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THIS ONE’S
FOR YOU.

MEWY YAY!

I’D BRAG ABOUT Hi, Everybody!
Hi, Everybuggy!
MY AWARD... BUT
We are having everyone over
This message is an award for
THAT WOULD BE
to watch the Super Bowl. We’ve
everybuggy at Cricket. Cricket, you get
UNSPORTING.
cleaned the house a lot and are
the best sport award! Pussywillow, you
making a ton of food. I love reading
get the cutest award! And Ladybug,
your magazine! My favorite story is
you get the most full of themself, most
“Valor for Valor” (February 2021). I
wanting to win, and the worst listener
like playing piano, reading, tumbling,
award! I hope you like your awards.
playing video games, and playing soccer.
I love your mag and I really like a
It is also really cold here. It has not been snowing
i
i called How to Train Your Dragon.
movie
a lot though.
Ayles, age 10
Greetings, Everybuggy!
How are you guys? Happy Valentine’s
Colorado
How are you? I just got back from a vacation
Day!
on Earth, a place called Mexico, for my mom’s
Genevieve D., age 10
Hey, Ladybug and Pussywillow!
birthday. We narrowly missed a hurricane that
Lehi, Utah
Ladybug, I actually adore you because you are
hit where we were staying! It hit just a day or two
like Hermione Granger from Harry Potter. I love
after we left.
Hi, Everyone!
Hermione’s personality. Also, even though the rest
Did you know that there is a kind of bird, the
I have a fish. I never feed it, though, so my
of the bugs think you are a showoff, without you,
sooty tern, that can stay in the air for up to ten
mom might give it to my sister, Genevieve. I love
the group would be so different—more quiet and
weeks without touching land?
my fish. Her name is Lindy. My favorite bug is Old
even boring sometimes! Everybuggy
I really like “To Save Arrhinsal” (September–
Cricket. What is your favorite food, Old Cricket?
should exist to form a perfect
November/December 2021) and “How to Feed a
It’s my birthday soon. Happy birthday to me and to Cricket Country. That’s why I like
IT’S TRUE!
Hungry Dragon” (September 2021). I love dragons
everyone else that has a birthday soon.
you. Plus, sometimes I think
PUSSYWILLOW’S
and I’m obsessed with Warriors!
Hazel D., age 7
you are helpful.
NOSE AND MEWS
Chloe C. (September 2021), that is a lot of
Lehi, UT
Pussywillow, you are sooo
ARE AS CUTE
Cricket mags since July/August 2014! You are so
adorable. Your kitty sound
AS CAN BE.
lucky.
Dear Hazel,
and appearance and especially
Moon Rapids
I have lots of favorite foods! This time of year it
your eyes and mouth. Tell the
MEW!
Poulsbo, Washington
might be spaghetti or cherry pie, but in the spring
rest of the buggies I say hi!
it’ll be fresh asparagus from my garden. Please
Sugene H., age 12
Hello, Everybuggy!
feed that fish!
South Korea
My favorite mag is Cricket! I love to read, so
Love,
this is the obvious favorite. I figuratively INHALE
Old Cricket
Dear Cricket,
books! I would eat them, if I could. Mmmmm
I really like Pussywillow. No offence, but Lady. . . Book Blueberry pie? No . . . Book Blueberry
Hey, Everyone!
bug is a bit of a showoff.
banana bread? Nah . . . How about Book BrownValentine’s Day is coming up, and I’m back! I am
I recommend the book Redwall by Brian
ies with extra chocolate and sprinkles with ice
an old Chatterboxer from around 2018–19. ValenJacques. There is a whole series of twenty-two
cream and pie? Absolute YES! I love to read,
tine’s Day was always a special day on Chatterbox.
books.
but I love to bake and cook, too. The
The tradition was that old CBers would
Sasha
YAY, BOOKS! THEY
thing about baking is that it is
come back to Chatterbox for a couple of
Carrboro, North Carolina
CAN BE FULL OF
made to be shared with others.
days around February 14.
EXCITING STORIES,
There’s nothing like apple pie
I’m a teenager now, and my
Hello, Everybuggy!
OR YUMMY
and ice cream in bed (a bit
favorite color is red! I’ll probably be
I started getting your magazines in July 2020,
TREATS.
messy though) with a movie or
active for a few days or a week. Let’s
but I am new to the Chatterbox. This is my first
TV show.
have some fun with a little reunion!
time writing to Cricket, and I am so excited! I love
SylverFox
Artimerrx & Company
your magazine. I cannot wait to read them every
via email
Down to Earth, Chatterbox
month. I am a big bookworm. My favorite books
Dear Editors,
Thank you for the wonderful magazine. I love
the stories that are in there. I always love to read,
and the contests are fun to do. I love the art, and
the poems are so funny! This is a haiku I wrote:
Inspire and create
Use your imagination
Wonderful artwork
Katherine L.
Kamuela, Hawaii
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are Harry Potter and Percy Jackson. I am
lactose intolerant, which means I can’t
eat anything with milk (which includes
ice cream, so it’s sad). I love baking,
SNOWBALL
too! Can I get the chocolate chip
FIGHT?
cookie recipe from Ladybug?
I loved the snowball fight in the
January 2021 issue. Cricketeers, pick
your sides! The biggest snowball fight is
about to begin!
Kaitlyn S.
via email
You sit down with your favorite novel. You sip
a warm beverage from a red mug, settle further
into your cozy armchair, and turn a page. A note
falls out of the book and onto your lap. You pick it
up. It says,
It is my honour and pleasure to invite you to
Chawton Cottage for a literary vacation. If you
have enjoyed my books, you will enjoy this peaceful, quiet rest from the stresses of modern life. A
carriage will come for you on the 28th of February.
Sincerely, Jane
You are shocked. An invitation to spend time
at Chawton Cottage, the home of Jane Austen.
Something strikes you as strange, but you forget
it. . . .
Jane, age 41
England
Last month we asked you: Why does no one
talk about No. 1 and No. 3 pencils? Emekittycon
Kitten said: Two is the most important number
in pencils, because No. 2 pencils were made by
someone who really liked the second month of
the year, February. He made No. 2 pencils to honor
February.
Floof Industries
This Month, Chatterbox
Dear Everybuggy,
I am pretty new to Cricket and I already love
it! My favorite story is “Katerina and the Bright
Falcon” (January–May/June 2021). It was my first
time reading Cricket when I read that story, and
that is still my favorite! Can you please do a story
about Greek mythology?
I have a dog named Roger and I absolutely love
reading. It is my favorite thing to
do. I love Percy Jackson, Harry
CROSSWORDS ARE Potter, and The Babysitters
GOOD EXERCISE
Club. And I love Ugly Bird’s
FOR YOUR
crossword puzzles. I also
BRAIN. AND
love musicals like HamilFUN!
ton (which is my favorite).
My favorite season is fall,
and I love sloths.
Charlotte, age 11
Indianapolis, Indiana

