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c:r . 
he room was ten by nine feet. This had 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Algernon Charles Swinburne 

Using Photographs to Inspire Writing: www.oboylephoto.com 

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

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

have learned or not learned from past experiences. Ruins are a window into human histories, they tell the 
stories of the past through the stark presence of objects and architectures. Ruins capture the imagination 
with their ability to tell stories about our past. The rich language of architecture opens a window to the past, 
a poetry of architectural forms and found objects captures past events and offers them to a fleeting present. 
Memories are inscribed on the walls and in the discarded objects; the silent rooms and dust covered objects 
recall moments when these places were occupied. Perhaps the most powerful aspect of ruins is the subject 
that is missing in the photographs; the people who once worked, lived, walked, talked, slept and dreamed 
in these spaces. Ruins are the remnants of events played out, the end of the line; they stand as tribute and 
memorial to the past. The aging surfaces bear the etched marks of former times, memories from the past 
pulse from the walls. 
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There is a layered meaning in these places, random pieces of a historic and social puzzle are clumped 
together, confused by years of decay, these ruins are an archaeology of our culture, they reveal unexpected 
artifacts of a past that seems distant and foreign. Archived in these ruins are the collective memories of a 
changed culture, the forgotten pieces of the past being preserved as in a time capsule." 
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Nora Crompton, grade 11, Cloquet Senior High School, Cloquet 

'7ii.ey used to meet underneath the tree in 
the early morning, when a dim, diffuse glow first 
began to seep over the edges of the sky. The tree, 
it seemed was ancient, standing like a sentinel 
beside a weathered fence. Beneath it, time seemed 
to stand still, and the world held its breath. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

of the narrow branches of the tree above. They 

stood there for an immeasurable amount of time 

as Nick alternately studied the girl's unmoving 

shadow and her strange, ageless face. Time passed 

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

himself against the piercing wind and stood 

motionlessly beside the girl until the first color

less edges of the sun began to peek above the hori

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

girl slipped noiselessly away, moving silently 

down the path Nick had followed from town. 

Nick didn't watch her go, but continued to 

watch the morning unfold for a few minutes until 

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

ter sunrise, the snow glared blindingly in the field 

behind him. 
He might have forgotten that morning had he 

not encountered the girl again. Another night of 

drudgery behind a typewriter, and Nick passed the 

familiar tree, and a similarly familiar figure. He 

approached her with a subconscious caution, and 

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

slowly, and acknowledged him with the same aloof 

nod. She was unstartled, unsurprised, probably 

even uninterested, but still said nothing. Since she 

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

the faintly glowing edge of the sky and watching 

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

translucent skin was flushed brightly in the wind, 

reflecting the pale morning light like glass. 

The girl was as expressionless as before, as 

silent and as still. The sun emerged again, and 

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

tugged at her dark hair and coat as she disap

peared, and Nick headed silently for home. 

The next morning dawned blindingly bright, 

and again the girl was in her familiar place beneath 

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

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

ing her there, standing silently a few feet away until 

the sun began to creep above the distant fields. The 

girl never spoke, or made any ge0ture but her sol

emn nod. As days passed, Nick became no bolder 

in his approach, but remained respectfully distant, 

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

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

it was at least consistent, and for the moment, 

strangely, gratifying. 
So Nick was only mildly nonplussed when 

one morning, under the glare of an unusually 

bright twilight sky, the girl hastily slipped a small 

piece of paper into his hand and scurried away 

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

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

per was even real. He had never heard of Espavel 

Street, and it took some searching in the local 

phone book to locate it, He squinted over the book 

in the dim light of his kitchen, drawing a nearly 

exhausted candlestick closer to the map. He 

watched the rapid flickering of the flame, 

turning the folded paper over in his hand as the 

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

sudden urge to light the paper with the pale flame 

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

momentary flash of what felt like clarity, Nick 

realized just how strange the past two weeks had 

been. It was ridiculous really, chasing after this 

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

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

searching out some bizarre address he briefly 

imagined had never existed before today. 

