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noTe From The direcTor
The Writers’ Slate          Winter 2016

The Writers’ Slate is published by The Writing Conference, Inc., and features some of 
our nation’s top quality writing by students, kindergarten through 12th grade. The 
national journal is published three times a year, including one issue filled with award-
winning prose and poetry. The publication is available online. 

The editor invites original, creative, and expository writing by students in kindergarten 
through 12th grade. Book reviews of children’s or young adult literature written by 
students are also welcome. Educators are also encouraged to submit article ideas for 
feature article consideration.

The deadline for the winter issue is January 15. The deadline for the fall issue is June 
15.

Please submit all entries electronically to: johnfranklin@writingconference.com

Submissions should clearly indicate:
• writer’s name
• school’s name
• writer’s teacher
• city and state
• grade level
• contact information (email address and phone number)
• category or genre (poetry, exposition, or fiction)

Due to the number of submissions, the editor will typically respond only to 
submissions that have been accepted for publication. Submission will not be returned. 
The editor reserves the right to edit manuscripts for clarity, style, and according to 
space limitations.

John H. Bushman, Director
The Writing Conference, Inc.
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leTTer From The ediTor

Winter,  2016

As always, it has been a pleasure to read the writing submitted from a wide range of 
students.

In some ways, the range of writing reminds me of the range of temperatures we have 
experienced in southeast Kansas (where the state song is about the range) this past 
Winter. Some days demand down, others invite cotton; some days require snow plows, 
others permit walking; some are cold, some are warm; some are wet, some are dry.

This meteorological variety seems to me to be reflected in the words we publish in this 
issue:  some make you chuckle, some make you wonder; some make you look, some 
make you close your eyes; some you read out loud, some make you touch your lips; 
some you get right away; some you need to read again.

One piece that you will want to read again is our interview with Chris Crutcher, one of 
our generation’s most gifted writers, a person who “gets it” when it comes to writing 
about adolescents, and one who gets it right. We thank him for his generosity in 
sharing time, philosophy, gossip and vocabulary with our readers.

We also thank those students, their teachers and parents who continue to submit their 
poems, stories and essays so that we can share them. We hope that you enjoy reading 
them.

John Franklin
Pittsburg State University
Pittsburg, Kansas
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Alyssa Mulé
The Westminister Schools
Atlanta, Georgia
12th Grade

Ode to the 
Unsatisfied

Weeks go by
without a kiss imagined
famished or dry

To the boys and men
who have begun to blur:
the chief pleasure
is in not giving up

Eating caramel cake at 11 PM
on the white carpet
next to my bed, an entire cake
you brought over with silver utensils

I am always left
with the unsatisfied teeming around me,
sure they’ve found their savior. Why
is it that they always need to save me
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Arielle DeVito
Hathaway Brown School
Shaker Heights, Ohio
11th Grade

The Exquisiteness 
of Exultation

The chemical make-up of the tears
That leak from the corners of your eyes
When you laugh so hard your face hurts
And you can barely manage another 
breath

Is different from that of tears of grief
Rolling down your crumpled face
Curled into a comma on your bed
Hugging pillows instead of people

I’ve been told there is beauty in sadness 
But I can’t see the allure of puffy-eyed 
faces 
Of solitary suffering or wretched 
heartbreak
Of rain-spattered windows or petal-less 
flowers

I think that splendor lies in laughter
Loud and unashamed or tentatively 
quiet
Happiness distilled and bubbling from 
throats
Sweet like cold popsicles in the burning 
summer heat
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Avery Kahn
Ralph S. Maugham School
Tenafly,	New	Jersey
5th Grade

The Hidden 
Voice

I feel I can never be heard
 
My voice lies within the deep pits of Tartarus
 
In the darkness which can swallow you whole
 
Making life nothing but a sad, creaky merry-go-round
 
Repeating the same thing every time
 
Going round and round,
 
Only stopping briefly for a fresh breath of air.

 
My jumbled mind spins
 
A collage of thoughts form in my head
 
Before being crumpled up and thrown away
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I am not supposed to be here.
Constricted by the fact that I am, I must be, a certain way; 
Mature, responsible, ready to embrace the menacing world. 
But I am not ready yet. 
I am not supposed to be here, not now. 

I am supposed to be out there.
Out there where I am free.
Out there where I face no expectations. 
Out there where I do not have to be that certain way.
I long to travel there, to that land of misfits.
A place so elsewhere that no one will no my name.

I can see it now:
Vibrant, sparkling, vast, beautiful.
It welcomes me with open arms, 
Deep blues and greens, glimmering reds and yellows. 
Hope.
This is a hopeful place. 
Here, I will not worry about what society needs me to be.
Here I can be me.

I look closer now.
The colors are even more extraordinary than I had believed they would be. 
Though, I quickly realize that this sense of hope is constrained,
Just as I am. 
Ropes and cables drag it down, trap it in, hold it back.
This hope has nowhere to go.
This hope is hopeless. 

I now understand, we are all confined.
No matter where I go, I am cemented down.
And so I say again, I am not supposed to be here.  

Clementine Callaway
Buckley Highschool
Sherman Oaks, California
12th Grade

Hope
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Cy Murphy
Lufkin Middle School
Lufkin, Texas
8th Grade

Wandering, knowing not where I go,
Going wherever the wind blows.

I have no family of whom to speak,
Every nightfall more lonely, more bleak. 

The wind blows me, and I drift.
Nothing to keep me company, but the sand 

shifts.
Me, myself, and I, countless hours I walk,
No other people or animals with whom to 

talk. 

This wasn’t the life I chose,
To drift like sand when the wind blows.

It matters not what I plan,
There’s no way out, just sand.

Sand

Grains

Of
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If...Then

Jason Allwine
Northgate Highschool
Newnan, Georgia
11th Grade

If life gives you lemons,
You make lemonade.
Then why don’t I have a glass?

If an apple a day
Keeps the doctor away,
Then why do apples make me sick?

If the grass is always greener
On the other side,
Then why haven’t I found the fence?

If actions speak louder
Than words,
Then why am I ignored until I yell?

If an idle mind
Is the devil’s playground,
Then why am I at peace with nothing to do?



