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They look at me with those eyes. 
You know the kind. 
Passing judgment upon me, 
watching, 
sneering, 
but I laugh. 
They don't see what I see, 
because I know beauty lies within everything. 
I see under the surface, 
I see past the covers, 
I see through the lies, 
down to the bare naked soul. 
But there they are 
walking blindly upon this earth. 

They say every step is a sin, 
every move is a crime. 
They condemn me to hell 
with burning thoughts of hate 
because my flowers are ugly. 
They say I am ugly, 
life is ugly, and 
God is ugly. 

Champlin Park High School, grade 10 

~IR.D 

tv1166 CAQ.OLIN6-

I'm surrounded 
in this God-forsaken place 
by snot-nosed children 
who think they know more than I do. 
They think they are in charge 
from years of being taught 
without decency or discipline. 
Why did I come here? 
The only things here to greet me 
are unruly children 
and a cootie bug. 
Frustrated, tired and confused, 
tempted to snap. 
The children leave. 
And it is bittersweet; 
for they'll be back tomorrow. 

Ii.A Tb. 6CLlUL TZ 
Champlin Park High School, grade 10 

AVA DR..Ali.b... Osseo Area Learning Center, grade 12 
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fAQ.. T!Jb..6 T f?AC~ Pb..R..60N -Sandy Nesvig, Annunciation School, Minneapolis 

One of the essentials of strong writing is voice. Students must come to understand and use their own voice in their 
writing. They should also have opportunities to develop alternate voices. An assignment that specifically calls for this 
is a genealogy project my seventh graders do. Students read "My Farthest Back Person" by Alex Haley that recounts 
his search for his ancestors that resulted in Roots. I then ask students to interview parents, grandparents, aunts and 
uncles to find out family stories. They then give a short oral report on their heritage. 

The key to this assignment, however, is the family story. They must concentrate on one ancestor, when and where 
he or she lived, and something that happened in that person's life. They then take on the voice of that individual and 
write the story as a first person narrative. We talk about "truth" and "story truth" since obviously most of the detail, 
description, and dialogue will be imagined. The following are some examples of this assignment. 

A tv10R..NIN~ IN C!JA6~A 
E,LAIQ. .LJb_NNIN~, Annunciation School, grade 7 

I wake up before the sun. Christine my wife gives me 
a push out of bed. My chores await. I add a log to the fire. 
Christine puts a pot over it. My three boys still sleep peace
fully. Christine goes to wake them. 

"Let them sleep a little longer," I say. They look so 
peaceful I didn't want to wake them yet. 

Christine stares at me for a minute them backs away 
into the kitchen. Flour covers her as she pounds the dough 
for our breakfast bread. Then she cuts some apples up for 
cider. She moves like an angel so fast and swift. I love to 
watch her bake. I put on my boots and go outside to the 
barn. Daisy our cow is still asleep. 
"Wake up sunshine," I say petting her backend. She rolls 
her head to look at me. She moos softly. I turn to go back 
inside. 

The cider is bubbling over the fire when Christine takes 
it off. She sets the table for breakfast. She looks at me then 
nods at the boys. I take the hint to wake them. I shake 
them all lightly. Sur Winnus is the first up. He goes out
side to milk Daisy. Then with another shake Julius gets up 
and goes to chop firewood. My last sleeping child, Otto, 
was a lot harder to a wake. I had to give him a hard push 
on the shoulder and a threat to get him to join the morning 
with us. He then helped his brothers with their chores. 

When breakfast was ready, Christine calls us in. Be
fore eating, we pray for the two boys and Louisa that we 
have lost from illness. Whenever we pray, Christine gets 
teary because she misses her only daughter. I feel her pain. 

After eating I will walk Daisy down to the grazing 
pasture. Then I go to the Brick Yard for another day's work. 
I have a wonderful life and I wouldn't change it for the 
world. My three boys will accomplish great things in their 
lives. Christine and I will grow old together and one day 
will sit back and wonder how we got to be so lucky. Al
though we have lost a lot, we have so much to be thankful 
for. 
Author's Note: This is a true story with some fiction added about 
my great-great grandfather Fred W Henning. He accomplished 
great things in his life. He lived in Chaska after coming over 
from Germany. His three sons became very successful as he had 
wished. 

~ OIN~ TO At\t1b..R..ICA 
CA_jb_ Y O'E,Q.lb_N, Annunciation School, grade 7 

It was getting scarier everyday. The year is 1847 
and I had to get out of Alsace Lorraine, Tulz County 
in Germany. My name is Martin Reinhart and I am 
quite poor and do farming as a living. I come from a 
family of six children. Where I lived was either held 
by Germany or France. There was a lot of confusion. 
Tensions were rising. Something was going to hap
pen soon, I could feel it. Napoleon is a big problem 
right now. He is breathing down everyone's necks. 
But I guess it is hard because most people are taller 
than him. It was decided then. I was going to take 
the next boat to America. It was the next day and I 
was going down to the station to buy myself a ticket. 
I went back to my house and packed my bags. I was 
excited to get out of there. 

I woke the next morning and looked at my watch. 
It was eight-thirty. I had slept in. The boat was to 
leave at nine. I quickly got dressed and ran out the 
door with my suitcase at hand. I ran all the way to 
the docks. What I saw horrified me. The French army 
was there guarding the boat. Leading the way was 
Napoleon. Only a few people had got on the boat 
and they weren't letting anyone else on the boat. It 
was about to take off. This couldn't be, I wasn't go
ing to stay in this country another day. I was enraged. 
I ran up to a French guard and punched him in the 
face and ran onto the boat. I don't even know what 
came over me. They didn't even come after me. They 
just didn't seem to care. I was extremely delighted to 
be on the boat. Now I will finally be safe. 
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Jeff Oakes, Annunciation School, grade 7 

My name is Max Raskin. I was born in 1890 in 
Dogschitz, Poland. I celebrate my birthday on Febru
ary 12 even though it is not my real birthday. We did 
not celebrate our birthdays in Poland, but when I be
came a U.S. citizen I chose February 12 because it was 
Lincoln's birthday. I admired President Lincoln because 
of the things he did for African American people who 
struggled like my people. I am Jewish. It was not al
ways comfortable saying that. Many people were preju
diced against Jews in the U.S. and Poland. I will tell 
you about myself. 

