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Author Sue Mayfield, winner of the Heatland Award for her
novel Drowning Anna, spoke & the Literature Festival on
October 19, 2005in Lawrence, Kansas. Followingthe
Festival Ms. Mayfield was kind enoughto answer several
questions about her writing.

If you would like to learn more aout her writing process her
other bodks, and where she gets her inspiration you may visit
her website: www.suemayfield.com.

Ms. Mayfield is British, and therefore many of her bodks are
only avail able & bodkstoresin Grea Britain. However, they
are dso avail able through online bodksellers. When you order
please be avare that Drowning Annais published in Britain
under the title Blue, so dan't order copies of both because they
are the same bodk!

Did you have any particular inspiration for Drowning Anna?

My starting point was a newspaper cutting abou a girl who had committed suicide & the age of
16 despite being clever, popuar and attradive -becaise of perpetual bullying by anather girl. |
was interested to examine why someone who seaned to have alot going for her could have her
self-estean so drasticdly shredded by someone dse - to the point where

life seamed unkeaable.

How did you prepare to capture the scenes of high schod bullying so accurately?

| spent abou 6 weeks meding-with and talking-to seven girlsin 8h grade who vdunteaed to
work with mein their lunchbre&ks. Initialy | asked them abou bullying, about their own
experiences and abou the presaures they felt under and the way they readed to these presaures.
Then | devised the dharaders of Anna, Hayley and Melanie and asked the girls what eat
charace shoud be like for the story to sean red and convincing. Six months later when I'd

written the first draft of the book| went badk to them for feedbadk and eventually made quite a



lot of changes in resporse to their comments and suggestions. It seemed very important to get the

detail s right so that the story felt authentic.

Anna's parents am largely unaware of her schod problems. Do you

think thisis common?

| think Anna's parents are busy and preoccupied. They bath have demanding jobs and they have
recantly moved hotse so they have alot of thingsto jugge. They are bath high achievers and
transfer their own perfedionism onto Annawhich isunfair but understandable. They donit listen
to Anna s well asthe might but as a parent of threeteenagers | know I'm guilty of this -
espedally when life gets over busy! | was also espedally interested in the type of bullying which
ishard for adults to deted becaise of being so seaetive and covert. The things that Hayley does
are, in themselves, quite small and inconsequentia - petty perhaps. | can imagine Anna's
parents thinking the incidents a bit trifling. But what is bad is the way these individual ads of
unkindressacaimulate so that Annafeds overwhelmed by the frequency and variety of Hayley's
tadics. Once Annas parents know what has been going on they respondin arather heavy-

handed way but | think they do this from the best of motives.

Drowning Anna incor poratesthree points-of-view. Wasit difficult towritethisbook since
your writer'svoicehad to change with each chapter?

Not redly. | enjoy switching from one narrative voiceto another. What was tricky though was
synchronising the diary entries with Melani€'s narrative. | didn't want Anna's mother to find the
diary too ealy so there ae some incidents which Anna describesin her diary which come along
way after the same incidents described by Melanie. | hope thisisn't confusing for

readers - | had to pan the chapters carefully so it al worked out!



What prompted the deasion to releasethisbook in the U.S.?
Hyperion kbd for the USrights at auction and outbid another puldisher - which was all very

exciting. I'd love them to publish my other books too.

Why did thetitle change from Blue?

The dlitorial staff as Hyperion ddnt like the title Blue and suggested Drowning Anna | like
bath titles though | think owverall | prefer Blue because of the dl the layers of meaning. Blue
meaning melanchaly, bu also the blues of Anna's bedroom, her notebook,the lake she sees
when she walks up a mourtain with her father, the blue of underwater and icebergs etc.
Confusion sometimes arises when people buy books online because they order

both Blue and Drowning Annaand then redi ze it's the same book

Are there other changesthat you had to make between the British and the American
versions?

No, there ae very few. Just the oddword like bin/trash.

Do you have plansto release your previoustitlesin the U.S.? (If so, under what titles?)
I'd love the other books to be published in the US. It'skind d out of my hands as these things are

handed by the Rights departments at the two puldi shing companies.

| know you have a new book, Driver, to be rdeased in the U.K. in January. Any plansfor a
U.S. release?
It'sadually cdled Damage now and there ae no dans yet to publish inthe USbut | hope this

will eventualy happen. Meanwhile | hope American readers will buy it through Amazon.com!



| read that you studied for a year in Alabama. What led you to Alabama?
| was off ered a schalarship at Jadksonvill e State Unviersity for two semesters as part of a

programme for foreign students cdled 'International House'. It was gred fun.

Now that you are writing both children's and adolescent books do you have different
writing approaches for each age level?

Writing for yourger childrenis smpler - stories are lesscomplex and layered - but they have to
be tight and pacy. Writing for older children allows me to develop ideas alittl e more. At the
moment I'm writing for just pre-teens (aged 9-12) so I'm avoiding themes and language which

are too adult and am focusing more than usual on dot and adion.



White Snow Bright Snow
Softly, gently in the seaet night.
Down from the North came the quiet white.
Drifting, sifting, silent flight.

Softly, gently in the seaet night.
White snow bright snow, smooth and deep.
Light snow bright snow, quet as deep.
Down, dovn withou a sound.
Down, down to the frozen ground.
Covering roads and hiding fences.
Sifting in cradks and filli ng in trenches.
Milli ons of snowflakestiny and light.

Softly, gently in the seaet night.

Natalie Kievets
3" Grade

Chesterland, Ohio



The Lifescanner

"Have you foundanything interesting so far, Doctor?* Captain Klimberly asked Dr. Zorn,
head of biologicd reseach onthe Lifescanner.

Dr. Zorn hadnt seen the cgtain come into the room, but now he looked upfrom the large
microscope he was peeing through.

"I've been looking at all sorts of things from the planet we're orbiting,” said Dr. Zorn. "The
spedmens were olleded by the expedition that |eft the mother ship aweek ago. They just got
badk this morning.

“Here'salife size phaograph o one of the typicd life-forms on the new planet.”

The biologist went to a corner of the room, where ahuge pieceof rolled up @per leaned
against the wall. He picked it up and let it unroll onthe floor. On it was the life size picture of
aresident from the planet that Captain Klimberly's expedition had recently discovered.

Of al the odd creaures the captain had seen on ter travels through the galaxy, this was one
of the strangest. Its body was longer than Dr. Zorn was tall, and that wasn't courting its two
lengthy antennae It had four wings and six legs, with a pair of bulging eyes onits head.

"It'snot the sort of alien I'd liketo runinto,” said J. R. Klimberly. "Are they civili zed
credures?’

"No, this is part of the planet's wildlife," said Dr. Zorn. "I'm estimating that there ae
millions of different spedes, bu amost nore ae tedhndogicdly advanced. There is one
civili zed spedes-much larger than this one here."

"What's that spedes like?' asked Captain Klimberly.

"Well," said the biologist, "their techndogy isn't as advanced as ours on the home planet.

They've invented agriculture, but haven't figured ou how to manage their resources properly.



They till wash tons of good soil i nto the ocean, and dump gallons of poison ontheir crops to
try and kill off pests. They've been cleaing away all sorts of natural ecosystems and destroying
most of their biologicd resources.”

"What about industry?" asked the catain. "Do they have fadories?"

"Yes, bu its as bad as their agriculture. They release gasses into the amosphere that are

causing the whale planet to warm up much too fast, and they let lethal chemicdsleda into

their air and water."

"Do youthink it'sadoomed planet?' Captain Klimberly asked.
Dr. Zorn looked thoughtful. "Possbly. It may be headed for a massextinction. Most of the
several million spedeswill die out, including the dvilized ores. I'd say that's very likely
unlessthe techndogicdly advanced creaures redize what they're doing and turn the trend
around’

"WEell, I'd better be going now," said Captain Klimberly. Dr. Zorn's discoveries were
interesting, bu there were lots of things to attend to onthe Lifescanner.