WHO SAID
ANYTHING
ABOUT A
SNOWBALL
FIGHT?

You can reduce your carbon
footprint. Recycle! Reuse! Turn off
lights when you leave the house.
Don’t leave water running when
you brush your teeth! Take shorter
showers. When it’s cold, put on
a sweater before you turn up the
heat. Eat less meat, especially beef.
Use less plastic.
You could do more creative things,
ttoo, like using newspaper as wrapping
paper and buying costume supplies at a resale
shop. There are lots of things you can do. They
may not be big, but you can still make a difference. Talk to your friends and your parents
about what they can do. There are truly a lot of
options.
Luminescence
Down to Earth
Hi,

CHIRPS FROM CRICKET’S
LET TERBOX AND CHAT TERBOX
When we see the light of stars, it’s already old.
In theory, without time and distance in consideration, yesterday’s light is seen today.
Leila, age 10
Odd Facts, Down to Earth
“We have no idea who or what possessed Eniyan, and we’re not completely sure how to figure it
out. But we need to, because whatever it is could
easily possess Eniyan again or even one of us.”
Soren Infinity, age 27 eons
Kyngdom
I’m taking my second year of sign language. It’s
really fun and easy to learn, and you don’t need
to learn an accent or pronunciation. Only some
colleges count it as a foreign language, though, so
I’m going to take Spanish in a year or two.
Tealeaf
Down to Earth