My family was very poor while I was growing up 
in Poland. I lived in a city called Dogschitz. We lived 
in the Jewish part of town called the ghetto. The ghetto 
was like a gated commune inside of Dogschitz where 
only Jews lived. It was the only place that Jews could 
live. It was terrible that we were forced to live separate 
from everyone else, but inside the ghetto we had a 
strong community. Our common bond was that we 
were all Jewish and we all helped each other. We sup
ported each other and depended on each other for ev
erything. When you lived in the ghetto, you were some
body, but if you left you were nobody. It was very dif
ficult to find work outside the ghetto. If you chose to 
leave, you would face many problems. The only ways 
to make a living were by peddling things or farming 
and then selling your produce. People did not trust the 
Jews. This was so unfair, but that is how it was. 

When I was fifteen, I was sent to live with my uncle 
who lived in Vilnius, Poland. My Uncle owned a leather 
factory, and I was going to be his apprentice. I was 
learning a lot and I was very happy. Then when I was 
seventeen, my father died. My Uncle decided to take 
me back to Dogschitz for his funeral. 

My father was very respected because he was a 
"Melamed," a learned person or a teacher. He had a 
little school in his house. There were no big schools. 
Education was highly valued in the Jewish tradition 
so he was a very important member of the community. 
This leads me to an interesting part of my life. Jewish 
people go to a place called a Synagogue to worship. 
The congregation had to purchase their seat in the Syna
gogue which they would keep until they died. The price 
of the seats varied, depending on where they were lo
cated inside. My father had one of highest priced seats 
because it was given to him because he was a teacher. 
My uncle sold my Dad's seat after he died and gave 
the money to me so that I could move to the United 

States. I really didn't have a choice and so I didn't 
even consider any other plan. I was to go to the United 
States to the state of Illinois. Another Uncle lived in 
Dekald, Illinois and that would be my destination. 
This was what many people wanted to do so I had to 
act excited because it was a good thing. But I was 
scared. I would travel by ship to New York and then 
by train to Dekald. I did not know how Jews were 
treated in the U.S. but I figured my Uncle knew what 
he was doing. 

When I arrived in Dekald, the first thing I noticed 
was that everyone was Jewish. It was a Jewish com
munity. It was a lot like the ghetto but different. I had 
to go to school to learn English. It was embarrassing 
because I was seventeen and in the first grade. I made 
it to fifth grade by the end of six months. Then I heard 
about a barber school that you could go for just three 
months to become a barber. I quit school and started 
barber school. I graduated and with the help of 
friends, I was able to open a barbershop. I was proud 
of my new life in America. 

My brother, who had moved to St. Paul, Minnesota, 
wrote to me to invite me to his wedding. I went to the 
wedding and a surprising thing happened. I met the 
most wonderful woman. Her name was Ida Schapery. 
I could not forget about her after I returned to Dekald. 
I wrote letters to her, but I was not happy anymore. I 
knew I had to move to be near Ida. I moved to St. 
Paul, Minnesota. This was the biggest city I had ever 
lived in. I moved to a Jewish neighborhood but the 
city was all different cultures. People here did not like 
Jews, but in this neighborhood I was able to open a 
barbershop. My barbershop was successful, and I was 
also able to now marry Ida in 1912. 1 was twenty-two 
years old and felt like I had everything. 

When we had our first child, Ida insisted we move 
out of the city. She thought the city was no place for 
children. I sold the barbershop and bought a farm. I 
was a good barber but horrible farmer. We lost every
thing and Ida was forced to sell her wedding ring for 
$400.00. We used the money to buy a grocery store in 
St. Paul. We worked together in the store. Ida and I 
were very good at running a grocery store. We were 
able to buy two more grocery stores. We were sort of 
the first chain grocery store but not like we have to
day. I never would have dreamed how my life would 
turn out as a young boy in Poland. 
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OLIVb..12.. AND tv1Al2..Y ANDl2..b. \V !): 6TOR.lb.6 A~OUT Llfb. IN tv11NNb.60TA 

ll..b.LL Y CA T-Lib.R.INb. LINNILIAN (Oliver's great-great-great-granddaughter),, Annunciation School, grade 7 

Oliver Andrews - that's me. For six months I 
served as a bounty soldier in the Civil War. Following 
the Union's victory, I moved to Shellrock, Minnesota 
where I met my wife, Mary. 

Over the years, I have collected a large amount of 
memories from my days at Shellrock, and I'd like to 
share a few with you. I lived in Shellrock during the 
years my children were growing up, and stayed there 
until they moved away and I retired. In that small 
town, we belonged to the Methodist Church, earning 
an honest living as farmers. Our five boys and one 
girl were all raised on the farm. The children thought 
of their mother as the strictest in the whole nation! 
She wouldn't even let them go to bed with dirty feet! 
No matter if the temperature was twenty degrees be
low zero outside, they'd still have to run out to the 
wash basin and clean their feet as fast as they could 
without freezing to death! Mary wouldn't even let the 
children dance! She told them absolutely not! But I 
know for a fact that sometimes they'd still sneak out 
to the youth gatherings and back home again without 
her knowing! Yes, those were the good old days. I 
remember that in the winter the snow would be so 
deep that we'd have to tie a rope from the house to 
the barn to make sure no one got hurt trying to find 
their way back in after chores were done! 

Ah, but then we moved to Mason City, Iowa and 
things slowed down a bit, as the kids were nearly 
grown up. I hold dear some very sad memories of liv
ing in Mason City. One day, our darling girl, Izzy, was 
driving the buggy to Clear Lake, when the horse 
spooked. She tumbled off as the mare galloped away, 
and died when she hit a rock with her head, where 
she landed. Memories of Izzy and days past, make 
me feel that we should have stayed in our quaint log 
cabin in Minnesota. 

