
Grace in the Wilderness 
Hannah Christensen, Hutchinson Middle School, grade 8 

"This youth shall grow up to be feared, to be vio
lently active, dominating, indifferent to pain, without 
weaknesses, without tenderness, and should become 
beasts of prey." It is hard to believe people followed 
this man we knew as Hitler for over ten years, writ
ing one of the darkest chapters in world history known 
as the Holocaust. During his reign, Hitler tried to 
create his own world free of Jews, homosexuals, 
Gypsies, African-Germans, and the physically and 
mentally disabled. He organized concentration camps 
that included the infamous Auschwitz, Dachau, 
Bergen-Belsen, Treblinka, Sobibor, and Mauthausen. 
Over six million people fell victim to Hitler's dream 
of an all Aryan race. But there is more than one side 
to this story. Everyone had a different opinion on 
what happened, how it happened and especially why 
it happened. 

Nearly everyone who knows about the Holocaust 
knows the story of the Jews. Six million of them 
were killed during the period of the Third Reich un
der Hitler. The Jews were arrested, put in ghettos, 
deported to foreign countries, separated from their 
loved ones, sent to concentration camps, liquidated, 
starved and gassed. Even the famous Anne Frank 
did not know exactly why. She, like many of her 
peers, assumed the Jews must have done something 
terrible to deserve this fate. They were simply vic
tims to blame because Hitler believed the Jews were 
the cause of the world's problems. His belief spread 
and resulted in the genocide of the Jews. Everyone 
who entered a concentration camp was assigned a 
number instead of a name. Some prisoners even killed 
their own family for food; it was "survival of the fit
test." A few people came to accept this; however, 
many did not. People escaped and fought back try
ing to hold on to what little dignity they had left after 
being stripped of everything they had known. After 
the war the surviving Jews were left penniless, home
less and had nowhere to go. Many of them were 
helped by complete strangers from neutral countries 
like Sweden and Switzerland which were untouched 
by the war. 

Piri, who was a girl in a book called Grace in the 
Wilderness by Aranka Siegal, had a similar experi
ence. Having survived the concentration camps, she 
was sent to Sweden where she lived with a family 
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there. Several of her friends that she had made dur
ing the war and after it, returned to the Jewish home
land of Palestine, but she sailed to America with 
mixed emotions on where her loyalty was. Today 
wars are still being waged on the Jews in the Middle 
East as a rippled effect of one man's crazed beliefs. 

Survivors, witnesses, and the people of today 
tend to blame the Nazis and their supporters for the 
events that occurred. But many of them claim not to 
have really known what they were doing. Germans 
that worked in concentration camps have been 
known to say that they were following orders and 
did not think about the possibility of them being 
wrong until the fall of the Nazis in World War II. 
These people were also victims of the Holocaust 
though not quite in the same ways as the Jews, for 
most of them were young, grew up in the Hitler Youth 
and were raised to believe that the Jews were the 
cause of the world's problems. Their punishment 
for their deeds is having to live everyday with the 
death of over six million people on their conscience. 

Perhaps the people really to blame were the by
standers who watched this nightmare unfold before 
their eyes, knew it was wrong and did nothing to try 
to stop it. They, like many others, had their excuses 
for not getting involved. Large numbers of people 
were oblivious to what Hitler was really trying to 
do. The people that did know either resisted it or 
chose to except the Nazi's laws without much 
thought. There really was no way to speak out 
against Hitler and the Nazi party openly without 
ending up in the ground, but people managed to do 
it subtly. Jews were hidden by Catholics and other 
people who did not support the German government, 
and it is those people who deserve credit. Most of 
them managed to stay alive and defy Hitler while 
saving the lives of innocent people at the same time. 

The genocide of the Jews cannot simply be told 
by a single person or by one point of view. It af
fected millions and millions of people in all differ
ent ways. Our job as the future generation of the 
world is to not let history repeat itself. We still fight 
wars on racism and prejudice in every comer of the 
world, and every one of us plays a role in it. Let us 
hope it is a positive one from every perspective. 
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Honk! Honk! Honk! 
My ears perk up. Another three honks far off in 

the distance amidst the sound of the torrential downpour. 
A moment's pause, then my instincts and adrenaline kick 
in. I yell to the young Scouts around me to get back to 
their campsites immediately. A good counselor and close 
friend comes running towards me from the beach yelling, 
"LBD! Down at the beach! Get down there now!" 