I enjoy reading, and my favorite genre is
fantasy. I like writing and am working on a book
right now. I also like writing poetry and drawing
Book Spine Poetry is when you stack
traditional and digital art. I like longboarding
FIELD
GUIDE
books on top of each other to write poand to go on walks in the woods. We have
TO BUGS,
ems comprised of the titles written
family movie night every Saturday, andd I
TRACKING AND on the spines. Make up your own
love listening to music.
SCAT CHAOS
and post the picture here.
When I grow up, I want to be a
THEORY, AND
Phoenix Tears, age 12
published author, a musician, posALGORITHMS TODAY.
Inkwell
sibly an actor, and I’d also like to go
H’MMM.
into politics and maybe even run for
My whole grade had an obsespresident someday. I have a sweet old
sion of being poetic all the time
calico cat named Cooper. My favorite
when we were studying ShakeNOW THAT’S
subject this year is English, because I
POETRY!
speare. It was really funny, especially
like my teacher and the assignments and
because
we were trying to use thee and
projects that we are doing are really fun.
thy
and
all
those
words,
but we had no idea what
Leo, age 14
they meant.
New England
Caroline
Down to Earth
Learning languages is so cool! Right now I’m
taking a Spanish class online and a Duolingo
My social studies teacher is awesome. She
course in Japanese. I am also learning Hiragana. Do
travels a ton and tells the best stories about where
you like learning languages? If so, what languages
she’s gone. She also has a calendar with cats and
do you like to learn?
shows us the cat picture each day. If it’s your
GoldenLionTamarin, age 8
birthday, she’ll give you the cat for that day on the
California
calendar.
Fallen Leaf
I am learning Mandarin Chinese. Though I am
Chirp at Cricket
very far from fluent, I know a few characters, can
say many things if given time to think, and I can
understand many things if they are spoken slowly.
I’m working my way to fluency very slowly! What’s
Send letters to Cricket’s Letterbox,
tricky is that one sound if spoken with one tone
P.O. Box 300, Peru, IL 61354,
can mean something totally different if spoken
or email us at cricket@cricketmedia.com.
in a different tone. You could call your mother a
Letters may be edited for length.
horse if you aren’t careful. It’s fun learning another
language, though!
Visit the Chatterbox at:
Peregrine
c r i c ke t m a g k i d s .co m /c h a t te r b ox
Down to Earth
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WHO WANTS TO DO SECRET VALENTINES?
WE COULD PICK NAMES IN SECRET, THEN
MAIL THEM TO EACH OTHER.

WHO SAID ANYTHING ABOUT CHOCOLATE?
ME. I DID!
VALENTINES
AND
CHOCOLATE
GO TOGETHER.
IN A HEARTSHAPED BOX, OF
COURSE.

ME, TOO! I LOVE
ME! I LOVE
MAIL, ESPECIALLY SENDING MAIL YEAH, BUT
AND GETTING
SNAIL MAIL.
WHAT
MAIL. SECRET ABOUT THE
VALENTINES CHOCOLATE
CHOCOLATE?
WILL BE FUN.

NO SUCH THING AS
TOO MUCH GLITTER!

WHOA. I MIGHT HAVE
USED TOO MUCH GLUE.
AND GLITTER.

SWEETS
FOR YOUR
SWEETIE?
(WINK WINK)

HA!.
DREAM
ON,
EXACTLY! THIS WHOLE
LADYBUG!
“SECRET” BUSINESS
IS SO CRICKET CAN
FINALLY SEND ME A
VALENTINE WITHOUT
ANYBUGGY
KNOWING.

CLOSE YOUR EYES, SLUGGO!
NO PEEKING UNTIL MY
VALENTINE’S IN THE
BAG, MIXED WITH
THE OTHERS.

GOT IT! NEITHER PEEKING NOR SPYING
NOR GOGGLING OF EYES KEEPS THIS
COURIER FROM THE SECRET
COMPLETION OF HIS ROUNDS!
I NOTICE YOU TOOK “SWIFT”
OUT OF THE OATH. PROBABLY
FOR THE BEST.

BUG

THAT WAS A
JOKE. I CAN BE
FAST. I’VE BEEN
WORKING OUT!