Of course not all of my memories of Mason City 
are bad. I remember once, one of the lilac bushes that 
we had planted out back, died. I swear, every minute 
Mary was on me about replanting that old bush! But I 
liked the look of it dead, so that I could see all the way 
down the street from my back window, and watch all 
of the happenings. Why, I recall Mary got so mad that 
I finally gave in and planted a new tree-or so she 
thought! I truly believed I'd tricked that woman like a 
hound with a fox! She kept asking me why our new 
plan~wasn't growing, and I'd always reply, "It'll grow. 
You JUSt need to be more patient!" I knew she'd never 
guess what I had done, until one day while I was at 
the market, Mary hired someone to inspect that bush, 
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to see why it wasn't growing. The hired man dug up 
the bush, only to find that all its roots had been cut 
off. Mary, thinking this was not very funny, told the 
hired man to plant a different lilac bush, but never 
told me what she'd done. I could never figure out how 
that bush was growing when I had cut all its roots 
out! Oh, it's stories like that that'll make you laugh, 
no matter how many times you hear them! 

Well, I'll stop blabbing on about my life. I have a fire 
to tend to. But I do hope you've enjoyed these memo
ries as much as I have in retelling them. 

Tb..12..12..ANCb. 12..b.lLL y 
DYLAN LAtv1~, Annunciation School, grade 7 

"Nancy, I'd be off. I'll be back tonight My wife 
grumbled and tossed over in her bed. I walked into 
the kitchen and grabbed the lunch she had prepared 
and set into my thermos for me. I walked out into the 
early morning mist waiting for me right outside my 
door, and took a deep breath of Ireland. "I think I'll 
walk today," I said to myself. 

I took the stroll to the water's edge, flailing my 
thermos back and forth by its handle, until I reached 
the port. It had taken me a half hour, and my bloody 
coworkers looked up from their work and muttered 
of how I was five minutes late. I got right to work, 
rolling up my sleeves and re-buttoning the cuffs at 
my elbow. New ships started to go out as I sliced into 
my whale. Immediately blood spurted out of the life
less animal, getting all over my arms, right up to my 
elbow. I smiled, for only a drop had hit my shirt. 

I gutted the whale, lifting his monstrous intestines 
out of his open body, scraped the blubber, which was 
the big payoff, and skinned the creature. There was 
not much left of the poor thing by the time I wiped 
my brow at midday. I looked around. There were still 
many whales to be done. It had been a big catch the 
last crew had brought in. 

I screwed open my thermos, pulled out the first 
container, which consisted of a sandwich, and drank 
my tea from the second. John Shea, who I often eat 
with, asked, "How's Nancy holding out, Terry?" 
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"She's just fine, John, a little tired of looking after 
all the children, but she is well." I got back to work, 
repeated the task of gutting, scraping, and skinning, 
and then walked the dirt road home. 

As I reached the house, I could see the children 
playing in front through the darkness. "Da!" they 
seemed to yell in unison. This I chuckled at, for there 
were so many of them that I couldn't believe they were 
all so glad to see me at the exact time. Alice and Peter 
rushed towards me, dropping the toys that they had 
once been so absorbed in. I scooped them up, one in 
each arm, and threw them over my shoulders. "I've 
got two sacks of potatoes, anyone want two sacks of 
potatoes? Hurry, they won't last long ... " I would say 
in a salesman voice over their giggled screaming. "No. 
we aren't!" they'd finally manage to get out of them. I 
acted surprised of this and say, "Oh, sorry sir, sorry 
ma' am, I had mistaken you for something else." 

Terry would then wrap around one leg, and I 
would have to limp into the house with him still hold
ing on to greet my wife. She stood there in front of the 
lit fireplace, her face as radiant as the glow reflecting 
off of it. She turned her head and said to me, "I thought 
I had been blessed with another child for a moment," I 
laughed, and asked why I was the only one ever hav
ing fun. 

"Hello, Terrance Reilly." 
"Hello, Nancy Burke." 
She walked over from her work and kissed my 

chin. At that she walked back, not saying anything. By 
this time Terry had gotten bored with me standing and 
had skipped back outside with the others. 

"Set the table," Nancy yelled out the open window. 
Within moments, they filed in, one right after another, 
focused on their single job of setting the table. They 
could only have one job because there just weren't 
enough things to do at the table for all of my children 
to have a second. We actually had enough about three 
children ago, but have been adding useless things for 
the youngest bunch. It was crowded with all of us in 
here, but it had a cozy feeling as well. We sat down, 
and Nancy ladled out the steaming hot stew. "It's 
lamb," she said. "Eat up." Our sheep, who has had just 
about as many children as we, had one about two 
months ago. It must've fattened pretty quick, because 
to feed this family you can't be an average sized two
month-old. Mary sat next to me, because there were 
peas and carrots in the stew. She hated peas, and I hated 
carrots, so when Nancy wasn't looking we would toss 
them into each other's bowl. She hadn't caught us yet. 
Mary always laughed when we did it though. She 
couldn't stop smiling if you turned her upside down. 
Nancy talked about her day, and I made direct eye con-
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tact with her and nodded as I flipped another carrot 
into Mary's bowl. 

Sadie and Dominick snickered at this, until Henry 
had to kick one of them in the shin before Nancy 
would get suspicious. I ate the steaming stew and told 
my wife how delicious it was through my burned 
tongue. She smiled and said "Sorry about the carrots, 
dear." Four of the children gasped. It was dead silent. 
I could feel my cheeks getting as hot as the stew, which 
I had forgotten to swallow and was burning my 
mouth. Her grin widened as she looked down at her 
bowl and said,"Mothers know everything." 

The children went through the assembly line for 
kisses from us before going to bed. As we got into bed 
ourselves, I closed my eyes, wondering what the fu
ture has for each one of my children. I couldn't help 
but smile. I was next to the woman I love, under my 
own roof, and I couldn't wait for what tomorrow 
might bring. "G'night, love," I mumbled as sleep took 
over me. I knew that tomorrow was waiting for me 
and I could make whatever I wanted out of it. 