LBD. Lost Boy Scout Drill. One of the many 
spontaneous emergencies that can arise at any time at 
Tomahawk Boy Scout Camp in Rice Lake, Wisconsin. I 
have worked here for three straight summers as a counse
lor and have encountered bears, terrible thunderstorms, tor
nadoes, compound fractures along with the occasional case 
of Lymes Disease. But never have I been met with some
thing as traumatic as this. 

I run as fast as I can as the blinding rain whips 
across my face. As I near the beach, I can hear the low 
rumbling of commanding voices. When I reach the beach, 
the scene before me is like something out of "Rescue 911." 
The thick steam rising off the cold, blue-gray water en
compasses the dock, making the lifeguards appear as shad
ows as they dive and resurface 20 yards away. The lone 
figure on the dock is a general commanding his troops, 
readying them for battle. 

"First line dive down! Second line follow!" The 
troops in the water follow every command of their gen
eral, making sure they scour every inch of the sandy sub
terranean ground, only to repeat the procedure again and 
again. They hold their emotions and fears deep inside, so 
they can perform their best during this situation, knowing 
that at any time their hand or foot could brush up against 
the cold, lifeless body of an innocent boy; knowing that 
any second could be his last, knowing that it is we, his 
counselors, who control ifhe should live or die. 

My heart racing and my head cloudy, I rip off my 
shoes and wade into the icy lake, the cold water numbing 
and dampening my thoughts, as I try to concentrate on the 
situation at hand. The seconds are slowly ticking by. We 
know our chances of saving this boy are decreasing. 

I suddenly freeze. I blink my eyes. I can't seem 
to separate the fog of fantasy from reality. A golf cart has 
pulled up along the shore, carrying the lost boy the camp 
has been frantically searching for. His carelessness in the 
buddy system had put our LBD Drill into full alert. Our 
system had succeeded. He had been found safely on shore, 
but the ordeal had left us all shaken: some weeping, all 
relieved. 

In the ten minutes the search had taken, we knew 
our chances of losing this boy were increasing with every 
minute. Every second was counting toward life or death. 
This could have been a loved one of mine. This could have 
been my little brother. He was at camp this same week. 
Those long minutes showed me the fragility of life. How 
we need to make our lives count for something. I may not 
end up at Harvard with the best grades. I may not end up 
with a fat, bank account. But I hope to live my life with 
honor and integrity, to be a serving citizen loyal to my fam
ily, friends, and my great country. I'll start one step at a 
time, one day at a time, one deed at a time. 

When I'm Alone 

When I'm alone, I wonder 
about the things I'll never see 
the things I hope to accomplish in life 
the person I want to be 

When I'm alone, I think about 
my friends, both old and new 
those little fights we all have had 
and the things we used to do 

When I'm alone, I think about 
all the things in store for me 
The many things that fate has planned 
my whole future, my destiny 

When I'm alone, I daydream about 
the one who's waiting for me 
we will both be so much alike 
on everything we'll both agree 

When I'm alone, there's time to think 
about my life and what's to come 
achieving all my life-long dreams 
the obstacles that I will overcome 

Being alone, I can clear my mind 
and focus on what's in store 
the things I'll come in contact with 
a new beginning to explore 

Kayla Koski, 
Falls High School, Int'l Falls, grade 9 
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Thick, hot pressure has been lodged in my gut 
for some forgotten stretch of time. So hot that it makes 
the skin on my arms clammy and makes my mind swim 
in a lead-colored sea. When I close my eyes now, I see 
only brown static, where there used to be stars and 
swarms of jet light. 

It was never like this before I began to be as I 
am. I had never felt my blood curdle and sluggishly 
seep through my veins. I had never looked at my limbs 
and wondered whose they were. Ifl had, maybe I would 
not have closed myself in so tightly. 

My family is severing from their minds the 
twisted thoughts I am forced to examine, lying here. I 
have been lying here for so long that my fingers are 
curled around the curve of my torso, locking me into 
place among the vast loose masses of sheets. My win
dow is open so that I can feel the air billow in and at
tempt to revive my sore joints, but I haven't stirred from 
my nest. 

I don't regret any more. I used to regret, think
ing of how despite themselves, my loved ones would 
step away from me. I can't be selfish any more-I am 
not afraid of isolation. They are stubborn now, but no 
amount of watching me writhe wordlessly day after day 
will aid them in understanding. 

I know that time wilts away as I lie here, liter
ally wastes the chances I would have had to make some
thing of myself had I not chosen to lie here. Yes, it was 
my own choice. I am well enough to stand and em
brace those who sit by my bedside, but that's what they 
want, not me. I am very tired of that. Very tired of ob
ligations. 