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

least, before pursuing the mysterious address 

scrawled in sprawling cursive on the paper. But 

Nick slept fitfully through the morning, not awak

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

town after a brief breakfast, the slip of paper 

• tucked in the pocket of his coat. 

Espavel Street was not as hard to find as he 

expected; he was surprised he had never noticed 

it before, but finding the exact address was a little 

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

few or none of the houses displayed numbers. 

After studying what few addresses were posted, 

Nick settled on a narrow gray two-story set back 

from the street behind a dense curtain of 

sycamores. The walk had not been shoveled, it 

appeared, all winter, but a small set of footprints 

was visible in the fresh coat of snow. Nick strode 

tentatively toward the front door and remained 

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

address was posted in faded wooden numbers, 

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

and Nick knocked hastily before losing his nerve. 

There was no response from inside, and no 

movement. Nick pressed his ear against the glass 

of the door and knocked again. He could hear the 

faint ostinato of what sounded like a piano from 

the low doorstep, and he knocked a third, more 

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

sudden moment of assuredness, Nick tried the door

knob. He scarcely touched it when the door swung 

slowly open and the piano's soft melody intensified. 

"Hello?" he called, peering through the doorway 

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

house was silent save for the low drone of the 

piano, which seemed to be coming from a parlor 

just beyond the foyer. Cautiously, Nick let him

self in and shut the door silently behind him. 

He followed the sound of the piano through 

a narrow doorway into a surprisingly spacious 

living room, in the comer of which was an enor

mous black piano. It took his eyes a moment to 

adjust to the darkness before he recognized the 

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

him yet. The room was dimly lit by a few 

yellowed sconces and an aged table lamp. Book

shelves lined the far wall, cluttered with the 

tattered bindings of a very well-used library. 

The girl's eyes were shut, her small form 

hunched over the piano keys in concentration. 

Nick recognized the piece as Beethoven, the 

haunting melody of "Moonlight Sonata." As the 

tune climaxed in an intense arpeggio, the final 

chords echoed softly in the large room. The last 

notes faded and the girl looked up slowly at 

Nick- The faintest trace of a smile curved across 

her lips as she nodded in greeting. 

"Hello," Nick murmured, clearing his throat. 

"That was beautiful." 

The girl smiled broadly and gestured toward 

a deep chair, the only furniture uncovered by dust 

cloths. Nick sat down cautiously, as if afraid of 

disturbing the weighted silence. The girl began 

to play again, a soft, whimsical melody that made 

Nick smile in spite of himself. He was no con

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

thing strangely intriguing in the girl's playing. He 

watched the liquid movements of her fingertips 

and the intense expression of her taut features. An 

hour passed as one piece after another reverber

ated from the piano, the only sound Nick had ever 

heard from the otherwise silent girl. As she struck 

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

turned toward Nick and gestured toward the 

bookshelf behind him with an encouraging nod. 

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

tired look to her pale face. 

Nick looked at her inquisitively, his eyes bright

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

The girl smiled, nodded slightly, and indicated 

the bookshelf again. 
"Which one?" 

She shrugged, leaning back on the piano bench 

and rolling her stiff shoulders. 

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

and perused the extensive library. Most were 

familiar titles, and his attention fell on a few 

of his favorites. 

"How about Emerson?" he suggested, pluck

ing the dense volume from the shelf. The girl 

nodded and propped her arms against the piano. 

Nick cleared his throat and began on the first page, 

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

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

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

Nick watched the girl covertly as he read. A 

faint, contented look had crept across her large 

eves and her face was thoughtful and calm. He 

continued to read, all of the first essay, the 

second, and the third. The girl never interrupted 

him, but continued to listen with the same placid 

expression. 

By this time, the sun was drawing lower in 

the sky and Nick realized it was almost 

evening. As he finished the third essay, the 

girl met his gaze and nodded, a knowing smile 

illuminating her small features. 

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

a sudden uneasiness. I better go." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Softly, she begins to play. 