Afterword 
Peter, Terrance's son, married Mary. Mary's last 

name was also Reilly, so they didn't have any trouble 
deciding to keep her maiden name or not. There is a 
family rumor that the name used to be O'Reilly, and 
that they dropped the O over the ocean when they 
emigrated from Ireland, but no real facts have been 
shown in its favor. Mary and Peter had two children, 
Ann and Katherine. Ann married a man named Virgil 
Larson and had no children. Katherine, on the other 
hand, married Ivar Stockhaus and had seven children: 
Nancy, James, Thomas, Michael, Mary, Kathleen, and 
Patrick. (I know them better as Nancy, Jim, Tom, Mick, 
Mom, Kurse, and Elmo.) Mary married Brian Lamb, 
and together had two children, Dylan and Pegeen. 
That is how I, Dylan Lamb, writer of this piece of his
torical fiction, came to be from Terrance Reilly. Parts 
of this story are true. Terrance really did cut the 
whales, his wife was Nancy Burke, and they did have 
many children. 

Nancy, my mother's family's eldest, named her 
middle child after Terrance. 

Although I never met him, I'd like to thank 
Terrance Reilly. I would like to thank my great-great
grandfather for my existence. 
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tv'1b-tv101R-Of A fLAPPb-R-
ok'.'...6ANA ~OLDtv1AN, Rosemount High School, grade 11 

I guess they all was wrong. Even my mother kept 
telling me that the only place I am ending up is Hell. Is 
she ever gonna be surprised to spy me here! I can just 
see her squinting her eyes, wiping off her cheaters, 
perching them on her nose and staring at me like a 
miracle. Of all folks she should be the one to go to 
Heaven when her time comes. A dreadfully boring 
woman she is. She is the one who kept saying that these 
times are not gonna lead to anything good. Right now 
she is probably sitting and rocking in her chair, preach
ing that we all got exactly what we deserved. I can just 
hear her: "Well, dear, what did you all young people 
expect? With all these rebellious times, Black Tuesday 
is only the beginning. Stock market crashes, well, that's 
just small potatoes, you just wait, it will get worse ... " 

Well, my dear old mother did teach me some man
ners, so I guess I'll introduce myself. I am Daphne 
Johnson. I am 24 years old, and as of this Thursday, I 
am dead. I am writing to you from Heaven in hopes 
that some will remember me, and maybe not judge me 
too harshly. After all, not everything in the '20s was as 
bad as my mother would claim it was. In fact, it was, 
as they would say, copacetic. 

So, how did it all start? Easy. My dad is a farmer, 
and he wasn't all that rich to begin with, but he doted 
on me to a fault. See, I wanted an automobile. All my 
friends had them, and they flocked to the city on Fri
day to go dancing or shopping in some ritzy and terri
bly expensive department stores. I told my dad that I 
would be responsible, and loving me as he did, he 
scraped up some money and bought me a flivver. As 
small as it was, it was useful nevertheless. I drove to 
the city a number of times, but what can you do in a 
little hole like that? I couldn't even find me a decent 
job. I got that idea from my mother. During the war 
she worked at a factory because all the men left to fight 
somewhere over the seas. But now the "Lost Genera
tion" did not seem all that lost at all. People went on 
saying how the young men lost their innocence, but 
once they came home, they just took up all of our jobs, 
and that was just fine. Piled up some malarkey on us 
(as if we wouldn't understand that they all didn't want 
our competition), some lies about how we should be 
glad to go home and let our men take over running the 
country. So I decided to go to Chicago and find some 
work. I did not really have to, but it did give me a rea
son to pack my things and leave that farm. It really 
was pulling me down. I needed to live. 
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Ah, Chicago was incredible, so spifflicated. I 
found a job as a secretary for a big company held by 
some fat cat, Al Capone. I didn't know yet who he 
was although all my friends were terribly jealous that 
I got so lucky. Anyway, that's where I was, and that's 
where I observed the "roaring" twenties. 

I was just a farmer's daughter turned secretary, 
but even I knew that these times were the threshold 
into the bigger better future. Look at all the new things 
we had, like all those electric appliances. I remember 
having to wash all my clothes by hand, having to pre
serve our meat as soon as we killed one of our cows 
or pigs, walking all the way to our neighbors' house 
to make a simple phone call to one of daddy's buyers. 
My apartment alone had a phone line going through 
it, the laundry was straight across the street, I had my 
own refrigerator, and a vacuum. I even ate oranges in 
the dead of winter. Talk about better times. 

Oh, and the dances! Charleston, the Lindy ... Ac
tually I thought mother would like that one. Charles 
Lindbergh's just the kind of boy she would have en
couraged me to marry. "A rugged individual," she 
would've called him. This is one time I'd actually agree 
with her. He was definitely dreamy. The Lone Eagle, 
they called him. Why, to fly on his monoplane (ex
cept why did he call it the Spirit of St. Louis?) all across 
the Atlantic Ocean! He must be so brave. I wish I 
could've been with him at the time. I would've loved 
to see Paris and to have such a big tickertape parade 
in my honor! The media just went absolutely gaga for 
him, as well as the entire female population of this 
nation. Well, what could we do? He was just about as 
cute as Ruddy Valentino. And if you can be compared 
to the sexiest crooner/ actor, you deserve a second look 
in your direction. Oh, my, I did lose track, didn't I? 
Dances, right? Well, we had even marathon dancing 
(my mother would've definitely disapproved) for the 
folks trying to make their mark in history. There was 
one that lasted for 90 hours back in '23. I tried, but got 
out on about hour three. One man, I believe his name 
was Homer Morehouse, dropped dead in the 87th 
hour. Dreadful, but what a way to go. They even re
ported his death on KUKA. Radio was yet another 
big thing during these times. I was a loyal fan of 
KDKA; I listened to them ever since November 2nd 
in 1920 when they were the first to report Harding's 
election. 
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Besides the dances we had jazz coming to the big 
world. Wasn't it divine? The intricate interplay of in
struments, the sensual sounds ... If it were up to me, 
I'd make Louis Armstrong one of the most important 
men of the century. His trumpet playing was pure 
magic, and his voice was simply incredible ... But I 
can tell you right away what my mother probably 
thought of all this music and dancing. If she'd had a 
chance to see us, she would've called us all a bunch 
of monkeys. And she would've been right too. Back 
in '25 there was so much noise over the so-called 
Monkey Trial in Dayton, Tennessee. To make the long 
story short, a teacher, John Scopes, mentioned Dar
win and evolution in his classroom, so all them fun
damentalists started making big noise, dragging the 
poor fellow to court. Clarence Darrow defended the 
teacher, and W. J. Bryan was working against the evo
lutionists. Bryan won his case, but the punishment 
on that Scopes guy was just a joke. Bryan died of a 
heart attack the same day; I can't say that he man
aged to do what he set out to do. Why, I can tell you 
that just about all my friends believe in evolution. I 
don't hear any of them being upset about descend
ing from monkeys. 