WAIT! KEEP YOUR EYES CLOSED,
SLUGGO! I HAVE GLUE ON ME, AND
MY VALENTINE IS STUCK.... NO,
WAIT. THAT’S NOT THE ONE I MADE.
THIS ONE IS TO ME.

DON’T LOOK!

PUT IT BACK! I
HAVE TO DELIVER
THEM AT THE
PARTY.

OK, NOT
LOOKING!

DID YOU SEE THAT
VALENTINE, PUSS?
HEARTS, LACE,
FLOWERS, AND
GLITTER!
IT’S FOR ME
ME, I
KNOW IT IS.
MEW

HERE’S
ANOTHER
ONE FOR SNAIL
MAIL.
OK, I’M OFF TO COLLECT OLD CRICKET’S VALENTINE.
SEE YOU AT THE PARTY! I CAN’T WAIT TO SEE WHAT
EVERYONE GETS.
HE DIDN’T NEED TO WAIT.
HE’S HERE, WE’RE HERE.
AND THE
VALENTINES ARE
HERE! WE COULD
EXCHANGE THEM
NOW.
THAT
WOULDN’T BE
VERY FESTIVE.
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AS LONG AS WE GET
WHAT WE WANT.
RIGHT, PUSS?

MORE FUN
TO WAIT
AND BE
SURPRISED!

MEW!

Heavy Cream
by

Sheila Quinn

WE HAD JUST sat down to our cornbread and
sweet milk when we heard the buzzing.
Daddy headed out the door, and Momma
followed with my brothers and me on her
heels. We bent our heads to the sky, squinting
in the direction of the sound.
Of course, in those days, we had all heard
about Charles Lindbergh and his flight over
the ocean. My best friend, Cleo, carried a
picture of him that she had swiped from her
daddy’s collection of news clippings. The
fifth-grade girls would pass it around, sighing and giggling during the lunch recess, and
Cleo would try out the things she might say if
she ever met the famous aviator.
The whirring, oversized bird had us all in
a spell as it passed over our farm. We stared
until the plane was out of sight, and I thought

Illustrated by Rachel Dougher ty
text © 2022 by Sheila Delony, art © 2022 by Rachel Dougherty

my eyes might never stop burning. I reached
up and grabbed my daddy’s hand, needing
something to bring me back to earth. “That
sure was something,” he whispered. That was
all any of us could say.
Weeks later, Miss May announced that a
pilot would be making a stop near the Rogers
School the next afternoon. For a dollar each
he would give rides to those students who
wanted to go up in his plane.
“Maxine, we have to get on that airplane!”
Cleo said to me on the bus ride home.
“Sure, but . . .” My voice trailed off.
Families of dirt farmers like us didn’t have a
penny to spare in those Depression days.
My best friend was undeterred. “Maybe
the pilot will look like Mr. Lindbergh,” she
said. I rolled my eyes.

CHARLES LINDBERGH STUNNED THE
WORLD IN 1927 BY FLYING SOLO ACROSS
THE ATLANTIC OCEAN. LUCKY LINDY!
I REMEMBER IT WELL.

YOU WERE
THERE?

5

I ALWAYS WANTED
TO RIDE IN AN
OLD-TIMEY PLANE!

When we got off the bus, I noticed my
little brother Claude’s lips tilted into a crooked
grin. He had been sitting behind us while we
talked, and he didn’t say anything, but I knew
that look. “What are you up to?” I asked.
“I know how you can both go up in that
airplane.”
I knew it.
“Well?” Cleo asked.
I could see she was playing right into his
hands.
“You’ll each get your dollar for the airplane.” He paused. “And you’ll owe me a
dollar for the idea.”
By the time we reached the road to Cleo’s
place, Claude had closed the deal, and we had
our plan. When we got close to our house, I
ran out to the cotton field where Daddy was
weeding. I shared the news and our plan in
a series of panting breaths. He leaned against
his hoe, took off his hat, and wiped his brow
as though he had just noticed me.
“Well, I’ll be,” he said.
Though he hadn’t actually answered my
question, I threw my arms around him. He
smiled, replaced his hat, and went back to
work.
I found the old bachelor, Mr. Fletcher, in
the adjacent field and asked if he could help
us. We were counting on the high butterfat of
his Jersey cows for our plan to work. Once he
agreed, I rushed to the house to get my lessons and chores finished.
At suppertime, I didn’t even taste my
cornbread, though I did soak it in my milk to
make up for the lack of butter. Cleo walked

6

LET’S GO! I TAUGHT
LINDY EVERYTHING
HE KNEW!

