I can't recall how it came or when it hit 
How you plucked my heart from her sturdy roots. 

Like a wave or darkness or an embrace, 
You enfold me, surround me, guide me. 

Continually amazing me, 
This smile is inspired by you and 
Your magical, mystical, wonderful Something. 

It sweeps me away 
And cradles my heart. 

Julianne Nelson 

Minnetonka High School, grade 11 
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rext, Subtext, & Context 

Teacher Talk 

4. Outline the events that occur in your narrative. Identify the places where you or others involved had to make a decision of some kind. For each decision point, brainstorm on the alternatives that could have been pursued. What other options were available? Once you've thought through the possibilities, examine the way that you discuss the decisions in your draft - do you include details on the alternatives? How do these other options affect the way that you think about the event now? Have you looked back at the event that you're writing about and thought, "Gee, I wish I had done that differently"? Add some depth to your narrative by fleshing out alternatives as well as how and when they became important. 5. Choose a time in your narrative when you and other characters are talking with one another. Script out the conversation as an exchange in a play. Try to capture the language in the style that would have actually been used. Make the dialogue accurate to the event; don't worry if it's not Standard Written English (personal conversations rarely are). Once you've scripted out your dialogue, move to your working draft. How does the dialogue that you've written in your script compare to the episode in your narrative? Can you add details from the script to your draft? How would adding the dialogue affect the purpose of your narrative? 
6. Describe the events that occurred for a different audience. How does your narrative change if it is written for an older family member, someone interviewing you for a job, a younger student, or someone you had never met before? What would you leave out? What would you add? What would you describe in different language and style? How would the points that you emphasize change? Once you've thought about the differences, return to your working draft. Are the points that you DO include right for your audience? Are there parts of your alternate version that can be added to your working draft? As you revise, think about the details in the narrative fit your audience in particular. 

7. Reflect on the events as you recall them. Readers will want to know why you're sharing the story. Your narrative needs to answer the question, "So what?" When your readers get to the end of the story, you should have 
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answered the question for them. Draw a chart with three columns. Label the columns as follows: 

Events 
So What Do/ Did 

!Think? 
So What Do / Did 

Others Think? 

Outline the major events in rows under the "Events" column; then, fill in the spaces under the other columns for each of the major events. For each of the columns, try to think about the "So What?" Explain why the event matters to you in the second column, and why the event matters to others who are involved (directly or indirectly) in the third column. Think about how the events mattered at the time and how they matter now, looking back. Once you've finished filling in the chart, move to your working draft. Are the "So what?" details that you included in the chart clear in your draft? Are there details that you can add to make the significance of the event understandable to your readers? 
8. Think about the longevity of the event in your narrative. How will you remember the event five years from now? ten years? twenty-five years? As you think about the effect of the events in the narrative, you need to focus on how the events will matter to you and your readers. What kind of staying power do the events have? Brainstorm or freewrite a few paragraphs on why you think this event will still matter in the future. Once you've written about the longevity and enduring importance, move back to your working draft. When you talk about events is their staying power clear to the reader? How do you communicate the enduring qualities of the events in your narrative? What details from your brainstorming or freewriting might you work into your draft? 

9. Think about the details included in your narrative - facts, sensory details, and emotions. Draw a chart like this: 

Facts Sensory Details Emotions 

Poetry 

th .nk about the facts that are important to your nar-Then i · 1 • -. e and fill in the chart. Work to fmd at east ten imp~r ratlvf, ts For each think about related sensory details tant ac • . ' • d th o . ht sound taste touch, smell), and consi er e em -(~ig ' 1 t d ~o the facts (fear pleasure, sadness, etc.). For t10ns re a e ' b " h f h baked . ce a fact in my narrative might e t ree res . mstan ,f bread on the kitchen table." For sensory detail, ~?~:;:i~ about the smell of fresh baked bread, the warmth of the kitchen from the still hot stov~, and _the golden brown color of the bread. For emotions, I d wnte about how th~ loaves of bread gave me a happy feeling as I r~mem~ere how my father always bakes bread for special holidays and how my grandmother always baked _us bread when we visited her. Once you've finished workmg through the chart for the facts from your paper, move back_ to your 
k. draft. Are the sensory details and emotions that war mg · d • draft? ou included in the chart commum~ate m your • ~evise to add details, taking material from your chart 