But I gots to tell ya, jazz was just the tip of our 
cultural iceberg. We got Gertrude Stein, one of those 
beautiful writers everyone called expatriates. I say 
we should be proud of them, look at what all of them 
wrote. Pound, Hemingway, no, we should be proud 
of their works. Oh, and the painters we had. John 
Sloan, with his dazzling colors, painting all the raw 
energy America had; Georgia O'Keeffe, with all those 
flowers. I never knew how beautiful they could be. 
I'd say that she is just about my favorite artists. I could 
spend hours staring at the same picture and not get 
tired. And don't you be surprised to hear women's 
names either. After that 19th Amendment passed, we 
just went wild. After all this time we were finally free 
and equal. We sure proved ourselves. I mean, look at 
Gertrude Ederle swimming all the way across the 
English Channel, or Amelia Earhart flying solo across 
the Atlantic, just like the Lone Eagle. We sure showed 
them. No more docile women! My mother would've 
been so shocked to find out that I was a flapper. Why, 
all my knee-length skirts, bobbed hair, cloche hats 
would've simply given her a heart attack. If she knew 
I also smoked, drank and casually dated men, she 
would've disowned me lickety split. She was very 
old-fashioned. 

But what was I talking about? Ah, yes, culture. 
Well, the culture fever was everywhere, even Harlem. 
I was absolutely blown away by the amount of talent 
shown by the Harlem Renaissance artists. I read 
Langston Hughes' The Weary Blues, and it was grip
ping. Oh, black Harlem art and music were as much 
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of a vogue as Mah-Jongg was at its time. Why, the 
Cotton Club, where all the famous black artists per
formed was so exclusive, you couldn't get in unless 
you were white. I drove by the place once. Boy, did it 
look ritzy. Even I don't know white folks who could 
afford to lounge there. Of course, not everyone ap
preciated black art. KKK made a big comeback in that 
time. They even threatened Paul Robeson for his role 
in a play. They didn't bother to notice that he was in
credibly talented as both an actor and a singer. The 
only thing that mattered to them was that he was 
black. But the whole KKK crowd got a lot worse from 
what it was like back in the Reconstruction stories my 
dad told me. Now they hated pretty much everybody, 
black, Jewish, immigrant, Catholic. Serves them right 
to end as they did. Their wizard president, or what
ever else they call their magical leader, raped a 
woman, drove her to taking poison, and then didn't 
even try to help her. Outrageous. Then again, the en
tire system was prejudiced. Look at the Sacco-Vanzetti 
case. Two men convicted for a crime they might have 
not even committed. And why? Because they were 
Italian immigrants. They became suspects only be
cause they were Italian to begin with; the nativists 
thought them guilty only because they were immi
grants; the Conservatives hated them because poor 
men were anarchists. How can you have a fair trial 
with the emotions running as high as that? Oh, and 
the Red Scare! Everyone suddenly developed a ter
rible fear of communists. I dated a communist boy 
once. He wasn't all that bad, so I don't see what all 
the excitement was about. Even the government was 
opposed to the socialist ideas. Opposed strongly 
enough to allow for the Palmer raids across the coun
try. Rounding up all the communists just for their 
ideas. Why, that's simply barbaric! In America of all 
places. 

My, but I do go on. I started talking of culture 
and ended discussing socialists and immigrants. O.K., 
back to the culture. What was I saying? Let's see ... 
yes, jazz. Beautiful sounds. Speaking of sounds, the 
movie industry sure picked up on the idea that the 
nation was not deaf. Talkies came on the scene and 
became an instant sensation. I myself went to see The 
Jazz Singer with Al Jolson, and I have to tell you, it 
was absolutely wonderful. It is one thing to have 
music in the background, or songs during the movie, 
but to hear actual people talk! I even heard somewhere 
that the dialogues were not intended to be in the 
movie, but Jolson just started talking after singing, 
and the Warner Brothers decided to leave the talking 
in the actual release. Now, I don't have anything 
against the silent films, but the talkies offered so much 
more. It is one thing to see Charlie Chaplin (by the by 
have you seen him without his movie make-up on? 
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He is a regular darling. I heard he had four wives and 
maybe 35 girlfriends) on the screen, but to hear Gary 
Cooper ... No comparison whatsoever. They even had 
sounds in the cartoons. The day I heard Amos 'n Andy 
speak, I thought I'd laugh myself silly. Oh, and that 
crazy Steamboat Willy with the whistling mousy crea
ture. I am telling ya, in about 60 years that one cartoon 
will be a classic. 

The movies were not the only craze at the time. 
Sports and sport stars became popular practically over
night. Every boy wanted to be like Babe Ruth. All you'd 
hear from them is "wow, isn't the Sultan of Swat some
thing?" Well, I wouldn't care if he hit 60 homeruns in 
his career or 600, but I have nothing but respect for any 
man who makes $20,000. And how about that Tunney 
fellow beating Jack Dempsey for the title in boxing 
heavyweights? I thought I would absolutely die. And 
I heard some guy did die from a heart attack the next 
year during the Tunney-Dempsey Long Count. 