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

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

ZOO this week. Pulling her shirt up, she carefully 

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

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

down and arranged it across her hipbones. With a 

sweep of blush, Katy camouflaged her sunken 

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

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

bar on your way out." 

"Yeah, sure," Katy replied, fumbling to 

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

thought. 
Closing the front door behind her, Katy 

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

hound slowly crawled out of his doghouse, tail 

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

berry today." 

With one last ear scratch, Katy continued down 

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

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

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

walk home, which will burn·another-

A honking horn interrupted her thoughts. 

"Hey, Katy! Want a ride?" 

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

won't burn. 

"Sure," she replied, interrupting her con

science. "Thanks, Brett." 

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

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

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

those four extra pounds. 

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

Katy screamed at herself as she laughed her 

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

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

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

"Yeah, I was up late last night studying for 

that chemistry test. You know, the one you 

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

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

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

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

Katy giggled again. "Thanks for the ride, 

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

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

a ride home after school?" 

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

give in. Don't give in. 

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

live right by-" 

"No. Really." 

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

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

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

door and hurried away. 

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

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

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

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

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

McDonald's? How would I explain ordering a water 

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

said no. Oh, but it was Brett! 

Third hour chemistry came quickly. I hope 

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

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

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

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

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

Katy. Time for chemistry now. 

The bell rang, signaling the end of class. Katy 

bolted from her desk to the door. 

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

rushed through the hall. "Wait up!" 

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

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

her lunch: a bottle of water and eleven grapes. 

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

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

walking to school. She removed five grapes from 

the bag and flushed them without thinking. Six 

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

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

flush~d-two more grapes and slowly chewed the 

remammg four. She sipped her water. Two meals 

down, one to go. 

Three o'clock soon arrived. Katy bolted from 

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

see me, Brett. Please don't stop. 

Arriving at her door ten minutes later with

out encounter, Katy stopped to catch her breath 

Sh~ quietly snuck through the door and up th~ 

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

day. Thank God. 

She closed her bedroom door behind her and 

routinely pressed the lock. As Katy crawled 

between her sheets, her stomach growled. Please 

fall asleep. I'm sick of resisting. 

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

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

table!" 

Dragging herself out of hibernation and 

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

. She executed her supper routine of avoid

mg and cheating. As soon as she could get 

away, she escaped up the stairs. Straight to 

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

mmd. After it was over, she again retreated 

to her room. 
"K t ,,, h 

a Y· er mom yelled an hour later 

"Phone!" 
• 

Katy didn't move. 

"Honey, it's Brett!" 

She slowly crawled out of bed in the direc

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

She never did. Instead she stood on the scale in 

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

lzttle more tomorrow. 

Through Their Eyes 

t3roken Record 

I came home later than usual 
I 

out of the dark and into the light. 

1 hung up my coat and walked into 

the living room, and everyone was 

at the table. 

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

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

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

Next morning, I woke earlier than usual 

out of the dark and into the light. ' 

I put on my clothes and walked up to 

the living room, and everyone was 

watching TY. 

"Good morning." 

"How did try-outs go?" 

"Do you work today?" 

"Morning." 

"I don't know." 

"4 to 7." 

Each day, I see white labels and barcodes 

out of the dark and into the light. ' 

They sit together, a row of cans in the 

living room, and everyone is 

a broken record. 

"Hey, kiddo." 

"How did try-outs go?" 

"Do you work today?" 

"Hey, Dad." 

"I got a part:" 

"Not today." 

Kerry Koestner, grade 12 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

'Through 'Their E0es 

J11ama, 9 Do love You ... 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mama forgive me for what has happened in 
the past 

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

Mama, I do love you ... 

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

] uzzy golden sunlight cast inviting shapes 

onto the industrial gray carpet of the shoe store. A 

syrupy pop tune wafted down the aisles, but it was 

interrupted by the harsh jangling of a bell on the 

door. Wrenched out of a daydream, the checkout 

girl glanced up at the newcomer, fighting an 

inward battle over the impulse to fulfill her greeting 

duties or to return to the fashion mag in front of 

her. Laziness prevailed, and she returned to her 

gum-popping and hair-twirling position. 