whenever you can. . 10. Write an account of the events m yo~r 1:arra-tive for a fable, a tabloid, or a television or radio ~t~r-. These options give you a lot of room for creativity. ~~ happens if the people involved in the events were animals and you had to come up with a moral? If the events were reported in a tabloid paper, what would be empha-. d? Where would things be embellished? What would :z~eft out? Finally, if you were interviewed about the e d • t your an-event what would you inclu e m your s o:r -swer depends on where you're being interviewed (by Barbara Walters once you're rich and famous? on a talk show by Oprah? on a late night show by Davi~ Lett~rm~n or Ja Leno?) Be sure to indicate where you re bemg mtervi~wed. Once you finish your alternate account of the events move to your working draft. Are there facts th~t ou ca~ add now that you've thought abo~t the events m ~our narrative from a different point of view? Are ;he~e facts that seem less important? Can they be deleted. Did you add details and description to your account that can be revised and added to your draft? What parts ?f your alternate version wouldn't make any sense at all m your final draft of the narrative? 
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Puzzle 

To show you who I am 
I shall become a puzzle. 

I've spent my life 
Trying to figure out 

How the small pieces of me 
Will fit together 

When the real beauty of me 
Is in the whole. 

I've spent days and nights 
Stumped on where I fit in. 

I only find solutions when I try. 
Sometimes I don't realize 

That I'm placed where I belong, 
Because I've put myself in the wrong 

position. 
Each little part of me is unique, 

And each is important. 
Which makes it hard for me to find 

Who I am as a whole. 
In order for you to see a glimpse of who 

lam 
1 must be somewhat together. 

When I am all broken up 
I seem impossible. 

You will never see from a glance. 
It takes time. 

If you help me piece ~yself together 
You will see a bit of me. 

Madeline Helling 
Annunciation School, grade 8 
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Text, Subtext, & Context 

Poetry 

nations for the Crash of '29 and hoping that he would re
spond; that his arm would ascend lazily into the air and 
that he would huskily denounce speculation as the evil 
that had brought down the nation. 

She was puzzled by what drew her to him so strongly. 
He wasn't all that cute, maybe even a little gawky, and he 
was definitely not hot. He lacked the clean cut, slightly 
feminine features that enamored so many girls. Then again, 
she had made it a rule to never like a guy prettier than 
herself. He was tall ----: she avoided diminutive crushes 
because she had a terrible aversion to the idea of liking 
anyone dwarfed by her younger brother. Caught in his 
mysterious charisma, she was continually surprised by the 
way his squint brown eyes and nondescript blond hair 
could set her heart thumping. 

The red Cadillac now off in the unseen distance, she 
stirred from her reverie. Homework, the all-consuming 
task that draped itself across her afternoon, soon shoved 
him from her consciousness. As she maneuvered her little 
lavender car into the grocery store parking lot later that 
evening, she contentedly hummed along with the radio. 
She hummed "Joy to the World" as she slammed the car 
door shut, hummed "Joy to the World" as she strolled 
across the parking lot, hummed "Joy to the World" as her 

Lilac 

hand reached out for the door - and abruptly stopped 
humming. There he was, coming out as she was going 
in. holding the door for her, a wide smile on his lips as he 
looked deep into her eyes and asked in his melodious 
tenor, "Hey. How are you?" Instantaneously she felt the 
flaming crimson surge as all the blood in her heart poured 
into her face. She managed to gulp out a "Great!" and 
suppress a squeal all in one breath as she ducked past 
him into the store. The squeal and a brief victory dance 
manifested themselves seconds later in the frozen foods 
aisle. 

On the ride home, with Boca burgers, bananas, and 
broccoli tucked safely in her trunk, she glowed with the 
image of his smile singed into her brain. The swift purple 
car rumbled and shook, its side mirrors jiggling to the 
rap that blasted from its speakers. She swiveled her hips 
as best she could under the constructing seat-belt, rolling 
her shoulders and pumping her arm to Missy Elliot's beat. 
"I want the hot boys, in the Jaguars and the Lexus," she 
rapped, smirking as she thought of the lumbering 
Cadillac. She giggled to herself at the contrary images of 
hot boys and Cadillacs. His smile would warm her for a 
long time. 