16 17

Jordan Brunk
Jenks High School
Jenks, Oklahoma
9th Grade

My Body 
is the 
Body 

of Music

My body is the body of music.
Its pieces fit together
to be harmonious played
in dazzling wholeness.
My brain is the conductor
waving its strengthened arms,
making sure that
everything is fitting together
like pieces of a puzzle,
slid into each other like
slipping under the spell
of sleep after a tiresome day.
My heart is the metronome,
keeping a steady beat to the sound of music
being harmoniously played.
My blood is the melody,
flowing in my veins
and in my arteries to a new section
of my body
line after line,
space after space.
My fingers are the notes
being struck, humbling themselves
to jump the right pitches
measure after measure.
My legs are bows scrambling
back and forth every measure,
regaining control and
mastery over the music,
pushing over the string
and forcing sound to peek
out of its miraculous little shell.
Everything slides into another,
each doing their own unique job.
Not one is silent;
They are all together.
My body is the body of music.
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Worms warily come up through the damp grass.
Wise, ancient trees watch overhead, spreading a musty fragrance.
Water brings many tones of brown, green.
Small green newborns poke out of the wet earth.

Walking through a small puddle-holding trail; 
Clouds watch their masterpiece, from the heavens. 
The creek’s prayers have come through.

Moss paints the ground and air.
Ferns pop back up.
Life has came.

Who gave the gift? 

Ayan Bhatia
Montair Elementary School
Danville, California
4th Grade

The Gift
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Sydney Freedman
Katz Hillel Day School
Boca Raton, Florida
8th Grade

Human 
Nature

the click of a lock, or that of a tongue
holding us back, from living while young.
hiding us, binding us,
no chance of finding us,
confusing love with desperation,
and justice with temptation.

gravity grabbing us, dreams backstabbing us.
oblivion caving, a white flag waving,
surrender to the unknown,
morality overthrown.

unjust and unfair,
and still not a care.
because silence is bliss,
yet we fall into the abyss,
inevitability before possibility,
capability before responsibility.
and so we deteriorate, and begin to disintegrate.

more human than being,
blind from seeing.
what the past has to teach, and what the future can reach.
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Zachary Thompson
Croaton High School
Newport, North Carolina
12th Grade

Drowning in 
Anima

The mirror lies there

filling the space of the hollows that were once darkened

by night’s hand.

There it stays.

Content.

Calm.

The gentle waves lucent with the face of the tender moon.

It tells me,

“Do not be frightened.”

I am aware.

I am aware of the beckoning, crooning voices of the swaying waters,

their sweet calls swooning me into a dreamy trance.

I am walking now.

I am walking to meet my beloved serenaders.

Their gentle lips kiss my benumbed toes,

bringing them feelings of endearment.

How fondly they caress me.

I lay down to immerse myself in their adoring, intimate embrace,

and they carry me on swells of warm honey to swaddle me in perpetual
serenity.

Leisurely along,

I flow with the current,

twisting,
undulating,

snaking

through viscous depths.

The blue satin gives into a sinister abyss of pitch.

I sink.

Down.
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I’m falling into an endless void.

No.

I’m being pulled.

I claw at the closing walls of eternity,

but there’s no use.

No hand is there to release me from this gravity.

It drags at my skin.

It pulls at my hair.

I am swallowed,

engulfed by an intangible beast.

Now I rest in this darkness

among other lost souls.

Drifting.

Drifting through open aspiration,

and trenches of hopelessness.

Lingering among gardens of memory,

and circling pits of reality.

Pacing plains of optimism,

and scaling mountains of hope

before plummeting back to wretched normality.

The rolling, fluid sky above

is filled with clouds of deceit.

The once caring facade of the moon

is contorted into a mocking, distorted grin.

The sweet calls of the waves

evolve into deafening laughter,

growing into an unbroken, vehement roar.

The chaos violates the once placid recession,

causing a gargantuan wave

that crashes in an explosion of distress.

Then it is quiet.

All emotion has been obliterated.

The remnants of forgotten desires

are now the black mud

blanketing the bottom of a lake.
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I stood in the doorway of the small apartment, this was my mother’s place. I remem-
ber smelling the lemon scented furniture polish. China plates made from the finest 
elephant tusks stacked neatly in the cabinet. The porcelain dolls staring deeply at you 
with vacant expressions. The fine red lips painted into a hard line. This was home to 
me, welcoming… I haven’t spoken to my mother in years, and now I heard that she 
was sick. Every day I tried to calling her to visit, she promised me she was fine and not 
to worry. Now she doesn’t answer anymore. Slowly opening the door it barely budges, 
shoving it ajar there is trash scattered everywhere. Closed bills with the words ‘Final 
Notice’ in big red letters were stamped on the envelopes. The curtains were slanted 
and there was a carton of eggs in the fish tank. The clock on the wall was way past 
time, the scent of urine and sweat drenched the atmosphere. The fridge was left open, 
as the dead carcass of my mother’s cat Sarafine laid there with her eyes wide open and 
mouth slack. I heard a shuffling down the hallway. There my mother was, rotting with 
old age as tomatoes were plastered onto her raggedy shirt that was halfway on, she 
was wearing no pants. Her eyes were glazed over, I wondered if she was even lucid. 
As she looked at me no spark of recognition emerged from her eyes. A soft merr was 
made as she slumped herself onto a chair. Sitting across from her, on the table I saw 
brochures of rest homes and clinics. I opened the paper and saw the word ‘Alzheim-
er’s’ in blue calligraphy. I turned to look at my mother in utter shock. I realized now 
that the woman I remembered, was not the one before me. Still in a trance, my mother 
got up from her seat and grunted the word “drink.” She got to the kitchen and grabbed 
a cup and gave it to me. I looked inside and all I saw was a chicken bone. Looking 
around I started to cry, my mother didn’t notice. As she stared blankly into space, 
never had I seen someone so lost in their own home before. 

Haley Marsh
Croaton High School
Ocean, North Carolina
11th Grade

Vacant 
Memory
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Fear was a concept I had trouble comprehending when I was childish and naïve. 
This most likely stemmed from the morbid places I frequented in my youth. These 
places, known as cemeteries, seemed tranquil and extraordinary to me. They held an 
aura I had never encountered in my short numbers of days on this earth.  However, as 
I matured and the graveyards began to reveal their true intentions, I uncovered what 
harrowing monsters they truly were.  Cemeteries started out as harmless fields of my 
youth, but soon they turned into valleys of fear. 

