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Acceptance: Holden's 'Thoughts on literature and life 
']oe/ t3erge/c:w1d, grade 11, Hopkins High School 

9f you really want to hear about it, you'll 
want to know about how I got here, when I get 
out, and where I'm going to go to school and all 
that crap, but I don't want to talk about it. It bores 
me. I'm pretty bored around here, mostly. So 
they have me read books to pass the time till 
Doctor So and So can psychoanalyze me and all 
that junk. Some of the books I've read were kind 
of good, but there was always some phony in 
them that screwed them up. 

The first one I read was Ellen Foster. Old 
Ellen. Always searching for her family. She had 
some sense, though. She was like Phoebe, she 
knew right off that goddam Nadine and Dora 
were about the biggest phonies I've ever seen in 
my life. I can just picture them now, telling their 
lies to each other. They probably even know that 
the other one's lying. That's what bugs me the 
most. They acted as though they had to tell the 
lies in case the other one thought they were true. 
It made me sick. Ellen was a character, though. 
Her and the microscope, and that's all she had. 
The most amazing thing about Ellen was that she 
was so strong in the face of poverty and abuse. 
Her sonuvabitch dad took away her innocence 
so early. All she wanted to do was to be a kid. 
And her Grandma said a load of crap to her about 
her. And she didn't say anything in return. I 
would've. You can't just let people say that stuff 
to you. The only problem with Ellen was that 
she was too goddam young. Kids shouldn't be 
made to act like adults that early on. Starletta was 
a funny girl, breaking her crayons. That killed 
me. Then Ellen would tape them together. That 
was so cute it made me vomit. I would've done 
the same thing myself, I said to myself at that 
part of the book. I bet I'd like Ellen, even though 
she didn't say anything back to her Grandma. 

Then there's Montana 1948. The Haydens 
were a decent family. His dad sure had to take a 
lot of crap, though. I would've burst if I were 
him. I hope my dad would never talk to me the 
way Grandpa Hayden talked to Wes. The thing 
about the dad was that he couldn't figure out 
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what was right. I kinda liked that, because some
times you can get mixed up about all that stuff. 
You really can. I know I have. Th.e uncle bugged 
me. Sure, I was like him and David in feeling 
sexy about Gloria and even some Indian girls, but 
you can never carry it out like he did. I can just 
picture the look on those girls' faces. It's just not 
fair to them. I guess you gotta learn to control 
your impulses so you don't end up hurting 
someone. Old Uncle Frank really should've met 
up with Stradlater. Those two sickos could've 
had the most fun in the world with each other, 
talking about their sex lives. Uncle Frank was 
pretty bad, but the thing that was worse was that 
Grandpa Julian didn't give a damn about it, like 
he had done it himself as a young boy. His 
goddam rite of passage. It bugs me how some 
families think that they're so high and mighty and 
above the law. Those sonuvabitches are always 
there, acting so big. And people believe that 
they're big too. And perfect. I bet that in every 
big hot shot family in the entire world, there's 
some pervert or crook in it that kills someone or 
gets someone pregnant or launders money. I'm 
positive, in fact. One thing I don't get about Mon
tana 1948 is why David has to shoot the bird in 
order to understand the connections of every
thing. I mean, the bird didn't do anything wrong 
to him-why' d he have to shoot it, and why did he 
understand everything then? I wish he would've 
shot Uncle Frank while he had the chance. Except 
for deep down, I know that's not right. 

This other book I read, To Kill a Mockingbird, 
was pretty good. I really liked that Scout. 'Damn 
ham.' That killed me. I couldn't stop thinking 
about Tom' s wife, when she looked like she was 
flattened by a fly swatter or something, finding 
out her husband's dead. It was kind of funny, in 
a way. But I don't want to talk about it, or Tom, 
much, or his trial. They bore me. I liked Boo. A 
real gentleman. Taking Scout's arm. That killed 
me, it was so cute. I wish they'd never seen him 
though. If someone wants to be let alone, let him 
alone. Well, he's the one who came out himself, I 
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guess. As long as they don't force you out, and 

you do it by yourself, you're ok. The scene with 

the tea party amused me. I nearly cheered out 

loud for Miss Maudie for what she said to that 

phony Christian lady. I really did. And all the 

things they were saying flew over Scout's head. 

I'm kinda glad that they did, though. She didn't 

need to be exposed to that stuff at that young of 

an age. She should be able to choose when she 

grows up, into this world of ladies. Or not even 

necessarily ladies. That's the thing about girls, 

they all live in their own girl world, even if they 

don't want to. And when you see a bunch of girls 

together, you see a group, not individual girls. It's 

pretty depressing, because you wonder if they 

know they're like that, and you wonder where 

they'll end up in 50 years. I get depressed just thinking 

about it. I really do. The other part I don't under

stand about the book is how Atticus can take all 

that crap from Mrs. DuBose. And he's still nice to 

her, but I doubt he means it. I'm positive, in fact. 

No one in their right mind could take those goddam 

insults without a fight. I know I couldn't, except 

for I am really yellow when it comes down to it. I 

mean, I don't go out of my way to compliment 

people like Atticus, but I'd be scared as hell of old 

DuBose, and I don't think I'd say anything to her. I 

really don't. But I'd like to, even though it would 

make me go to jail or hell or something. 

Then came the most depressing book I've read 

in my life: Lord of the Flies. It was all about these 

boys on an island. That goddam island. You'd 

think it be good for a kid: food, no school, all that 

freedom crap, but it's just a big scam like every

thing else in the world. The kids had to be adults 

when they wanted to be kids, enemies instead of 

friends. They didn't need to grow up so fast. 

That's not fair to them., they should be able to 

choose when they grow up, or not grow up at all. 

Because if they hadn't grown up the island would 

be a paradise for them, not a broken dream. I 

mean, this island was a place for everyone to start 

over, to leave the world behind, but they blew it. 

I guess even if you took the most innocent people, 

children and nuns, and put them on an island 

together, they'd end up killing each other. I swear 

to God they would. That's what depressed me 

the most, that the book was so mean to human

kind. I mean, I agree with it, but it gets me so 

goddam down. And the kids were so stupid. They 

didn't have half the sense of most kids their age, 

they couldn't even keep the god dam fire going, 

for Chrissake! All they needed to do was bring 

wood up to it, but they wanted to kill some pig. 

Damn pig. Damn killing. And then, to top the 

madness off, the kill they only good boy on the 

island. Old Simon. Going to his bower. That 

killed me. But I swear, that's how the world is 

going to end. All the phonies are going to forget 

how important the future is, and start a tribe like 

Jack's. I can just picture it, old Ackley and 

Stradlater, Sally, all the stuck up Harvard guys, 

and goddam. Mr. Haas in their war paint, hunt

ing a pig, or me. "Kill the Caulfield. Cut his 

throat. Bash him in. Burn him up." They don't 

say that last one in the book, but I wish they did. 

Anyway, the phonies will be in a tribe and kill 

off everybody one by one till everyone's dead 

and there's nothing left but fear and fire. I don't 

mean to say that planning for the future is bad. 

I mean, you have to do some things to survive 

in life, whether you plan for the future or not. 

Like I know now that school is good for me, even 

though I hate it. It's important because I don't 

know exactly where I'm going, but school will 

help me get there. At least that's what they tell 

me. But you can't plan your life, because someone 

will die, or you'll break your leg, or a dog will 

bite you or something and screw your plans up. 

I like to think that I won't know what the hell 

I'll want to be doing till I start doing something 

I absolutely hate. I don't actually like to think 

that, but I do anyway. 
I, Holden Caulfield, read Anthem. I didn't 

like it much. The first place where Equality lives 

is no fun, because all he can do is what he's told. 

Except for that I'd kind of like that in a way. 

You'd never have to worry about food, or drink, 

or finding a job. Except I'd like to choose. But 

that's not possible. Like I can't choose what I'm 

going to do in my future without taking a risk, 

which I don't like taking. In the Anthem society 

I couldn't choose, and in our world I won't nec

essarily get what I want, let alone anything at 

all. I guess I'd like to live in this world more 

than the Anthem world. But I don't like to think 

about that because it gets me down because I 

hate to live in this world full of phonies and losing, 

and it migp.t be the best world that we can get. I 

really understood love in the book. I'm not sure 
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not sure what love is, but I think it would feel 

like you don't have to worry about what you 

look like, or wear, or even smell like when you're 

around that person. You shouldn't have to dress 

up and put on a phony show for your girl. Then 

things can only get worse from there. I mean, if 

you marry someone, they' re gonna see you in 

the mornings and on the can and sick and all 

that crap. And if you'd been this oily, slick, debo

nair guy before, what will you look like to your 

girl when you're vomiting or some embarrass

ing stunt like that? She'll leave you. And that's 

not love. It really isn't. 