The sweet array of my favorite lavender flower 
fills the Cierra' s air. 
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Not even three different cigarettes 
can put out this sun. 
He puts his arms around me 
and pulls me close. 
I forget all time and reason. 
Desire reigns supreme 
and passion drips gently off my delicate fingertips. 
His tongue plays with my lips coyly. 
He knows what he is doing. 
I feel myself becoming him 
and I am alive inside. 
I slowly step out of the car 
and all I recall are lilacs. 

Abby Marquart 
Champlin Park High School, grade 12 
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Fiction 

Moonlight 
Danielle Hagen 
Edina High School, grade 11 

Ro.semary lay motionless in her bitter, jailed 
bed. She was alone in the darkened hospital room, 
with the exception of the softly humming machines 
maintaining their artificial nurture. They snaked their 
electronic tentacles across her frail young body, and 
she appeared to be a delicate moth snared in a tangled 
spider's web of IV tubes and cords. Her arms were 
encrusted in needles, and their venomous punctures 
perforated her delicate skin and patterned her body 
in bruises. Her pallid skin provided little contrast to 
the bone-white bed sheets. Exquisite strands of 
Rosemary's tar-colored hair graced her pillow. The 
rise and fall of her meager chest could scarcely be 
detected. Only her eyes were alive. 

Rosemary's eyes were luminous jade orbs, worn sad 
beyond her age. They were frantically alert, and they flew around 
the room like two starlings gone mad. It was her two hundred 
seventieth day in room 466, Unit Four, West Wing of Mercy 
Hospital. She knew every single millimeter of the sterile room. 
She was tired. 

It was that isolated period of night sometime between 
midnight and dawn, when the workings of time seemed to cor
rode to a rusty creaking halt. The steady stream of medical per
sonnel had slowed to a trickle. The immense unit nurse had 
checked in on Rosemary twenty minutes ago. The nurse bore a 
name tag proclaiming, "HELLO: MY NAME IS LOUISE" and 
a sloppily pasted hospital-issue sympathy smile for her patient's 
benefit. After some appropriately perky conversation and a brief 
check of the various appliances that were monitoring and main
taining Rosemary's existence, the nurse had shut the door after 
her bulky presence, leaving the room in a vacuum of darkness. 

Now the harvest moon had risen and moonbeams 
streamed from the night sky like grains of sand scattered from 

an earth-stained fist. The shafts of light drifted through the win
dow and splintered against the beige hospital wall in jagged, 
irregular shards. Rosemary's eyes were transfixed by the moon. 
The swollen sphere had cocooned itself in the inky folds of the 
night. Rosemary envied the lunar globe its radiance, its irides
cent beauty. As she gazed, she coveted the moon's incredible 
autonomy and authority. The moon possessed the power to en
gulf the whole earth in its light. It was a more elegant, subtle 
force than the sun, which scraped the soil with its burning claws. 
The moon existed in a state of virtually unattainable perfection. 

Barely cognizant of her doing so, Rosemary quietly rose 
from the confines of her bed. As she slid first one, then the other 
fragile foot onto the cold hospital tile, she faintly heard the stretch
ing and snapping of the tubes and wires that bound her to her 
bed, and by extension, the world in which she was held captive. 
The shrill keening screams emitted by various machines were 
the only other indicators of the revolution occurring in Room 
466. 

Rosemary glided more than walked to the window. The 
shower of moonlight radiating from beyond the glass transformed 
her body into a frail silhouette. As she carefully opened the 
window to the invasion of the chill night air, Rosemary slid the 
screen from the window with seemingly practiced fingers. She 
crept onto the windowsill with a feline adeptness that defied her 
weakened state. 

Balancing on the window ledge, Rosemary ventured a 
glance into the world from which she had so long been excluded. 
What she saw filled her with giddy exhilaration. The view from 
her fourth floor window was spectacular. The hospital grounds 
were coated in a sheen of drifted snow. Trees stood with their 
distorted, envious fingers reaching toward the perfect night. 
Rosemary's gaze traveled upwards and she gasped at the awe
inspiring display of lunar power. The moon appeared to over
take the expanse of sky. 