  Before I grew to fear them, cemeteries were my playgrounds, strange as it may 
seem.  Every time I was with my grandmother, she brought me to a new one.  Some 
were close and others a lengthy drive, but I did not mind, for they brought me to a 
new adventure. To me these countless cemeteries seemed to be filled with a dream-
like haze, and everything seemed to be at rest.  I found magic in the fields of cracking 
tombstones.  I uncovered hidden stories scrawled into the names that spread across 
the expanses of the weathered marble.  I envisioned beautiful gardens in the withered 
flowers that lay upon the upturned dirt. The tombs that lined the perimeters were age-
less castles that stood guard. The outside world appeared to halt in these quiet places; 
safe and untouchable, no harm could find me in such a sanctuary. Fear did not exist 
here; in my imagination there had never been any place more filled with such an un-
wavering serenity. Although I found solace in these places, as I grew older my visits 
stopped; eventually, I had no time for them.  Playing in cemeteries was laid to rest 
with my childhood and I would not see one again until years later, at which time cem-
eteries’ insidious purpose would be made very apparent to me.

Cemeteries lost their appeal to me when I was thirteen years old and someone I 
loved was being buried in one. The dreamlike wonder I once saw died and was re-
placed with an unrelenting terror as my aunt was lowered into the cold, unforgiving 
earth of a graveyard.  Instantaneously, my childhood playground had become a place 
of pain, loss, and despondency; no magic could ever live here. There were no longer 
hidden stories in these tombstones, only temporary survivors who fell to their knees 
and wept in front of them. The tombs guarded nothing but the stolen souls the grave-
yard had taken prisoner with no hope of rescue. I realized, as I held my cousin 

Rest 
in 

Fear

Kala Hudiburg
St. Mary’s Colgan High School
Pittsburg, Kansas
12th Grade
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while she wept, that these hallowed grounds were never safe; they were malicious 
and greedy, anxiously waiting to engulf their next victim with no remorse. There was 
no refuge and no escape--these silent killers always won. They had no bias and they in-
evitably destroyed everyone:  friends, mothers, brothers, fathers, sons, daughters, lov-
ers. These places held no dreams; in contrast, they were nightmares that had escaped 
into reality.  I finally understood that unbridled devastation, not magical stories, was 
the foundation of these cemeteries, and I would never recapture the blissful ignorance 
of not knowing that again.

As I have grown older I have come to realize that graveyards are not truly what I 
fear.  While the magic, joy and wonder that I once saw in them as a young girl had 
only been an illusion, the horror, malice and greed I saw in them later was no more 
real. Cemeteries are nothing more than the resting grounds for people who have 
given into the test of time. Yet, it was what these cemeteries signified that had actu-
ally plagued me. These cemeteries represented the fear of the unknown, the fear of the 
inescapable, and the root of all fears, the fear of death. 
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Dr. Who

Mac Foster
Northgate High School
Newnan, Georgia
10th Grade

Do you wish you could travel through time or space? Well, the Doctor does both!  
The popular British TV show, Doctor Who, has finished its eighth season since making 
a comeback in March 2005.  This most recent season featured a new Doctor, played by 
actor Peter Capaldi, and gave us a new perspective of our favorite Timelord.

The newest episodes were unique in the series, because from the very beginning of 
the season a cliffhanger at the concusion of each episode left the audience curious and 
excited about the shows to come.  Every  conclusion provided a hint of something to 
come and pulled the viewer into the adventure.  

Throughout the season’s episodes, the Doctor noticed subtle changes in his compain-
ion Clara (Jenna Coleman).  He found she often lied to other characters and to herself 
even if lives were at stake . She told characters who trusted her that everything in each 
situation was fine, assuring them that the Doctor could save them when she knew, in 
fact, he might not be able to do so.   Perhaps her most flagrant untruth was hiding her 
activities from her boyfriend, telling him she no longer traveled with the Doctor. These 
changes in Clara appeared to worry the Doctor and may have attracted the attention of 
other possible antagonists in the story. 

The Doctor Who series provides its viewers with unimaginable adventures featuring 
a number of exotic non-human creatures.  Ranging from clock robots to tree people, 
these beings have unique personalities which add original twists to the plot, setting 
and character development.  As the  Doctor interacts with them, he either becomes a 
friend of the species or a foe who fights against them to save the world.

The adventures in  Dr. Who gave me a thrill every single week.  If you, too,  love ex-
citing exploits, space aliens, or time travel, the scriptwriters and actors have created a 
show I think you will like.  It’s not too late to catch up on previous episodes before the 
new season unfolds in September.  
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Sierra Banghart
Warsaw Community High School
Warsaw, Indiana
11th Grade

Not the Last

The first time you break up a fight you will feel annoyed.  You will wonder why they 
were fighting in the first place. Then when you learn why you’ll just be more irritated 
then you were before. You won’t see the point of them waking you up with their 
screaming and sobbing. You’ll be worried that someone will call the cops.

 You’ll have to go in with barely any knowledge on what they’re fighting about. 
They’ll force you to pick a side, which is the most stressful part of the entire thing. But 
in a way you can’t complain because you were the one that threw the door open and 
entered the arena in the first place.

 Eventually one side will get p.o.’d to the point they just storm off out of the 
apartment like a little spoiled brat because they got told. They’ll be mad because you 
didn’t pick their side when all you ever intended to do was make both people shut up 
before someone called the cops. The person you defended will be sitting there on the 
ground sobbing. You’ll feel bad.

 After all that, you’ll be left awkwardly standing there with them not really know-
ing what to do about any of this. So you crack a stupid pun to try and lighten the 
mood. It works. Then you’ll stand there some more. And some more. 

Then you’ll go back to your room and shut the door behind you. You don’t come 
back out.
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The Fault 
in Our Stars

Elizabeth Daniel
Northgate High School
Newnan, Georgia
11th Grade

Say goodbye to the typical teenage romance movie, Hollywood! There is a new ro-
mance film that takes a spin on the overplayed fairytale happy ending. The reality of 
this production will not only bring you to tears, but the artistic touches are also des-
tined to move you. 

  Based on the book written by John Green, a best-selling author and historian, 
The Fault in Our Stars swept movie theaters across the country in a matter of days. 
The movie is based on the New York Times best seller of the same name.   Published in 
2012, this romantic novel captured the hearts of millions within months.

  Green was inspired to write this heart-felt novel about the real life struggles of 
teenager Esther Earl, a cancer patient who not only battled the disease but also faced 
the typical or not so typical challenges of an adolescent romance. Earl, who was di-
agnosed with cancer at the age of 10, was immediately connected to an oxygen tank 
to help her survive. As a teenager, she became a devoted fan of Harry Potter and met 
Green at the annual LeakyCon in 2009.  Intrigued by her happy go lucky personality, 
Green began writing The Fault in Our Stars with the consent of Earl’s parents. 