OH! ME FIRST,
ME FIRST!

over, and we sat in our barn milking for an
hour. When we finished, we walked over to
the Fletcher place and each milked one of his
cows. We carried our pails home one careful step at a time. Daddy was waiting for us
outside the barn. He handed me the lantern,
then kissed me on the forehead and went back
inside. We poured the milk into empty cans,
secured the lids, and worked together to lift
them into the cold water of the stock tank.
The next morning’s chores came early.
After a hasty breakfast, I cleaned the dishes,
swept the floor, and took the scraps to the
chickens. Claude met me outside the barn
with an empty five-gallon bucket in each
hand. We saw Cleo coming across the field,
and she joined us under the windmill. Claude
helped us lift the milk cans out of the tank.
I removed the lids and began skimming the
cream off the top of each one. “Do you think
it’s going to be enough?” Cleo asked.
We staggered to the bus stop with our
half-filled buckets. The other children had
already boarded by the time we arrived. The
driver tilted his head and narrowed his eyes
as he watched us struggle to get our cargo
on board. I can’t be sure, but I wonder if he
didn’t try to hit every pothole and rocky corner he could find that morning.
Rather than cross the road to the schoolhouse, we headed down the block. By the
time we made it to Mr. McCormick’s store,
my hands were blistered from the bucket
handles. Mr. McCormick looked up from the
counter he was wiping. “What are you kids
up to?” he asked.

“We were hoping you might
like to buy five gallons of cream.”
Mr. McCormick walked
around the counter. “Did your
daddy send you with all this?
I’ve never known him to have so
much at once.”
“Yes, sir,” I said. “That’s
right. We usually keep it for our
own butter, but he let us do all
the milking last night and get
the cream this morning. And
Mr. Fletcher let us have some of
his, too.”
“But what’ll you do for
butter?”
“I’ll have to go without for
a while. It’s part of the deal we
made.”
“You see,” Cleo interrupted,
“there’s a plane coming to the
school today, and we each need a
dollar to ride.”
“And another dollar for my
brother,” I added.
“Oh, did he help, too?”
“Well, sort of,” I said. I was hoping I
wouldn’t need to explain.
With a businessman’s tone and a grandfather’s smile, Mr. McCormick put out his
hand and said, “As a matter of fact, I could
use an extra stock of cream today.” The girls
exchanged victorious smiles. “Say, you don’t
suppose that pilot would give a ride to an old
man, do you?”
“Sure!” Cleo said.

“I’m only teasing. I think I’d best keep
my feet on the ground at my age and leave
flying to you young ones. Besides, I just gave
away my last dollar.”
Every minute of school that morning was
an eternity. It was impossible to keep my attention on ordinary facts and figures knowing
that something remarkable was on the horizon.
When Miss May finally dismissed us for our
lunch recess, I was exhausted from the effort.
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WHO-O-O-OA! WAIT!
STOP! I DON‘T FEEL
SO GOOD...
URP!

Suddenly, lunch was interrupted by a buzz
like a million bees, and every child in the yard
took off after it. Miss May called for us to
wait, then she lifted her skirt and ran with us.
The plane went past the schoolyard, circled,
and returned. It flew low enough that we could
have jumped up and touched it, but we came to
our senses and got out of the way. We flinched
when the wheels bounced off the ground with a
spray of dust and then let out a cheer when the
bouncing gave way to a bumping roll.
When the plane finally stopped, a short,
portly figure stumbled out of the cockpit and
peeled off his helmet to reveal bloodshot eyes
under bushy gray eyebrows. A cigarette clung
to the corner of his mouth. “I guess not all
pilots are Lindbergh,” Cleo muttered.
“My name is Lester Boyd, ma’am,” the
pilot shouted at Miss May even though she
was standing right next to him. “Anyone riding with me today?”
Our classmates’ faces dropped. Chasing the
plane was the only thrill they could afford.
I stepped forward holding Cleo’s hand.
Claude stepped beside us. I heard the murmur of the other children. The pilot looked
skeptical. He hitched his thumbs in his front
pockets and looked Cleo and me over.
He continued shouting. “You sure about
this? I know the boy can handle it, but you
girlies might want to think again. Don’t want
nobody gettin’ sick in my plane.”
“Oh, yes! We have intestines of steel,”
Cleo answered, matching his volume.
“Yes, sir!” I added.
“Well, give me your money and come on!”