The only thing I'd say wasn't all that great with 
the times was the government. First we had Harding 
with his Cabinet full of his incompetent cronies. I wasn't 
all that surprised when I heard about the Teapot Dome 
scandal. To lease government oil reserves to corporate 
businessmen and to accept payments for that! I guess 
it is better that Harding died before they dragged his 
Interior Secretary out and discredited him in front of 
the whole world. Talk about lasting legacy. 

And then there's the Prohibition. Now that's just 
stupid. Did they actually expect people to stop drink
ing because of some law? They just got more crime and 
deaths on their hands. Folks just mixed up their own 
bathtub gin and went on getting as drunk as they were 
before that gaga Amendment. Except for hooch had 
inferior quality and I've seen enough people drop dead 
with alcohol poisoning to last me a while. But pretty 
much everyone drank. My boss, Al Capone got the en
tire Chicago Empire from John Turrio, and did he ever 
use it. He had this vast speakeasy network with an ap
proximate income of maybe $50-60 million. Was I ever 
lucky to end up working for him. All these talks of eco
nomic problems coming, but I have a steady job. Why, 
Mr. Capone was a better escape artist than the great 
Harry Houdini, and let me tell you, he didn't die dur
ing any of his tricks. I can also tell you that Mr. Capone's 
giggle water was everywhere in Chicago. There wasn't 
one speakeasy that didn't serve his product. I know 
that all this was illegal, but I am telling you, there was 
real good money in bootlegging, and my boss was the 
best, richest bootlegger of them all... 

Of course even if I was well off, that don't mean 
that everyone was too. My fiance at the time was pretty 
poor. But he was such an optimist. He kept talking 
about how all the money was in the stock market; all 
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you had to do was invest and you could become a 
billionaire over night. Poor Jake's motive was to sell 
his ancient green jalopy and buy a new black Ford 
Model T. I can tell you right away that he didn't make 
it too well out there on Wall Street. Turns out he in
vested into some dummy corporation, and it fell right 
through. Then there was the Black Tuesday, and once 
Wall Street took a nosedive, so did my Jake, literally. 
My friend saw him walk out onto the window ledge 
and step over as calm as if he were bungee jumping. I 
haven't seen him here in Heaven, but as it turns out 
Jake was a secret member of the KKK, and even 
though I liked him, I don't think haters should be al
lowed anywhere but Hell. 

As for myself, I died two days later when some 
nut barged into Mr. Capone's building intending to 
bump off the King of Chicago. The only thing, I got in 
the way, so he, being as lousy a shot as he was, 
pumped me full of lead. Mr. Capone was rather fond 
of me and my efficiency (not to mention I was his lover 
at the time), so the last thing I saw was his bodyguard 
knifing the clumsy assassin. We both faced the Final 
Judgment at the same time, and he got the Hell sen
tence. You see there are bureaucracy and immigration 
problems even in the sky, and the Heavens had to meet 
their annual quota of righteous souls. That's the only 
reason I made it in, otherwise I would be down there 
having a chat with the Devil. And then my mother 
would be right. 

Well, I suppose that's all I have got to say in the 
defense of the Twenties. Sure there were some less el
egant aspects, but I'd say that over all, it wasn't as 
bad as some people, namely my mother, would have 
you believe. I'll leave you to your thoughts now. And 
don't you go on feeling bad for me, I have a dinner 
date with Voltaire, and the rest of eternity here doesn't 
look all that bad either. 

Postscript 
This is a memoir of a flapper girl who goes to Heaven 
after she is gunned down by a man who tries to kill 
her boss, Al "Scar Face" Capone. In her memoir this 
24-year-old tries to defend the Roaring Twenties 
against possible attacks by historians and her mother, 
with whom she has some unresolved issues. The idea 
for the scenario comes from one of the short works of 
Mark Twain, "Captain Stormfield's Visit to Heaven," 
about a sea captain describing his life in Heaven. 
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Delicate feathers of warmth whispered from the 
pores of the amber-skinned loaf, coiling up into 
the shafts of sultry sunlight that impaled the 
panetteria through the windows. The dormant air 
perspired dough-scented droplets of moisture not 
unlike those that clung to the brow and temples of 
the baker with quavering fright. His thick, ragged 
fingers winced as he slipped them beneath the loaf 
of still-steaming bread. 

"'The freshest I have," he boasted, placing it in 
the outstretched palms of his lanky customer. "Give 
your mama a kiss for me, Pietro."" 

The boy, his cheeks kissed crimson by the after
noon sun, balanced the loaf in one bony-knuckled hand 
while he plunged his fingers into his pocket. He 
pressed a covey of frosty-faced coins into the baker's 
hand, then clambered out into the sunshine, calling, 
"Grazief" over his shoulder. 

As he passed beneath the doorframe and the 
brightness swallowed him from view, the air throbbed 
and the countertop shuddered as resonant peals 
swooped low over Via Sarafina on their hourly caprice 
from St. Peter's. 

Pietro strode through the street on his newly gan
gly legs, the pridefully thick soles of his new shoes clap
ping against the torrid cobblestones. Cradling the loaf 
as though it were a soft, swollen infant, he stalked past 
prattling nonnas toting baskets brimming with crisp 
splashes of green, black-clothed pairs of soldiers ca
ressing their guns, scampering children livened by the 
shimmering sunshine, and the gargantuan poster of II 
Duce plastered over a shop window. He mounted the 
steps of a building on the comer. 

"Mama, it's me!" 
The key spiraled down from an upper-level win

dow and clattered at his feet. 
The steam from a giant cooking pot had glazed 

Pietro's mother's face with a humid shine, and Pietro 
planted a kiss on her glossy cheek as he set the bread 
in front of her on the counter. A bevy of tiny heads 
bobbed exuberantly at her waist. 

