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Preface

The Florida Council of Teachers of English is proud to present the work of the 2005 recipients of the Student Writing Awards. Each work presented in this book was written by a student enrolled in a Florida school, submitted to the FCTE awards committee by his or her teacher, read by a series of judges, and recognized for its merit.   
Offering perspectives that are compassionate, incisive, and humorous, these works illustrate the promise of young voices and the best part of teaching and learning the English language arts. 
We offer congratulations to all of these young writers, and we acknowledge the effort and hard work of English teachers everywhere. 
Barbara Pace 


University of Florida

Susan Wood


Florida State University

2005 Writing Award Co-coordinators
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Division 1 – Poetry

Nadine Marie Menna

Grade 7

Saint Paul’s School, Clearwater

Teacher: Kathy Koenig

What is A Shadow?

A shadow is always waiting

Shirking around your feet

Its timidity keeps it away from the swollen sun

But then, 

You open the door.

And r a y s upon r a y s of

*********************glittering gold fairy dust*********************


puts YOU in the 

and your shadow






n
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like you’ve released a panther…

Although, 

Surprisingly

You’re lucky. (
Because something loves you

YOUR SHADOW!

It will     N E V E R     leave you

Never
         ever.

Its feet are still beneath yours

Living off the G U M stuck on your sneakers. 

Breathing in your essence.

So don’t be afraid

Go ahead

R
u
n.

You’re only falling into your own twin’s trap.

Your shadow

Because your shadow needs amusement too, you see.

It creates its own FARCE. 

The mimicking cloud.......
So go.

Walk along the sidewalk as it follows

And watch it like candy.......

Then step in THAT PUDDLE.

And you’ll see something beautiful,

Your shadow is no longer a figure

It has color

A face

A smile.

Better known as, your reflection.
Division 1 – Fiction

Kacey Guenther

Grade 7

Fernandina Beach Middle School, Fernandina Beach

Teacher: Virginia White
Homecoming


When the last bell of the day rang at the middle school, every eighth grade girl was talking to her friends about the Homecoming dance. Talking about what finishing touches to add to their outfits and who was going with whom and, the most popular topic of all, that Jon Evansfield had just broken up with Queeny Taylorson and hadn’t asked anybody to go to the dance with him… yet. Every girl, that is, except for Beth Christenson, who had no friends to talk to and who didn’t care whom Jon Evansfield would ask to the dance. She barely knew there was a dance coming up.


Beth had just moved to the small town of Eureka Springs, Arkansas, the month before to live with her aunt and uncle. Her old house, near the Colorado Rockies, had caught fire during a drought and burned to the ground. A hot lamp sitting right next to a curtain had been left on all night. The result was fatal. Her parents, and everything they owned, perished in the fire. 


Beth missed all her old possessions, most of all her books, but she missed her parents with an ache so painful and so easily renewed that she buried herself in the realms of fantasy, taking comfort from the books she loved. Before an avid reader, she now read every second she had the chance to open up a book. She pushed away all potential friends right from the start and avoided contact with the other kids. She really did want a friend, but she was too shy and was hurting too badly to make any.


Beth would have given anything to have just one book of her own, but since her aunt and uncle had seven kids of their own, they didn’t exactly have enough money to “waste on books,” as they put it. So she made do with library books, and it was not uncommon to see her in the library in the morning, scanning the shelves for a new book. 


Beth had been sitting at the back of the room with her nose stuck in Gone With the Wind, the library’s copy, completely blocking out everything but the words on the page. She didn’t notice that the bell had rung or that everyone had left the classroom until the teacher came and tapped her on the shoulder.


“Sorry,” she murmured, swung her backpack on her shoulder, and walked out the door.


Beth maneuvered her way through the halls teeming with kids rushing to the buses or after-school activities, walked out to the sidewalk by the road, flicked her book back open and started home. She put her head down so that her long brown hair hid her face and started reading and walking simultaneously. 


As she came to the large house on Elm Street, she looked up from her book for the first time since leaving school, and pushed her hair back from her face. Beth loved this house with its large front porch and its decorative windows.


As she leaned on the fence, a white car pulled into the driveway right next to her. An elderly lady, looking to be in her seventies with perfectly white hair, stepped out. She opened the trunk and attempted to lift out a large, flowering hibiscus. 


“I’m getting too old for this gardening business,” the lady muttered, deceivingly grumpy. She tried another attack on the plant, to no avail.


Beth snapped out of her reverie. She walked up the driveway to the old lady and asked timidly, “Can I help you with that? It looks kind of heavy.” The old lady turned around with a scowl. Her mouth opened to reject the offer, but stopped when she saw the slim girl, standing there with a large book open in her hand. The scowl turned into a smile, and a twinkle crept into her eye.


“Thank you, I’d like that. Here, come put your things on the porch and we’ll tackle it together.” She spoke with a strong Irish accent, which was a startling contrast to the southern drawl that Beth was used to hearing. The lady’s smile turned into a grin as if she knew what Beth was thinking. Beth gave a tentative smile in return.


Each taking a side, they hauled the hibiscus around the back to the garden, setting it down next to a small open space.


“Would you mind helping me transplant this? It’ll only take a moment, and then we can go inside and have a cookie. I think I have some somewhere.” Her eyes twinkled again.


“Oh, I don’t mind,” Beth replied. A chance to see the inside of the house! 


The lady all of a sudden started berating herself. “How like me, to forget to introduce myself! Margaret McCormick.” She extended a hand. 


“I’m Elizabeth Christenson, but everyone calls me Beth.” Beth shook it.


They both knelt down in the dirt and started working the plant out of its pot. Beth found herself telling Margaret McCormick everything. It helped her, she found, to finally let all the hurt that had been pent up inside her come out into the open. The ache in her chest lessened itself just a small, almost indecipherable bit. She had found her first friend in this friendly Irish woman.


They finished planting the hibiscus, and Beth leapt to her feet and put out a hand to help Margaret. “No, no, I’m fine,” Margaret stated, getting to her feet with startling agility. “Now, how about those cookies?” Together, they headed toward the house.


“Do you like to read?” Margaret asked, indicating the book on the porch. 


Beth’s brown eyes glowed as she picked up the library book. “I love reading!”


Margaret, with another grin, opened the front door. “Then welcome to my library.”


Beth didn’t utter a sound as she stepped through the door, except a small gasp. Surrounding her were hundred and hundreds of books, on shelves lining the walls, starting up at the ceiling and leading down to the floor. There was fantasy, history, biographies, fiction, non-fiction. Any book you could think of seemed to be right here in this wondrous home. They buoyed her spirits, making the ache in her chest lessen just a little bit more. Beth stared wide eyed as she was led through room after room, each covered in books from ceiling to floor, even the bedrooms and bathrooms. 