She turned to leave, bu happened to glanceonce ajain at the phaograph o this planet's
strange wil dlife before walking out of the room.

"I wonder what the dvili zed creaures cdl those things," she remarked.

"Well adualy," said Dr. Zorn, "we head ore cdl this alien by name while we were on the
planet doing our survey. They pointed at it, and yell ed the word cockroach. "
"Cockroach," Captain Klimberly repeaed as se straightened her horns and ran a hand through
her thirteen eyestalks. "An interesting name.”

She walked away, leaving Dr. Zorn to finish examining a soil sample from the planet Earth.

Nick Engelfried, 11" Grade

Hill sboro, Oregon



Into the Water

| quickly slipped into the cal, wet lifejacket whil e the sun bea down onmy badk. A
shiver ran dovn my spine & if someone unexpededly blew on the bad side of my ned,
causing my shouders to shrug and tense up. The damp oudoa carpet of the boat felt like a
shed of sandpaper against my smooth, sensitive fed. The scent of gasoline fill ed the humid
summer air as the motor churned. The fishing boat rocked badk and forth in the bustling bay
while | carefully stumbled towards the motor. | took a few quick strides and legot off the end
of the boat, immersing my entire body in the ool lake water. The water caressed my
sunbunt body; a sense of refreshment engulfed me. "Whoosh!' | heard the noise & the water
covered my eas. The damors of the busy |ake scene were dampened as my head disappeaed
under the water. All of my worries disappeaed, and a sense of relaxation came over me, as if
| had just recaved afull body massage. Under the water | caught a glimpse of the sun
beaming down through the surface disturbed ony by the frequent movement of the waves.
Some water sneaked upmy nose and | experienced the unpeasant fishy taste of the lake.
Abruptly the life jadket tugged upwards with welcoming reassurance. As my head popped
out of the water, the sounds of the busy lake cane bac, and my brief trip into the underwater

paradise caneto an end.

Daniel Conlin
Grade 12

Mankato, MN



MY STERY ISLAND
"Oh, help!" Groaned 12yea-old Chelsey, "I dont want to go to Grammy's this
week!"

‘But swedie," said Chelsey's mom. "Grammy redly wants you to come." Chelsey paused
andthouwght it out. If she went to Grammy's house in Bos Ferry, she would missout onthe
Geography Club slegowver. But, onthe other hand, if she didn't go she might not seeher cousin
Amandafor along while. Oh dea, she thought. Chelsey loved geography and krew alot abou
it. She dso remembered she loved the Bosevill e puldic library for its many geographica books.

"All right mom," She said. "l will go."

After asix hou flight, which seemed like six yeas to Chelsey, and an hou long drive,
they finaly arrived at Grammy's.

"Why Chelsey Anne Clairwater, you have grown!" said Grammy.

Chelsey groaned inwardly, she hated this part of the visits the most. The hug, the
comments abou how tall she was, then the long discusson abou how long her hair was and
how she looked.

"I am going over to the library down the stred," said Chelsey, "to er. . ., study
geography.”

This was an awesome excuse for Chelsey to get out of the house before Grammy
started the speed on her looks. But on the way down to the library, Chelsey saw her Uncle
Randy.

"Chelsey, greda to seeyou, | have to show you something,” Uncle Randy said. So
Chelsey foll owed her uncle down to his basement, by the large computer. "This," he said
excitedly, "is an email from the Geographicd Society abou a newly discovered islandin Lake

Nish. Now," he @ntinued, "a Mr. James Winter has gone missng ever sincethe day our taxes
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aredue. |, personally, dorit blame him; the taxes here ae pretty high -just kidding Chelsey.
But anyway, bad to James. He neals to get bad, or the palicewill find hm and arrest him!
Heis sid to be onthe new island. If James comes bad he just hasto pay histaxesandlive
peacdully.”
"What can | do?" asked Chelsey.
"You can go find James and kring him back! | just can't manage it at my age,”
Uncle Randy explained.
"But what if | fail ?"
"Youwon't," Uncle Randy asaured her.
"But my mom..." began Chelsey.
"I have drealy asked and she gproves, knowing that you couldn't posdgbly get lost
because of your grea skill sin geography,” he finished.
"Okay," Chelsey said, "I'll go!"
A few days later, Chelsey was on aboat toward what she liked to cdl a "geographicd pieceof
mystery'. When she arived, she started searching right away; but the fog made it hard to see
much of anything. After an hou of fruitlesslooking through the fog Chelsey plopped dovn on
adew and mosscover rock. “It's going to take me forever to domuch of anything', she thought.
"Considering | have only looked over a quarter of theisland.
Just then, she slipped off the rock, landing hard and twisting her ankle. "Ouch," she said.
Then she noticed something odd. Her “ouch’ was echoing all around fer. Then it hit her, she
wasinside a cae!
As her eyes adjusted, she looked around.She was beside what looked li ke the remains
of a canp. There was an abandored fire pit and marks where aman must have slept.

"I must be onthe right tradk," she said aloud.
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She then tried to stand upto look aroundsome more, bu standing up hut. "Oh, help!" she
cried. Andthistime, na only did her voice e, bu ancther voice answered it.

"Areyoual right,” she head someone cdl. Ghelsey's heat was poundng, how long
had this voice been there?

A man emerged ou of the darkness "Who are you?" Chelsey asked. She was very
frightened bu also hopng, praying that this was James.

"I am James Winter," the man replied, reating down to help Chelsey. He naticed
Chelsey looked tired, and hurgry. She dso naiced hewas tal and hed a @mude of week's growth
of bead.

James srved Chelsey some dinner and told her abou himself. He had indeed been
running away from paying the high taxes. Chelsey explained the situation d the padlice After an
hour of arguing about James' dil emma, James agreed to return hame if Chelsey helped him raise
the money he needed. Chelsey, of course, agreed and cdled her uncle on James cdl phore.

Oncebad at her Grammy's, Chelsey cdled the Geographicd Society and explained
the situation and hawv she planned to raise the money. She had no doubthat her leader would
say yes, hewas avery kind person. The society leader told her not to worry, that the money
would soon ke there. Chelsey also had her own fundraisers, by making maps and giving them
to stores to sell.

They soonraised the money James needed, and a lot extra. James was surprised at
how quickly she had raised the money, and he used the extramoney to fly Chelsey and her
mother home first class

The island remained private & a property for the Society to use, and Chelsey went home
knowing that she had dore what was right and had gained a new friend from doing just that.

Courtney Besenkod, Grade 6, haneschod Calgary, Alberta, Canada
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The Child's Tale

The Child's Prologue

A small child sat uponastoal, grubby of face

But bright of eye. "Gentles," she said, "take your place
Gather ‘roundto hea my tale. "Too young', you say,
"For astory of worth’; but only hea it, | do pray

Do na deem worth by age of teller,

And, | say, throw me nat in the célar;

And pray stay judgment till afterwards.

My tale Isabou agirl, like to myself, happy and hele.
Andthough she's young, there's things e knows
Known na by old miser in all of hiswoes,

Nor known by young squire, or by fair lord,

And d most import, na by those of the sword."

She smiled most brightly, well pleased with her word,

And started her tale; all | eaned forward and head.

The Child's Tae

Once, in the past, there dwelt a grea king,
Who hed al helonged for, every last thing

But for wonder. In hisdying yeas

He longed for something besides hunting dees.

He asked his advisors, "By what design
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Could | bring to me something to make wonder mine?"
"Sire," they answered, "have you nd everything
That will make you knavn €'er as a glorious king?'
He smiled at the praise, yet was gill not content

He neeaded alast bit of true wonderment.