These books haven't really helped me all that 

much in my recovery. Some of them worsened 

my condition, I swear to God they did. Some 

taught me things, too. Like to hold your tongue, 

or to not give into sexual urges. Actually, I 

would've done these things already. Others just 

made me angry with the world. But they all 

made me think about my future. I guess I will 

plan, I'll have to take risks, and act like I know 

where I'm going even though I don't. I'll have 

to work my ass off, and I'll probably run into 

many phonies, but I might find love, and I 

might be happy, even if the world is going to 

hell. In fact, I'm positive I'll be happy one day. 

I really am. 

Quarter to ]Vlidnight 

She sets down her glass slippers 

and reaches for her pantyhose. 

"They'.r:e too small," she says, 

fighting black nylons past her calves. 

'TU need to cut off my foot." 

She opens another box of kleenex 

to sop up the blood, then carefully 

picks out the fluffy white residue 

with her long satin gloves. 

'Tm going to be late for the ball!" 

Jerking, hopping up and down, 

smacking her head against the clock, 

and tripping over the garden hose, 

she tumbles under the coach. 

"Damn! I've got a snag!" 

Her fairy godmother sighs and 

cuts her a big fat slice of pumpkin pie. 

Through Their E0es 

t?ox0 }Jerg, grade 12 

Lincoln HS, Thief River Falls 

le>\ _C-Cfye New (jo_ldilocks 

As Goldilocks strolled through the woods with her cell 

She tripped over a root and stumbled and fell. 

"Can you hear me now?" she asked in a panicky tone 

But heard no noise emitting from her wireless phone. 

Beginning to worry, she quickened her pace 

A frown began spreading across her pale face. 

And then through the trees, she thought 'twas a mirage 

She saw a finely kept house and an open garage. 

Approaching the house, she saw--could it be? 

A void in the garage-no SUV 

A need for adventure suddenly rose 

Never mind the dirt caked on her designer clothes. 

As she sneaked through the door, an aroma broke through 

The smell of fresh coffee, and creamer too! 

Searching for the kitchen with a new thirst building 

Along the way admiring the chic Martha gilding 

She finally came to the dining room door 

To behold three cups of coffee, already poured! 

She picked up the first cup and took a small sip 

Then spit it back out and gave her hair a miffed flip. 

"This is not Frappucino," she said in a huff 

And blew hair from her face with an acrimonious puff. 

She picked up the second cup, hoping for more 

But again spit it out (on the newly washed floor)! 

Extremely annoyed, she said as if already clear, 

"This is the incorrect way for the flavors to smear! 

The raspberry latte and mocha and cream 

Are supposed to combine as if a smooth dream!" 

She picked up the third cup, her very last chance ... 

And, miraculously, was quickly entranced. 

"This is perfect!" she squealed, her anger aside 

And forgot all about the cups beforehand denied. 

Her quest for the perfect caffeine at an end, 

She remembered she needed to call back her friend. 

She dialed the number-- "Like, are you there?" 

When a rumbling motor gave her a scare. 

They were home-why now? She silently pleaded 

It wasn't coffee, it was hiding she needed! 

Too late-they had come through the door ... 

And spotted the coffee all over the floor. 

From under the table, Goldilocks waited 

All other thoughts momentarily faded. 

And then stooping down to see eye to eye 

The father, presumed, with a bright colored tie. 

Without saying a word, he dragged her out by the ears 

"Uh oh," she thought this would happen, she'd feared. 

In less than two hours she was told to report 

To the new cosmopolitan municipal court. 

"Breaking and entering," she heard the judge say 

And she was sent off to Juvie later that day. 

Meghan }Juttler, grade 7 

SWJH, Forest Lake 
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The tffect of Nonscripted tlements in Death of a Salesman 

,18\ 
er he play Death of a Salesman portrays the dis

solution of one man's job, family, and psyche. Be
cause of much of the conflict in the play exists 
only within the characters' heads, the spoken 
script is not sufficient for the work to communi
cate to its audience. Numerous dramatic and cin
ematic elements are used in conjunction with the 
script lines to produce a performance communi
cating much more than words. The directing of 
Death of a Salesman conveys Willy Loman' s emo
tional needs of hope and control. 

Several cinematic elements in Death of a Sales
man bolster the contrast between the family's re
ality and Willy's dreams, which helps communi
cate Willy's desperate search for a source of hope. 
In the film, Willy's dreams are always more aes
thetically pleasing than the real scenes. In the 
dreams, the actors wear makeup, which smoothes 
over their complexion imperfections. During the 
scenes of reality, however, the actors do not wear 
any makeup; they appear as wrinkled, sweaty, 
or ill as they truly are. On a subconscious, aes
thetic level, then, the audience can understand 
why Willy would seek to escape ugly reality in 
exchange for his idealized dreams and memories. 

Color and lighting are also used to achieve 
this effect. In the reality scenes, the director tapes 
with very muted colors; the film appears nearly 
black-and-white. When the movie moves to 
Willy's memories and dreams, however, sud
denly the scene is lit in full Technicolor. As in The 
Wizard of Oz, the sudden use of color denotes that 
the play is now within the dream world, where 
everything is bright and beautiful. 

In the play, light is a symbol of hope. It enve
lopes Ben, Willy's symbol of success, every time 
Ben departs through the front door. Even though 
Ben speaks of leaving to the dark jungle, behind 
him Willy only sees light because he only recog
nizes the jungle's economic opportunities and 
successes which Ben discovered. At the same 
time, the use of bright, white light during these 
scenes also puts the audience in mind of the tradi
tional view of heaven. Ben is an angel of wealth, 
wearing his white suit as he vanishes into the light. 
This dual interpretation helps the reader see how 
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Kc;J_ren_ P.ustm;f.:.. grade 11, Ed_ina ![igh School 

Willy glorifies monetary success, yet also how 
ethereal and impossible such success is for him. 

Both subtle camera angles and more overt 
dramatic elements illustrate Willy's need for con
trol over his life. The short stature of the actor 
playing Willy suggests one reason why Willy has 
such a need for power. Willy's diminutive stat
ure is played up by the director effectively by 
using camera angles that look down upon him 
and placing him near other, taller characters 
frequently. How this need plays out in Willy's 
behavior, however, is shown by dramatic 
elements of the play. The actor playing Willy varies 
his vocal tone and volume a great deal, taking 
Willy from mumbling to screaming and back 
again within only a few minutes. Willy's demands 
for power over anything he is still able to control 
are usually during his yelling phases. Because the 
rest of the time Willy speaks in a fairly low voice, 
these appeals for power are emphasized and 
picked up on by the audience. An epitomizing 
example of this appears in Willy's violent outrage 
after Linda buys him some whipped cheese prod
uct instead of swiss cheese, his usual. In a world 
where Willy cannot control his employment, his 
debts, or his sons, he must insist on at least choos
ing his flavor of cheese ever more strongly so that 
he does not lose that piece of autonomy too. 

It seems odd that the position of a camera or 
the amount of makeup used on the actors could 
have such a radical effect on how easily the mes
sage of the play is perceived and accepted. Yet 
when there is no way for the audience to get in
side Willy Loman' s head and examine his emo
tional needs directly, cinematic and dramatic ele
ments are the only way to communicate these 
concepts. Death of a Salesman effectively employs 
camera, staging, and acting tricks to bring the 
script to life. The subtleties used illustrate Willy's 
need for hope when his family and career are shat
tered and his need for autonomy so that he could 
perhaps do something about his problems. These 
emotional issues serve as the backbone of Death 
of a Salesman's expose of the impersonality of capi
talism and the falsehood called the American 
Dream. 
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(300 ks vs. jil ms ,_ Writing Achievement /i.Wc;J_rd_ Prompt t3 
c_]oel !'3ergef c;J_nd, grade 11, Hopkins High School, Hopkins 

0 ear Andrea, 
Have you ever experienced a pleasure that 

makes you feel so guilty you must tell 
someone about it? I have, and you are that 
someone who I'm about to tell. Now what I 
say will definitely be considered as literary 
heresy, and I'm prepared to deal with the con
sequences of revealing my shame, just as 
Arthur Dimmesdale was. Whether it brings 
me scorn, pain, or death, I must confess that I, 
a respectable and educated person, enjoyed the 
movie version of The Scarlet Letter better than 
the book. 