“Where did you get all of them?” she finally managed to gasp.


“I’ve been collecting them, ever since I was a young girl,” she said fondly.


“I don’t own a single book,” Beth said dejectedly. “Haven’t since the fire…”


“We can fix that,” Margaret said briskly, plucking a book off the shelf.


“Oh no, I didn’t mean—” Beth stammered, looking at the book.


“No, I insist,” Margaret interrupted her, pushing it into her hand. Its cover said A Girl of the Limberlost with a picture of a girl holding a moth. Down at the bottom in small print was the name Gene Stratton-Porter. “I think you’ll enjoy that one. Now, how about those cookies?”


Beth decided it was useless to argue. She stared in rapture at the book. “I have to get home. I’m running late and my aunt will start worrying about me.”


“I understand,” Margaret nodded. She led Beth to the door.


“Thank you very, very much,” Beth said.


“Come back any time,” Margaret replied.


Beth leapt down the stairs and ran to the end of the driveway, turning when she got there to wave. She whirled around, in a hurry to get back home—not just another house any longer, but her actual home. She felt that she belonged here, now that she had a friend. She clutched both of the books, headed off, and almost ran smack into Jon Evansfield. 


“Sorry,” she gasped, and walked more composedly down the sidewalk. Jon Evansfield was wondering if that extremely pretty girl that had just about catapulted into him was really the shy new girl from his third period class. Beth, her name was.


“Hey, Beth!” he called.


She turned around. “What?”


“Do you want to go to the dance with me tomorrow/” He grinned at her.


She grinned back, her hair, for once, pushed back from her face. “Sure!”


“So I’ll see you tomorrow?” he asked.


“All right.” She turned back around, the grin fading. Beth Christenson, official class bookworm, muttered to herself, “Great! What am I going to wear?” But that was just a surface though. Dee inside, she was thinking that things might just be all right. 
Division 2 – Poetry

Alina Vallenari

Grade 8
Mandarin Middle School, Jacksonville

Teacher: Leslie Jones

Beatin

The invisible line

not to cross

or once again,

I’ll see my blood loss.

I catch more flies with honey

than I ever did with vinegar

but now I feel so fake

and the beating builds my character

Scarred and hiding

away from him

afraid he’ll tear me

limb from limb.

He does it quite often

a lot of “now and thens”

and after every time

I pull me together again.

No one knows

and I hide away

in the shadows at night

behind a smile at day.

If someone’s to know,

I’ll run for my life,

Because he’ll know I told

And come with a knife.

Not a big deal.

Not that much pain.

I do it to myself.

I make him insane.

He runs with might,

and hits with rage.

Suddenly I’m bleeding

My sister sees me center stage.

I cry for her.

I stay from guilt.

If he hit my sister,

She’s not as well built.

Stay away from her please.

Stay away from me.

If I just wait,

One day we’ll both be free.

Division 2 – Fiction

Konner Kail

Grade 8

Cobb Middle School, Tallahassee

Teacher: Susan Harris

The Perfect Man

The most powerful Greek God was Zeus.  He was the King of the Gods, fierce, feared, all powerful and very strong.  He was son of Kronos and brother of Poseidon and Hades.  The world was divided into three parts:  Zeus took the land, Poseidon the sea, and Hades the underworld.  Zeus lived on Mount Olympus with his wife Hera.  He was father to Apollo, Dionysus, and Athena.  There turned out to be a fourth child named Hemolele Kane, which means “perfect man.”  He was the God of Perfection.  Everything about him was perfect, his looks, his personality, and everything that he did was perfect!


Hemolele Kane wasn’t always perfect.  There was a time when he was non-perfect.  He even had a totally different name.  He was known as: Pelapela Kahi, which means “nasty one.”  Before he became a God he was going to a private high school for young gods.  Even though he was immortal, he didn’t know that, and he seemed to be the only one who didn’t know that.  He had a crush on the same girl all through school named Pandora.  He was ashamed of the way he looked though.  He hated how he would be so clumsy around Pandora.  Something small like tripping over a shoelace or something big like running into a locker or a wall, no matter what it was he would be clumsy.  He also didn’t like the way his personality was dull like the color gray.


He begged and pleaded for something or someone to come along and help his looks, his personality, and just hoped that everything he did was perfect.  Every night he prayed for this to come about.  He prayed day in and day out for about a month or so.  His prayer went like this:

Dear whoever is listening to me,

Something has gone terribly wrong,

When you look at me you can see,

My looks just don’t belong.

However I may try, my face still looks like dirt,

And my personality is so invert,

I just can’t get things right,

Everything I try is a scary sight,

And I leave people in shock and fright!

So I beg of you now, without a frown

To make me go, from horrendous

Make me into a prince worthy of a crown.

That would be so tremendous.


Finally his prayers were answered by Aphrodite, the Goddess of Love.  She saw him and shielded her eyes for she thought he was Medusa.  He looked at her strangely and said, “Are you ok?”  She glanced at him and realized it wasn’t Medusa, and she stood up straight and dusted herself off.  She gave him a quick check and thought to herself, “Man oh man, I see why he’s praying for this.”  She then quickly responded to his question, “Yes, I’m fine, thanks for asking.  I’ve heard your prayers and thought I might be able to help you.  I just need you to get me three things to let me know that you’re worthy of this change.  They are a scale from Poseidon’s fin, Dionysus’s wine, and Pandora’s Box.  The last one may be hard so I’m going to transform you once you bring me the first two so you’ll be able to get the last one.  I’m warning you now, do not open the box.”

Pelapela Kahi set off to find Dionysus.  Dionysus already knew that Pelapela Kahi was coming so he had put out a bottle of his finest wine and a note that read:

Dearest Pelapela Kahi,

I’ve left you this wine for your quest with Aphrodite.

She has told me to give you a secret which will help you

On your next quest, and it’s something you need to know.

You are immortal, also known as a God, you are Zeus’s fourth

Child and the one who just didn’t turn out to be the God you were supposed to be.  Zeus told me to give you the best of luck and he hopes to see you soon.  Oh, and he also said after your transformation is complete to yell, “Zeus my father, come down to

Me for I have risen to be the best I can be!”

Your dear friend,

Dionysus


Pelapela Kahi arrived at Dionysus’s house.  It sat there beautifully like a flower.  It’s windows so clean you could see your reflection from a distance.  The paint was white, so white that it looked like fresh milk brewed from heaven’s cow.  However, the door looked very awkward and misshapen, shaped like a body form, like someone too big for the frame just ran through it and broke the frame leaving the imprint of their body.  It was hard not to notice.  It looked like you could break it down with one kick; yet it looked so strong that no God could ever break it.  Something was strange about that door.  He couldn’t figure out what, but he kept wondering.  He walked up to the door and knocked with a slight beat to it that sounded like the movie theme from Halloween.  It swung open after the beat was played.  There stood the shining bottle of wine and the note.  Pelapela Kahi read the note.  Shocked his jaw dropped like the worlds heaviest object falling from the sky.