Today Michael came to see me. It was only 
his second time. I suppose it hurts. He may have found 
someone else and felt the sting of guilt, and in any case 
it doesn't matter to me. He speaks to me sometimes, in 
a quiet voice that is empty of emotion. He never talks 
in profound, cloud-and-coffee platitudes about dark
ness and light. Maybe he knows I would cringe from 
that. 

"Good morning, Beth," he murmurs, looking 
about himself in that bleak way that he does. I study 
him intently, hoping it doesn't unnerve him. But I should 
know better. Michael is too brave. 

"The walls here are very grey, aren't they? Ter
rible color." He sits gingerly in the worn chair at my 
side, the only furniture the family has imported here. 
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"I'm glad you're awake. I was hoping to tell 
you some news. Big things are happening at home, Beth. 
Good things." He pauses for effect. In all climates for
mal or otherwise, Michael is dramatic. He looks up from 
his hands and fixes his common brown eyes on my pale 
face. 

All at once he breaks his gaze and looks around 
again. He's not good at small talk. He picks up a trinket 
from the dresser next to him and toys with it before turn
ing back to me. "You hungry? I'll get you some fruit, if 
you like. I know you hate breakfast, but you look like 
you need something. I can go get some." He puts down 
the trinket and begins to finger the edge of my bedsheet. 
"I think I will. I'll go get something." 

Eagerly, he stands up and strides purposefully 
out of the room. I don't blame him for being uncomfort
able. I am difficult, I know I am. If I could apologize, I 
would. But I can no longer force the emotion to the sur
face. While I wait I think of all the things I should say to 
him. Michael, I love you. I'm sorry for making you come. 
I should say these things, but they fall from my lips and 
are absorbed into the spartan whiteness of my bedding. 

He comes back in with a little white plastic plate 
full of strawberries and orange slices, and a little match
ing sugar bowl. Settling back in the chair, he leans to
wards the rail of my bed and picks up the fruit. He laces 
it with sugar and gently nudges it into my mouth. I eat it, 
remembering how salty the broth I had last eaten had 
been. Neither ofus say a word. Then again, I never do. 

I finish the last slice and Michael sets the plate 
aside, making a little clearing for it among the clutter on 
my dresser. In silent moments like this, I always expect 
him to break down and cry, or bite into his cheek with 
the pain of not speaking. But he does nothing - just sits 
there with a blank look, which is worse. I don't want 
him to be chained to me, to be pulled down into my mute 
stupor. In desperation, I rustle my sheets a bit and un
lock one hand from where it is pulled up next to me and 
set it close to him. It is my best attempt at comfort. 

Michael gives me a small, sad smile and kisses 
my palm. I wish that this little gesture would give me 
enough strength to say something, but instead it makes 
me withdraw, curl into myself, and shut my eyes tightly. 

I don't have to see him to know that Michael 
has picked up his coat and left. My breath reverberates 
hot from the pillowcover. Now he knows, I think. Now 
we both know the release of leaving. 
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My all-out downright 
Afternoon treat 

Is called 
Shore Lunch 

flip floppedy floop 

It is a yummy 
Feast with freshly 
Caught still alive 
Fish and canned 
"Dinty Moore" 

Stew. 
Flip floppedy floop 

You make a fire 
Out of Birch 
Tree's bark 

On the rocks 
And you cook 

The stew 
In the can. 

Flip floppedy floop 

The fish 
still alive 

and flopping 
Around 

In the pan. 
Flip floppedy floop 

While they are brewing, 
I slip in the woods 
To find some lady 

Slippers. 
Flip floppedy floop 

The seasoning 
And the best part 

Of the food 
Are the teensy-weensy ashes. 

From the blazing 
Bark falling 
On the stew 

And fish pan. 
Flip floppedy floop 

Shore Lunch 

When it is done 
You let it cool 

Off a bit 
Because the fish 
Is way too hot 

to eat. 
Flip floppedy floop 

Then, you bite 
Into the juiciest 

Thing ever 
Flip floppedy floop 

It tastes like 
Freshly brewed 
Buttery bread 

And chef-d'oeuvre. 
Flip floppedy floop 

It smells 
So scrumptious 

And the sea gulls 
Are soaring 

Above waiting 
For a regale 
They won't 

Get. 
Flip floppedy floop 

Freshly 
Caught fish 

Taste so good. 
Flip floppedy floop 

Tack T. Lelwica 
South Tunior High, St. Cloud, grade 8 

Mirrors 