He searched through hislibraries, finding no answer,
Till one day he found,seemingly by chance or

By some greaer plan, abooktelling of beasts
Strange and mysterious, na believed in by priests
Or other men of upstanding and worth.

The king, sedang this book,laughed ou loudin grea mirth
And grand wonderment at what he had found.

Away to the stables, for his horse and hs hound

He went out in grea company, in the hopes to see
At least one of fine wondrous credures three
Thefirst of these aedures aphoenix was cdled

But among the gentry this bird wasn't recdl ed.

The seconda griffin, the king tried to seek

But now birds and cas are dl mild and meek.

The third he then looked for, the unicorn pue
Andthistimeit seamed that his quest would be sure.
His advisors cried, "Sire, we think it not wise

Do you nd know of the price of this prize?

"Nobody shall ridethe unicorn,' it is sid,

Could you nd ride gentle horse in its dead?’
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"Inded | could na," said the king, qute resolved,
And set out to get his good people involved.

One thing he still needed: an innocent girl.

Not one noble born; not the dhild of eal

Or aduke of theland, bu a swed courtry lass
With no peconceved fancies, nospite and nosass
To pdson her heat or to make her unfit

For luring the unicorn to gold bridle and hit,

And so cgpture the animal for king's entertainment.
To all courtry farmersthe king did explain it
Andthey offered their lasses to dothis grea hona.
The king chose ayourg grl cdled Mary O'Conna.
This Mary was not yet ten yeas of age

And had never yet seen any animal in cage.

She saw to cgpture wonder would be hona indeed,
But knew that unicorn would na suffer to be steed
Even for an dd king of glory and grea name.

So, quetly, she pretended the cature was a game.
Sitting beneah a grea tree with gold bridle in hand,
She hummed a soft tune, gazed skyward, and danned.
When the unicorn came, laying head in her lap

She pretended to have dozed dff into a nap.
"Goodsir," she whispered in uricorn's ea,
"There'saplot against you, | dofea.

A plot to make you alike to ahorse
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Theking isto ride you,and nd athing could be worse."
"Goodchild, fea nat," the grea beast whispered bad,
"Though the king won't thank you for this, alac.
Good spedl to you, girl; good ceeds are rewarded.
And nov | must go; notime may be dforded.”
He gall oped away, crossthe grea grassy plain
And upthe king's men started after in vain.

Asfor the king, he took the lossvery hard.

He turned to the girl, his faceterrible. "Guard!"
He aied, "Arrest this girl! For she has betrayed
All that she promised when she offered her aid."
Mary held her head high. "Sire, 'tisnot so -"

But the king would have nore of it. "Out you go!"
He proclaimed, "Away from this kingdom!"

Mary nodcded, lamenting the ladk of wisdom

In the gred king. "If you love unicorns much,”

The king continued, "Then go buld ahutch,
Among the beasts, and come nat in my sight

Y es, away with you, naw, and quckly take flight!"
Away Mary ran, from the ignorant king

And so cameto avalley of eternal spring

Wherein uricorns dwelt, in their own paradise
With manesliketo gold and hansliketoice
When Mary came to them, they looked in surprise

Saying, "Whoisthisgirl, with wise dark eyes
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Andteason her face?' One unicorn stepped up,
Looked at Mary closely. "Why, ‘tis the pup,
Thelass who saved my life," he gladly proclaimed.
"Tell us, child, what isit you be named?"

"Oh," she said, startled, "Why, I'm nobod,."

The unicorns looked at eath ather excitedly.
"Nobody rides the unicorns, dea,"

Murmured a pretty one, next to her ea.

Shelooked in surprise & it kneded dovn

And before she auld protest she was weaing agown,
She was up onits badk, hdding onto its horn,
Laughing, "I'm nobod, so | ride on uricorn!™
Andso it shall ever be that thase of high hirth

Shall get only as much as they're worth;

Whil e thase of wisdom, yourg and true

Will always get the goodthings they are due.
SierraBrezina

12" Grade

Reyes, CA
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Breakaway

"I dont know if I'm going to make it," stated Dad. There was an annoying
perverse tone in his voice, which made it soundlike he had better things to do.This
made me kind d annoyed.

He was driving fast in his deek, blue BMW. | went through it every week. There
was always a problem at work. Mom was in the Poconds with my brothers and sisters. My
dad and | had to leave there because of this game. He dropped me off at Grundy,
with its big red neonlights. | lugged my heavy bag into locker room 7.

“Hey, Bea," my teammates mumbled.

| saw, like any other week, a seagreen rubber floor with bladk fredkles. There were
chipped wooden benches circling the room, hading many pounds of hockey players.The
wall s were originall y painted white, but from shoating pucks blad streeks shot acdossthe
wall li ke shoating stars. | always notice afamiliar foul hockey odor that doesn't smell so
pleasant too. | started getting dressed and something came over me. Tenseness Everybody
was tense. Then Coach came into the locker room, everything stayed the same. Sil ent.

"Come on guys," yelled Coach, "get pumped!"

There were éout 5 wedk "yeas" in that raising statement. Butterflies flapped their
light wings in everybody's domach, including mine. My palms turned clammy and | was
sweaing alittl e.

'What...are you guys <ared? Y ea these kids are big, and you will get hit if youare
not careful.” he warned.

There was slence.
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"You guys have asystem though. Your not gonnalet some bigfoot kid scare ya ae
you?"

Again silence.

"It will be agood Hgh intense game, bu | think you can doit if you're not a bunch
of pansies." Coach used that phrase frequently when he thought we were scared. He walked
out and said he ready in five minutes. | gazed acossthe room and what | saw was an army
of warriors. Our sticks are our wegpons, our pads are our armor, and ou goalie isthe
country that we nead to defend and proted. Looking into those glistening warriors' eyes, |
saw cowardliness At the same time intimidation and valiancelingered in there. | pull ed the
pride out of my smelly bag and pu it over my shouder pads. That pride was an orange,
white, and Hadk jersey. It showed that | was from the well-known Pennsbury Schod
district. After strapping my helmet on and sliding on my gloves, | grabbed my stick. Now |
sat there waiting for coach to give us new orders.

Hehurried in and said, "O.K. guys lets get out there and have agood warm up.
Falconsonthred 1, 2, 3,Let's-Go-Fal-cons!"

| walked out of that locker room with a whole new attitude, and | was out to bea a
big, strong, arrogant Bensalem Owlsice hockey club.

| hit that ice and sliced an edge into the recently polished ice.

In the stands the fans were ectatic chanting, "Lets Go Fal-cons"

And then they would stomp their fee boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! It's such
agrea feding knowing that your folks are so proud d you. Even though mine werent
there. Now the time camne for us to shine. After warm ups, coach hudded us together in
front of the bench to have apep talk. My heat was running, and 1was jittery becaise I'm
SO pasgonate aou this Port. | started the game off at left wing and, my turn to go ou

was third. When the player | relieve skated to the bench, my coach opened the squeeky
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doa for meto go on.lIt's always like agreen light for me to go. Exploding out the doar, it
looked like arocket was tied to me. Our Shift is always 40 seclong because we need to
rejuvenate on the bench. | sipped some wld water and dayed hard for the rest of the
period. It wasal-1tie & the endif the first. Now it was the start of the second period.
The puck plummeted ou the refs hand, and ou tean won it badk. | skated at top speed to
my breakout spot along the boards. Our defenseman guided the puck onto my stick. I'm
suppacsed to passit to the centerman at this part, but he wasn't open so | dedded to skate
with it. On the blade of my stick, | carried the puck bad and forth. felt my stick get lighter.
Quickly glancing- down, through the cage of my helmet | needed to seeif the puck was
still there. Then, it happened.