Now knowing he was immortal, Pelapela Kahi walked to the sea where Poseidon would be found.  He walked up to the dock of an old boat rental shack and stood on the edge and stared at the water and watched a group of minnows quickly swim by him.  He dove in miraculously like a whale and glided through the water like a dolphin.  He swam to Poseidon’s palace.  It gleamed and sparkled like gold for that is what it was.  He swims to the entrance and stops; something catches his eye.  He turns sharply to see what it was.  He misses Poseidon’s trident by an inch as it is pointed at his face.  Poseidon looks a the young journeyer and says, “So, you are Pelapela Kahi, the one I’ve been hearing all about?”


Pelapela Kahi looks up at him and says, “Yes sir, I’ve come on my journey to get something from you, a scale from your tail fin for Aphrodite needs it to heal my ugliness.”

Poseidon lets out a snicker and says, “I see, for you really need this more than me so here you are.  Be on your way.”  He pulls a scale from his fin and sends Pelapela Kahi surfing to shore on an unearthly wave.


Pelapela Kahi turns to the sea and whispers to it “Thanks.”  He rushes to Aphrodite and shows her he’s got what she asked for.  She smiled in relief and made a mirror appear.  She looked at him and said, “Watch yourself turn into what you prayed for and be amazed by my magic.”  She starts to chant this little spell:

From rags to riches, dust to gold

From tears to laughter not flowers to mold

From an ugly before to a beautiful after

Make a handsome man someone good to flirt

Make him look nice not like stains on a shirt

Make him into things to look like a king

Make him shine like a diamond ring.

He slowly watched the transformation happen in the mirror.  He enjoyed looking at himself now.  He had dirty blonde hair and deep blue eyes that you could sink into for hours.  His radiant smile that gave off sparkles and rays of light when the sun hit it just right.  His body was tanned and muscular.  He liked what he saw and was so surprised at his new look that he burst outside and yelled, “Zeus, my father, come down to me for I have risen to be the best I can be!”  A huge manly figure, dressed in a toga with a leaf like halo around his head, cascaded down from the sky and said, “My son, my beautiful son, you look amazing!  I’ve come down to make you a God for now you’re worthy of it.  Your name is no longer Pelapela Kahi.  It is Hemolele Kane, it suits you more.  You are now the God of Perfection, but  you need one more thing, Pandora’s Box, but don’t open it.  If you do things could end up worse than ever before.”

Hemolele was now on a journey to find his love Pandora.  She immediately noticed him and walked up to him and started to flirt with him.  Hemolele told her about his transformation, shocked she said she would still love him no matter what.  A month later the couple got married and after awhile Pandora gave in and gave him her box, telling him not to open it no matter what.


Pandora’s box wasn’t even to be opened by Pandora, yet she did not listen.  One day when everyone was out she crept up to the box, took the key to the lock which was shaped like an old prison key, but it shined of gold and at the end was shaped like a heart, and fit it carefully in the slot and turned it hearing three clinks she knew it was open.  Her hand started to tremble and her heart started to pound out of her chest.  She lifted the lid to peep in but before she realized it the room was filled with terrible things.  She slammed the lid down and turned the key again hearing the locking three clinks…keeping only the spirit of hope inside.


Hemolele knowing he shouldn’t open the box started to get more curious of what was inside the box.  Day by day he got more anxious of what was inside the box until he couldn’t take it anymore.  One day Pandora was gone, he crept up to the box, took the key to the lock and opened it to be forever filled with the only thing left in the box, Hope.  From head to toe he was filled with hope, but from head to toe he ended up changing into something even more uglier than he was before.  He became so ugly he never wanted to be seen again.  He forever hid himself among the stars and is still there today.  Pandora was filled with sorrow for she lost her perfect man and the love of her life only because he was perfect.  The moral here is no man is perfect, nor ever will he be, so don’t get your hopes up.

Division 2 – Drama 

Nicole Beck

Grade 9

Lawton Chiles High School, Tallahassee

Teacher: Anna Jordan

United We Fall
Characters:

United States President Thomas Lockton

President Lockton’s advisor John Marx

President Lockton’s Secretary of Defense George Cinco

President Lockton’s Homeland Security Chief, Brandy Withers

United Europe President Ernest Tift

President Tift’s Vice President Blane

President Tift’s advisor Igor Trotskoff

Minor characters:

Secret Service agents

United Europe Security Officers

Opens in a spacious Oval Office. UNITED STATES PRESIDENT LOCKTON is sitting with his feet propped up on his desk. President’s advisor JOHN MARX is standing nearby with a sheaf of papers.

LOCKTON: I’m not happy Marx, not happy at all.

MARX: I know, Mr. President, sir, no one is. Nobody could foresee this. We underestimated them. It’s totally out of the blue. But not to worry, we’ve got the nation’s top strategists on the job. 

LOCKTON takes his feet off his desk and folds his hands.


LOCKTON: You’d better fix this for me, Marx. Another stunt like what almost happened in the elections and I may be impeached. And we do not want that.

MARX: No, no, sir, you are quite right. As I said, we’ve got our nation’s top experts on…

LOCKTON: Marx, listen very closely to me. There is only one thing that will work—assassination. It’s the only thing to let them know that their plan will never work. It’ll be a little warning to let them know they’ve gone too far with the big boys. And Marx—this never gets back to me, got it?

MARX: Yes, sir, it will not.

MARX exits stage left. Lights dim. Setting is now in London, England. Lights open on EUROPEAN PRESIDENT ERNEST TIFT sitting at a large desk, looking quite pompous. Surrounding him is SECURITY OFFICER #1, top advisor IGOR TROTSKOFF, and VICE PRESIDENT BLANE.
TROTSKOFF: So, President Tift, how does it feel to be the President of all of Europe? Never thought you’d see the day we all united, did you?

TIFT: No sir, I did not. Can’t believe that dimwit Frenchman Chirac almost beat me. Imagine France running this country.

BLANE: President Tift, I am sure it’s going to take a lot of getting used to before the states are going to accept being part of the union.

TIFT: Nonsense, it’s been happening for a while now. Really, how hard can it be? We all have the same currency, we have separation of church and state, well, except in the Vatican, but they are a special exception, and we are all learning the same language…

TROTSKOFF: Sir, all the other states are learning English.

TIFT: As well they should. We are the most powerful country, er, state in this country! And America speaks English, though you can hardly tell with their despicable jargon. 