A bitter and callous woman stood.in the entry. 

Even the mellow light that washed over her could 

not soften her young, sharp features. Her gleam

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

after days without a shower. Discontent masked 

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

to see beyond the dinky shop and into an image of 

her past. She strode forward, cursing but not slow

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

door. Fiery red pumps with a deadly arch and pinch

ing straps were lashed to her feet The shoes clashed 

with the sloppy sweats she was wearing, but instead 

matched the burning intensity with which she 

walked. 
A mother and daughter, elegantly curled over 

a pile of shoeboxes, occupied the first aisle she 

thundered into. Their delicate faces were reflec

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

etched with smile lines and her hair had the slight

est speckling of silver. As the red-shoed woman 

disrupted this idyllic scene, two identical sets of 

eyes peered up at her with a slight wrinkling of 

their prim noses, as if they detected an unpleasant 

odor. But, as with oft unpleasant things in their 

world, they dismissed the woman as someone 

else's problem and returned to their lives of TV

commercial perfection. 

The woman noticed nothing of their disdain 

as she barreled past them, heels clacking, into the 

next aisle. For the first time since she entered the store, 

36 

-A.IC11:::f 11C1 Linde, grade 9, Maple Grove Junior High 

her eyes focused on the reality before her. Despera

tion seized her while she urgently scoured the racks 

of women's jogging shoes, her hands absently 

rubbing her abdomen. The glassy sheen of her eyes 

and her crazed manner brought to mind the last 

moments of a cornered animal, its predator clos

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

invisible-a fierce memory slashing at her heart 

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

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

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

of paper slipped out of her pocket unnoticed as 

she bent to retrieve the shoes. From her crouched 

position, her eyes were captured by her face, 

glaring back at her in the mirrored bench that 

all shoe stores have. She hungrily studied every 

inch of it, from the severe downturn of her 

mouth, to her thin brows knitted viciously in a 

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

from behind her mascara-smudged eyes. A tight 

knot deep within her dissolved and her whole 

face slumped with defeat as tears poured down 

her cheeks. She slowly straightened, running 

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

down. Her 1rooping head brought her gaze to 

her feet, and the red shoes mocked her misery. 

A flash of anger returned. She scraped her feet to

gether, wearily at first, then more and more des

perately as she struggled to free herself from the 

biting jaws that maliciously gripped her below the 

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

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

face, and the acrid tears she shed turned into tears 

of healing and restoration. With deep, shaky 

breaths she smoothed her hair and wiped her eyes. 

She eased her slender feet into the sympathetic ten

nis shoes, delighting in the gentle feel of the fabric 

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

turned to leave, her first footstep crunched on the 

paper scrap. Her newly gained self-assurance fal

tered for a heartbeat, and doubt clouded her eyes. 

Then she shook her head, casting away her fears. 

With a triumphant twist of her heel she ground 

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

and she left the store without a backward glance. 

In the eerie silence of an abandoned store 
' 

one cranky employee cruised the shadowed 

aisles, complaining about his horrible job. His 

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

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

In his mind, there was nothing worse than work

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

when it meant missing the start of the big game. 

Scanning down Aisle 3, he saw one box jutting 

out. On the floor beneath it laid a mashed wad 

of paper. An irritated sigh whistled through his 

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

pulled it out to straighten it, but stopped half

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

exclaimed. Two extremely high-heeled shoes in 

a blood red color lay inside, a shocking replace

ment for the ho-hum cross-trainers he had 

expected. A stupid mix-up like this would prob

ably get pinned on him, he thought. Aggravated, 

he bent to pick up the paper, and smoothed its 

wrinkles the best that he could. Bold and square 

handwriting dominated the page. Two lines, 

hastily written, stared out, and they puzzled the 

disgruntled employee who read them: 

Good luck with the kid

Keep the shoes as good-bye 

Chris, not being big on imagination, was only 

annoyed by the cryptic message. Why was he 

wasting his time in this dead-end job anyway? 