  Although he was upset by the Earl’s death in 2010, Green became determined to 
publish his novel in honor of her life. Dutton Books, the publisher for The Fault in Our 
Stars, was able to help Green get his novel onto the shelves of Barnes and Noble Book-
sellers, as well as part of the inventory of Amazon online.

  With millions of copies of the book sold, filmmakers and producers Marty 
Bowen and Wyck Godfrey collaborated to bring the award winning novel to the silver 
screen. Announced in 2012, the production of The Fault in Our Stars began. The film 
stars Shailene Woodley, Ansel Elgort, and Nat Wolff, with Laura Dern, Sam Trammell, 
and Willem Dafoe playing supporting roles.

 The movie focuses on the point of view of a 17 year old teenager named Hazel 
Grace Lancaster, who is portrayed by Woodley.  The story begins when Hazel is diag
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nosed with terminal childhood cancer. While fighting for her life, Hazel meets the 
love of her life, Augustus Waters (played by Elgort). 

 When the two meet at a cancer support group, Hazel is battling severe depres-
sion as well as her physical disease. Augustus, who has lost one leg, and Hazel, who is 
constantly connected to an oxygen tank, travel to Amsterdam in the Netherlands.   The 
trip becomes possible as an answer to Augustus’ wish for the Make a Wish Founda-
tion. Many unexpected plot twists follow as the duo fight for their lives and learn the 
true meaning of love. 
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Halee Pace
St. Mary’s Colgan High School
Pittsburg, Kansas
12th Grade

Back to the Future:

The De-evolution 
of  Women’s Fashion 

for the Past Fifty 
Years

The essence of a woman can be expressed through her style. The style of clothes that 
she wears can often reflect what is taking place at that moment in her life. For instance, 
an all black ensemble can convey mourning or a sad period in her life, while a white 
dress can show the happiness that her wedding day might bring into her life. Besides 
the big name designers, fashion is often influenced by people in the public eye, such 
as famous singers, models, and actresses. Women’s fashion in particular helps reflect 
the social and economic changes that have taken place throughout the decades in the 
United States. 

1960s: Young Adults Prevail

 The young adults that showed their independence in the Fifties continued to 
make their mark in the Sixties. This rebellion of the younger generations created 
what people referred to as the “hippies”. With this new name for the rebellious youth 
came major influence in society at this period in time. One thing in particular that 
this generation influenced was the fashion during the Sixties. The fashion sense of the 
hippy culture consisted of colors that were vibrant and seen as innovative because of 
the drugs that were predominately being used during the sixties (Steele 68, 70). The 
“youthquake” is the movements and influences that the hippy generation started with 
their free spirit attitudes and ideas. This youthquake gave this generation power and 
influence with ideas in new styles and fashion culture. Mary Quant, in particular, was 
one of the youth in this generation who realized she could greatly influence the fashion 
industry with the “mini”. The mini, known also as the mini skirt, is a skirt that hugs 
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the waist and sits several inches about the knee. This was the shortest skirt to be made 
and worn in society during the Sixties. Yves Saint Laurent was another influential 
designer who created looks for teens in the Sixties. Some of his styles included black 
leather jackets that were made and shown through the House of Dior (Steele 50, 52). 
In the Sixties, designers were creating styles that during the time period reflected the 
“space age”; these particular designs were later referred to as modern. These “space 
age” styles were presented in clothing that shimmered with silvers, metals such as 
chrome and aluminum, the main color scheme being white, and hats that resembled 
helmets (Welters and Cunningham 173). Toward the end of the Sixties the lengths of 
the skirts became less dramatic and more about the consumers.  The skirt lengths midi, 
maxi, and mod were being created and became a staple in the fashion industry. The 
midi skirt was not very popular with the younger generations, because it only reached 
mid-calf; however the older conservative generation in the Sixties seemed to embrace 
it more. The decade of the Sixties was taken over by the simple silhouettes that were 
made more extravagant by the designers and design touches (Bigelow 311). 

1970s: Let’s Get Physical 

 The Seventies made tremendous progress in the medical field, with improve-
ments in organ transplants, ultrasounds, and the first test-tube baby. As a result of this 
tremendous progress, diet and exercise started to become the main concern for society. 
New forms of low-fat foods started to become more popular when cholesterol was in 
the lime light. With everyone becoming more health conscious, sportswear and equip-
ment were making its way onto the fashion (Herald 17). Today’s society reflects some 
of the ideas and influences of this exercise movement that started in the Seventies. 

 The Seventies are also often called “the nudest ever”, because of the leotards that 
were very popular during this time period. The idea for this fashion statement was 
to try and look as if the body had been spray painted instead of wearing an article of 
clothing. The influence of skin tight clothing can be seen with the disco era. Individuals 
who went to the disco tended to decorate their leotards with short skirts, rhinestones, 
animal spots or stripes, and leg warmers. Another fashion fad that was created in the 
Seventies was hot pants, also known as short shorts (Herald 52). Polyester was the 
main fabric choice for fashion designers during this time period. Some fashion state-
ments that were created in the Seventies that can still be seen in today’s fashion are the 
bikini, patched jeans, Goth inspired outfits, and sneakers (Bolden 119, 120).
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1980s: Women at Work

 Designers in the Eighties started to focus on women in the work place. A new 
fashion idea that took place during this time period was the power suit for working 
women. It was tailored for the female body but it was structured to resemble the same 
style that men in the work place were also wearing. Women in the late Seventies and 
into the Eighties had to “dress for success” at work, so that they were seen as equals in 
a male-driven work environment. 

Ready-to-wear fashions and aerobic wear also continued to steadily increase in 
popularity throughout this time period (Cook). Ready-to-wear fashion is another term 
for clothing that is factory-made. Factories and their technologies were progressing, 
and they began to produce products cheaper and faster. These factories made multiple 
garments in the same style but in different sizes so that they would appeal to a wider 
audience and would sell more products. This made clothing more readily available, 
hence the name: ready-to-wear. As earlier stated, the Seventies was a decade of medi-
cal exploration, and this seemed to carry on into the Eighties too. Because of this new-
found knowledge of what was healthy and what was not, aerobics provided a great 
way for people to maintain a healthy lifestyle. Moreover, this created a huge increase 
in aerobic wear. 