Rosemary's eyes brimmed with tears of freedom and 
release. She gave one last gaze around her tired room. Then she 
closed her eyes, took a deep, contented breath, turned ... and 
embraced the moon. 
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Text, Subtext, & Context 

Poetry 

these borrowed emotions became my own. Talking to 
someone I didn't like, creating a tolerance of the ways th~t 
everyone else's emotions were flowing out_ w~re each anti
dotes to my damaged spirit. This is_ a contmm~g struggle, 
and I could not do it without my iournal which releases 
my negative energy, leaving me with the good. I try every 
day to surround myself with people that make me laugh, 
people that listen, people that care. And when there are 
days when there is nothing, I rely on love alone, of my God, 
and the family that will always be there f~,r me. . . 

"Don't take council to your fears Everythmg m 
my world was a thought, a worry. _Worries grew like_ para
sites on my brain, sapping my happmess as I subconsao':1sly 
convinced myself of terrible things. I lay awake at mght 
my mind conjuring up thought after thought, each more 
terrible than the last. My greatest fears had become con
trolling forces in my life: Every ~ction every :word,. had 
become a source of analysis. I worried day and rught, night
mares filled my sleep. This has been my final battle •. A_s 
the other two aspects of my life have turned a~ound, this is 
acting more slowly. My writing releases :wornes, and ~ach 
day I begin with sayings, self talk. This hurdl~ whic~ I 
must dear is something I will always struggle with. It 1S a 
part of who I am, a tendency I cannot ever entirely stop. 
My writing has helped me release these horrors from my 
mind to a page. I rely on the love that surrounds me for 
comfort. In changing the other two parts of me, they have 
taken worries along with them This is an everyday battle 
very real, very imminent, _and I co1:ti11:ue to fight. . 

Not every day will be a picmc, your good 1_nten-
tions, strategies, and hopes will not always go accordmg ~o 
plan. The world around you which you cannot co~tr~l will 
spin on. These trials have existed since t_he begmmng of 
time and will continue until the end. I give you now the 
pow~r of these words, during this time, this rite of pas
sage, keep them dose to your heart, a single candle to urge 
you on. There will come tests and heartbreaks, but never, 
ever, give up. 

64 

The Substitute 

As I sit in the classroom 
Listening to the giggles 
Of kids playing games 
Ignoring, the teacher trying 
To create order in disorder 
It isn't working 
He spends his voice 
Yelling be quiet. 
(how ironic) 
The kids know 
(somehow by instinct) 
That he won't enforce his command 
Separate discussions 
Springing up 
That have absolutely 
Nothing 
To do with the subject 
The teacher is a sub 
And he doesn't know 
The rhythm of teaching & learning 
He doesn't know 
How to control the class 
How to make them want to learn 
The kids yearn 
For their teacher to return 
So the natural order of things 
Can be restored 
Once again 

Melody Rose 
Crosswinds Middle School, St. Paul, grade 8 
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Impromptu Essay 

Deo..v 

J i..eo..v -ti..o..-t ".lou O..ve c:_JOiv\.c:_J -to Ge s-to..v-tiv\.c:_J 
elc:_Jl,..-tl,.. c:_JvO..cle -tl,..is ".leo..v: tJe,rvous o..-t o..11? LJell, 
".lou s/,,..oulcl~-t l:ie. J tv\.oi.l ".lau yvol:io.Gl".l .feel lite 
".Jou O..ve o..GoU-t -to ev\.-tev o.. 11\.eW l,.lo,r[c\, 1,.1/,,..e,re 
eVev".l-tl,..iv\.c:_J is 11\.0-t wi..o..-t ".lou e;cyec-t i-t -to Ge, GU-t 
-ti..e uu-tl,.. is, eicf -ti.. c:_JvO..cle is jUS-t o..Gou-t -ti..e 
so..""'e o.. s SeVev\. -tl,,. c:_JvO..cle wi-tl,..ou-t -ti..e uo..iv\.iv\.') 
wi..eels. Howevev, i.f ".lou O..ve s-till 11\.0-t cov\.Viv\.cec\ 
-ti..o..-t ".lou,r e;cyeviev\.Ce will Ge ev\.jO".)o..Gle, -ti..e .fo/
lowiv\.c:_J -tips ""'o..".l i..etp ".lau -to -to..le .full o..clvo..v\.
-to..c:_Je o.f eic:_Jl,..-tl,.. c:_Jvo..cle. 