A giant was waiting for me & the blue line. He was very sullen, bu padked a hard
knockout punch. Thiskid, or | think man, was colossal. At 5 foot 9 and 180 pound Brad
South hit me like abird flying into a glasswindow. | had my head down, and paid for it.
The beast hit me, and without a doult it looked like ahit on a Gatorade commercial. My
eyes dhut ailmost automaticdly, and | made aloud grunting noise. Saliva and swea went
flying off my body. My arms waved involuntarily in a dockwise motion. | dropped my
stick, and my right-handed glove went flying in the aisp air. The soundechoed in the rink.
That soundwas my helmet hitting the hard cold ice. | was incredulous to what had just
happened. The last name on the badk of my jersey was hidden under my bad. There was a
loudringing in my head, and my eyes were still glued shut when coach came sliding on his
bladk Nike's to me.

He knelt beside me and asked, "Are you okay?"

| managed to slip ou ayea

“Uh, Bea...you can open your eyes now."
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Chuckling deliriously they slid open. He gave me a @mforting smile. | wasn't redly
lying there because | was hurt. It was just in pure shock. How would you fed if atruck hit
you like that? Coach helped me up and | coasted to the bench. | scanned the stands and dad
wasn't there to smile & me. That whoppng hit took me out for the rest of the second
period. Some time passed, and my head was dill li ght at the start of the final third period.
Our team neaded me, so | thought | would try. We started the final period with a score of 2
to 1 wis. The next goal would be huge if we got it. When we started, | noticed South was
out there too. He was hind d hard to miss All that was going through my mind was a
repetitive and panicky, "Oh my Lord!"

The puck was dumped, and it started sliding to me. | blinked heavily kind o in
slow motion, and my hands becane dammy and sweaty instantly. At that point | would
have rather jumped off a bridge than have the puck come towards me.

Then something stuck out. It was pretty crowded badck in our end. |
courted, 1, 2, 3, 4...5,blue shirtsin ou zone.

Breakaway! Taking ahuge gulp of air; | smirked, and all the terror vanished. Like a
car shifting into gear | started pumping my arms and legs. | picked upthe puck and turned.
Skating as fast as possble & their goalie, | easily had them all bea. It was only the goalie
and me. | skated onthe left side of theice and started turning on an angle & the top o the
faceoff circle. There was only one open spot just to the right of the goalie's right shouder.
| looked down, and fired ore of the best wrist shots I've ever taken. It was a good, strong
shot.

Looking Up | saw, "Ting!"

It hit right off the slightly rusted spot where the post and the aossar med. The
puck flattened down like ashot duck and ht the nylon. An inch higher and it would have

missed.
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| raised my wegpon d goal scoring and shouted, "Y ea Woooood"

After all my high fives and smiles, | glided to the bench to retrieve my breah.
Looking up into the stands, dignity filled my body. There was my dad. Standing proudy on
thc bleaders with two thumbs up and a big smile. My eyes darted to bun by salty
delicious tears. Whil e tingling, my heat slowed, and Hiss ®emed to be stuffed in it like a
fluffy teddy hear. | sniffed the yell ow-green snot back up my nose, and grinned a pure
huge smile. Swea ran in between my nose, and it tickled me before it jumped off onto my
shirt. | stood up,and coach opened the door. Green light!

Andrew Patterson
7" Grade

Y ardley, Pennsylvania
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The Elephant Child

In the darkest room of the marble temple, voices could be heard. They were deep
and resonant, and they carried through the palm trees and acossthe river. A littl e bladk
crow was attraded by the noise, flapping his littl e black wings up and dawn, 'till at last
he dighted onthe branch of the temple's ancient banyan tree He cocked his littl e bladk
head to the side and listened, and looked into the temple for, as you know, littl e bladk
Crows are very curious creaures.

The voices came from big black elephants with big tusks and long, long trunks.

The dephants were talking as ftly as they could in their degp voices, but the aow
caught it all for, as you knaw, little bladk crow eas are very sharp. They were dl

excited about something... The littl e bladk crow was excited, too. He hopped onceon his
right foot, and he hopped onceon hisleft foot, and he found hmself on the windowsill
of the temple, hisfeahers all rumpled from excitement. He aaned his littl e bladk head
forward, and even though his eas were a sharp as only crow-eas could be, he was
hardly able to pick out the smallest voice...

It belonged to a littl e grey elephant and, as you knaow, little grey elephants have
very large eas. In fad, his were so bhig that they made the rest of him look small. And
this is never good, espedally if you're not that big to start with. The littl e grey elephant-
child was trying his very best to be head. He trumpeted and shouted, and ony stopped
when a big elephant told him to "hush." The aow felt sorry for him.

The big elephants were talking abou taking part in afestival the next day. One of
them said he would wea ared-gold cloth made from the fibers of rare reeds from the

mangrove swamp on his broad, broad bad, and another proclaimed that she would have a
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shed of shiny gold on ter trunk. They were dl so happy for themselves that nobody but
the littl e bladk crow noticed the dephant-child at all. Lifting his ebony wings, the littl e
bladk crow sail ed away through the ar, determined to do something.

The next morning, the sun's glad light shone on the slegping form of the
elephant-child. His eas oread ou, fanning him as he dozed standing up for, as you
know, elephant eas are very useful. He opened his wide black eyes as he felt the feet of
the littl e bladk crow on his badk. The aow said:

"Come with me, littl e one!"

The sad littl e dephant-child stood upand dashed his trunk to the groundin
despair.

"All the others have gone to the festival, and | have been left behind," he
wailed, "for | am too small by far to be seen in the parade.”

To thisthe aow replied,

"We have thingsto doand paces to see" he proclaimed, "and we don't need a
processonto be seen!”

So he and the littl e grey elephant-child left the sunny placeby the temple, and
headed for the grea mango treeby the swamp.

"Isit very far away?" the dephant-child asked.

"Youwill see”

They came through shady paths, eaing bananas that fell ripe and yell ow through
the green, green leaves of the trees, either through the insistent pedking of the littl e
bladk crow, or pulled down by the trunk o the dephant-child. Soonthey came uponthe
grea mango tree "Hereit is, friend, nd far at all!"

The dephant-child then saw the most wondrous sght. There were dildren

everywhere, and when they saw him, they let out screams of joy. He was hesitant at
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first, as all careful elephant children are. He stood there swaying gently from side to
side, snorting softly and moving his wrinkly trunk about, sniffing the ar.

"Go on,friend," urged the aow, with soft and insistent pedks.

When he did, he foundthat the children were not going to hut him, bu fuss
over him.

"Lookat histrunk!"

His trunk was inspeded from every angle, children giggling when they felt an
occasional breeze.

"See hiseas!"
His prominent eas were gpraised as they waggled back and forth.

"Fed his «in!"

Small hands rubbed the prickly littl e hairs on his sdes and back. They fed him rice
ball s, coconut mea, sugar cane, and mangos till his littl e tummy was fit to burst.

The day wore on. Eventually, a few pedks on the head remind him it was time
to go. As he left, the dildren followed him “till he was out of sight. None of them
would forget that afternoon.

It was late when the dephant-child got badk. The big elephants had returned and
they were adossabout their day. They were not fed all day, they complained. They had to
march and stand in the hot sun. The people played loud music next to their sensitive eas.
The dephants grumbled and snorted and threw dust in the dar. The dephant-child just
smiled quetly with his new friend, the littl e black crow.