1990s: Slackers

 The fashion statements of the Sixties and Seventies made a reappearance in the 
Nineties. The psychedelic styles from the Sixties and the design patterns from Mary 
Quant became noticeable in the Nineties with a twist by adding leggings or cut-off 
jeans (Feldman 29). “Some trends continued unchanged from the eighties, and one of 
these were the ever-increasing popularity of sports and other vigorous forms of exer-
cise” (Feldman 32).

 In spite of the large amount of sports clothing options, the fashion influence that 
people in the Nineties were interested in projected the image of “laziness”. Unlike the 
previous decades, the Nineties embraced showing off the form of the female figure. 
This decade was when the mid-drift, stomach showing, became a popular fashion in-
fluence that teens and women embraced in their everyday fashion.

 Unlike the women of the Seventies and Eighties who “dressed for success” when 
going to work, the women of the Nineties were given a little more freedom in the work 
place. They could express more creativity and style in what they were able to wear to 
work. However, in most cases women still had to maintain some form of a dress code 
at work that was deemed appropriate (Feldman 36).
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2000 – Present: The “Whatever”

  The women of the 2000s reflected the mind-set of “whatever” with the clothing 
they chose to wear. This “don’t care” attitude continued through the next fifteen years, 
which has become more evident in today’s society. The past fifteen years in women’s 
fashion has been all about the label and brand a woman is wearing. As the years have 
progressed to the present day, the styles that are popular in today’s women’s fashion is 
a clear reflection of past popular styles. For example, tight fitting sweaters from the Fif-
ties have made another appearance in today’s fashion, as well as the flowing pants that 
were popular in the Sixties. Some other past styles that have become more popular in 
this decade are the fringe of the Seventies and the bright spandex shorts and leggings 
from the Eighties. Some styles from the past are eternal and continue to get passed 
down throughout the decades. 

The Future: Hiding Obesity vs. High Tech

 Predictions for future fashion styles in women’s clothing are very diverse. Some 
believe that these designs will resemble those of the Sixties’ space age outfits, using 
metals and shimmering silvers for their garments. However, others predict that fash-
ion will become for natural with organic fabrics. 

 The assumption can be made that the more natural look will progress into fash-
ion because of celebrities such as, Miley Cryus. However, other people think that past 
fashion styles will continue to be reinvented and recycled. Mixing and matching cloth-
ing garments from different decades is bound to happen when all other options have 
been exhausted. 

 As mentioned previously, a surge in medical advances in the Seventies resulted 
in a fitness craze, which led to more athletic wear for women. Because of this frenzy 
many women wore tight clothing to workout that showed off their slim figures. How-
ever, in today’s society obesity in women is increasing and fashion is having to adapt 
for it. Recently the goal of some bigger women is to cover up with garments that drape. 
However, there are actresses such as Melissa McCarthy and Rebel Wilson who threw 
all of the “covering up” out the proverbial window. McCarthy and Wilson have made 
it known that they are comfortable and confident with their bodies. No longer do 
larger women feel confined to boring clothing, when both actresses wear fitted bright 
clothing that accentuates their bodies instead of hiding it. 
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Conclusion  

 The last forty years displayed many advances in technology, and daring social 
icons like Madonna, which the female population took note of. However, the last ten 
years in the fashion world have been a blast to the past, with flowing pants from the 
Sixties making their way back, or the tight sweaters of the Fifties. Although these nos-
talgic outfits have made themselves present once again, the predictions of the future 
fashions are already presenting themselves in today’s fashions. With the more natural 
look and the mixing and matching of old styles, the future is not far off.  
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Reflections

Ethan Paulk
Providence Day School
Charlotte, North Carolina
6th Grade

 The ramshackle jalopy sputtered along the parched, desert road, obsidian frag-
ments flaking from the tar-black tires. The sun glimmered an ochre orange in the pale 
blue sky. A loose wisp of gray smog drifted from the truck’s exhaust vent. Staticky 
guitar chords reverberated from the interior of the vehicle.

 Around fifty feet from this decaying exoskeleton, a crimson pickup truck cruised 
solemnly. Its windows were tinted and in poor condition. The odor of sunflower seeds 
wafted from the front seat throughout the sparse vegetation and sandstone plateau. 
The two drivers either did not notice the other vehicle or feigned safety due to the 
trucks being in opposite lanes. This knowledge remains unknown. What is known, 
however, is that the two vehicles swerved to a 45-degree angle at exactly the same time 
and collided head-on.

 Crack! The bumpers of the trucks were crushed by the metamorphic weight. The 
front surfaces were annihilated, warped into almost organic patterns by the wreck. 
The tinted glass of the second truck splintered. Abruptly, the bluegrass music halted.   
A draft of wind swept away the dust as the two drivers simultaneously opened their 
doors, stepped out, and faced each other angrily.

 “Why the heck did you swerve!?” the first driver screeched angrily. The second 
driver did not respond. “Just look at my truck!”

 The fuming, red-faced man glared angrily at the concealed face of the driver 
across from him, then turned his gaze to the charred frame of his truck. He swore an-
grily at the second driver. For a moment, all was silent as the desert wind ripped furi-
ously at the wreckage. Then the first driver noticed something peculiar.

 



56 57

 Right where the two trucks collided, strange hairline ripples branched from a 
whirlpool of...cracks...in the air. The hull of the first driver’s truck was still impaled 
in the center of the crevasse and the white fragments seemed to emanate from the 
point of the collision. He turned again to face the other man. Sweat emerged from the 
skin beneath his handlebar mustache, muffled by the fluffy orange bandana he wore 
around his mouth. He took off his tinted sunglasses, as did the stranger.

 As the first driver stared into the eyes of the other, he found the truth in those 
cerise wells of eternity rimmed by brown. Then the realization came.

 “Stupid mirror,” growled David Hutcherson; the second driver, and a real man. 
He turned away in annoyance.

 The first driver turned away as well, a thorny pit of darkness overwhelming his 
mind. He didn’t have a choice. He was only a reflection. 
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Hailey Shoptaugh
Croatan High School
Newport, North Carolina
11th Grade

What 
Leaves
See

 Humans say they feel like they’re being watched. Whether it be in a park, the for-
est, the street- they always feel watched. Humans probably feel this way because, quite 
simply, it is hard to not watch you with hundreds of eyes.

 Have you ever counted the eyes on a tree? No? How about the leaves? For us 
trees, leaves and eyes are synonymous, and I’ve got a pretty great view. 