He stormed to the front of the store, dumped the 

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

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

the door behind him, and the raucous bell was 

left to ring in the heavy darkness of the store. 

Through Their Eyes 

His Shoes 

His shoes 
are the shoes of 
Raging youth. 

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

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

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

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

c_Je1111a t300d, grade 12 

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

Cf he sun was just rising and a pale red light 

shone just above the horizon. Somehow, it gave a 

magic sensation to the currently empty city of 

Syracuse. Birds flew about here and there, some

times landing and pecking at the ground. Mos

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

the heat that was coming upon the rocky land. The 

Mediterranean Sea was slowly swallowing up the 

shore with its incoming tide. 

A man walked down an almost empty street, 

his white robe flapping with the soft morning 

breeze. His mind was straying away from reality, 

away from himself, away from his planet. His head 

was bowed down, and his feet were dragging 

themselves along, often stumbling on potholes on 

the road. His eyes were looking down, past the 

brown dirt road below his feet. He slowly trudged 

along, forming a cloud of dust behind himself. 

He went in this fashion until the road turned 

into a broad path made out of white marble. He 

looked up, and before his eyes stood a tall white 

mansion glowing in the sunlight that was shin

ning from behind. A canopy extended out from 

the building, tempting the man to come under it 

and rest. Tall white pillars stretched out to meet it 

and to support it, bearing its weight and keeping 

it from collapsing. The man woke up from his 

dreaming, and straightened his back. His eyes 

were now filled with sharpness and vigor. He took 

a deep breath, and marched toward the mansion. 

He proudly strode down the path, and up some 

stairs, finding himself under the canopy. His step 

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

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

heavy rock doors. A doorman greeted him, stand

ing with shoulders outstretched and chest forward. 

"Good morning, sir. You have been 

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

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

opened with a low pitched groan. Light came into 

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

dering it and keeping it enclosed, away from the 

outside world in privacy. The ceiling was far 

above the ground, giving a feeling of emptiness 

to the hall. Tall pillars stretched up, supporting 

it just as they supported the canopy outside. 

There was a strip free of pillars down the middle 

of the hall and a red carpet was laid out leading 

to a throne built into the back wall. Everything 

was white, pure white, making the red carpet 

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

stepped onto the carpet and paced forward, eyes 

not leaving his destination. In the throne sat the 

king of Sicily, and good manners were expected. 

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

hall and got onto his knees with his head bowed 

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

He seemed so tall, and proud compared to him. 

His stature was that of a person of great author

ity, which he was. 

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

man some distance away. The heavy doors 

groaned once again and closed with a thud. The 

hall almost rumbled from the echoes, each one 

getting softer and softer. It now became semi

dark inside, with its source of light from candles 

set up along the walls. 

"Archimedes, you come at last." 

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

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

I have ordered the best crafter in the land to make 

a crown worthy of sitting on my head. The gold 

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

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

or another material, taking the leftover ... " 

"Highness, I will take the dilemma upon 

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

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

do not want it destroyed or damaged. It shall be 

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

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

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

leave me, and only return when the answer is 

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

Again the doorman opened the great doors, 

and Archimedes walked out into the morning 

breeze once more, dreaming yet again. Now, 

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

His feet again dragged themselves down the 

marble path, and onto the dirt road. 

Archimedes was in dreamland all day, with no 

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

he walked to the bathhouse. He ventured for some 

30 minutes, still thinking, always thinking. 

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

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

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

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

ized the answer, the answer to the dilemma! 