"Grazie, prediletto. Oh, it's still warm! Pietro, per 
favore, take your brothers and sisters outside and watch 
them before they break something else." 

The children bounded past him into the street, one 
after the other springing from the front steps into the 
glimmering puddle of sunshine that engulfed the 
cobblestones. Across the street, the Orazio children 
tumbled from a front door and immersed themselves 
in the sun. 

The Pios were by far the largest family on Sarafina, 
and the Orazios were decidedly one of the smallest. 
Three pairs of Orazio feet, practically drowned amidst 
the clamorous tussle of Pio soles, clapped against the 
cobblestones as they lunged and scuttled after the 
misshapen ball that careened over the street. 

Pietro watched them from where he sat on the 
steps, his skin lapping up the tapering sunshine. Six 
pulsing peals surged through the street, and the air 
dripped with the sweet perfume of hundreds of na
scent suppers. 

"Nico!" he hollered to his scowl-faced brother, 
who was struggling to tear the ball from the fists of 
another wailing child. "Don't be selfish. Let her have 
it." 

Pouting, Nico surrendered. And this, Pietro rea
soned, was the way it should be, because he was thir
teen years old and had a slight shadow already cap
ping his upper lip. He was the one who was in sec
ondary school, the one who sat at the head of the table 
when his father was away, the only one to whom his 
mother would toss down the key. Besides, he loved 
all his siblings and would never lie to them or lead 
them astray. After thirteen years, he figured, a man 
starts to know what is right. 

"Attenzione!" cried one of the Orazio girls, and 
the children scattered to the gutters as a bawling 
polizia van barreled through the street. Pietro could 
make out two gun-clutching soldiers in black through 
the paneless windows. 

The children spilled back into the street, but it 
wasn't them that Pietro was watching as the van lum
bered past. A man stood motionless in front of the 
Orazios' building, still and silent as the evening bustle 
of the street whipped past. When his gaze met Pietro's, 
his eyes unsheathed acid-tipped swords that shot 
across the street and into Pietro's pupils, riveting them 
with paralyzing poison. 
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Pietro's heart began to scamper, and his eyes 
throbbed as he tore them away from the man's pierc
ing stare. 

"Pietro! Elisa hit me!" 
"No! You're lying!" 
"In the face!" 
"Liar!" 
A lurid grin seeped over the man's face as his eyes 

washed over the rippling sea of children. Pietro's stom
ach writhed as a shudder jarred his body. "Tell the truth, 
Elisa," he sputtered, the words catching and scraping 
against his parched throat. "The truth's ... the most im
portant thing." 

The man was pacing now, gliding silently back and 
forth over the sidewalk, his eyes tracing the form of 
each scurrying child. Eventually, he came to a stop, his 
gaze coiling around Marta, the eldest of the Orazios. 
His grin slowly bled open into a gruesome smile, and 
he slipped a thin-fingered, long-nailed hand into his 
pocket. 

The deepening dusk enshrouded him as he slid 
down into the street and withdrew his hand. As Pietro 
watched from the step, the children's nostrils flared and 
their eyebrows arched when they saw that the man's 
tentacle fingers were entwined about an unwrapped 
chocolate bar. The air hanging over the street thinned 
as the children drew in a collective gasp. Chocolate, 
that creamy delicacy, that hostage of rationing-did it 
really still exist? They were sucked in toward him like 
paper clips to a magnet as he delicately broke the candy 
into pieces, which he distributed to the Pio children. 
He turned from them as they let their eager tongues 
suffocate the sticky sweetness, and began to glide over 
the cobblestones to where Pietro sat, unbreathing, on 
the steps. The man's narrowed eyes remained fastened 
on Marta Orazio, who, flanked by her indignant sib
lings, looked on covetously as her playmates devoured 
their treats. 

"Buona sera, signore." His words oozed from his lips 
like putrid syrup, wrapped in a repugnant odor that 
shriveled Pietro"s nostrils. He indicated the Pios' win
dow with a svelte, ivory finger. '"That one's yours. 
That's your mother cooking there. That green dress is 
hers." 

Pietro looked up to where the laundry waltzed in 
the wind, pinned over the street and dull against the 
electric azure of the sky. 

"Those" -the man indicated the street with a 
sweep of his transparent hand-" are your brothers and 
sisters. Marco, Giovanna, Niccolo, Guido, Elisa ... I 
know them all." 

He smiled, invisible bile dripping from his lips. He 
slipped back down into the street, where the brown
tongued Pio children exalted him with adoring gazes. 
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He glided to where Marta stood with gaping eyes and 
uncoiled his hand for her to take. He folded his long, 
slender fingers around her tiny ones, and proceeded 
to lead her away through the shuffling crowd. Pietro 
followed them with his eyes: past the shoe shop, past 
the butcher's, past black-shirted soldiers and women 
with shopping baskets, around the side of the 
panetteria and out of his sight. 

He hadn't realized until now that his legs and 
hands were shaking, tremoring like the windowpanes 
did when the bells of St. Peter's tore through the street. 
He strained to shout, strained to cry to the crowds 
pattering over darkening Sarafina, but his lips were 
sewn together with the green thread of his mother's 
dress. 

Pietro's siblings began to giggle and dart once 
again, but the two remaining Orazio girls stood 
slightly apart from the raucous cluster, their faces 
stricken blank with panic. It wasn't long before the 
man appeared once again across the street, breaking 
apart another chocolate bar and taking another Orazio 
hand. As he slithered away into the milling, babbling 
crowd, the polizia van sidled down the street. Pietro 
raised himself up on boneless legs and drew in his 
breath, but the man captured his eyes and silently re
cited the names of the Pio children. 

The dusk yielded to darkness, and Pietro's broth
ers and sisters tripped and tumbled over the empty
ing street. "Bambini, la cena!" Pietro's mother hollered 
from the window, and the key clattered down onto 
the front steps, invisible. Pietro fumbled for it with 
trembling fingers, scooping it up and clenching it in 
his moist palm. 

"Pietro," Giovanna queried as the children 
bounded up the stairs and front of the door. '"Where 
are the Orazios?'" 