 To the sunrise is a building home to children full of laughter and life. In the mid-
dle of the sun set and rise is another building that houses children that spend a little 
too much time trying to fit in, rather than finding themselves. To the sunset, there is 
the largest building. Here, there are no children. Instead, the children I met nine rings 
ago have grown into teenagers and adults. 

 It was while they went to the sunrise building that I met them. While the sunrise 
building children played, they came to me. They scurried up my trunk and sat among 
my limbs. Being so close to my leaves let me know them better. Her hair was made of 
crows feathers falling around an angel face while his hair was wheat surrounding a 
rather chubby face. Her eyes reminded me of the sea while his resembled a stormy sky. 
They laughed and played until they had to return to the sunrise building. They came 
to me every day while they played outside. 

 As rings grew in my trunk, they moved to the building in the middle. For one 
ring, I did not see them, but I knew there were there. I missed them terribly. 

 The next ring, I began to see them again. They never came to climb me, they 
were too big, but I saw her running with other girls and I saw him carrying large metal 
limbs and swinging them at leather balls. Sometimes, when she finished running and 
he finished swinging, they would come sit in my shade. They had changed. Her hair 
was longer and his shorter. His face was skinnier and hers became sharper- both now 
decorated in tiny red bumps. They had grown. 



60 61

 This continued until they moved to the sunset school. For four rings they were 
there. She kept running, he kept swinging, and they would come to my shade to pour 
over the things they had collected in the building. 

 During the second ring, I saw her with a boy that wasn’t him. They were holding 
hands and laughing. That afternoon, he came and sat under me alone.

 Trees are no strangers to emotions. We know pain and anger. We experience sad-
ness and joy. We are experts in love. So when he came and sat beneath me I know he 
thought he felt anger; that is why he punched my trunk. But he was wrong. Instead, he 
felt hurt and pain, worse than the pain from a sprained wrist. 

 Half a ring later, he was holding a girl’s hand and laughing too. I wasn’t paying 
much attention to them, however. All of my leaves were on her. She leaned against my 
trunk with a face that had been rained on. She and I both knew what she felt: sadness. 

 As I mentioned, trees are experts in love. Because of this I understood the situa-
tion, even if I couldn’t understand their words. They were in love, but the other didn’t 
know.

 By the fourth ring, they had stopped holding hands with other people. They 
came and sat in my shade; they laughed and smiled, but never held hands. Some days, 
they would come and sit alone beneath me waiting for the other. I noticed their eyes lit 
up and smiles widened when the other appeared.

Today, they did not come to sit under me. They were too busy going to get ready for 
tonight- a night of celebration. The sunset building is filled with adults and teenagers. 
They wear raven gowns and are full of joy and laughter. The best night of their lives.

And the worst of mine- I’ll never see them again. 

The moon was high when they came to me. My limbs quivered at the thought of 
never seeing them again. As they spoke, I could see the love they couldn’t.

As she went to take a step towards him, I knew I had to act- I bent my root. As she 
went tumbling forward, he moved to catch her. As they stood there, holding each 
other, I turned my leaves away. Their eyes closed, so did mine.

     * * * * *

Fifteen rings had grown in my trunk since that night. I hadn’t seen them since and no 
children had come into my shade during the past fifteen rings. 

It was the first day that the children came back to the buildings. It was today when a 
young girl came and stared up into my leaves. She was too small to climb in my limbs, 
but I could see her clearly. 

She had wheat hair, an angel face, and eyes the shade of a storm over the sea.
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Kelsey Herring
Harpeth Hall School
Nashville, Tennessee
11th Grade

The Chef

He had ordered me to deliver the food to the party down the street. The filleted 
salmon stunk up my back seat, and I could almost feel the ice-cream melting in their 
containers.

 This is not where I imagined I would be, surrounded by food but not cooking any of 
it. The closest I’ve ever actually gotten to the food is the hard wooden crates they are 
packed in. The ones that say “Do not touch.” I do not touch the food. I never touch it. 

I told my parents that dropping out of college to become a chef was a brave and 
original idea. I could open my own restaurant, and besides, girls loved a guy who 
could cook. My family was never on board though, and after I had made my final deci-
sion, they took their support, and their money, and disappeared. They believed that 
the world needed more doctors, not more mouth-watering grilled cheeses. But they’ve 
never tasted mine.

 I wonder what they would think of me now. A single guy, driving a delivery truck. 
Their “I told you so’s” rang in my head. 

As I pulled up to the restaurant, prepared to unload and unpack, I rested my head 
on the steering wheel. Do all dreams start out like this? Like a false start? 

I circled the truck until I was at the back, opening the trunk as the crates stacked high 
began to wobble. I steadied them with my hand, gray dust coating the palm. I reached 
and placed each one on the parking lot concrete, waiting for someone at the party to 
come greet me. Staring at the boxes, my eyes started to water. The “Do not touch” 
command swirled around in my brain until it became a chant, a cheer, a mantra. 

I dropped out of school to deliver boxes that ordered me around. I stood up, and the 
cheer faded in intensity. I opened the crate, and the chant became a background hum. 

I picked up the crate and the mantra became one, single line. 
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And I dumped the crate out. The food splattered across the hot asphalt, and I 
watched as the different parts of the salads, sandwiches, and dessert scattered across 
the ground below me. I clenched my fist.

“Do not touch” flooded my brain. 

I began picking up box after box and turning it over until the entire delivery was 
spread out like some kind of sick buffet. There were no more crates of food that I had 
not ruined. That I had not touched. I squashed some of the grapes that had yet to be 
destroyed, and I stood in the middle of my masterpiece, breathing heavily. 

A door on the side of the building opened. A small man walked out. He stared at the 
pile of food surrounding my feet, and then looked back up at me. 

“Wait… is that mess… my food? Are you the delivery guy?” He questioned, panic 
visible. 

I paused, staring at the smashed crates the ruins of a catering career. 

“No.” 
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Lauren Royal
Croatan High School
Newport, North Carolina
11th Grade

Rods

The building shook, lurching and jumping, and a little china horse fell off the mantel. 
The old man left it laying on the cracked floor till the storm passed. His old cabin deep 
in the woods was holding up well in the storm. He kept the cabin strong by repairing 
it whenever needed, but also making it look almost as though no one lived there. He 
didn’t want his enemy to find him. He knew his enemy was smart. He cursed the rods 
inside his mangled, broken back which caused him painful inflammation. His paranoia 
overwhelmed him sometimes. He was grateful for the storm, because he didn’t jump 
and twitch at every little noise, but it also caused him pain which only reminded him 
of the man who had broken his back and forced him to live in solitude because of the 
great fear the old man had for him.