For my American literature class, we read 
Nathaniel Hawthorne's great novel,The Scar
let Letter. It was the first piece of classic litera
ture I read that I didn't like. However, I know 
that if I had read the book three weeks later, it 
would've captivated me. Why did I find the 
book uninteresting? Because of the circum
stances of my reading. I had just finished an 
extremely needed spring break in Mexico, and 
on the plane ride home, my mom hurled me 
back into reality by reminding me that I 
needed to finish the The Scarlet Letter before I 
arrived at school the next day. For the rest of 
the plane ride, I struggled to stay awake and 
to keep turning the pages, just as Hester 
struggled to stay standing on the scaffold. Of 
course, that was one of the few details I re
member from that entire book. To tell the truth, 
this is what my mind comprehended as I read 
a typical passage from the book: "Blah blah 
blah ignominy. Blah blah blah shame. Yada 
yada yada clasped the letter to her breast. Yada 
yada yada sin openly lived." I hated the book. 
Okay, I realize that I'm being unfair to this 
work, regarded as an early American classic, 
by judging it on the circumstances in which it 

'Through 'Their E0es 

was read. But see it from my point of view. 
It wasn't fun, nor thought inducing, to read 
page after page of the intricate relationship 
between a single mother and her illegitimate 
elf child, and the effect of seaweed on that 
relationship. Or to read about a minister hor
rified at his urge to tell dirty jokes. That 
wasn't enjoyable at all. Not when I could've 
been sleeping, and letting my body adjust 
back to my native time zone, as well as day
light savings time. Yes, there were a multi
tude of activities I'd rather have done than 
read Hawthorne on a plane. 

When I returned to my American litera
ture class the next day, the first thing my 
teacher said was "If any of you watched the 
Demi Moore version of the movie instead of 
reading the book, you're doomed. The only 
similar aspect between the two is the title. 
And if you haven't seen the movie, keep it 
that way." Normally, I would've listened to 
a teacher's advice, but the movie became a 
forbidden fruit to me, and the serpent within 
my head bade me to rent it, which I did. I 
made sure my family wouldn't be in my 
house that night, and I told all my friends 
that I was busy, and that they shouldn't dis
turb me. But just in case someone were to 
drop by, I shut all the curtains and shades. 
My precautions stopped just short of discon
necting the phone. 'Nobody can see me sin 
against the literary canon now,' I thought 
while pushing the movie into the VCR. Soon 
I could see why every English teacher I've 
had since seventh grade had passionately 
hated this movie. It trades the literary sophis
tication and distinction of the novel for sex 
and violence. I can imagine the writers vig-
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orously brainstorming ideas for the movie 
adaptation of the book. They are all silent, 
stuck on how to portray the book's focus on 
the psychological state, easily depicted in 
words, but impossible to display in images. 
Then one cries out. "Screw it!" He says, 
"Let's make this movie so it sells." "Yeah," 
another one cries, "We'll keep the charac
ters, but make a different plot!" Soon the 
room is an orgy of suggestions: "Let's show 
the relationship between Hester and 
Dimmesdale!" "Yeah, and very graphically, 
too!" "You're right, sex sells better than psy
chology." "And why don't we have the 
movie end with Hester and Dimmesdale 
moving to North Carolina." "Excellent! 
Everyone loves a Hollywood ending." "And 
before that, when Dimmesdale confesses, 
we can have a huge battle scene between the 
Native Americans and the Puritans". "And 
Hester can be tried as a witch!" "And some 
random guy can break into her house and 
try to rape her, only she can chase him off 
with a gun." "And then Chillingworth can 
see the guy leave the house, and think it's 
Dimmesdale, and kill him by scalping him!" 
"And then he can hang himself when he 
finds out that Dimmesdale is still alive!" 
"Oh, this is going to be sooo good." 

Well, upon finishing the movie, I came 
to a startling realization. I liked what I had 
seen. I tried to convince myself that this 
wasn't so. "No, Joel, you can't like it," I 
pleaded vainly with myself. It was so dif
ferent than the book, and just a typical Hol
lywood movie, with cinematic devices like 
sex and violence to keep you interested." But 
then I thought back to the book: "Doo doo 
doo impish girl." At least I hadn't fallen 
asleep during the movie. And even though 
the story was significantly changed from 
medium to medium, the movie was enter
taining in its own right. Yes, I accepted my 
sin of liking Demi Moore as Hester Prynne, 
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and still do today. 
You must understand, Andrea, the pains 

I endured to reach this heathen conclusion. 
It was no easy feat for me to reject a 
mainstream view. I could feel my soul shrink 
as I lied through my teeth to my teacher about 
the positive effects that The Scarlet Letter, the 
novel, that is, had on my well being. And I 
could taste my shame as I laughed along with 
the rest of my literature class at the follies of 
The Scarlet Letter as a movie. It was than that 
I realized that I must get this burden off my 
chest. That's why I'm writing you this letter, 
Andrea. I trust that you won't reveal my 
secret, I'm not ready for the public to know 
my vulgar taste in movies. But I will be, just 
as Arthur Dimmesdale was. I will be. 

Sincerely, 
Joel "IseYgeLIA~ol 

~-
NC'TE Writing Achievement ltw//lrds 

9mpromptu Writing 

In addition to submitting a sample of their best 
writing to the NCTE Writing Achievement 
Award program, participating juniors also submit a 
piece of impromptu, timed writing, choosing between 
two provided prompts. Joel's piece as well as the 
following three letters were written in response to 
this prompt: 

The written word has always been important in 
education; however, with a more technologically 
advanced society, visual literacy has become more 
widespread. Viewing a film in many instances 
has replaced reading books. Yet one of the major 
criticisms of viewing a film based on a book is 
that too often the fine point of detail, which can 
make a book come alive, is left out of the movie. 

Write to a friend about an exciting piece of litera
ture you have read and viewed as a film. Using 
your experience in both reading text and 
viewing films, tell your friend which medium 
you prefer and why by focusing on a specific piece 
of literature. 

}VI.JI} English ']ournr;i/ - Spring 2004 

l3ooks vs. jilms _, Writi11gAchieveme11tAwan;f Prompt/3 

David }Vlora11, grade 11, Benilde-St. Margaret's, St. Louis Park 

QearJack, 
I woke today with a hushed headache. This 

happens to me sometimes, especially when rain 
is coming or I have brought myself to the edge of 
an engulfing exhaustion. Today I think that it has 
been a response to the latter. After a week of seem
ingly endless labor with late nights and blood
shot eyes, I pushed last night for one more lengthy 
sojourn into darkness, though this time on my own 
terms. I had rented A Clockwork Orange and I was 
determined to watch it before it was too late. 

I read Anthony Burgess's novel last summer 
as a sort of exercise in contradiction; while at my 
cabin I perused it on the dock over lemonade and 
Redhaven peaches. Unaware that it would be an 
unforgiving picture of a brutal future, I started it 
as a nice summer read. The violence and deprav
ity quickly showed me differently. But while the 
ferocity of Burgess's vision was engrossing in a 
dark, desolate way, I was caught up in the lan
guage. On the very first page, Burgess was fling
ing odd futuristic slang at me that made no sense. 
I thought perhaps I had read the first paragraph 
carelessly enough to miss all meaning, so I tried 
it again. After a couple more times, I gave into 
the fact that he was using imaginary words. At 
first this was disconcerting, even confounding; I 
felt wholly out of place in his brave new world of 
"droogs" and milk bars. A page or two later I 
realized the beauty of his plan. I was meant to 
feel lost in this unfamiliar city. If I didn't, Bur
gess would have created nothing more frighten
ing than Beverly Hills or Omaha. Furthermore, 
learning the language was unlike anything that I 
had ever done with a book. It was a completely 
different process that had advantages of its own, 
ones that made everything more authentic. When 
finished, I felt that emotion which is the true sign 
of great literature: I was sorry that it was over. I 
wished I could have lived out Alex's life with him 
and see his further conquests and failures. I 
wanted to know, above all, what would become 
of that future, to see what future it would beget. 
It stayed with me the rest of that summer and into 
the fall as I watched my time go by. 