(Exaggerated country accent) “Ya’ll, we’re stooooopid.” All 4 men laugh.                                                Besides, I believe that United Europe is doing quite well as a country. No fuss from the states and all the governors and I have a meeting next week. The Americans, however, seem quite restless. I am surprised that they didn’t catch onto us earlier. No matter, very soon we, United Europe, the U. E., will be the world’s superpower. It will be us, gentlemen, who control the Earth. It will be our country that will show those cocky Americans what they deserve. There is a time when all great empires must fall. It happened to Rome, Greece, our own home state, England, and now America will see what it feels like to be second best. TIFT pours alcohol to his friends and raises his glass in a toast. To United Europe! May we prosper and dominate! Long live United Europe!

The next day we see TIFT straightening his tie. He is about to greet a crowd outside of the new Capital Building in United Europe. He is ruffling through his papers and mumbling to himself. TROTSKOFF hovers around occasionally pointing something out or muttering a random piece of information.

TROTSKOFF: So, sir, it is your first big public statement since your acceptance speech. Are you nervous? Can I fetch you anything?

TIFT: My dear man, I am not nervous. I can talk my way into and out of anything. Plus, these people are so uninformed about the real running of this country they will lap up anything we dish out. Now, you are quite certain you have the KGB guarding every entrance? The last thing we need is some radical violently protesting. 

TROTSKOFF: Quite sure, Mr. Tift, President Tift, sir. I’ve got it all under control. Ok, you’re on now…the Governor of Spain is almost finished introducing you. His English is getting far better, don’t you think?


TIFT walks to a large podium and greets crowd, waving and smiling. Shakes hand with Spain’s Governor who then exits. TIFT clears his throat before he begins his speech.

TIFT: People of United Europe, today is a momentous day for all of us. Today marks the one-month anniversary of our union as one country. I, for one, am very proud of the steps the United European people have taken to show they want and support this one nation of ours. We as a whole are more prosperous, more unified, and more powerful than each were apart. As a whole we will be able to share and keep our food, materials, and products in the country. We will export more than we import. The richness of our lands will keep United Europe alive and strong. With my leadership and my cabinet’s expert guidance, we will ensure all of you United Europeans the best country in the world. We will be the strongest, most powerful country. With our scientists and researchers we will discover cures. With our still-growing military we will keep the peace of the world, we will help defend our weaker friend countries. We together will become the center of technology and new revolutionary instruments of the future. We, United Europe, will be a technological, industrial, medical, economical, and scientific database. With your support, the people’s support, and the support of all the states and state governments, we can make this country not only survive, but thrive! It is up to you, United Europe, to bring this magnificent country of ours to her potential! It is you, United Europe, who are the future of the world! It is you, United Europe, you! He pauses and stares around smiling at the cheering, yelling crowd below. The people of this country are more than prepared for the task of making this wonderful country even greater. I leave you now with these parting words, ‘If you don’t stand for something, you will fall for anything.’ There might be people who will try to wreck this beautiful country, out of jealousy or resentment. In the event that this should happen, you should not be deterred. We are one, and we stand as one. We are standing for something, United Europe; we are standing for a more prosperous, powerful, free country. We are now one and we must learn to stand with, not against each other. By unifying we vowed to always be with one another. We are the future, us together. I ask you, United Europe, are you ready to embrace and respect each other as one people? Are you ready to make former rivals brothers to you? It is the only way, friends. We are one now. And we stand strong and proud. 


TIFT leaves the stage to tremendous applause and smiles and waves. Once he leaves the stage he immediately enters his car where TROTSKOFF is waiting along with VP BLANE. The four men begin discussing TIFT’S address and the crowd’s reaction. 
TROTSKOFF: Brilliant, President Tift! Absolutely brilliant I say! Couldn’t have done it better myself—

TIFT:                                                                                                           Chuckles 

And that’s saying something my dear friend, you could talk black into white. 

TROTSKOFF: Ah, sir, surely you embellish. I am not nearly as good a speaker as you—

TIFT: Nonsense, Igor, you far surpass me.

TROTSKOFF: Thank you for your kind words sir. Now about the address, I thought it went fairly spectacular. Vice President Blane, your take on it?

BLANE: Well, I actually thought the people accepted it wonderfully. It was a bit dramatic, Ernest, you said “we are one” about one hundred million times too many, but I believe rather than annoying the people it invigorated them. It is amazing actually. If you look at countries such as America, the people are so distrusting and suspicious and it takes a tragedy, death, massacre, to unite them. The United States was never as united as after the September 11, 2001 attacks. Yet here, in United Europe, it is a politician, of all people, who invigorates and unites a country. I do believe, Ernest, that this country will succeed and prosper. 

TIFT: Had you your doubts?

BLANE: As any man starting a country, I did, though perhaps more than most. I wondered if the states would be able to accept submission peacefully. I wondered about the conversions of all lands to the English language. Forty-five different independent countries uniting together and picking one leader—you—to guide them; it seemed preposterous. How were the Swedes and the Greeks supposed to become neighbors? The Albanians and the Spaniards? So many radically different countries coming together. I wondered if you were perhaps going to commission that another language be made, one that all of United Europe could speak. But since you did not, a staggering number of our population will be bilingual. Some of the older non-English-speaking citizens will never bother to learn. Children will grow and learn English. Most of the other languages will die out—Italian, French, Gaelic. I was doubting weather or not the states could handle that. I had doubts if this country would ever get off the ground. I still have some doubts. What if the people figured out these doubts? What if other countries—America—found out? America could tell all our people about the flaws and loopholes in this country’s foundation. They could easily persuade the people to overthrow us and go back to their own countries. The only way to prevent that is to keep reinforcing the principals of unity and—

TIFT: 









  Shaking head
No. No, no, no. No. 

BLANE: Excuse me?

TIFT: No, that will not work. The only way to prevent it is to scare the Americans.

BLANE: I am unsure of what you mean, Ernest. 

TROTSKOFF: As am I, Sir.

TIFT:                                                                 To himself, stroking his beard as he talks. 
Yes, yes, that is the only way.

 Looks to BLANE and TROTSKOFF.

 Gentlemen, I believe there is only one thing big enough to let America know that we mean business. Assassination. We must find a way to assassinate their leader. Then they will know who they are dealing with. 

Opens in the White House’s conference room. PRESIDENT LOCKTON, JOHN MARX, Secretary of Defense GEORGE CINCO, and Homeland Security Chief BRANDY WITHERS are all conferring at a conference table.

MARK: President Lockton, I think it would be wise to send a warning in some other form, as in not assassinate President Tift.

CINCO: Yes, President Lockton, I believe you do not know the enormity of what you wish to attempt. 