 The next morning he awoke with a jolt and wiped the cold sweat, left by his 
nightmare, off. The sun had not yet risen, but the man began to go about his usual 
routine regardless. He was surprisingly quiet and limber considering his disability. He 
was always aware of himself and his surroundings and every little noise. He had al-
ways felt safe in the dark… till that morning. He tried to brush his anxiety away telling 
himself he was being paranoid. He continued with this till he heard a careless crashing 
outside. He was familiar with how bears and certain animals sounded and he knew 
this was not the case. He immediately thought of his old enemy and his skin crawled 
over his flesh, as he remembered the horrific tortures he had survived by this man’s 
hand. He dashed with unbelievable speed out the cabin’s back door. He knew just how 
to keep quiet while making his way through the forest. He had practiced it a million 
times in preparation for the day his captor might find him again. 

He heard the dark shape lumbering quickly after him and a few minutes later his 
fear began to overwhelm him along with the burning pain in his back. He became 
careless and took one moment to look behind him and suddenly tripped. He tumbled 
to the ground and heard something crack underneath his foot. He looked down in the 
dim light to see a human skull. He could hear his pursuer drawing close as he noticed 
a familiar chip in the skull’s teeth that he had often seen in the mirror. A terrible con-
fusion washed over him. He frantically searched in the leaves and dirt under the skel-
eton’s vertebrae till he found small metal rods that had fallen away as the flesh had rot-
ted. As he came to the terrible realization of his own death, he watched the hiker pass 
over him as if he weren’t even there.
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SPECIAL FEATURE An Interview 
with 

Chris Cturcher
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Chris Crutcher:  A 21st Century Charles Dickens?

 As was the case with Charles Dickens, I didn’t really realize that I was a fan of 
Chris Crutcher until I looked at his bibliography and realized how many of his books 
I’ve read. Let me share a comparison.

 For Charles Dickens I’ve read: The Pickwick Papers (check); Oliver Twist (check); 
Nicholas Nickleby (check); The Old Curiosity Shop (check); Martin Chuzzlewit (check); 
Dombey and Son (check); David Copperfield (check); Bleak House (check); A Tale of 
Two Cities (check); Great Expectations (check).

 For Chris Crutcher I’ve read:  Running Loose (check); Stotan! (check); The Crazy 
Horse Electric Game (check); Chinese Handcuffs (check); Athletic Shorts (check); Stay-
ing Fat for Sarah Byrnes (check); Ironman (check); Whale Talk (exclamation point); The 
Sledding Hill (check); Angry Management (check); and Period 8 (check).

 When I look back at the lists and count the books I’ve read, I realize that I am ac-
tually more of a fan than I thought I was. I’ve read ten of Charles Dickens’s novels and 
eleven of Chris Crutcher’s. In today’s numerically, test-score-focused (or phobic) educa-
tional climate some assessment agents would say Crutcher wins.

 Why do I read so much Crutcher?
 For the same three reasons I read so much Dickens.
 First, there are memorable, iconic characters who speak to me at the levels of en-

lightenment and aestheticism. For example, Sydney Carton [of A Tale of Two Cities] 
meet TJ Jones’s dad [of Whale Talk], a brother in revelation at the social level. Both of 
you modestly share a stage managed by a writer skillful enough to let you voice impor-
tant lessons of life, lessons so important that you’re willing to die for them.

 In Carton’s case, the words are immortal:  “It is a far, far better thing that I do than 
I have ever done.”

 In TJ’s dad’s case, the words are moral:  “Not one minute for revenge.”
 Second, there is the social criticism that energizes much of the writing, fueling the 

prose with righteous indignation:  class injustice (checkmark for Dickens); racial preju-
dice (checkmark for Crutcher); unfair legal and fiscal policies (checkmark for Dickens); 
censorship (checkmark for Crutcher).

 Finally there are personal connections.
 With Dickens, it was my first trip to London. I was walking along Gray’s Inn Road 

looking for a mailbox so that I could send postcards back to America. I saw one that 
had “VR” on it. In English this means “Queen Victoria.” “Gosh,” I thought to myself as 
I dropped the cards in the box,  “Charles Dickens could have posted a manuscript from 
here.” Somehow, the idea that my postcards could share the same mailbox as a Dickens 
novel made my writing seem more important, more majestic. It made me want to rush 
out and buy one of his books.

 With Crutcher, it is a Young Adult Literature Festival hosted by www.writing-
conference.com here in Kansas. While asking for his autograph this past October, I re-
quested an interview for this journal. “Gosh,” I thought when I realized that he had read 

my writing. And replied:  “Chris Crutcher read my writing and replied.” It made me go 
right out and add Whale Talk to my English class’s required reading list.

 Besides comparing Crutcher to Dickens, I have an opinion to express. His novel 
Whale Talk, is in my opinion, one of the three great classics of Young Adult Literature 
(the other two are S. E. Hinton’s The Outsiders and Sherman Alexie’s The Absolutely 
True Diary of a Part-Time Indian). If you have a differing opinion then get in touch:  I 
would love to see your list.

 If this interview motivates you to learn more about Chris Crutcher then I recom-
mend clicking on this link www.chriscrutcher.com  Among other things you’ll find a 
2013 interview with Chris from the Assembly on Literature for Adolescents of the Na-
tional Council for Teachers of English (the button reads NCTE/ALAN). Our questions 
are different so you won’t waste your time by reading both interviews.

John Franklin
Editor

http://www.writingconference.com
http://www.writingconference.com
http://www.chriscrutcher.com
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Interview questions for Chris Crutcher for The Writers’ Slate, Winter, 2016

1. At lunch at Dr. Bushman’s Literature Festival in Lawrence, I asked you about 
movies. You told us about Staying Fat for Sarah Byrnes and its production history. 
You also told us about its current status. Could you write about this topic? We would 
be very eager to hear about any “names” attached to the project; and, we are quite 
curious about any release dates. And, as a slow-pitch softball league offering:  who 
would you like to see play you in a movie?