First of all, keep an open mind. Meet new people, try differ
ent things, and be creative in everything you do. By doing so, 
you will make your experience in eighth grade more interesting. 
Ever new day holds thousands of opportunities, and with an open 
mind, you can be sure to discover every one of them. 

Secondly, make sure you are organized. This may seem 
obvious, but you would be surprised how many students have 
trouble with it. I have seen many a locker in total disarray, pa
pers and books strewn about in utter chaos as though a hurricane 
had taken place within. Some individuals will tell you organiza
tion is unnecessary, but do not listen to them, for they are the 
ones who cannot find anything they need to conduct their stud
ies. Always write every assignment in your organizer. Keep 
you locker neat and orderly. You may even want to organize 
your notes and assignments into a system well suited to your 
own study routine. By staying organized, you will ensure your
self easy access to everything you need. 

Another tip, and I am sure you have heard this a lot, is to 
always give your best work. I cannot emphasize how impo1tant 
it is to constantly be giving life your best effort. You may not 
think that what you are learning is relevant to your future. In 
some cases you may be right, but there are certain lessons to be 
learned in eighth grade, important not just toward becoming a 
good student, but becoming a good person as well. It is these 
lessons that will remain with you for the rest of your life, helping 
you to paint the picture of your future. 

Perseverance is yet another quality that you will require to 
ensure an enjoyable, successful experience in eighth grade. It 
may seem difficult at times to complete your homework while 
maintaining a social life, in addition to pursuing any athletic or 
musical opportunities. You may think there simply aren't enough 
hours in the day to do everything you wish to do, but do not 
give up. It may not be easy, but you can follow each and every 
one of your dreams if you put your mind to it. Just remember 
that schoolwork comes first. 

This brings me to my next tip, which involves sleep. You 
may find, as I have, that by staying up late every night you 
enable yourself to accomplish more every day. Sounds like a 
great idea, right? Don't do it! For the first few weeks it may 
appear to be helpful, but believe me, it will catch up with you 
fast. By getting a good night's rest every evening, you will be 
able to concentrate better in class and on the playing field. You 
will find that doing everything after a long night of rest will be 
much more satisfying than trying to accomplish more than you 
should on six hours of sleep. 

Finally, and most importantly, try to have fun. Eighth grade 
does not have to be all work and no play. Talk with your friends, 
take classes you will enjoy, and a few harmless pranks every 
once in a while will keep things exciting during those long, 
tedious school days. Just don't get caught! 

Well, I hope my advice has been helpful to you in some 
way. As I am writing this letter to you near the end of August, 
I am sure you have nothing better to do anyway. Don't worry, 
kid. I am sure you are going to do just fine. If you ever need 
anything, I will be just down the hall, most likely sleeping in 
Spanish class. Good luck, kid, and try to smile will you? Eighth 
grade will be great! 

Your friend, 

?IA i l Co..r-t er 
Southview Middle School, grade 8 
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Poetry 

Poetry Workshop 

Dear Algebra Book 

I sit here, 
Staring at you. 
Reaching out for you 
With one tentative hand 
But pull back in, 
Looking away. 
You call 
I peek at you 
You glare at me 
Accusingly. 
I know I should open you 
Study like Dad says 
But all of your numbers 
And letter mock me 
Swirling around in odd equations 
That you know 
I can't solve. 
Guilt rises in my throat 
I pick you up 
Swallow hard 
And toss your 
Horrible, judgmental 
Carcass aside. 

76 

Kelly Johnson 
Osseo High School, grade 10 

Puddles 

Simple and soft . 
You try and entangle it about your fmgers .•• 
Keep in every feeling, but 
It eventually drips from sight, 
Letting all of the beauty slide into itself 
Just a puddle 
A simple soft puddle . 
Now creation the product of desperate mmds 
Places watery images 
And blurs of beauty 
Throughout your fingertips 
Like the breath of an approaching kiss, 

anxious and sweet. 