Mahesh Vallath, 8" Grade

Carbonddl e, lllinois
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"Come on!" my dad bedkoned to my mom, my sister, and me & we dodged hugerain
pell ets and dashed away from the beauty of Notre Dame Cathedral. | stuck out my tongue & |
drank in the fresh, codl, rainstorm air. Heavy rain drops pounded onmy arms, face and hands as
al of Paris, Francewas doused by the unexpeded storm. Therain was © denseit felt asif | were
walking through sheds of liquid. Neaby the thunder roared ominously like avolcano abou to
erupt. One thousand dummers bea their drums, ead to their own bea. | felt awarm, tickly
sensation cregoing up my legs as dean from the just sweltering pavement rose up from the
ground.l looked upon huntkds of blurred figures scurrying along like micethrough the constant
downpou. Aswe neaed the small off- stred we rushed towards the shelter of the bakery to
escgpe from the relentless nonforgiving rain. | sniffed the drifting fragrance of freshly-baked
sugar crepes coming from the small patisserie.

| breathed in again to inhale the delightful aroma a my family and | finally readed the
awning of the small pastry shop.| head the sizzling of buttery grill ed sandwiches and watched
cooks flipping the fried food as we waited, sheltered by the avning, for the rain to cease. Under
the doth owerhang the distinct plip ploppng, plip poppng served as pleasant badkgroundmusic
for the anxious businessmen hurying still from one placeto anather. My family sat down in the
brasserie to have aquick snadk while therain thundered on.The buttery crepes melted in our
mouths as the palette of grays of the sky, buldings and pavement melted into ead ather through
the curtain of rain. Soon, | glimpsed shafts of light trying to shine through the dense rain clouds.
Slowly, the skies began to clea up and the sun began to shine oncemore. Asthe douds
reluctantly parted and the sun was reveded, | was reminded of disappainted troops dispersing
just having lost awar, being forced to surrender to the enemy. Thisisarainstorm | will

remember forever.
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Thiswas my first visit to Europe, and as we dashed through the heavy rain, | was
reminded of how blessed | was to be with my family in such a beautiful place It was abou 3:00
in the dternoonin mid-July, 2004, orthe lie de la Cite, atiny strip of an island in the midd e of
the Seine River which runs through Paris. We had already conquered Londonand were hurriedly
pursuing the sights and scenes on ou second dy in Paris. | redized how fortunate | was to
experiencethis once-in-a-lifetime oppatunity. Thisredization ht me atherain hit my skin.
Thiswasn't just ancther museum or monument; this was my own personal experience and ore
of my most memorable moments onthe trip. | loved the history and the achitedure and the
curvy streds of Paris, bu this experiencewas gedal in adifferent way. The rainstorm was
like amoment stolen in time when my family and | had a moment to refled withou having to
rush somewhere dse. | knew that this would soon ke amemory that | would treasure for the
rest of my life.

As we headed ou into the reemerging sun, we dhedked ou watches, looked at the
guidebooks, glanced at our rain-spedkled pants and smiled at ead ather. The moment was
over, bu the memory of the rain, the escgpe and the @zy intermissonwas dill fresh.
JesscaBarzilay
5" Grade

Encino, California
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THE DEVIL RIDERS

He had been in the Mesopaamian desert for threemonths. He was one of thase fodlish
rich boys. They say he ran away from home to join the amy. He wasn't well li ked. Jonathan
Chesterson was the most boyish of all the new privates. He had red cheeks and his gringy blonde
hair looked like it was plastered to his head. Some of the meaner men kicked him as he walked
aroundthe camp. None of the officersliked him. I remember Colonial Wall acesaying to me, "
Sergeant Green, | have never seen such arunt in thisarmy.” It was amost funny to watch him in
drill s, pufing along with his cheeks as red as the sun which constantly shined on s. The boys
and even the officers cdled him "Runty Johnry."

Whil e the war onthe Western Front raged on,we fought in the desert. Whil e the other
men there were fighting the Germans, we were fighting the Turks, who were leal by Ishan. We
were one of theinfantry regiments lead by Willi am Marshall. All | wanted was to get away from
Johnry. Something about his presence aanoyed me. | was guck. | felt bad to yell at him, but |
had to, the rat had no dsciplinein him. | fought relentlesdy to get him transferred; his
unpopuiarity was not goodfor the men. Johnry didn't seem to care &ou this. He tried to do
what he wastold, and pu up with the men's bullying. | might have felt sorry for him but the fad
that he just didn't seem to care that he was hated, overshadowed my pity with anger. All my
fedings added upand made me push the boy hard. On April 30" 1917 ,wefdl in with the main
army and attadked the boa shaped peninsula & Band | Adhaim. We succeeled in taking the
peninsula and 300Turkish prisoners. It seemed Chesterson dd nahing and lagged behindin the
charge. | asked Colonial Wallacefor permisgonto purish the boy. | found ot that he had na
runaway, bu just staled , and that was enough for me to take hisrations. | might have been too

harsh with him, bu it was for his own good.
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Later there was alarge sandstorm. During the storm Ishan's army came and we defended
the peninsula amidst the grea storm. The battle was massve . But | had fought many times
before and was used to the explosions and the deah. Despite the sandstorm, | was ready. The
battle began and as the men started to fire, something caught my eye; | saw Johnry running away
from thefield. In arage, | chased the runt. He might have seen me but he didn't care. He pushed
atroop d soldiers out of the way, and jumped into atrench. He scrambled ou of the trench and
bolted. He disappeaed into the douds of sand. | continued after him. He saw me emerge from
the sand cloud.| fired awarning shat, andin anger | screaned, " Youfod, you damn fod , how
dare you boy, how dare you?' | chased hm onward, and | forgot abou the battle.

Asthe sandstorm cleaed, | saw him slowly panting along. The sun was sorching on my
badk, as| ran onand caught up with im. When | got to him, | foundthat hisleg had been
scraped by abullet. Hewas onall fours with sand over his knees, and aripped shirt. | didn't care
abou his pitiful state. 1just drew my leg bad and with al my might | kicked him straight up the
ribs.

" How dare you, you coward, you scum.” | shoued. | couldnt help bu hate him, he
had gotten me lost, lost in the desert.

The sunwas glaring down. It was his fault; it was all that stupid boy's fault. | did na
look at him. He ruined the meager life | had. | hardly had afamily, my wife left me 2
after two yeasinto ou marriage and | had nochildren. I thought how he probably had more of a
life than me. "He was ruining himself more than me, the stupid boy.” | thought. | didn't say this
to him. | didn't want to look at him. | chedked to seewhat | had onme. Many of the things | was
carying had falen of in the pursuit and al | had left was my pistol, canteen, and afew rations. |
was <ratched up bu | saw he was in an even worse state than | thought. Apart from being
scratched up, hs cap had fallen off, bloodwas trickling from his wounded leg into the sand, and

my kick seamed to have shocked him to the paint that he looked petrified. | thought | might have
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killed him, bu | didn't care. Asfar as | was concerned Johnry murdered me. He got me lost, he
brought me to this burning hell, he killed me. | didn't careif he didn't doit on pupaose. Just being
who he was, was enough to get under my skin like adisease. | thought all this quickly. | waited
for afew seconds not knowing what to do.Finally | cdmed dawvn abit, and as my anger and
hatred ded davn | went over to Johnry. He was lying in the sand. It looked asif he was crying,
but | could na tell for sure. | felt some pity, and even though my hatred had died down, it was
still t here waiting to flare up again and attadk. | told him to get upin avery shaky voice, but he
did na budge. | was cetain | saw silent teas greaning down hisface | forced myself into a
cheay voice, asif there was nothing at all wrong. "Get up there lad. We best get ourselves
moving,” | said.

| then proceeaded to help him up. When he stood up te seemed heppier.

Onceup, resaid in avery quiet voice "l am sorry."