Through Their E0es 

I rented the movie with the understanding 
that I would not be learning the language again, 
and that portions, maybe even large ones, would 
be missing. I knew that the last chapter of the 
book was not included, and, though speculative 
about this decision, did not find the ending to be 
any better or worse than that of the written work. 

The only thing that was at all surprising to 
me about the film was my indifference to it. I 
felt no great urge to watch it again or reflect on it 
until I had satiated the entire critical landscape 
of my thought process with questions and 
answers. Maybe it was that I had read the book 
first or that it was late at night. At any rate, I 
was content to rewind it and leave it alone. 

As I lay in my bed, looking up at my Miles 
Davis poster and trying to fall asleep, I sought to 
find what it was that had prompted such dis
parity between the two. I thought that blaming 
the order in which I had experienced them was 
petty rationalization, and saying I wasn't in the 
mood was likewise trifling. Nothing about the 
plot was different, and nothing contained dra
matic changes. I finally decided that it came 
down to simple mechanics of the mediums. In 
writing, the beauty of language is exposed to the 
yearning soul, and the mind is put to work 
creating reality out of fiction. In film, the beauty 
of the world is exposed, and the craft of creating 
reality out of fiction is showcased. But the beauty 
of the world is something that can be seen every 
day by those who try, and the mind is left only 
to look and listen. To me, the beauty of language 
is rare and fleeting, created only by select num
bers of the world's billions. It was this that I fell 
in love with in reading A Clockwork Orange, and 
this that I missed in watching the movie. I knew 
that I would never again sacrifice book for movie. 

Today, I don't really have anything planned. 
I think I might just take some Advil and get 
started on One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest. 

,._ DIA\/[ol MOYIA~ 

9 



t3ooks vs. jilms ,_ Writing Achievement Award Promptt3 

Qear Emily, 
In your last letter, you wrote about viewing 

the The Two Towers, the latest film of The Lord of the 

Rings series. I am glad you enjoyed the film, and I 
wholeheartedly agree with your praise of its spe
cial effects, creative directing, and riveting 
action. I wish to impress upon you, however, 
that the cinematic versions of The Lord of Rings, 

while excellent films, pale in comparison to the 
original novels of J. R. R. Tolkien. The silver 
screen simply cannot capture the emotions, the 
depth of characters, or the excitement of any book. 

The movies contained all of the major events 
and sequences of the books-festivals, battles, 
escape, and a love story. What you, as a viewer of 
only the film, cannot appreciate is the way in 
which these events were shortened, trivialized, 
and stripped of their detail. The majority of the 
public not only has never read The Lord of the Rings, 

but lacks the curiosity and imagination necessary 
to attempt it. The movie must be dumbed down 
to a lowest common denominator that will attract 
the masses. The action sequences are made to 
appear more exciting and the love story sappier 
in order to appeal to a public obsessed with 
instant gratification. 

In the movie, characters are introduced 
instantly through their visual appearance and the 
musical theme attached to them. The director 
forces the viewer to make snap decisions about 
the character's personality, attempting to convey 
everything at once. In book form, characters can 
be developed over pages and chapters. The reader 
feels as if he or she is walking beside the dwarves 
or riding on horseback behind the elves, experi
encing their lives as if they were real. 

The speed with which a movie rushes through 
a storyline, gives the viewer little time to reflect 
on what he is seeing. A reader of the novel, on the 
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Samuel Eisenberg, grade 11, Hopkins High School 

other hand, can pause at any time to let his or her 
emotions sink in. 

I was touched personally by the novels in a 
way that I could never have been by the movie 
alone. I read the first book in the series, The 

Fellowship of the Rings, while canoeing through the 
Boundary Waters and Quetico wilderness. As the 
hobbits, elves, and dwarves set off for adventure, 
their quest became my own. Being isolated in a 
group, surrounded by wilderness, I was able to 
imagine myself in Middle Earth. Carrying packs 
across portages and cooking over a campfire truly 
brought the book to life. I was awed by the enor
mous underground mines built by the dwarves, 
transfixed by the magic of the elven village in the 
treetops, and frightened by the sound of approach
ing ringwraiths. The book was not only alive-I was 
alive within the book! The experience was so 
wonderful that I waited a full year, until my next 
wilderness trip, to read the second novel in the series. 
Books have a power to bring a reader to another 
time and place that movies do not. 

Movies are wonderful, but in our age they 
have become an excuse for laziness, a method of 
instant gratification to replace the physical and 
mental effort of reading. If you remain content 
with having only seen the movies, you will have 
simply sat in a theater, but if you are willing to 
put forth the effort to read the novels, you will be 
able to walk in the footsteps of wizards and lift 
your own sword against the enemies of the Shire. 

Yours truly, 

)\,1}\] English ']oum(;f/ - Spring 2004 

l:300 ks vs. jil ms ,_ Writing Achievement Award Prompt t3 

)Vl.arta Shaffer, grade 11, Edina High School 
·- .:Si 

J:1.art~'s piece is an ex~mple of a creative take on the Writing Achievement Award prompt. Plea~; in mind that this 
is a timed response, without the opportunities or resources to polish the piece as is done with the submitted writing. 

Hi, Matthew! How are you doing, my dear? 
I'm the best I have ever been 
After reading a novel, then watching its magic 
Portrayed on the silver screen. 

Have you read Lolita by Nabokov? 
Make sure to read the book first. 
Then watch the two portrayals of it, 
And you'll be parched with a literary thirst. 

Lolita's the story of a twelve-year-old girl 
Who is adored by a French pedophile, 
Humbert by name, murder by game 
She's his daughter, after a while. 

Humbert marries, then eliminates, her mother, 
Then takes Lolita out for a ride. 
Many months, condoms, and dollars later, 
Lolita is still at his side. 

Until our Lolita meets Claire Quilty 
And she escapes in a car with him, 
After several pages of Hum's vengeance, 
Quilty' s future looks dim. 

But Humbert does not know the name of his foe 
Or where he and she could be, 
'Til a letter arrives from his darling Lo, 
In debt, lost, and mother-to-be. 

He arrives at the door of a lady, 
Her youthful breeze an elderly gale. 
He finds the name of his sworn enemy, 
Murders -and Hum's in jail. 

The original movie's by Kubrick, 
The second, a modern unknown, 
But while Kubrick may have his name to live on, 
I prefer the second one shown. 

Kubrick made our Lola a goddess, 
A tall glass of golden champagne, 
Stoic, unfriendly-not a tear in her eye 
When she found out her mother was slain. 

In the end, she resides on Olympus 
Goddess from start 'til she falls; 
For while Nabokov's girl was in poverty, 
Kubrick's Lo was inside quaint, cozy walls. 

Through Their E0es 

For the second film, Lo was a twelve-year-old girl, 
Anxious and sexy, and tough-
In the first she's a lady, fully mature! 
And it just wasn't racy enough. 

Nabokov wrote of much sexual tension 
But Kubrick completely destroyed it 
Rather than show a grown man kiss a girl, 
He'd rather completely avoid it. 

What I commend most for the second 
Was how closely it tied to the book. 
It kept Nabokov's plot and detail in order, 
From the faintest shadow it took. 

Nabokov's Quilty plays the piano 
Before he dies, on a whim. 
This fateful death tuned to black and white 
Is detailed in the second film. 

For months, Hum and Lo went driving. 
And oh! What adventures took place! 
The second film had the minutest of these
Which Kubrick completely escapes. 

The book I prefer, as features take place 
Better expressed by the word: 
Nabokov's allusions and witticisms 
On film would be awfully absurd. 

He names Hum's first love Annabel
E.A. Poe's character he takes! 
He alludes to the villain Claire Quilty 
as they "drive over the quilt of the states." 

Dolores Haze is the girl's full name, 
"Lolita" to Hum who is lazy. 
How cheeky for Nabokov to refer to her 
As his love, "dolorous and hazy." 

Can a director make such a scavenger hunt? 
An actor mimic such wit? 
Condensed into simple plot, put on a screen
I wanted to throw a fit. 