LOCKTON:                                                                                                             

 Frostily 

I believe I do Mr. Cinco. 

WITHERS: Listen, President Lockton, this is a very risky, not to mention an unethical and illegal thing to do. You can’t go assassinate a country’s leader because you don’t want them to gain power and take over. And take over what exactly? The United States?

LOCKTON: Brandy, listen to ME. We have reason to believe that U. E.’s President Tift is a dangerous and vile man seeking to destroy and control the world. It is only appropriate that we dispose of him quickly before any major harm is done to his people or any people around the globe. 

WITHERS: And what proof is that, Sir?


LOCKTON:                                                                                               Smiles devilishly  The proof that I had typed up this morning. 

Scene now returns to PRESIDENT TIFT and TROTSKOFF and BLANE, all discussing the assassination attempt at PRESIDENT LOCKTON.

BLANE: Ernest, assassinating President Lockton will not make America any less powerful. The vice president would just step in. 

TIFT: Ah, but that is where you are wrong. You see, it will be like a warning; to show them what they are up against. Once we have our army completed, we will invade the United States of America. We will take over their cities and find their secrets. Their country will become ours. Then, once they have been stripped to the bare minimum. After that, we leave, and then we offer our aid, just as they did to Japan after they so kindly dropped Atomic Bombs on them. We will be in charge once again. United Europe will be the head of the house. The United Nations building will be rebuilt here, in this very state of England. We shall be America. Don’t you see? It does not matter how many leaders they go through. We will still prevail in the end. This is just a warm up. Just so they can be prepared for the worst. But their defenses will mean nothing. We will crush them as easily as plastic toys. Then, gentlemen, we shall have what we have been dreaming of. 

All the men looked a bit shocked and speechless at TIFT’S outburst. TROTSKOFF breaks the silence timidly.

TROTSKOFF: If I may have a word, sir. You see, as you said, our army is still being formed; if America was to retaliate violently to the assassination than we would not be prepared. 

TIFT: They wouldn’t harm us. They’d be too kind and righteous. Plus, they would never suspect United Europe’s government of any plan. Perhaps they would think it was some radical United European who was protesting. Besides, that will be who is doing the dirty work anyway. 

TROTSKOFF: Well, (thoughtfully) we’ll need a mole; someone to go to America and get inside enough to know where and when the president will be out in public.

TIFT: I’ll arrange for it. The elimination must take place within the next month. 

All exit. Lights dim and then open back in the United States on the President’s airport tarmac. PRESIDENT LOCKTON, MARX, CINCO, AND WITHERS are all present. LOCKTON is briefing a Secret Service Agent for his assassination mission. The Secret Service Agent boards a waiting plane and LOCKTON, MARX, CINCO, and WITHERS head back to the White House. 

LOCKTON: I think that man will do a fine job.

WITHERS:                                                           



           Crossly 

President Lockton, I think you just did a horrible thing. You sent a man to kill another! And innocent man will be dead and an innocent man will now have someone’s life on his conscience for the rest of his life! It is unnecessary and uncalled for! Killing in war is one thing where it is self defense or freeing a nation. Assassination is quite another! 

LOCKTON: Calm down Mrs. Withers. You sound like my mother. This is for the greater good—

WITHERS: —of the country. So I hear. That still does not excuse it. Oh, sometimes you make me so mad!

MARX:                                                                    
Slightly bemused, even in the situation
Brandy, I believe you are one of the only people in the world who can reprimand the President and live to tell the tale.

WITHERS: Marx, you cannot tell me you agree with this!

MARX: On the contrary Brandy. But I follow orders.

LOCKTON: Thank you Marx, finally a little respect around here.

CINCO: President Lockton, what if this plan backfires? What if in some way this gets traced back to us?

LOCKTON: No way, Mr. Cinco. It will never happen. I have made sure of it.

Dim lights. Lights then open on LOCKTON. He is reading a newspaper and is chuckling. 

LOCKTON: Marx! Come here and read this one! Hee hee….

MARX:                                                                                                                      Runs in
Yes sir? What is it? 

LOCKTON: Listen to this article, 


‘In a tragic event last evening, United Europe President Ernest Tift was shot and killed. President of the new country for only a month and a half, the news came as a terrible blow to the young country. It is unclear about the killer of President Tift, though it is rumored to have been one of his own colleagues, hungry for power. His closest advisors, Vice President Robert Blane and Chief Advisor Igor Trotskoff are being thoroughly questioned by the United Nations due to the lack of a strong intelligence agency in United Europe. The country’s future looked bright and prosperous only days ago but due to this horrendous event, the country is as fragile as a newborn baby. The United States of America has sent in some military troops to help protect the defenseless country and thwart any efforts to take advantage of the lack of protection.’

MARX:                                                                                       Very weakly and morosely 

Very funny, sir.

LOCKTON gets up from his desk, still chuckling. 

LOCKTON: I’m going out for some fresh air. Would you care to join me, John?

MARX: No thank you, sir. I, well, I have more work to get done…




MARX exits and LOCKTON follows. Suddenly, a loud gunshot is heard with a few screams. We see LOCKTON on the ground, shot in his yard. Lights dim into darkness.

15 Years Later

United Europe has taken over as the world’s superpower. President BLANE is in charge of the prosperous country. All people speak English and all states have the same economic status. The United States is now second most prosperous country. Their power was toppled as United Europe’s prosperity and strength grew and evolved into a superpower. Scene opens on PRESIDENT BLANE who is about to make a speech marking the 15th anniversary of the country’s foundation. Now VICE PRESIDENT TROTSKOFF is discussing something urgently to BLANE.

PRESIDENT BLANE: Yes, Trotskoff? What is it? I need to go on soon.

TROTSKOFF: Yes, sir, I know, but I have been contemplating. As our great founder, Ernest Tift once said, all great empires must fall. When will ours? When will United Europe fall from power?

BLANE: Igor, why do you worry about this now? United Europe will fall long after we are dead, after out grandchildren are dead. All empires rule for long amounts of time. Do not worry. When did you start worrying about this anyway?

TROTSKOFF: When, when I heard…

BLANE:                                                                              Apprehensive and now curious. 

Heard what? Heard WHAT? Tell me Igor, now!

TROTSKOFF: Well, it seems that we are the target of a downfall.

BLANE: What do you mean? I do not understand!

TROTSKOFF: It seems sir, that President Ho Chung Ming is devising an attempt to overthrow United Europe as a superpower. 

BLANE: Igor, how do you know this? Are you sure you heard correctly? We cannot be overthrown! We are too strong, we have too much power! How can they do that? China alone is not strong enough! 

TROTSKOFF: Sir, it is not China alone. It seems that almost every industrialized nation is forming an alliance against us. It seems that the world as a whole has now decided that they are not going to take the English-speaking, financially dominant countries rule them. 