8

MEW-WEEE!
HANG ON, LADYBUG! JUST
ONE MORE LOOP... WOO-HOO!

We stepped forward holding out our
money, and he handed us each a ticket in
return. “This here is Miss Molly. She’s a
Stinson SM-8A, a Detroiter. We’ve been all
over the country together.”
He placed his foot on the step and pulled
himself up. He turned back and reached a
gloved hand down to help each of us into the
plane. We ducked inside and crawled to the
bench seat behind him. We watched as the
pilot returned the helmet to his head then
turned around and gave us a thumbs-up. We
all returned the gesture.
When he started the engine, it was slow
at first, but I could hear it picking up speed.
I couldn’t see the propeller, but I imagined it
spinning faster and faster as the engine grew
louder. I began to understand why the pilot
yelled so much. The plane lurched forward
and rolled bumpily across the clearing. When
we took off, I was sure my stomach was still
on the ground and I hoped I could keep my
promise not to get sick.
“Oh me!” I cried.
“Oh my!” Claude echoed.
“Miss Molly!” Cleo yelled.
Once the plane leveled off, I saw the world
from a bird’s-eye view. It was both wonderful and sad. Seeing entire farms in one glance
and looking at houses from the rooftops was
amazing, but where there should have been
green fields and playa lakes, there was nothing
but dirt. It was the first time I understood the
impact of those long years of drought.
We didn’t say much during the flight,
though every once in a while one of us would

DON’T LEAVE
NOW–THE
FUN IS JUST
BEGINNING!

MEWY
HEE-HEEHEE!

point to a familiar landmark. We made out
the Baptist and Methodist churches by their
steeples and the post office by its flag. I hoped
we’d fly over our farm so I could wave at my
dad, but we were going the wrong direction.
It’s hard to say how long we were in the air.
Too soon, we were bumping our way back to
the ground, testing my stomach again.
Two weeks went by before my biscuits or
cornbread were softened with butter, and my
oats went without cream even longer. But it
was a small price to pay for that grand adventure with Miss Molly. I knew I’d remember
it for the rest of my life. And if Cleo ever met
Mr. Lindbergh, now they’d have something
to talk about.

NO,
THANKS!
LINDY WAS
LUCKY TO
SURVIVE
FLYING AUTHOR’S NOTE This is a true story from my
WITH YOU.

grandmother’s girlhood in eastern New Mexico.
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Sidewalk
Valentine
by Eileen Spinelli

Too shy to send your Valentine
I sidewalked one in chalk—
hearts and flowers,
purple birds
and several lovey-dovey words.
I bravely signed my name today—
because you never
walk this way.
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24
26

27

28

29

30

31

32

Solution on page 47

HA HA,
CATCH ME IF
YOU CAN!

Across
1. Flying vehicle
3. Airplane’s rear
5. Bachelor of Arts (abbreviation)
6. Slice of meat
7. Person in command of an airplane
8. Lion constellation
10. Cain and
12. Move through the air
14. Paved strip for landings and takeoffs:
17. Top secret (abbreviation)
18. Second in command of an airplane
handsome does
19. Handsome is
21. His Royal Highness (abbreviation)
22. Distinguished Flying Medal (abbreviation)
24. Past tense of keep
25. Honest
27. Travel around another object
29. Collection of maps
like a red, red rose
30. My love
31. Postal service by airplane: air
32. Military aviation division (two words)

way

Down
1. Airplane facility
2. 360º rotation during flight: barrel
3. Leave the ground:
off
4. Nickname of Charles Lindbergh: Lucky
5. Bag filled with lightweight gas
my eye
9. Apple
11. Small airship
jet
13. Airplane manufacturer:
15. United States Air Force (abbreviation)
16. Tubelike devices that propel space vehicles
20. Reusable space vehicle
22. Human flight was once only a
23. Short for mother
out
26. Parachute from an aircraft:
28. Smokey the

HANG ON,
PUSS. WE’LL
SHOW THAT
PESKY BIRD
SOME REAL
FLYING!
NEXT UP:
LOOP-DILOOP-DILOOP!