So, Matt, if it's Lolita at whom you want 
To take a closer look, 
Don't be lazy, dolorous, or hazy, 
And just go read Nabokov's book. 
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CChe Power of Stor0: The Things The0 Carried 
KriSSl:J Na.ra.11.jo-Rivera., grade 11, Breck School, Golden Valley 

.;:[ story can be defined as a lie. A story can 
also be defined as the relating of an event or se
ries of events that are fictitious or not fictitious. 
Storytelling is a powerful or effective way to 
relay a message, a feeling, or an understanding. 
The real significance of a story is what can be 
gained from the text and subtext. A story can of
ten give meaning to a situation or idea if the lis
tener or reader of the story learns something from 
it. The importance and value of a story is the 
wisdom that the storyteller imparts to the reader. 

Tim O'Brien's collection of short stories, The 
Things They Carried, is filled with vivid accounts 
of his experiences, each teeming with acumen the 
author shares with the reader. There is something, 
"sliding beneath [each] story's surface." (97) That 
something is wisdom. O'Brien's words are laden 
with individual insights that are universal to all 
of his stories; an underlying message or snippet 
of advice underscores each. Although O'Brien 
says that stories are not created to be instructive, 
they can offer valuable acuity and teach impor
tant lessons from past experiences. Reflecting on 
the seemingly silly reason he went to war (the 
single decision that ultimately defined his life and 
work) in his book years later, O'Brien explains, "I 
couldn't endure the mockery, or the disgrace, or 
the patriotic ridicule ... I would go to the war-I 
would kill and maybe die -- because, I was 
embarrassed not to." (59) With the Vietnam War 
in hindsight, O'Brien says, "I was a coward. I went 
to war." (61) He has used storytelling to move 
beyond his cowardice and convert his experience 
in the war to something of importance. The guilt, 
strain, and unnecessary deaths that resulted from 
his participation in war, catalyzed by his 
overwhelming fear of embarrassment and his 
cowardice, are all captured in his stories. 
Throughout the war, O'Brien explains, he felt his 
"presence was guilt" -the consequence of cow
ardice, not standing up for one's own convictions. 
(179) By revealing and reliving his personal 
shame, O'Brien shares a revelation with future 
generations which drives the rest of his stories: 
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following your convictions and not buckling 
under the pressure of reputation will spare you 
physical, mental, and emotional torment. 

O'Brien not only tells stories, but also reflects 
on the power of the use of stories as a value
giving tool. In the story "Spin," O'Brien recounts 
the scorching day on which one of his friends 
decided to pry lice off his body, put in an enve
lope, and address it to his draft board in Ohio. 
Beyond extricating a laugh or disgust, the author 
is trying to impart wisdom. This vivid depiction 
crawls with the underlying resentment and out
rage O'Brien and many of his comrades felt when 
they received their draft notices, acrid anger 
that lingered throughout the war. Conflicting 
emotions tore many of the men between uphold
ing reputation by supporting a cause they didn't 
believe in or were indifferent to, or being seen as 
cowards by refusing to go to fight a war they felt 
antipathy or apathy toward. The anger and feel
ing of injustice evoked by conscription, the 
contempt they felt toward the country that had 
sent them to fight a war they didn't feel gusto or 
responsibility to fight in, and the unnecessary 
emotional torment the soldiers suffered is con
veyed in this simple story. The story "Spin" 
really makes the person reading the story feel the 
ire and bitterness many soldiers felt, which allows 
the reader to probe deeper into the consequences 
of O'Brien's cowardice and conformity. This story 
gives worth to an otherwise negligible experience, 
valued by few but the soldiers themselves. 
Wisdom is imparted piece by piece throughout 
the stories, but revolves around a central theme: 
consequences. In "Spin," O'Brien learned that 
comedy is sometimes the best remedy, that it is 
okay to express one's anger, and that in war, 
injustice is inevitable. The insight O'Brien shares 
in the story "Spin" in relation to the rest of the 
book is that the emotional torment you may feel 
caused diverging from the crowd will often save 
you from greater emotional anguish that results 
from the decision to conform. 

The telling of stories has also been a way for 
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O'Brien to cope with the war. The slaughter, the 
pain, the growth and discovery would all mean 
nothing if it were just forgotten. Through the use 
of stories, however, Tim O'Brien is able to recap
ture not only events, but also document signifi
cance, wisdom attained from failure, wisdom 
attained from success, and unexpectedly found 
wisdom all stemming from his unwise decision 
to conform that changed his life forever. When 
soldiers tell stories in The Things They Carried, 
O'Brien explains, exaggeration is used to mag
nify mistakes and outcomes. Adding in untruths 
when telling stories, O'Brien found, can and does 
make stories more powerful, emotionally accu
rate, and therefore, causes them to have a greater 
impact: "story-truth is truer sometimes than 
happening-truth." (179) In O'Brien's book, the 
soldiers would fabricate details and parts of 
conversation when telling stories to help recre
ate the atmosphere and feelings in which events 
took place. The soldier telling the story "wanted 
to heat up the truth, to make it burn so hot that 
you would feel exactly what he would feel ... Facts 
were formed by sensation ... He wanted to make 
[people] feel the truth, to believe by the raw force 
of feeling[,] adding and subtracting a few things 
to get at the real truth." (74, 85 and 89) The men 
made up parts of stories to uncover the sensa
tions, deeper significance, and thought about the 
events. For example, in the story "How to Tell a 
True War Story," a soldier named Curt Lemon 
steps on a "booby-trapped 105 round" while 
playing with his best friend, Rat Kiley. Kiley and 
O'Brien are then ordered to climb into the tree to 
retrieve their comrade's body parts, which were 
sprayed into the foliage by the explosion. While 
the two throw fragments of their friend's body 
to the men below, one soldier begins singing the 
song "Lemon Tree." In telling the story, the addi
tion of the song, which may have been contrived 
for storytelling purposes, is an essential detail 
that reveals to the reader how heartless and 
uncaring war can be, and how valueless and 
unpatriotic a death in combat can be. Capturing 
stories like this on paper makes it possible for the 
reader to see an event and feel the emotions 
coursing through the story from someone else's 
eyes and gain wisdom and appreciation from it. 
Wisdom can easily be gained from this story: life 

is precious, war is mindless, and beyond a body 
count and an official victory, war cares nothing 
for the people who fight it. Telling this gruesome 
story and others like it helped the men to cope 
with all of the inner anguish they carried into war . 
"It was very sad .... The things men carried. The 
things men did or felt they had to do," O'Brien 
writes. (25) Storytelling helped to relieve some of 
the emotional burdens the soldiers carried. 

For Tim O'Brien and his fellow soldiers, stories 
were and still are one of the only ways they found 
to cope with the traumatic consequences of war. 
The power to analyze, validate, and conclude 
events through stories made it possible for many 
of the men to move on from horrible events dur
ing and after the war. Had he and his fellow sol
diers not had the expressive implement of 
storytelling, it is likely that they would have died 
from the inability to express the emotional agony 
that plagued them and the ways in which the war 
transformed them. In fact in one of O'Brien's stories, 
a soldier he had fought beside hangs himself 
after the war because he has found no way cope 
with his painful experiences. O'Brien ends his 
book by saying that it is an attempt by "Tim to 
save Timmy's life with a story." (179) He is not 
only saving his own life by releasing his 
emotions in his stories, but imparting his own 
wisdom implicitly, making it available to be used 
as a guideline to avoiding the pain he went 
through without explicitly making that his goal. 

Stories like O'Brien's are eternal because they 
contain wisdom that can be applied over and 
over again over time. The importance of convic
tion, the power of the pressure to conform, and 
the dangerous consequences of cowardice under
score all of O'Brien's stories and allow the reader 
to apply the author's insight to their own lives. 

Illustrated in his novel, many experiences and 
horrors are given worth and value by writing or 
telling them as stories that exude wisdom others 
may learn from. After all, "That's what stories 
are for. Stories are for joining the past to the 
future. Stories are for those late hours of the night 
when you can't remember how you got from where 
you were to where you are. Stories are for eternity, 
when memory is erased, when there is nothing to 
remember except the story." (38) 
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c_Jon Hassler's c_Jemm0: )Vlart0 vs. Himself 
)'vleaga.rz Copeland, grade 8, St. Louis Park Junior High 

}\I[ arty leads a shattering life ... he sleeps on a 
couch, has a drunken father, treks through the 
freezing snow and wind for two miles a day, and 
all the while gets taunted for being a "halfbreed." 
He is too stubborn to embrace, and essentially 
never expresses the grief openly over the tragic 
death of his mother. These are all characteristics 
pertaining to Marty Stott, a seemingly minor 
character. Although true, there are many other 
characteristics to be discussed. As Marty struggles 
with maturity, he continues to be torn apart by 
the legitimate conflicts between friends, family, 
and most of all, himself. 