BLANE: But that is hogwash! Why would they want a second-rate country ruling this world? Do they want to bring all of us down to their pathetic infantile level of existence? No matter who dominates this world someone will be unhappy! It might as well be a prosperous country running it so we don’t all totally go to the dogs! 

TROTSKOFF: But sir, they will attack any month now. They have nuclear weapons. They are going to blow us up. We are on the verge of World War III. From the moment their weaponry touches our soil it is war. I believe we should…

BLANE: —ready the troops. Perhaps if there is time try to round up some allies…

TROTSKOFF: Sir, we do not have enough time. There is only one thing big enough—one thing to show them who they are up against…

BLANE: Yes, Igor, you are right, it is the only way—assassination. 


Fade Out
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Untitled

A tear of loss, a terrible thing to see.

His heart labored as though unaccustomed to its task. His sister’s quiet sobs sounded in the distance. Death rang in his ears.

A heart attack to steal his life from me.
We were fishing that morning. Everything seemed to be Heaven, but by eight o’clock that night, everything was living hell.

Loved ones lost, at someone’s expense.

My cousin ran next door and got the neighbor to call an ambulance. Our friend from around the corner came to help us. My brother had had a heart attack and the ambulance couldn’t get here any faster? Was there no sympathy in them? There was probably someone sitting in the road way thinking nothing of my dear brother’s death.

Within the span of what seemed like hours, the ambulance arrived; I could hear it in the distance. My father told me to stand at the corner of the street and alert the drivers to my brother. I was in tears. 


My aunt gave me a hug and told me that everything would be ok. I know now, that it wouldn’t.


Words from someone’s hopeful heart.


The hospital is a place I continue to dread. I shake in fear and shy away from the doctors. It still pains me to know that they could have done nothing to help my brother. Visions of the attack haunt me still, years after.


I still remember my blind fear of going to the funeral; I still dream of it. It bothers me today.


The funeral room was bright red. The carpet down to the walls, it was red. My friend Erica shadowed my footsteps as I went into a room to keep to myself. I just lost my brother. I deserved peace. Right?


Wrong. He deserved peace. Now he could play sports without pain. I wanted to just hold him in my arms forever while he rested. I thought about him riding his old horse into the sunset and waving goodbye.

Erica handed me a card and a little beany baby pony. The tears I had tried so hard to hold in spilled down my cheeks like rivers of pain and sorrow.


In lovingly given beautiful cards sitting on my shelf.


When I finally got home I was alone in my room. I remembered a diary that I had never written in, pulled it out, and began to writer. I wrote all my feelings, all my concerns, and I wrote them to my brother.


A diary, once empty, now full of sorrowful words.


The days moved on and I felt that I was living with a lot to deal with; my brother’s death was only the beginning.


Tears of  loss, found dead.


I’ll always remember the way my father looked the day I found him.


White. Death white.


He was cold to the touch and wouldn’t wake. I ran out of the house. I ran to find a friend who divinely was just dropping by to leave some books.


A cry, another painful loss.


We couldn’t find the phone; the neighbors weren’t home. Another friend from around the corner came to the rescue again. His mother came back to the house with us.


Life dreamed from a face of glory.


Our friend sat on the couch across from me in silence. His dog sat in front of me, her pitiful eyes looked in mine. I understand now what I didn’t know then. That dog didn’t just like me, she felt I was in sorrow and tried to comfort me. It worked.


A whimper of sadness. A long night.


Again, a funeral house, red as red could be. I didn’t want to see my father then. I wanted to be alone. No one shadowed my footsteps that day.


Alone. 


I regret having left my brother at the lake alone. I regret having left my father alone.


And swallowed by regretfulness.


The biggest thing I regret though is going on the 5th grade trip to Washington, D.C. I regret leaving my mother. I regret leaving my father alone with his sorrow.


A tear of loss.


Now that I have had time to reflect, I realize I was so desperate to get away that I wasn’t aware of how they felt. I go away, but I was pulled back in. I learned a lot of things that summer, but the hardest thing I’ve learned is that never ever can you give up hope.


A terrible thing to see.
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Still Relevant


In 1951 parents were shocked, schools were outraged, and the morals of censorship were brought into the spotlight, all due to the publication of one book.  J.D. Salinger’s genre-defining novel, The Catcher in the Rye, has a history of publication riddled with censorship and controversy due to its vulgar language, suicidal and sexual content, and its seemingly apathetic and hateful outlook on life; but today The Catcher in the Rye is the second most taught novel in high schools across America.  Why? Just because the novel contains distasteful situations does not mean it condones them. High school students should continue to read The Catcher in the Rye because it sparks discussion, raises relevant issues, and forces the reader to see the world through a different set of eyes.  In short it is not the story itself, but the way it makes readers think about and discuss adolescence, both Holden’s and their own, that makes the novel ideal to be taught in a high school class.

Catcher, it seems, was written to be debated and discussed.  In the course of the novel, Holden is a unique narrator—opinionated, vulgar, and sometimes, as he admits, an outright liar.  So in parts of Holden’s narration, the reader is doubtful of the validity of his statements.  For example, when Holden has no place to go in New York one night, he stays the night at the house of his old teacher, Mr. Antolini.  Antolini becomes drunk but acts no differently, even giving Holden valuable advice about the direction his life is headed before putting him to bed.  When Holden awakens in the middle of the night, he has what he perceives to be a homoerotic encounter with Mr. Antolini, but the truth behind the situation is hard to decipher:   “He was sort of petting me or patting me on the goddamn head” (192).  Holden even seems unsure and feels conflicting emotions later on.  When this scene is read by the varied members of a high school class, each bringing their own emotional “baggage,” it causes not only different interpretations, but also sparks discussions that can allow high school students to revaluate their own views and biases.  The same can be said for Catcher’s wide open ending which seems purposefully left for interpretation
.


Another reason why the novel is so thought provoking (and incidentally another reason why it was banned) is that it addresses so many issues about growing up in America and American culture.  No part of the being an American teenager at that time is left out of Catcher.  Everything from sex, whether it be Holden considering losing his virginity to a prostitute or Mr. Antolini’s possible homosexuality, to loss of innocence, to suicidal depression, nothing is left out. Salinger does not make judgments on the controversial issues in his book; he presents them and his opinion subtly and allows the readers to decide for themselves, as in Holden’s narration of James Castle’s suicide. Castle, a small skinny boy according to Holden, refuses to take back a deserved insult to one of the older, bigger boys and ends up jumping to his death: 

So Sabile, with about six other dirty bastards, went down to James Castle’s room and went in and locked the goddamn door and tried to make him take back what he said, but he wouldn’t do it.  So they started in on him. I won’t even tell you what they did to him—it’s too repulsive— but he still wouldn’t take it back, old James Castle. And you should have seen him.  He was a skinny little weak-looking guy with wrists about as big as pencils.  Finally what he did, instead of taking it back, he jumped out the window. (170)

Holden seems to admire Castle because he kills himself instead of compromising his beliefs.  James Castle’s suicide makes him out to be a Christ-like figure in Holden’s mind. And so by viewing the incident through Holden, Salinger forces the reader to think about why suicide can seem so appealing during the teenage years.  After all, no one wants to think about the fact that more adolescents kill themselves, than die by any other cause.