Then | redly felt pity. | gave the boy adrink from my canteen. | had absolutely no

inclination o where we were or which way we had come; my mind was © shaken. He
asked me what we were to do.l said we shoud wait where we were and think. Perhaps we
weren't far from our friends. So despite the burning, sunwe sat down and talked. | couldn't
believe | was talking to this boy like an equal. | aimost liked the boy, he seemed smarter than |
thought he was. He asked me if we wuld move on. | suddenly had more courage. We got up
and started walking. | had noideawhich way to go. The sandstorm swept away all our foot
prints. We walked in the diredion that we thought we had come from but we didn't know for
sureif it was the right way. The sun kept glaring down, and 1started panting and walking
slowly. Johnry didn't seem to mind so much. Maybe he was trying to show me that he was
courageous.
Two days had passed. It felt li ke deah shoud have cmme hours ago. | wasn't so

forgiving with Johnry. | aded more angry at him. He wasn't so awake now. He, like me, was
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moving slowly and panting. Both of us drunk too much water. The parts of our uniform that we
left onwere drenched in swea. We forgot all strategies of finding diredion and survival. We
just trudged on.In the &ternoon d our second day, Johnry seamed to go into afit, and he
started running. | screamed at him to come badk. The scream took all the energy out of me & |
collapsed. When | woke up | heard the thundering of hoowes. | saw Johnry beside me sleging.
| nudged him and asked him if he heard them. He said noas he started to get up, bu then he
paused. He looked scared.

"I hea them," he whispered.

We saw ridersin the distance, but we couldn't tell who they were. Something abou
them made both of us more scared than we ever were. We ran urtil they were out of site. On
the 4" day we head the Devil riders again, and orce ajyain we ran. We started 4
heaing them, and sometimes seang them every few hous. Every time we head them we ran,
for something abou them struck fea into our souls. Sometimes we would find adead animal or
adead man. But whenever we got closeto try to ed the animal, or take the dead man's
possessons, the Devil riders would come nea. Each time we head them they came closer, and
eadt time they came doser they drove us degoer into madness

It was the 7" day. We @muldnt move unlesswe head the Devil riders. The fea they
struck in us made us aert, and forced usto run. On that same day we cane to thetop o asand
dure. On the bottom was a Turkish camp. When 1 saw human civili zation, afaraway knowledge
flooded badk to me. | redized that thase Devil riders were just my imagination. | wondered if
Johnry had cometo his nsestoo. | turned to ask him, but he had an expresson d panic on his
face He said he head them again. When hetold me, | tried na to believe him, but slowly |
began heaiing hod beds against my will . That noise of fea started creguing bad into my head.
| turned aroundwithou wanting to and saw them thundering towards us. We knew they would

take usto Hell. Johnry started running towards the Turkish camp. He stopped and he turned
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aroundtelling me to run. But for me the hod beds began to de awvay. | told him they were
nothing but our imagination, bu it was clea that he still head them. | knew that staying still and
not running was literally painful to hm. He kept bedkoning me to foll ow. Panic stricken, he
made his way badk to me. He wrestled my pistol away from me and held me & gun pant.

"Come sergeant please," he screaned. This poa boy was trying to forcemeto run, te
was trying to save my life. | tried to resson with him, but he was beyondthat, he had
completely goneinsane. | ordered him as a superior to drop the gum.

"I'm sorry for yousir. I'll get help. I'll be badk,” he was crying as he said it. Then he
saluted me and ran into the canp. He left me speediless | just stoodthere, paralyzed, then |
fainted. | never saw Johnry again.

EPILOGUE: | was found ly the British army later. | was too shaken mentally to befit for
service anymore, so | had to go hane. Johnry tried to save my life. | used to think that | would
never truly like him. Thereis gill apart of methat doesn't. | cannat help it. | naturally didn't like
him from the start, but more of meis grateful to him, he became my friend. Every night | think
of Johnry, and every night | hea the hod beds.

Maxfield Sklar
8" Grade

Hamilton, MA
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| Do It for myself and No One Else

| went to apubic schod for seven yeas of my life and | never redly fit into any of the
cliques. | wasn't a cheelealer or interested in boys, sports, or TV. | would have rather done
my homework or read than gossp with the other girls about who was "cod™ and which boy
was "cute." | didnt like hanging around people that foundfaultsin athersto try to make
themselves s2em "coadl.” | also didn't like hanging around people who made their dedsions
based onwhat others said and dd. The girls, who ddn't gosdp or rely on aher people,
bothered mein different ways. They made fun d me because | cared abou my schodwork so
much. They said things to me @ou how i was "the smart one," or the "perfed one.” I'm not
sureif the girls that made fun d me were trying to compliment me on my hard work, or if they
were just trying to amuse themselves. But still, nomatter what the reason was, | was deeply
hurt by it. | didn't want to be singled ou even if | was different. No ore wants to be made fun
of constantly, day after day. | had to come to the redization though, that there weren't any
other girlsthat | knew of that cared abou schod like me, or that didn't want to gossp abou
others. Even in agrade of 200 people, if | didn't want to sit alone & lunch, | had to pick one of
the groups, nomatter how unhappy | would be. The group| chase happened to be some of the
girls that made fun d me. This groupjust happened to make fun o me lessthan athers did.
Then everyday, | had to endure some "smart" comment at least once. It was rough to go to
schod and knaw that all | had to look forward to was agroup d girlsthat didn't resped me for
who 1was. If | didn't hang aroundwith them though, | would have been al alone, and that
would have been more humiliating.

There was one girl in the groupwho ddn't make fun o me onadaily basis. We had
been together since kindergarten. We took keall et classes and were in Indian Princesses and

Brownies together. She even made the dfort to cal me on the weekends to get together. This

33



was hice becaise no ore dseinthe group dd. We spent alot of time together, and most of it
laughing. She was always funto be aound.Although she made fun d my grades every now
and then, she didn't do it too much and it was therefore eaier to get over. Sometimes e even
stood up for me when the other girls made fun d me. After awhile, | started to trust her and
ended uptelling her who my first crush was. She was the only one | told and | dont think she
ever told anyone &ou it. Knowing that | could trust her, made our friendship even stronger.
She was my best friend. Or at least that's what | thought.
In the fifth grade our friendship changed though. It was a gloomy fall afternoonand

thick gray clouds were plastered in the sky, showing no signs of cleaing up. My mom and i
thought it would be the perfed day to be lazy and watch a movie. As we were watching the
movie, the phore rang suddenly. It startled me so much that | jumped off the wuch. | answered
the phore and was excited to hea my friend's voice on the other end. A cdl from her always
meant an invitation to dosomething with her.

"Where ae you?' she asked in asomewhat irritated manner. 1

was puzzled. "What are you talking about?"

"Wait," she said. "You ddnt get my e-mail ?"

| had noideawhat she was talking abou, so | asked her to explain. She told me that
she had sent me an e-mail, inviting me to a slegpover at her house, with the other
four girls in the group. | hadn't gotten the email but figured she may have sent it to the
wrong address | then anxiously waited for her to ask if | was coming. She did, and | got so
excited that my heat raced at an unwsually fast pace i ran over to my mom and told her that
| had gotten invited to a slegoover.

"Can | go, Mom? Please, | redly want to. Pretty please?’ | begged her excitedly. She

agredd, told me to go padk, and said she would take me over right then. | told my friend the
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good rews, hurg up, and raced upthe stairsto pad. | was going to a slumber party! Abou ten
minutes later, the phore rang again. | answered it, nat redizing that two minutes later | would
be wishing that it hadn't rung.

"Hello," | said.

A shy resporse of "Brittany...," answered, and | instantly knew it was my friend."... -]
dont think you shoud...come anymore. | just... dorit want you to come.”

| was devastated. | tried to fight badk the tears long enough to soundenergetic
and say, "Okay, well, maybe another time."

"Seeyou at schod," she said.