Role models, or friends, are the people who 
tend to have the most impact on other people's 
lives. The confused Marty believes that as a 
seventh grader, Rollie Rooster represents a high 
station in life. This high station is what Marty is 
striving for; therefore, to Marty it is a privilege to 
be in Rollie's presence (35). The first time the two 
boys are undoubtedly in each other's presence, 
Rollie sees the mischief in Marty's eyes and de
cides the younger half-breed should be his accom
plice (35). Of course, Marty is thrilled when pre
sented with this idea of partnership and conflict 
arises. Marty adopts the bad reputation of Rollie. 
Although Marty is proud of his new reputation at 
first, this only intensifies the problems for Marty. 
Breaking into the schoolhouse, stealing goods, smok
ing, and vandalizing property are varying ways of 
how Rollie has such a bad influence on Marty. The 
results between Rollie and Marty's relationship are 
disastrous, leaving Marty stranded with the 
troubles he has to face with others, but mostly him
self. Unluckily, Marty runs to the schoolhouse, 
straying from Rollie, when the temperatures reach 
deadly lows. He also had forgotten his jacket, 
matches, and that the windows were barred (102). 
This forgetfulness contributed to the feeling of 
foolishness every time Marty looked at his humili
ating three-fingered hand in the hospital the next 
day. Marty's hand was not only humiliating, but 
disgraceful because his senselessness consequently 
showed through his hand. 

After 10 days in the hospital, Marty was a 
different boy. He was left to battle his conflict 
with himself because he refused to go to school 
or even get up from the couch (104). This shell of 
despair could not even be broken by his teacher 
when she came to try and force Marty to come 
to school, causing more conflict (105). After 
Marty hid his face and burrowed deeper into the 
couch, Anne Chapman came to the rescue by 
stating on page 107, "He wants nobody to see 
his hand except Jemmy. Not even his father 
or Candy. What he needs now, Miss Frost, is un
derstanding-not school." 

Thankfully the Chapmans devoted their help 
and generosity when they recognize how Marty 
can get out of his hopeless state. Anne Chapman 
stated this to Jemmy about Marty on page 108: 
"Marty needs to be drawn out of himself. He 
needs a push. He needs Socko." When Marty is 
presented with Socko; he becomes confident, 
Socko cracks through the shell that led Marty to 
gloom. A comment from Jemmy on page 112 
extends this view: "Marty is different when he 
is on Socko, he's better." He forgets about his 
hand and focuses on the gentle giant every time 
he rides him (110). Fortunately, it is with this 
happiness that gets Marty back to school, also 
solving the conflict with Miss Frost. 

Many existing conflicts between friends, 
family, and himself tear apart Marty as he 
struggles with maturity. Marty broods over his 
humiliating hand as he battles with the conse
quences of his foolish case of forgetfulness. When 
Anne Chapman presents her generosity and help 
through Socko, she breaks through the center of 
Marty's mood. The gentle giant horse named 
Socko is a symbol of strength that helps solve 
Marty's problems with Rollie and Miss Frost. 
With the help and support to resolve conflicts 
by friends and family, Marty will continue the 
journey of maturing. 
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Letters about Literature 

The Center for the Book in the Library of Congress, though the Minnesota Humanities Commission in 
partnership with Targ~t Stores and Weekly Reader Corporation, invites readers in grades 4 through

1

l2 to 
enter Letters About ~z!erature, a national reading-writing contest. To enter, readers write a personal 
letter _to_ an author, living or dead, from any genre--fiction or nonfiction, contemporary or classic, 
explaining how that author's work changed the student's way of thinking about the world or themselves. 
There are three competition levels: Level I for children in grades 4 through 6; Level II for grades 7 and 8, 
and Level III, grades 9 - 12. Winners receive cash awards at the national and state levels. The deadline 
for this yearly contest is early December. You can find more information as well as helpful lesson plans 
at www.loc.gov/loc/ cfbook/letters.html 

£.eve/ Ill Wit:311er, Cait!011 Shaw, St. Louis Park 

0 ear Mr. Shute, 
I must admit that, upon reading your Cold War era novel, On the Beach, for the first time, I 

absolutely hated it. As~ young teenager, I had no desire to contemplate the possibility that humanity's 
fate ':ould be sealed with the ~~uch of_ a b1;1tton. Life was far from complicated at age thirteen; my life 
consisted of homework, fam1hal obligations, weekly church services, and giggly phone calls with 
my fellow boy-crazy classmates. The threat of nuclear war was a topic relegated to books and 
movies that were too adult for my taste. 

Your language was often far too obscure and your ideas far too complex. I found many of your 
se~tence~ awkward; your dialogue dull. I finished On the Beach during a bubble bath one cold 
wmter _mght, ro~led my _eyes and promptly shelved it between an outgrown Beverly Cleary story 
and LoIS Lowrys The Giver. Had the novel not been a gift from my stepmother, I probably would 
have sold it to my local used book store. 

Well, I'm no longer thirteen, and the world is larger than my quiet Minneapolis neighborhood. 
:;hat I no~_know makes my skin crawl. Ethni_c clashes in the Balkans. Rebel warfare in the Congo. 

Troubles m Northern Ireland. Border conflicts between India and Pakistan. Insurrectionists in 
Colombia. Suicide bombings by Palestinians and occupations by Israelis. The list of horrors seems 
limitless, but for quite a long time the pain of people in other parts of the world was unreal to me. I 
used to be afraid that my newfound factual knowledge was actually making me numb to the struggles 
of others. 

Then, ~liche as it now sounds, September 11 changed everything. I didn't know a single person 
~ho was killed on that cruel day, but I did know that my ticket stub from the 107th story observa
tion deck of the World Trade Center was still in my scrapbook, even though the towers themselves 
were gone. Holding the frayed piece of paper in hand, I felt as though the conflicts I had subcon
sciously attributed to the rest of the world had come suddenly home. And I knew that it was time to 
read your book again. 

M~. Shute, I've reread On the Beach four times in the past fifteen months. September 11 shook 
me, _as 1t shook so many people, by making me realize that the threat of war can no longer be uneasily 
bams_hed to the bac~ of my mind. Reading your novel again helped me sort through my jumbled 
emotions and my fnght. Peter, Mary, Moira, Dwight and John became real people to me - their 
utte~ly human mixture of hope and dread mirrored my own feelings. They may have been facing 
the literal end of the world, but I was facing the end of the world I knew, a world that, while troubled, 
was still safe and secure and friendly to innocents. 
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I was scared when I first reread On the Beach, Mr. Shute, and I'm scared now. I'm frightened for 
myself and my family and friends. I'm worried about my country and I'm worried about everyone 
else's. I'm afraid for the children I'll eventually have, and for their children too. 

Once i~ awhile, after reading an article about President Bush's plans for a potential invasion of 
Iraq or ~eem? a ~ew~ report_ about the latest al-Qaeda operation, I snuggle down in my cozy blue 
armch_air while hstenmg to Simon and Garfunkel's melancholy Bookends and letting my eyes drift to 
the spme of your novel on my bookshelf. I believe with all my heart that it must be rediscovered
perhaps then the hawks in the United States and around the world will better understand the human 
toll that the next world war would take. 

. Your novel is far fro°: perfect, Mr. Shute, but it certainly is wise. Thank you so much for being 
frightened enough to wnte On the Beach. You've done nothing to alleviate my fear. Nevertheless, 
you've made me a staunch opponent of war in any shape or form. I want to someday become Secre
tary-Ge~eral of _the United Nations and 1:1-se my power to promote peace- and I hope that the inspi
ration I ve received from your novel will help me succeed. The world of age thirteen seems far 
removed from the world I live in now, but although I'm worried, I have hope. Wherever you may be, 
I pray that you have hope too. 

Sincerely, 
C~E.Shaw 

Level II Winner, )V1.a0eline )V1.cCart0, Plymouth 

Dear Mr. Todd Strasser, 
Th~oughout my few years of_ experience as a teenage girl, I've grown emotionally and physi

cally. It s a t~ugh process that has its ups and downs. During these times I've felt so incredibly joyful 
that I could JUSt explode, and other times I've felt angry at the world. 