Pietro clutched the key, silent. 
"It doesn't take this long to eat chocolate." 
Down the street in the panetteria, the baker scraped 

ash and charred scraps from his oven. Smearing the 
perspiration from his forehead, he dumped them out 
through the open window. 

"Pietro!" 
Signora Orazio scurried across the street, her hair 

slipping in frazzled strands from her bun. "I've called 
my girls three times. Do you know where they could 
have run off to?" 

The bells ripped through Pietro's silence, slicing 
seven gashes into the descending night. He turned 
toward t~e d~or, where his siblings jostled and 
shov~d, with his k~y ,clasped tightly in his fingertips. 

Signora Oraz10 s shoes clacked. against the 
cobblestones, past the shoe shop and the butcher's 
and around the back of the panetteria where they 
kicked up the ashes. ' 

Afterword 
During the Second World War, when a bleeding 

Europe was clenched tight within a Fascist fist, Pope 
Pius XII remained silent as millions of Jews vanished 
in bolted cattle cars. As scores of people were starved, 
tortured, and murdered by black-booted Nazi soldiers, 
the church that preached love and claimed infallibility 
did not speak out against the horrendous atrocities 
occurring across the continent. As thousands of men, 
women, and children were gassed to death at 
Auschwitz, one of the most revered men in the world, 
the leader of millions, turned away in silent hypocrisy. 

Throughout The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, 
Mark Twain satirizes the hypocrisy of his characters 
and their institutions. Especially prominent is his subtle 
mockery of the fraudulence of religion-of those who 
commit grievous wrongs while clutching their Bibles. 
Miss Watson, absorbed in her own Christian righteous
ness, preached to Huck about the searing fires of hell, 
claiming that" ... she was going to live so as to go to 
the good place" (3): Meanwhile, her slave, whom she 
later sells to New Orleans in flagrant violation of an 
earlier promise, toiled at her command. The 
Grangerford and Shepardson families, who ambushed 
and slaughtered one another in the name of a decades
old battle for honor, filed into church carrying their 
rifles. After a man is shot in the street of a small river
side town, the frenzied crowd " ... put one large Bible 
under his head, and opened another one and spread it 
on his breast.. . " (158), then charged after the assailant, 
brandishing ropes with which to lynch him. By illus
trating these acts of brazen hypocrisy, Twain satirizes 
the way in which people who claim to be moral and 
just oftentimes violate the principles by which they 
profess to live. 

Such is the case with Pietro, the eldest child of the 
Pio family, in '"Ceneri." The respected guardian of his 
numerous siblings, he was convinced of his own sa
gacity and moral authority: "After thirteen years, he 
figured, a man starts to know what is right."' When he 
was threatened by the mysterious man, however, his 
fright subjugated the responsibility and virtue on which 
he prided himself. Moments after telling his sister that 
"the truth's ... the most important thing," he refused to 
utter the truth about what he knew was occurring when 
the man, appeasing the Pio children with chocolate, be
gan to disappear with the Orazio girls. The boy who 
was so convinced of his own ethic committed the ulti
mate act of hypocrisy when he, knowing well that the 
Orazio children were in peril, remained mute as they 
vanished down the street; he was silenced by his own 
fear. 

It is speculated that Pius XII the head of the largest 
religious family in Europe, did not speak out against 
the atrocities being committed against one of the 
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continent's "smaller families," the Jews, because he 
feared that doing so might jeopardize the safety of the 
Catholic Church-just as Pietro feared that he would be 
putting his own family in danger by speaking out 
against what he knew to be happening to the Orazios. 
Many believe that the Pope, presiding over an institu
tion that preached charity and love and claimed that it 
could not err, cowered at crying out against the mur
der of the Jews because the Vatican, his tiny island in 
Rome, was surrounded on all sides by Mussolini's 
black-shirted Fascists: Similarly, Pietro remained silent 
because the man knew exactly where to find his sib
lings and him. 

Like "Ceneri," Mark Twain's The Adventures of 
Huckleberry Finn is brimful with satire of the hypocrisy 
of religion. His characters, while sculpting themselves 
into models of pious Christianity, held other human 
beings in bondage and killed one another. Pope Pius 
XII, revered throughout the world as a holy man of God, 
did not raise his voice against the torture and mass 
murder being committed beneath the billowing chim
neys of the Nazi concentration camps. The successor 
of St. Peter, to whom, according to Catholic doctrine, 
was entrusted the key to the gates of heaven, turned 
his back while Europe was transformed into a blazing 
slaughterhouse before his eyes, just as Pietro, clutch
ing the key to his apartment building, stood in silence 
as a frenzied Signora Orazio scurried off down the street 
in search of her missing daughters. 
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TO 6LIO\V you \VlJo I Atvl 
ANDr:2.b.. \V r:2.0TLJ, Annunciation School, grade 7 

To show you who I am, 
I will become the wind, 
Dancing swiftly across the earth, 
Softly caressing the trees, 
Touching your face, 
And deftly bounding away so as 
To hide myself from you. 
On a quiet night , 
Listen to your thoughts, 
And if you try extra hard, 
You may hear me, 
Barely noticeable, 
My voice a constant reminder 
That you are never alone, 
But that you have a silent protector in me. 
I will always be there 
Even though you may not know 
me by sight, 
You can always hear me, 
You can always call my name. 

To show you who I am, 
I will become fire, 
Dancing on the wind, 
Playing with the stars. 
Look into my eyes and find yourself 
In my presence. 
Do not be afraid, 
I shall be the light to guide your way. 
I shall stand by your side, 
A silent protector from the evils 
Of the night. 
To show you who I am, 
I shall become wind and fire. 

The format of this poem was taken from the poem "To Show You Who I Am" from Reach 
for the Moon (ISBN: 0439297389), a book of poetry written by Samantha Abeel. Though 
Samantha has serious learning disabilities in mathematics, in 7th grade, she discovered she 
had a talent for writing, and she began writing the poetry in this book. 
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