"Yedn, bye" | replied, feding the teas closer to the brim of my eye. | hung up, andthe
teas darted flowing. | couldn't make them stop, a slow down. | ran down the stairsto my
mom, as they flowed faster, and faster. | was crying hard enough that | could barely explain the
situationto her. | couldn't even explain it to myself- why wouldn't my best friend want me &
her party? My mom cradled mein her arms for hours, continually telling me | had dore
nothing wrong. She kept trying to come up with reasons why my friend may not have wanted
me there, all the time saying that it was the girl's lossthat 1 wasn't going to the party.
Thousands of posshiliti es of "Why?" crossed my own mind. | didn't know if | had dore
something wrong or if she had misunderstood something other girlstold her abou me. Maybe
she thought | was talking abou her behind her badk. Maybe she thought | would bring down
the party by talking "smart.” | wasn't sure what her motives were. | didn't know whether to be
angry at her for taking badk an invitation, a to be sad that she may have listened to ather girls
and changed her opinion about me.

| finally cdmed down bu had nointerest in going to schod on Monday and sedng the
girl. | ended upgoing to schod though because 1 didn't think it was right to skip schod for

being in afight. Schod wasn't too bed after all, because we bath avoided ead ather for the rest
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of the yea. We never made g/e contad and luckily didn't get stuck together for any projeds.
Then in sixth grade, she mnfronted me in the hallway after | got a 100 percent on atest.

"Why do you always have to get good grades?" she rudely asked whil e we were bath
alore.

| was gill angry with her abou the party a yea before, and | was dore letting the
"smart" comments roll off my shouder. | looked her straight in the eye, and said, "Y ouwon't
even be working for me someday.” After that, | walked away, and we haven't been in contacd
sincethen.

| redize that this was probably a mean comment to say and she may not have deserved
it. She wasn't a bad student either, so to that effed, the comment didn't redly make sense. | just
wanted her to know that | didn't appredate being rejeded from the party. No ore shoud have
to go through something as upsetting as that. | think | was also trying to tell her that by not
keeping her word, her life in the businessworld could be disastrous. | highly doult she got the
meaning in the omment 1 made, bu it felt goodto
finally stand upto someone and let them know that | wasn't going to let them make fun d me
any more.

A yea after our hallway confrontation, my parents sent me to a private schod where
my grades are valued. Now, people ask for my help rather than making fun o me. | even have
friends that have the same charaderistics as me. Even if | didn't change schods though, |
learned an important lessonin my experience with the girl. It isn't important what others say
and do.If they can't even keep an invitation, they aren't worth getting upset over. Plus, why
shoud it matter what other people think about my grades? In the end, | am only getting the
goodgrades to benefit myself. It doesn't affed anyone dse but me.

Brittany Jarrett, 9" Grade  Dublin, Ohio
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My First Seven Minutes

My heat raced as | ran off the field and gave ahigh five to Ashley, the rejuvenated
teammate who came on as my substitute. "Nicehustle," she said as $ejogged briskly past me.
Out of breah, | joined my teammates on the bench.
| had thought the season would end weeks before. 1 was completely wrong. 1 couldnt believe
that I, an eighth grader, was playing in avarsity sedions game. That Thursday afternoonafter
pradice thetean and | walked bad to ou bags, tired from along day of condtioning and
scrimmaging. | stopped when | heard Coach Makela cdl over for me to stay after. Wondering if |
had dore something wrong, | scurried ower to her.

"Asyou knaw, sedions are aming up, and we need to fill the varsity roster,” she
explained. "Coach Palmer and | were wondering if youwould be interested in playing up
onthe varsity team.”

My heat skipped a bea, and my body fill ed with excitement. | couldn't help bu smile,
like | had just wonthe lottery. My jaw dropped. | couldnt believe | would adually be onthe
varsity team! "Yes...df course!” | tried to say camly.

Then Coach Makela explained that 1 would pradicewith the varsity squad for the rest
of the season and would get my new jersey soon.| couldn't wait to tell my family and al of my
friendsthat | would be playing on varsity.

Jumping into my mom's ca, | screamed, "Mom! Coadch Makelajust asked meto pay on
varsity for sedions!”

"Yourekidding! That's grea, Annie!" she exclamed.

The next pradices were tough and so exhausting. Constant drill s and sprints definitely

wore meout. 1 hed to work my hardest to prove to everyone that | deserved to be there. Dont be
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last... wst finish ...orly afew more, | told myself. | must have stood ou like asore thumb becaise
| was abou half their size and the only eighth grader there. Most of the girls were juniors and
seniors. The mgjority of the team wasn't so welcoming, for they probably didn't want an eighth
grader ontheir tean. Motivated by my fea of rejedion, | put 1109° into everything ! did in
pradice

A week before the big game, Coach Makela gave me my very own varsity jersey: #17.
The smile onmy facewould na go away as | tried onmy red and white jersey. | couldnt wait to
play.

At last the day of the game arived, and | was ready. Proudto be weaing my varsity
jersey to schod, | watched seaetly to seeif anyone naticed what | was weaing.

Two forty-five rolled around,and it wastimeto get onthe bus. | sat nervously in my sea
for the entire hour-long ride. Surrounded by older, more experienced, and more confident girls, |
sat mostly in sil encewhil e thoughts of possble enbarrassment and dsappantment clouded my
mind.

"Annie, are you realy for this?* asked ore of the older girls, pleasantly smiling.

"Ha, of course!” | tried to say confidently as | quickly sat up straight. My stomac
filled with buterflies, andf redized 1 was nathing close to realy.

The team shuffled off the bus and prepared for warm-ups. We began with a drill cdled
"Colorado, where we go ore-on-one with a defenseman to the goal. On my turn, | went against
Christa Clavel, the best sweegoer on the team, the one | envied most. She maintained complete
composure when under presaure. Her skill s were unbelievable; she rarely let anyone slide past
her to the goal. Defeded, | felt even more frightened and intimidated. We continued to stretch,
and then | passed the ball aroundwith Meredith. Only ayea older than I, she seamed caefree

for she had played on varsity many times before.
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Gametime arived. | sat ontheice @ld bench for the entire first half. Joining the team
for the half-time pep talk, | could barely kegp my mind focused. The Second relf started, and
the dock kept onticking. Now relieved, | thought that | wouldn't have to get in and day and
risk disappanting the team. After watching intensely for the majority of the game, | head
Coach Makelayell, "Annie, get ready and come on ower."

My heat dropped. | was © nervous and aimost in shock. Quickly taking off my
warm-up pants | scurried toward her.

"Youll begoinginfor Molly at outside left mid. Play hard and youll do grea,"”
she told me.

"All right, sounds good," | whispered.

The refereés whistle signaled that | could go onthe field. Heaing sharp sound, |
hesitated before | cdled in for my substitute. | attempted to loosen upand run casually onto
thefield, bu it was patently obvious how tense | was.

| dont remember much of what happened duing the seven minutes onthe field. All 1
know isthat | ran around,trying to run wherever the ball was. | wasn't quite sure where to go.
The cdiber of spead and the quality of ball touch was much greder in varsity play than anything
| was used to onJV. | left thefield in disbelief. | had adually recaeved playing timein asedions
game. Leaving thefield, | heard "Grea job," from Coach Makela. A sense of relief filled me. As
an eighth grader, | never would have expeded to be playing on varsity. Asajunior, before ea
gamel still get nervous, but nothing compared to my first seven minutes.

Annie Schroeder, 11" Grade

Mankato, Minnesota
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Ten Waysto Real aBookin Comfort

Do you ever have troube sitting down to read a good bookR Do you have agood book
but just dorit know where to start? Well | am hereto help! | have written ten stupendous ways to
just relax and read. | hope you enjoy! One way to read abookin comfort isin front of awarm,
crackling fire. During a cold blustery evening get some large pieces of wood,light them, and just
settle in with athrilli ng novel.