Salinger is able to make readers think outside their comfort zone by using a narrator as biased and opinionated as Holden.  Throughout the novel Holden is easily angered by the most insignificant details, particularly places, words, customs, and people he finds “phony.”  For example, when he is talking to his history teacher, Mr. Spencer, who is attempting to get Holden to try harder in school, even Spencer’s choice of words angers him:  “Grand. There’s a word I really hate. It’s a phony, I could puke every time I hear it” (9).  Holden’s judgments of superficiality in his world are, ironically, quite superficial as he fails to delve into people’s character beyond what lies on the surface.  By seeing the world through a different set of eyes, high school students reading Catcher are able to evaluate their own judgmental habits, as well as other shortcomings, by observing them in Holden.


Catcher should never have been banned just because it contains sexual situations, death, suicidal references, and bad language.  First of all censorship of print of any kind is wrong.  When someone buys a book or a magazine they are consenting to view its contents, so if they did not want to be confronted with what it contains they should never have bought the book, or continued reading it.  After all no one is forcing the reader to look at it, and likewise if someone objects to reading something like Catcher in a high school classroom they could be allowed an alternate assignment.  The censors at the time when Catcher was published ironically were acting in much the same role as Holden trying to wipe off all the “f--k you’s” in the world: they were attempting an unachievable feat to “protect” children.  Growing up is part of life, and when children aren’t allowed an opportunity to do that, they cannot successfully transition into adult society.  The censors, it seems, need to learn the same lesson about life as Holden. Salinger did not write The Catcher in the Rye to shock the world, as many parents in the fifties believed; that would have been easy and pointless.  No, he wrote his coming of age story to show the world the character of Holden Caulfield, who is an embodiment of all the things that can make adolescence a depressing, angry, and above all, confusing place.  As long as there are teenagers in high school, Catcher should be taught, because not only can we see ourselves in Holden and identify with his struggles, but he can also help us to better understand our own strange and confusing journey through adolescence.
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Mémoire

***

TROY, 1200 B.C.


They say the ships are coming for her -- today, tomorrow, the next day. Anastasios tells me they will not win, that they will never seize the city, that they will never see their homelands again. He is possessed with the fervor of battle -- he paces anxiously, as though he is ready to burst out of his skin. I do not try to calm him – I know his moods, I know he will not be settled until blood has been shed. I know this, and I worry, because I know that someday the blood

will be his. 


"Euthalia," he tells me, "This war is for the glory of Troy."


The glory of Troy. What is it worth? I love my city, and I love my king. But is it worth my husband, my brother, my father? I saw Helen as she rode into the city, and she is beautiful -- but she is not beautiful enough for me to forgive her. I will not forgive her if my son grows up without a father. I will not forgive her if my father does not live to see the first birthday of his grandson. I will not forgive her if my brother never meets the child his wife is expecting.


War, Anastasios tells me, is noble. And indeed, it is noble when we win. But is it noble if we lose? Is it noble when we burn the bodies of our men, when we run from the city that is rightfully ours, when we die the deaths of cowards, when we have fallen from all favor with the

gods? 


Tell me, is it noble then?

***

JERUSALEM, 1187 A.D.


The city is in chaos, and I spend my days alone. I am told that the army of the king was flattened in the desert, that the Arabs grow closer to us every day. I do not doubt it to be the truth, but I still do not fear my fate. Daniau says that I will care when a Muslim runs a sword through me; I tell him that if that is to happen, then I know my fate is God's will and I will die in peace. 


I walk the streets, and am jostled as warriors rush past, as women tug along their children, as the elderly seek shelter. I wonder what this corner will be in two days, whether it will be charred and littered with bodies. Whether one of those bodies will be my own.


It is a war for our Lord, I am told. It is for God. He wills it. Does He will young men to die before they have yet grown a beard? Does He will children to grow up alone, with no father to love them? Does He look at me, Bernegarda, and decide that I am not to see the winter? If

it is His will, then I am content, but I shake at the thought that His will should condemn so many of us to Heaven so soon.


My father says the Muslims are infidels, that killing them is our path to Heaven. And yet, I cannot help but wonder if killing us is their path, too. And if it is so, will we fight until every last one of us is dead? Will we all then be in Heaven? Will we all at last have peace?


But no; night falls, my husband calls. The wind blows in from the desert, carrying the scent of the approaching army. I smell smoke, I smell blood, and this, I know, this is what God has come to be.


And with this knowledge, I cry until the dawn.

***

GEORGIA, 1838 A.D.


Father says the white men are coming, and that when they do, we will be forced to leave. He says their leader wants us removed, wants us to go west. Dutsu rages from dawn until dusk, cursing the white men, cursing them for stealing our land.


"The Cherokee have lived here for generations, Adsila! We have the right to stay here, to raise our children here, to grow old here!"


I touch his arm. "My father says the white men claim this land is theirs."


"It is not theirs!" he shouts. "They do not own this land! They do not

own us!"


They do not own the land, of course. He is right. And it is true that we should not have to leave -- my parents, my grandparents, my great-grandparents, they all have lived here in peace. I think at night that it is not fair that I should live in this time, when our peace has been lost. Why could I have not been born in the years before, before the white men came, before our people are forced away? I do not want to leave the trees and lakes I have lived alongside my entire life.


I walk past the forest through the meadow this afternoon, the grass tickling my legs, and all around me the air is still. It is impossible to believe, this claim they make, that soon the white men will overrun my home and all that will be left of us are the footsteps in the mud and the whispers on the wind.


A breeze blows from the south, stirring the hot air around me. It grows late; my life is unsteady, but there is still food to prepare. Perhaps, if I stir and chop and ignore it all, I will forget the changes to come, the changes that the wind is sure to bring. Perhaps.

***

LONDON, 2003 A.D.


When I get back to the flat, I find Will isn't home yet. There's a message from him on the machine: "Lucy, I'm running a bit late. I'll pick something up to eat on the way."


I flick on the telly -- I know what I'll see, of course, but I'm compelled. It's Iraq, a faraway world, its sky illuminated in oranges and reds -- a fireworks show, a death parade, they've become one and the same.