Just a few months ago I had reached my peak of anger. I felt out of control and was trying my 
h~rdest to keep my mouth shut at school. This didn't last long, but it made me feel totally disgusted 
with myself. One day I dug a book out of my closet that I had purchased the previous summer. "Give 
a Boy a Gun," I chanted as I brushed my hand across the cover. I had no idea what it was about all I 
knew is that it was writ!en ~y one of my favorite authors, which happens to be you. ' 

.1?-s I began to read it, I mstantly connected it with my life. I read on about Brendan and Gary, 
noticmg that they were angry and upset with society. It calmed me down, and made me truly think 
about why I was so upset. I began to laugh at myself; I realized I had formed a low-rating soap opera 
around my life. 

As I read through the book, I became aware of what angry behavior can lead to. I would never 
want my friends or family_ to become that way ... or even myself. When someone is upset, you talk to 
them and make them feel hke they're not alone. One nice comment could save someone's life. Brendan 
and Gary didn't have that. No one told them they shouldn't commit suicide. No one made them feel 
welcome. No one was even there to tell them they had a purpose for living. 
. I have never even co~e dos~ to thinking about committing suicide, but I now realize why that 
is. I wake up every n:i-ornmg feelmg l~ved. No matter how sick or sad I feel there's always someone 
that snaps me o~t of it. It can be anyt~mg from a nic~ comment to just a "Hi!" Whatever it is, it keeps 
me from collapsmg day after day. Bemg a teenager isn't as easy as it looks. 

Your book has m~de me re~lize something about myself. I can now see how lucky I am just to 
wake up every day without fearmg school. I feel like I belong, and that I can become whatever I want 
to. I truly believe your book has meaning, and should be read by teens around the world. It really 
makes you evaluate yourself- and others. Teenage years are tough, but as far as I'm concerned, your 
book has made them easier. 

lvl etdeUn,e, lvl cCc,.,vty 
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Level I Winner, Sarah Leple0, Eagan 

0 ear Sharon Creech, 
Your'Story Walk Two Moons made me feel something I had never felt before. For the first time in 

all of my eleven years I figured out what truth really meant. 
A friend of mine, who has several learning disabilities, had a loss in her family. At first I felt 

absolutely terrible. Whenever I saw her cry, I wanted to cry too, but I was trying to be strong for her. 
Some kids at my school didn't accept this girl's differences and didn't feel a bit sorry for her. They 
started teasing me just because I was feeling sorry for her. Very shortly, they convinced me that it 
didn't really matter- that it was just another loss in this world. But they were wrong, and I was too. 
I started believing everything they told me, and soon, I was completely on their side-well, almost. 
I still had feelings for this girl. There was a part of me that was saying don't let go, so I didn't. I stayed 
as strong as I could. 

After weeks went by I never heard the voice saying don't let go, so I made a terrible mistake that 
will live with me forever. I let go. Instead of calling this girl five times a day, I called her zero, and 
instead of studying and playing together for hours a day,1 studied by myself and played with other 
friends. Instead of sitting by her at lunch and having millions of things to talk about I sat alone at 
lunch and daydreamed. My new friends were very proud of me for letting that girl go. I became best 
friends with them, and left the other girl alone. We never included her in on anything. And you want 
to know what? I still had a teensy bit of a feeling for her down in my heart. 

I didn't know at the time, but after reading your book I was preparing to get a new grip on life. 
When I came across your book at school one day, it looked very interesting. I decided to check it out, 
and that night I started reading it. It was so sad-but fascinating too. Later that night I finished it and 
I was in tears. I couldn't believe what had happened to Salamanca' smother, and especially to Grams. 
She was so sweet. I loved how she said Phoebe's name. 

The next day at school I told my friends about the book I had read and how it made me cry. 
That's when one of them said, "You actually cried?" I was so embarrassed I said "No, it was a joke." 
I thought all day about what they had said. I felt awful. 

Several weeks later, at school, our class read Walk Two Moons together. It was then when my 
friendship was beginning to change. As the teacher read aloud, I was feeling sorry for Sal. She was so 
miserable. I tried putting myself in her shoes. It was very difficult, and that's when it came to me. It 
was like a little "click" in the back of my mind. It made me think of how my friend really felt with the 
death that had occurred in her family. I felt so guilty. At the time, I didn't know how serious a loss in 
a family could be, but then I did. After school I walked home with her and then went into her house. 
I told her how sorry I was. She forgave me, and that's when our friendship changed. We are now 
much better friends and do things together again. 

I want you to know this - Without your book, there would be a sad, miserable girl in this world 
without a friend, but because of your book, I learned how to be a better friend. Now when I see a 
person in a situation like this, I know what to do. I learned this - listen to your heart. Your heart tells 
the truth. Your heart is the truth. I also learned to always look at things more carefully. If I would 
have looked at your book more carefully the first time, I would have known what to do much sooner. 
Nowadays, I look at the world differently - and maybe a little wiser. It's not because of me. It's 
because you helped me. Thanks to you, this girl has a friend. 

Love, 
S Ct¥cilv Le:pLey 
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'The Cjustice of Sheriff Heck 'Tate 
Wil!ir;im Huynh, grade 10, Champlin Park High School 

During the course of human events, the regu

lations of justice and peace have been made into 
laws that govern the state. However, with the 
passing of time, some laws have come to stand 
for corruption, and some have been filled with 
adulteration and injustice. This is where justice 
must once again come to stand for the rights of 
all. Heck Tate is the Sheriff of Maycomb County, 
Alabama, in the book To Kill a Mockingbird. His 
character, however a minor character, plays an 
important role in the story. The book To Kill a Mock

ingbird is one with a great deal of thematic con
flict. The theories of law and justice conflict many 
times. Heck Tate is the "Bringer of Peace," for he 
is the sheriff of Maycomb County. His personality 
and reputation by itself is one of admiration and 
high morals. He believes in what is right, and 
many examples show this. It goes so far as to even 
cross the law. Heck Tate lives with the guidance 

of law and justice. 
Laws need to be upheld in order to have peace 

and justice. Laws maintain the realm and allow 

justice to continue. 

changes. In the court scene where Heck Tate gave 
testimony, something happened that disturbed 
his mind. The sheriff was in the witness stand 
giving testimony in the case of Mayella Ewell vs. 
Tom Robinson, and Heck was describing 
Mayella' s injuries. When he started to describe 
the condition of Mayella' s eye, he realized some
thing: "Mr. Tate blinked again, as if something 
had suddenly been made plain to him. Then he 
turned his head and looked around at Tom 
Robinson. As if by instinct, Tom Robinson raised 
his head" (168). The information Mr. Tate 
presented was contradicting. Heck realized Tom 
had the left arm crippled, and Mayella had a 
black eye in the left side of her face. He had sud
denly realized something was wrong. When a 
person has truly understood wrong from right, 

justice may no longer seem in place. 
Unfair justice comes with the practice of in-

Sheriff Heck Tate enforces the law at least 
partly due to the fact he wants justice to prevail. 
He wanted to move Tom Robinson to the county 
jail for his safety in the book. "[We should be] ••• 
movin' him to the county jail tomorrow •••• I don't 
look for any trouble, but I can't guarantee there 
won't be any .... " (Lee, 145). Heck Tate says all of 
these things to Mr. Finch not because of the reason 
he is in love with Tom Robinson, but for another 
reason--Tate is propelled by inner justification to 
attempt to ensure peace for Tom. Laws need to be 
upheld in most cases to ensure the peace of the state. 