Mary Beth Waltman 
Richfield High School, grade 11 

No Thinking Allowed 

Sometimes I try too hard 
To find a poem 
Searching myself 
And the air around me 
For inspiration 
But poems 
Should flow 
From your fingers 
To the paper 
No thinking allowed 

Melody Rose 
Crosswinds Middle School, grade 8 

The Elegant and Sophisticated Room 

Smoke from the crowded bar 
fills the room on a rainy Saturday night 

Men in black pin-stripped notes and jazzy tunes 
with the conductor leans with the music 

smoking a Cuban cigar, 
snapping his short, stubby fingers 

and looking so nonchalant 
Rocco and I dance 

keeping pace to the latest piece 
my sequined dress floats in the air 

as I'm suddenly twirled 
the blues are as refreshing to me as a 

cold Minnesota-in-the-middle-of-January breeze 
in the 
hot 

stuffy 
night air 

and instantly 
I'm smacked by a trombone slide 

I suddenly look up and notice how all 
the trombone and trumpet players do their 

swings and flashes with the music 
their faces a crimson tide of maroon 

with beads of sweat dripping like 
water rushing out of a faucet 

I notice Rocco's face - a sly grin appears 
he thinks he had me where he wants me 

but I pull a fast one on him 
and take the lead 

I catch Annie's eyes and witness 
an envious 

mischievous 
smile on her face 

we suddenly realize at the same time 
why people called us 

"the wild ones" 
flappers 

Jeet M. Sausen 
Richfield High School, grade 11 

Minnesota English J oumal - Spring 2001 

Poetry 

Native Elders 

Winter wind whips across my scarlet cheeks 
Winter snow falls fiercely from the abyss 
Winter sky is gray and sunless 
Winter moon calls my name 

Wind is not so strong 
Sometimes it tickles my limbs 
Foreplay to show how wicked it can be 

Snow is not always so fierce 
Sometimes it swings sweetly from the heavens 

Blanketing the earth in godlike splendor 
Sky is not always so melancholy 

Sometimes the gray will turn white and then pale yellow 
Revealing the springtime cheerfulness 

Moon is not always calling my name 
Sometimes she screams or runs away 
And yet, she'll always slide back into dark skies 

Wind whispers dreamlike melodies 
Snow sprouts fantasies from hidden lands 
Sky utters tales that twinkle with necromancy 
Moon discourses sweet memories 

Even though I exist far away 
My elders call me back 
I can feel their presence close to me 
Calling me 

Wind reaches out, sliding smooth fingers through my hair 
Snow falls to the earth, slipping on my rosy cheeks 
Sky stretches outward, wrapping its thick appendages around me 
Moon envelops night, scaring the darkness away from me 

Wind sighs, "Finally going home." 
Snow whispers, "Ready now." 
Sky weeps, "Missing my elders." 
Moon coos, "Wanting 10,000 lakes." 

Minnesota wind is at my back, singing sweetly. 
Minnesota snow trickles from space, singing sweetly. 
Minnesota sky is pale pink, singing sweetly. 
Minnesota moon smiles sweetly, singing softly. 

Abby Marquart 
Champlin Park High School, grade 12 
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Text Subtext & Context 

Buried beneath 
a mask cast upon her 

by societal expectations. 
Lies a little girl, 
hidden deep within a body of 18 years 

Her innocence she gave away 
to the first who would love her. 

Her faith she gave up on, 
when the pain was too much to take. 

Her beauty she destroyed, 
when perfection was something 
she knew could never be obtained. 

Fending for herself, 
the world overwhelming. 
Being taken for granted and being hurt 
Who stands for those who cannot 

believe in themselves? 
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Poetry 

Societal Expectations 
Used, 
as she comes, 

Down to her knees. 
Believing he'll kiss away the pain. 
Forgotten too often. 

And she ran to another, 
when the pain overtook her body. 

Adult, 
Child within, 
social expectations. 
Of a 5'8, 120 lb blonde goddess, 

wearing a D cup. 
Destroyed the innocence she once held. 

Not a child, 
yet unable to grow. 
Her mask spontaneously disappears. 
Used and abused, 
is all she's ever known. 
Yet her comfort is held 

within that knowledge. 

Unable to face herself, 
She is forgotten within a world, 
Of Societal Expectations. 

Elizabeth Wagner 
Champlin Park High School, grade 11 

Strings by Deanna Olson 
Champlin Park High School, grade 10 
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