MEWY ZOOM!
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by Timothy Tocher
2Q D IURVW\ February morning in 1945,
Major Charity Adams led her troops, the
first African American women to serve in
Europe, to an airplane hangar in Birmingham,
England. At her signal, two members of the
newly formed 6888th Central Postal Directory
Battalion slid open the huge doors. Inside,
thousands of letters and packages were strewn
in disorderly piles nearly reaching the ceiling.
This and five more equally crammed hangars
had been used to store an estimated seventeen
million pieces of undelivered mail. The smell
of spoiled food, the scurrying of rats, and the
shadowy chill of the unheated building made
their task seem hopeless.
More than seven million American servicemen and civilians were engaged in the
battle to save Europe. With soldiers
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constantly on
the move, delivvCharity Adams
ering mail to the
troops had become an
overwhelming challenge for the army. An
address that was valid one week was worthless
the next. It was up to individual soldiers to
inform the military postal service each time
they changed location. Few had the opportunity to do so.
The government needed a new batch of
workers so that soldiers could hear from their
loved ones. First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt
and civil rights leader Dr. Mary McLeod
Bethune knew where to find a willing supply.
Women of color were being used as nurses,
truck drivers, and secretaries in America,
Captain Adams drilling
her company in 1943

but none had been allowed to serve overseas
in our segregated army. At the urging of
President Franklin Delano Roosevelt, the War
Department changed that policy.
The 6888th Central Postal Directory
Battalion of the Women’s Army Corps was
formed to clear backlogs of mail in both
England and France. Eleanor Roosevelt
and Dr. Bethune studied the records of
the African American WACs who would
comprise the battalion, selecting the most
educated and the hardest workers for the
unit nicknamed the Six Triple Eight. Charity
Adams, a college graduate who had grown
tired of teaching junior high school and
enlisted, was put in charge. Outshining her
fellow recruits, she graduated from officer
candidate school, where she was forced to live,
eat, study, and take examinations in a separate room from her white classmates. Adams
graduated a second lieutenant and earned promotions to first lieutenant and captain.
When she was named battalion commander of the 6888th, Adams advanced to
the rank of major, the second highest of any
African American woman. The 855 WACs
under her command went through a rigorous
basic training that included crossing obstacles
while wearing gas masks. They learned to
identify ships and planes used by U. S. forces
and their allies, as well as those of Germany
and Italy. Unlike other soldiers, they were not
issued weapons. After six grueling weeks, they
were ready to deploy to Europe armed only
with a motto: No mail, low morale.

The 6888th encountered huge piles of undelivered
mail addressed to soldiers fighting in Europe.

The Six Triple Eight sailed the Atlantic
on the Ile de France, a civilian ship being used
to transport troops during the war. For eleven
days the first-time sailors fought homesickness and sea sickness, as the ship followed a
zigzag course to make it harder for German
submarines to hit them with a torpedo. When
they arrived in Glasgow, Scotland, Major
Adams was waiting on the dock. The screech
of a German V-1 rocket flying overhead sent
everyone scrambling for cover. It landed
harmlessly in the water. The Six Triple Eight
wasted no time in marching to the railroad
station where a train waited to carry them to
Birmingham, England.
The enlisted WACs were housed in the
old King Edward School, which had closed

MORALE IS HOW GOOD OR
HAPPY YOU FEEL.
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for the duration of the war. Major Adams and
thirty other officers shared two private houses
nearby. Adams divided her troops into thirds,
so that work could continue around the clock.
Each group was assigned an eight-hour shift,
seven days a week, until the mail was cleared.
Packages containing spoiled or rat-infested
food were discarded. Those in better condition were inspected to make sure they were
properly sealed and sent on their way. Each
item was checked against the seven million
name and address cards on file. Common
names were a special nightmare. More than
7,500 soldiers shared the name Robert Smith.
When addresses contained nicknames such
as Rob or Bobby, it was even more confusing.
Luckily, each soldier had a unique identification number.
Any time a piece of mail was returned,
the Six Triple Eight crossed out the old