To realize wrong from right may sometimes 
take time. This is where justice comes in. It may 
take time for people to figure out that an idea, or 
perhaps a law, is wrong; when they do, everything 

justice. The trial of Tom Robinson can be said to 
have an unfair verdict. There was no hard evi
dence, and many testimonies conflict with each 
other. Tom was still sentenced to death. Heck Tate 
was a man with a good heart. It can be stated 
that his reaction to the verdict would be on 
grounds of opposition. As Scout phrased it," •• 
each 'guilty' was a separate stab between them" 
(211). Unfair justice also is found in law. In the 
case of To Kill a Mockingbird, it was the jury that 
served Tom unfairly. In truth, law is only as pure 

as the people that control it. 
The final battle between Law and Justice all 

comes down to conscience in the end. Law is to 
be a servant of justice. However, this is not al
ways the situation. Now we must decide between 
the laws or what is right. Mr. Heck Tate is, as 
stated, a person of high conscience. In one 
instance, he chose personal belief over the law. 
Near the end of To Kill a Mockingbird, Bob Ewell 
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attempts to kill Jem and Scout Fi·nch H h • owever 
t ey are saved by Mr. Arthur "Boo" Radl L , A · ey. ater 
o~, ttlcus and Heck try to figure out how Ewell 
died. They pretended to "discuss" that ·t J h • i was em 
t at killed Ewell or that suicide that brought him 
:own. In truth, they know they are covering up 

oo. They had to choose between real justice or the 
laws on parchment "'Bob E 11 f 11 hi . · we e on s knife 
He killed himself God I'm not thinkin" f J • . ··· go em!"' 
(279). If they didn't cover up the small stuff th 1 ld . , e aw 
wou pumsh Boo with a hopeless trial. Scout also 
states what she feels. "'W 11 "t'd b • h . e , i e sort of hke 
s ootm' a mockingbird, wouldn't it?'" (276) S ti 1 • ome-

mes aws ~u~t be pushed aside to satisfy the vital 
element of 1ustice. Justice prevails over the law 

The eternal struggle of Law and Justice.will 
be forever present. Heck Tate's incidents h th · . , owever 
" e size, will always be but another speck in the 
Holy Crusade" between Law and J t· s· us ice. 
~xteen ~undred years ago, this struggle was still 

t er:. It is present in Sophocles' classic, Antigone. 

Antigone was a tragic tale of conscience vs. the iron 
hand of auth~rity. King Creon announced that 
wh~ever bunes the traitor Polynieces will die 
Antig~ne went to bury her brother for reasons o~ 
conscience. She was caught and C • . , reon was given 
the choice between freeing his niece Antigone 
following his decree with an iron hand. Along wi~: 
these, he also chose at the same time between a 
law of parch~ent or justice. Eventually, he chose 
t~e law over 1ustice-and the Greek gods punished 
h~m for ~is choice. Heck Tate was right to trust 
his conscience. It wouldn't be right to hurt a ha -
lessm k" b" rm oc mg ird. Although law governs the land 
and way of life, Justice governs much m J f ore 
us ice governs the heart and the conscience. With 

laws there can be justice, but with justice there 
cannot always be laws. Law and Justice will 
always be in a struggle. 
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w Wh~n_the cit~zens of Redwall awoke five kids 
W~~ehmissmg. Will Mathias ever see his son again? 

i e sa~e ~attimeo and his friends from slave ; 
. Mathias is a middle-aged mouse that • ry. ned t is mar-

o a mouse name Cornflower Math· h M · • ias asone 
;: at~im~o. Mathias is the warrior of Red wall 
ine wall is kmd of like a castle, a very large build~ 

g made out of red sandstone surrounded b 
re? wall. TheycallRedwall the Abbey, wh· h ya tams h" , ic con-

everyt mg anyone would need to s • Th Abb h urvive. 
e ey as a pond full of fish and fresh wate 

an orchard full of vegetation and the r, f . ' Y are protected 
rom most evil1by the red wall. 

Cornflower is a good mother Sh • • mouse Sh . . • e is a cunnmg 
. . e tnes to raise her son, Mattimeo th 

nght wa~, but things just go wrong. ' e 

f 
. Mathmeo is a big troublemaker. He and h" 

nends Sam S • 1 • is , qmrre ' Tim Churchmouse and 1, 

~hurchmouse get into a lot of trouble. Matti::~ 
is what you would call a spoiled brat H 
g

et · h d • e never 
s pums e because his father is the warrior of 

~~~wall, and about ten seasons ago he saved the 
ey fro~ a°: a_rmy of evil rats. The citizens of 

Redwa_l~ thmk it is their way of saying thank 
by spmlmg his son. you 

One night a band of entertainers knocked on 
the front gate. The citizens thought they we 
harmless band Th • re a . . ey enJoyed the performance the 
entertamer~ put on, and they had a round of drinks 
The next thing the kn th • • y ew e entertamers were one 
There was one more thing they noti· ced p· kid g • · • . • ive swere 
rmssmg mcluding Mattimeo Sam Tinn d 'T' I . ' , , an .1ess. 

h n some pon~ts of Mattimeo I could not believe 
w at happened; it was so amazing. I never wanted 
to put the book down. This book is a se uel to 
Redwall, the first of the series. q 

I thought Mattimeo was one of the best books I 
ever read. It has action, adventure, and the stron 
i~ve of~ futher for his son. I rate this book a 10 out o~ 
h; :ms is ab~ut the best fantasy book there is. I 

f y~u read i~ and find out how good it is just like 
I did. Fmd out if Mathias ever finds his son, alive. 

CJamie Vickery, grade 7 
Luverne Middle School 
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tscape 
My safety net in times of stress, 
My calm during a storm 
They keep me sane and stable, 
They keep me dry and warm. 
They comfort and assure me 
That everyone has worth 
They match my mood or improve it, 
Filling me with mirth. 
Books tell me what I need to hear 
They give it to me straight in voices 
full of passion 
With characters to which I can relate. 
With every page I turn I find a piece of gold 
A new idea or challenging word; 
An insight being told. 
And so I travel near and far 
For everyone likes to escape. 
Novels may seem square 
But they give our world shape. 
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r.indse!j Holl, grade 11 

Annandale High School 

'The )Oowerful 'Trance 
of literature 

Staring upon a vast pool of knowledge, as 
deep and wide as can be fathomed. 
The forgotten history of a civilization 
rediscovered and shown to the world. 
Flipping through crisp sheets. 
Newfound exploration in musty, dark 
corners of the past. 
Unprecedented adventure. 
Wandering through a foreign world of 
imagination. 
Footprints in the snow. . 
Fresh imprints on an unformed mmd. 
I am shoved to the cliff of knowledge and 
thrown over the edge into the wide chasm 
below. 
With an undeniable, insatiable thirst and 
desire to continue on the journey, I strive 
forward. 
I am caught, as if in a trance, by the 
hypnotic and addictive allure of literature. 

Jl,101/0 c_Jabas, grade 11 
Eastview High School, Apple Valley 
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10:45PM 
Alive 
In a bookstore 
You sank to your knees 
Coming in 
From the brackish wind, the 
Acerbic and smoke-filled 
Air, your breath 
Going blue to gray and blue again 
Against the Negro night 

Wind playing, pushing through the 
Hot, sinking wool, the 
Gravel cacophonous against your boots, 
Forming staccato beats under streetlights. 
Sanguine cheeks, tearing eyes 
And no sound, the pulse of the 
Stoplights and the vibrations of 
The cars pulling across and out and 
Down we go 

Into the light 
The saffron light 
Shining into diaphanous, paper skin 
Rice paper, like you used in art class once 
And soft jazz, trumpets, sax, 
The softness of a choke cymbal dampened as 
Wine throbbing quietly in a glass, Oh how 
These fluids 
Shifting in your brain 
Make you reminisce for days 
You never knew Moonshine, Duke Ellington, 
speakeasies and 
Flapper dresses, showing off knobby knees. 

You run down green stairs, waft 
Coffee smells, watch people's eyes 
Take in words over 
Leather chairs, wood, naked stools 
Smile in your head at kids looking 
Up, up at the books they want to 
Grasp. The metaphors play out 
In your head 
Inchoate, torrid thoughts. 
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Somehow this place is holy. 
You find no maelstrom of chatter, only 
silence. 

You turn the corner, run hands along 
Mahogany, turpentined bookcases 
Like a lover's back 
Till you reach an olive plaque 
That reads "POETRY" 
And you stop, gasp-you 
Gaze over the titles, desperate 
For direction, but everything 
Is so lovely and all the names 
Jump out at you, scream like orphans-

Frost and Dunn and O'Hara and Plath, 
Hollering and pulling your hair and 
Clinging to your skirt. 
Metamorphosis and Inferno and 
Ariel, falling to your 
Feet, crying blue-eyed and dolorous 
Into the ground. 
You want it all-an overwhelming sense of 
Greed, and jealousy at the 
Case pervades you, 
For all the beautiful words 
It holds. 

And you sink into the quicksand 
Of the never ending carpet 
And clutch the shelves, lean 
Your poor, small head against them, 
So that it might know 
The delirium that hits you 
The cogent words coagulating 
In the fissures in your head, the 
Breaks in the sentences of 
Your mind, 
All that is 
Holding you up. 

lirief!e Lasky, grade 11 

Edina High School 
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