Oh yedh, if you are going to dothisright you are going to need aredly exciting book, ore
with ajuicy plot and agoodending. If it isasunny day outside and it isnice aad warm, you
shoud go ouside and real. It would be even better if you had a hammock where you could relax
andreal. That is my absolute favorite way to real, ouside, onasunry day, in a hammock.

If youare mad or annoyed because of your siblings (which happensto me alot), go andread
abookin your room. Just storm right in, lock the doar, and read your bookin your bed in peace
If it isawarm day, you can go in your hammock, right? Well, what abou a @ld day? What |
liketo do ona wld day is get some hot chocolate and read my bookwith some deledable

cookies.

Whenever | am at an exciting part of the bookand canna put it down, | just read right
through amed! Get your favorite sandwich, chips and fruit, and just read whil e eaing.

Downstairs | have ahumongous beanbag. It has my name onit, so do na think you can
useit!

Anyway, | love to wallow onthat big thing and read.
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It you have some boring chores to do,and your mom islooking for you, I have asolution!
Take your bookand hde so that you canna be found.Just read away.

My dad likesto slegp onthe much, but | like to read there instead. Y ou could get a blanket,
if it isnecessary, andreal away. If you want to enjoy this technique, take your shoes off and just
relax.

| dont know abou you, bu after schod, | like to have asnadk. Usually | split anicebig
bowl of popcorn between my brothers and myself. Yes, thisis aperfed oppatunity to read your
book.Just make sure that no ore interrupts you whil e you are reading away.

My last way to read in comfort isto get out asmall tent, or to find asmall areato sit in.
Then youwill need to get your book,and al the blankets and pill ows in the house, andjust lie
there andrea.

| hope you enjoy my ten grea ways to read abookin comfort. Why dorit you go and
try them all out now and seewhich fits your fancy? | bet youwill find a excdlent and
comfortable way to real!!
Daniel Clancy
Agell

San Carlos, Cdlifornia
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Naked

| stare up at the green tent, glowing in the morning light. My body wants to escape from
its restricting cocoon kag. | step ou and the sunis opening its eye over the mourtains. Beside the
unzipped pata doa sits asmall aluminum cup fill ed to the brim with chai tea It was hat twenty
minutes ago, bu now is cold. | sip its sved spiced flavor as | prepare my means of
transportation, my fed. | strugge to find my first aid kit in the messof threegirls badkpadks,
when | natice some kids five fed away staring in awe & my straw colored hair. | smile and
continue seaching. They were there last night too, uril they recognized that we were alee
inside the green bax. | find my first aid kit and pdl out the mole skin, d which | only have one
pieceleft. With my pocketknife | cut a piecejust big enough to cover the newest blister on my
right foat. | dlip onmy Gortex boas, and with urtied laces traili ng, shuffle toward the foodtent.

The sunlight kisses my fair skin and the mourtains of northernmost India sing a swed
song to me. They cdl me, plead for me to come. In their valleys | discover vill ages and people,
who in America ould orly exist in phdos of previous trekkers. These extraordinary mourtain
dwell ers traverse high peesto deliver expired Coca-Cola on donleys and reuse the battles until
they bre&k. | find fascinating children who knav how to work afield and tend sheep, but remain
disinterested in jump ropes and toys. These people have stares that look pest your eyes and
seamingly gaze into your being, espedaly the dders. It reminds me of war stories, where men
would return hane with a"look' in their eyes. | seethislook in them, na the dildren o yourng
adults. It isasif they're trapped--trapped in their soul by some unimaginable force

It was this same force | felt in the Buddhst monastery. Religion is nat a fad here, like
America sees yoga and Zen. | remember the paintings in the chant room. Blue gods with gold
embelli shments danced on the wall, while | tried na to trip over the sitting mats and ureven

floor boards. | saw pictures of these gods and spirits | had read abou before coming. The images
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aren't in abook o a National Geographic museum. It's red--tangible. In the mornings | hea the
chants of a neaby monastery. The aies and songs of monks ring in my head as | begin my day
at five o'clock. We walk through these places where we fed religionin the ar. | sing in my heal
and keep walking.

The thin air makes every breah demanding. As my pad sits on me | fed every ource of
weight weaing me down. Inside my boas, my dead fee walk on. Blisters rub and chafe their
tender edges. | cringe. My mole skin supgy is runnng low, and band aids dorit stick to swed.
The pain is numbing but | continue. | have to dvert my attention from it to keep from screaming.
The only way to go is up, and the mountains teese. Thereis no perspedive and the distancedrags
on and on.This desolate badcourtry doesn't grow any trees, just weeds and an occasiona ugly
shrub. | distrad myself by watching rocks or the boas of a fellow trekker. Soon my thoughts
wander off the dirt paths and gladers I'm walking on and badk to my sore fed.

It is the tenth day that | have cnquered these mourtains. | have beaen my body by
taking thousands of steps on their strenuows surface Yesterday, the hardest day so far, | amost
broke down. | redize this will probably be the hardest physicd thing I'll ever doin my life, and
to succea will be amental victory. Today we walked nine and a half-hous to get to the vill age
where we canped. | fell behind when | felt like | was going to throw up, pobably becaise | ate
my friends oatmed bre&fast for her. There was an dd woman walking on ou highest pass
yesterday morning with long braids and Buddhist adornments that reveded her age. She walked
one hunded fed and then sat down to rest. Her pacewas naticealy slow, and as | approached
her she, ornce aain, took a sea alongside the trail. | sat beside her, feding tired myself, bu not
so much tired as wanting to jump df the mourtain and have God take me to heaven. As e
looked me over, her piercing eyes becane fresh, like alittl e girl, and she said some words to me
in Ladakhi. | smiled, and we @e my dried apricots together. Moments later | trekked on,learing

the bag with her, knowing its resedable feaure would be used urtil its demise. | forgot abou
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how dirty | was feding and hawv realy to leave | was. | told no ore bout my experiencewith the
old woman.

It was later that evening that two ather tean members and | got lost. We went over the
last passand lost the foatprints. There ae so many trail s and when covered with rocks, there ae
no prints left behind. We wandered arounda vall ey for two hous before we saw someone in the
distance We foundthe canp, bu along the way, | founda small, pink-petaled flower. | flattened
it in my journa and thought nothing more of it. Today, | opened my journa and the blossom fell
from its pages onto my lap. | carefully picked upits fragile body that somehow grew at 16,000
fed, despite harsh condtions and dltitude. It grew for no ore's benefit but its own. It is beautiful,
but also strong becaise it lived in a placewhere no ore culd imagine that it would survive. |
saved it from afuture of nothingnessto remind me.

| think of how quickly | arrived here. In a mere twenty-four hous we drove to ore of the
most desolate badkcourtries in the world, a place where 1 am foreign because light skin is
scace A world | briefly live in. | passby. Tomorrow | will once ajain be plucked from this
placeto hike on to the next. | avoid thinking of home and the cmmon Hister. Contentment
lingers around my tent and surrounds my thoughts, bu never stays. | recognize | am here to
survive, for myself if no ore dse. Contentment would deprive me of my strength to continue.

Next week | will plant myself badk into lowan soil, bu for now | sleg in a bag that
suffocates me and | attempt to wash myself in a freezing gdader stream. My hair is matted and
dirt is embedded in the pores of my skin. Everything with me is dusty; the nice boas that bregk
my skin and shorten my nerves, and my pad that was once blue in color. My right cdf adches
every time my foot contads the eath. | can't find my fingernail clippers. Here | am stripped of
my makeup, which usualy hides my face Here | am stripped of everything. | wak the
Himalayas, glowing in my nakedness

Anna Farrand, High Schod West Des Moines, lowa
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