He jumped out of the bath, still naked, and 

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

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

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

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

thought grasped him. Is that the true answer? Will 

it work? Then, he reassured himself, and oblivious 

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

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

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

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

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

"Sire, every material displaces a certain amount 

of water. Gold displaces one amount, and silver an

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

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

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

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

mixture of gold and silver. From then on, Archimedes 

was known for his cleverness. Archimedes was also the 

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

a lot with levers and pulleys. His famous saying was 

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

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

'Through 'Their Eyes 

'True Crystal of £.1fe 

You sit there staring at a sheer crystal, 

Full of life with hopes that surround it, 

A wonderful sight with an embracing touch; 

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

Fillmg your world with a beautiful scene 

With diamonds and rings, ' 

But a deeper meaning to be seen. 

Making a fife shine so proud, 

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

Setting in a rainbow with just a touch of 
light. 

A window to the world for many, 

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

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

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

Soon, when that light breaks away from 
you, 

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

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

As this sh~er crystal fades away from you, 

Representmg all of life's qualities. 

But you stare into this precious diamond, 

And you realize that it did not posses the 

great qualities you thought it did, 

Only you are the true holder of those 
qualities. 

You soon realize that a crystal is only 

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

piece of coal that merely stuck with the job. 

9nes Kovacevic, grades 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

- Two Years Later --

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

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

I awoke the next morning, aching with pain. 
My leg hurt worse than the night before, and I 
could feel blood dripping freely from just above 
my eye. I now see I had landed in a pit of rocks. I 
tried to stand, to look for any source of help, but 
when I tried to stand, I got dizzy at once, and my 
leg gave in. Many thoughts of pain rushed through 
my mind ... How was I going to get food? Water? 
What if the humans came back and found me? 
Would my pack forget about me? I shifted ner
vously and whined. 

'Chrough 'Cheir E0es 

"I wish Breeze were still here." She would 
know what to do. She would have the answers. 
I raised my head, looking for anything that 
could help me. But I saw nothing ... nothing. I 
howled long and strong, hoping someone would 
hear my call. "You can do this, Windsong. Don't 
give up." I told myself reassuringly. Then I heard 
something, and I jerked my head to the right, 
giving myself a headache. 
. There I ~aw a young human pup. It was gaz
mg at me mtently. I growled, low and deep, 
warning the pup not to come near me. The pup 
took a step closer, and I bared my teeth. Then a 
human stepped from the woods with a gun. 

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

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

-Back at the Meeting--

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

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

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

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

Cf hey say that guardian angels keep you from 

getting harmed. Sometimes people think of guard

ian angels as invisible, shining forces that hover 

around you all day keeping harm from coming 

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

der and tells you to do the right thing and not 

listen to the little red guy. Some people might 

think of guardian angels as common sense! Take 

this as an example, someone tells you to cross a 

highway with cars going 50 MPH, but common 

sense tells you not to jump in front of a speeding 

car. Has anyone ever heard from a guardian 

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

posed to leave the world, because they had a 

larger purpose, a destiny. I should know. Some

how I left without knowing, totally oblivious to 

my fate. When I turned into one, everything 

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

thing except what happened to me. What is the 

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

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

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

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

Every day he yells at his secretary, "Get me 

black coffee, and a dozen of the finest Crispy 

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

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

The local kids who cut through his yard when 

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

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

bunch of miserable crabgrass in the state! I mean, 

who would want to protect that? 

Speaking of protecting, this guy is a lawyer 

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

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

angry families whose innocent relative went to 

jail. You can probably guess I have my hands full 

with this guy. 
There have been around fifteen attempts to 

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

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

get the answers I desire! 

It was late in the afternoon when Sir Rotten 

had a dinner date with a potential client. He was 

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

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

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

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

hopped into his new, red Corvette. In less than 

15 minutes he was standing in front of the ritzi

est restaurant you could find in town. 

There, a waiter humbly told him that the host 

was waiting for him. Mr. Rotten waltzed in like 

he owned the place and stopped dead when he 

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

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

you have lied about every case you ever fought!" 

a woman told him with sheer defiance. 

"You were the cause of an innocent man's 

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

police officer said while slapping handcuffs on 

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

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

never know. There's a punishment for letting 

your guarded be harmed. I'll be immortal but 

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

That is how my story ends, and it'll never change. 
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