Actually if I’d answered this question when I first received this then the answer would 
have been somewhat different.  I’m not allowed to talk about who has signed on so far 
(movie people are funny that way) but the project has come all the way to being green 
lighted (which means a “go”) to being stalled because of a financial situation that looks 
like it will be cleared up soon.  The producer has a personal stake in getting it made as 
does the head writer; both are extremely accomplished in the business.  So I think it will 
happen, but Hollywood is Hollywood and I won’t celebrate until I’m sitting with an 
oversized box of popcorn and see my name flash on the screen.  

Who would I like to see play me in a movie?  Hillary Swank.

2. With the topic of YAL movies in mind, are there any thoughts you have? For 
example, have you seen any that you enjoy? Are there any adapted from books that 
you admire (To Kill A Mockingbird and The Outsiders come to mind, but our readers 
may have a more contemporary worldview)? Is there any Young Adult Literature that 
you think would make a great movie? 

I can’t believe The Watsons Go to Birmingham, 1963 hasn’t been made.  Same with The 
Absolutely True Diary of a Part-Time Indian. Hollywood should be parked outside Lau-
rie Anderson’s door.  But I could go on and on.  I thought they did a really good job with 
A Fault in Our Stars and Freak the Mighty. (They just called it “The Mighty” because 
they’re so foolishly PC.) There are others, but my near-seventy-year-old brain wipes 
titles out of my mind like an old time service station attendant used to wipe bugs off a 
windshield.  (I’m old enough to remember that…in fact I’m old enough to have done it.)

3. Dr. Bushman opened the topic of “community read alouds.” You spoke of its 
power. Could you tell a story or two of any of your books that were the subject of a 
community read aloud?

Whale Talk has been the subject of a few, as has Sarah Byrnes.  For the most part 
they’ve been small communities so I didn’t get rich, but in cases where I’ve been invited 
to the wrap-up, the conversations that get started about parent-child relationships, race, 
sexuality and sex, have been amazing.  Parents have learned what their kids are truly 
thinking (as much as it’s possible to divulge that in a public surrounding) because it’s 
easier to talk about characters than it is to talk about one’s self.  I’ve never had a bad 
experience with it.  I think it brings adults closer to their kids and reminds them of their 
own time.

4. Though the topic of Chris Crutcher and banned books is a widespread one, it’s 
also timely and timeless. Think of this issue in conjunction with one of the topics you 
raised at lunch:  questions posed by adults (or other authority figures) that are actually 
ridiculous; for example a parent asking your sibling:  “Do you want a spanking, too?” 
How ridiculous is it to ban books that need to be read?

The most ridiculous part of it is the idea that adults can control what kids think.  Or 
that they should, or should want to.  When adults complain about language in stories, 
it’s all I can do to not fall asleep.  The language is everywhere; we use it, they use it.  No-
body gets hurt.  When they don’t want to talk about anything sexual or sex preference 
related, they’re trying to hide something that’s in plain sight and they demonize it, tak-
ing themselves off the short list of people to turn to when a crisis related to any of that, 
comes up for their kid.  And the truth is, you can’t ban a book.  This is the U.S.A.  Any 
kid who has access to a credit card and the Internet can get any book he or she wants, 
and they can get most of them at the public library, where it’s a lot harder to ban a book.  
Control freaks make me tired.

5. I met you for the first time last century (I refer to time thusly in class to make 
my students aware of the differences that I am attempting to overcome when I teach 
them, inviting them to help bridge that generation gap.) I heard you speak of people 
from different decades discussing what school was like for them (something about a 
reunion?) In which era would you like to write, if not the present one (feel free to use 
your Twilight Zone app and zoom into the future)? 

Actually the era that fascinates me most is the one I grew up in, and after my next two 
books are published, I may very well go back there.  (The next two are almost finished.)  
I was in high school and college in the 1960’s and it was an amazing time; Vietnam, 
protests against racism and sexism to name a few, hippie-dom, a real clash of cultures 
between us baby boomers and our parents who grew up in the Depression and fought 
WWII.  Great stuff.  And in all that lies information about now and our immediate fu-
ture, both positive and negative.

6. Anyone who reads your works realizes that you are a tireless advocate of chil-
dren (no matter what their age) and their right to a safe, secure life in which they real-
ize their potential for being loved, and for loving. To what extent do you think you 
have been successful in your advocacy?

I think I have been an abject failure.  I got into the business of mental health therapy 
for the abused and the abusive in 1981.  I think we were successful for individual fami-
lies to a certain extent and we probably saved some kids from injury and even death.  I 
ran the original child protection team in my community for thirty years, and have been 
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loud in both praise and criticism of our culture’s efforts to help kids.  But in the end the 
culture’s efforts have been abysmal.  The current political climate in this country pretty 
much says to hell with people who have no resources and to hell with their kids.  That’s 
not the language, but it’s the reality.  After thirty years, I left the protection community 
in worse shape than I found it, and that breaks my heart.  

7. You tackle tough topics. You take on bullies in the form of characters, and you 
confront their ideas and their ideals. What topics do you still want to write about? 
Which bullies do you still want to confront? What misbegotten ideas and ideals need 
to be corrected?

God, the answer to that would be a book unto itself.  My “topics” kind of come to me as 
I read the news or hear a story that I think is important to tell.  I guess one perspective I 
will still explore (on the subject of bullies) is how so many bullies come from the bullied.  
I look in the world of education and see schools implementing zero tolerance policies 
and establishing “character words for the day” without attending to bullying educators.  
If we don’t stop it there, the rest of our efforts are worthless.  You don’t preach to kids, 
you create examples for kids. 

8. New books?:  you mentioned to someone in line awaiting your autograph that 
you are working on two. Would you write us about them?

Two are about finished.  One, titled Losers’ Bracket will be my first with a female nar-
rator, about a girl growing up being bounced in and out of foster care.  I think I captured 
a funny, poignant voice for her.  The second is called Some Guy and the main issue is 
guns and shootings (how original is that?)  They’re both brilliant and should turn out to 
be international bestsellers, but but they won’t.  

9. Which of your characters (you can pick more than one) would you most like to 
have in your foster home? English class? Summer camp (this question is prompted 
by the ending to the Sarah-and-Angus story in Angry Management:  I am struck with 
wonder at how easily Amanda finds beauty in Sarah’s face)?

I worked in alternative education for about twelve years and have always been drawn 
to kids with few resources, so I’d welcome Sarah Byrnes and T.J. Jones, and Angus Bet-
hune.  Dale Thornton.  Boomer Cowans.  I like kids who can find their way with humor, 
but I also like bullies.  The roots of bully-ism are pretty easy to get to.

www.writingconference.com

http://www.writingconference.com