I don't particularly care about the war -- Mum says Tony Blair's a liar, Dad says he's a saint, and I am stuck in the middle, not knowing who to believe and what to think. There's a brush on the chair, and I pick it up and run it through my curls.


They are talking about a British soldier who died today. They show a photo of him, and I look, curiously. He is young -- surely not older than twenty -- and handsome. I wonder where his family is. I wonder what they are doing right now, whether they are gathered together, thinking, Why us?


There is the sound of the key in the lock, and there is Will in the doorway, cartons of Indian food in his hand. He is here, he is alive, he is mine, and yet he could so easily be the man -- the boy -- on the telly, a corpse in a coffin, given an honorable funeral and soon to be packed under cold, hard earth. A name on a tombstone, no more and no less.


But he is not. He is Will, and he is pulling napkins from the drawer, and he is changing to a football game because Manchester United is on. And the boy on the telly -- he is gone, he is relegated to the furthest corners of my mind, and I do not think of him again.
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Risking It

She preferred Ninja Turtles, particularly Michael Angelo, to My Little Ponies, and cowboy boots to frilly patent leathers.  She could run faster than all the boys and never cried when she skinned her knees in the process.  No high countertop unreachable, no cartoon too scary. This five year old was one tough cookie, (well, more like a hard little tea cake), but she housed one absolute terror – her grandparents’ basement.  Though fueled by her inherited stubbornness, compliments of Papa, she also never shied away from a challenge. She accepted her sister’s triple-dog dare to venture down the malevolent steps to Doom’s black cave.  However, that gloomy descent not only revealed the joys of quenching her insatiable imagination, but also taught her about her family in the process.   


After finally fumbling a trembling hand to the light switch and realizing the ground was not a pit of writhing cobras and arching scorpions, nor the walls netted in poisonous vines, her mind salivated at what she saw -- two-stringed guitars, rusted ski poles, termite ravaged Lincoln Logs, scantly clad Barbie dolls; all calling her to come and play.   Muffled by the yellowing wedding veil draped lazily over its keys, a dusty typewriter wailed about the weight she had gained in twenty years without exercise. She begged the little girl to type a story the way her grandma used to before two jobs consumed her.  Grandma had to leave so many stories unwritten.  

Meanwhile, desperately striving to gain her attention, a weather-beaten blue Stingray, complete with a sunken-in banana seat, boasted how he single-handedly taught her father to ride without training wheels in kindergarten. His flat tires slapped merrily on the tile as he raced around her.  Prying herself away, she was drawn to the worn and faded copy of The Pocket Aquinas, a collections of St. Thomas Aquinas’ poignant teachings, lifting it gingerly from its cozy niche on the bookshelf.  With a mellifluous voice, the old book told her he had been Papa’s favorite, encouraging her to peruse his dog-eared pages -- words half worn away from the fingerprints of constant reading.  All the while a giddy copy of The Best of Damon Runyon rocked excitedly on the edge of its spine pleading to engross her young imagination the way he used to Aunt Kathy’s with Nathan Detroit’s follies and Sky Masterson’s charm.  

Without risking that first step, I would never have met those old friends down in that basement.  More importantly than our hours of playing pretend and making believe, I gained a portal of insight to the past.  I built a special bond with my family, particularly with my grandparents.  

Though I don’t fear the basement steps anymore, now I dread the day a two-stringed guitar can’t croon lullabies, when Dad’s old bike doesn’t win Daytona 500, and rusted ski poles no longer slay their dragons – the day basements lose their majesty and intrigue for me and, with these, the innocent pleasure of simple imagination.
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Untitled

“Not everything that can be counted counts, and not everything that counts can be counted.” Though not famous for verbal wit, 1940’s physicist Albert Einstein turned piercing insight into a neat turn of phrase when he made the above comment on his overbearingly materialistic society. But was Einstein correct in his pithy assertion? Can it be that the most valuable assets our society possesses are those you won’t find at ebay.com? While pursuers of material wealth may disagree, it seems undeniable that the truly important elements of civilization are the ones that can’t necessarily be touched or tasted: the abstract proofs and theories that have filled the minds of brilliant mathematicians for centuries; the image caught in a photographer’s lens that lends new insight into the human soul; the delicate emotional threads of love that bind communities together. In just one clever sentence, Einstein imparts a much larger truth – price does not equal worth; “not everything that counts can be counted.” 

In his own life, Albert Einstein found that the discovery of higher knowledge does not always merit material rewards. Devoting precious years of study to his Theory of Relativity, Einstein introduced a new way of looking at the universe that has become the foundation for most modern studies of space. Though its tangle of mathematical logic is too complex to garner any common popularity, Einstein’s work is considered one of the greatest scientific achievements of all time, and bears value even without a spot on the New York Times best-seller list.

From Beethoven to modern graffiti murals, art has always proven another of society’s most valuable factors. Though much of modern art is driven by commercial interests, many of history’s greatest artists were never recognized in their own time. George Bizet’s Carmen, one of the most acclaimed operas ever written, was completely rejected by the public when first released. Rembrandt van Rijn, Dutch painter and impressionist, died in poverty and obscurity, his works not to be recognized for nearly a hundred years. Even writer Edgar Allen Poe died penniless and destitute, his body fished from a Baltimore gutter for burial. While their works did not merit them the type of success “that can be counted,” in nickels and dimes, these artists and many others like them continued to create inspired art, undaunted by the unappreciative society that surrounded them. Today their work provides beauty and enjoyment around the world, regardless of its initial material failure.

Perhaps the most important component of society the world over is one that cannot possibly be touched by money or possessions: love. Binding families, communities, and occasionally even entire nations together, love is the glue that keeps human interaction from decomposing into rancorous mayhem. Without love, selfishness and hatred have often run rampant, creating fierce civil wars, bloody tribal disputes, and the horror known as the holocaust. Love is, of course, not an item to be bought or sold; it is the epitome of the worth of the abstract. It cannot possibly be counted in dollars, cars, or trophies, but if love is disregarded – if love doesn’t “count” – to a given society, then that society is doomed for failure, no matter how powerful its economic foundation.

The images of today’s media paint a picture of success that is sickeningly clear: get rich quick; buy lots of stuff; party till your knees give out. Sadly, this notion is swallowed by society a keg at a time, as attention slips further and further away from the assets that truly benefit the world we live in. What Albert Einstein said over fifty years ago is even more poignant today: all that is gold does not glitter; “not everything that can be counted counts, and not everything that counts can be counted.” 
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� The novel ends, after a scene with Phoebe where Holden seems to find inner peace, with Holden at a mental institution in California, irritated by the process of his own psychoanalysis and unsure if he will try harder in school.
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