Women of the Six Triple Eight at a mess hall in England
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address and updated the card to show that
unit’s most recent posting. Then, off it went
again. Despite the working conditions and
the size of the task, the women were eager to
accomplish their mission. Before long, each
eight-hour shift was processing 65,000 pieces
of mail.
Major Adams tried to provide recreation
for her soldiers during the few hours when they
were not working or sleeping. The Red Cross
had a center in Birmingham, but members of
the Six Triple Eight were not welcome because
of the color of their skin. When offered a separate hall for African American troops, Major
Adams declined. She squeezed a ping-pong
table and upright piano into their crowded barracks. English citizens treated the WACs well,
often inviting them to share tea at their homes.
It was a welcome relief from the segregated
conditions in which they had grown up.
Because some members of
the battalion were at work at
any hour of the day or night,
their quarters could not be kept
in strict military order. There
were always women sleeping
while others walked to the
showers and back in sleepwear.
A visiting general was outraged
that the entire building was not
open for him to inspect. He
threatened to “put a white second lieutenant in charge.”
Major Adams replied,
“Over my dead body, Sir.”

I LOVE IT WHEN THE MAILBUG BRINGS
ME SOME LETTERS—ESPECIALLY
VALENTINES, CRICKET.

UM, OOPS! I
MIGHT HAVE
FORGOTTEN.

The general threatened to have her courtmartialed for being disrespectful. Major
Adams feared her career was over. Desperate
for a way to defend herself, she read every
book of military law that might apply to her
situation. A sergeant discovered a written
directive to army staff cautioning officers to
avoid making racially insensitive comments.
Major Adams filed charges against the
general, including signed statements from
the WACs who were present, alleging that he
had disobeyed a directive from headquarters.
Several days later, the general sent word that
he had decided not to court-martial Major
Adams, as it would be too expensive to hold
a trial. This flimsy excuse allowed both sides
to drop charges and pretend the incident had
never happened.
The Six Triple Eight had been asked to
complete their mission in six months. Their
hard work and professionalism accomplished

The 6888th sorting mail alongside French civilians
in 1945. Packages were often falling apart. Cakes
and cookies had long since turned to crumbs.

the job in three. Major Adams received
orders to transfer the battalion to the town of
Rouen, France, recently recaptured from the
Germans, to clear another mail jam.
As battalion commander, it was her job to
travel with a small group of officers to Rouen
and prepare for the unit’s arrival. People lined
the railroad tracks, waving and cheering, as
the American officers rode by train through
the French countryside. They arrived in Paris
on May 8, 1945, to find the streets packed
with celebrating Frenchmen. Only then did
they learn that Germany had surrendered.
The grateful French people, realizing the
United States had turned the war in their
favor, carried American soldiers through the
streets. They tore buttons, epaulets, service
ribbons, and brass from their uniforms as
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With efficiency and dedication the Six Triple Eight
cleared an enormous backlog of undelivered mail,
lifting the morale of battle-weary soldiers desperate for news of home and loved ones.

souvenirs. Major Adams was driven to a hotel
where she would spend the night. From her
window, she watched people strip an Army
vehicle of every flag, insignia, and reference to
the United States.
In Rouen, the Six Triple Eight would live
and work inside an enclosed fort built for
Napoleon’s troops. At its center was a fourstory brick building. The first floor would
be the work area where they would sort mail.
The top three stories would serve as living
quarters for the troops.
With the war in Europe over, the Six
Triple Eight received help. Three hundred
German prisoners of war relieved the WACs
HEY! STILL NO VALENTINES!?
WHERE’S THAT MAILBUG?
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HERE I
AM–
TA-DA!

from cleaning the barracks, preparing food,
and keeping the grounds in good condition.
Many proved to be talented at carpentry,
plumbing, and other trades. Bunk beds for
the more than eight hundred WACs never
arrived. Cots were available but took up too
much floor space to fit in the barracks. One
POW devised a wooden frame that would
hold two cots, one above the other. Provided
with lumber and tools, he led a work crew
that solved the problem.
When the rest of the battalion arrived,
they were assisted by French civilians, whose
jobs had disappeared as a result of the bombing of the city. Knowing they were desperate
for food and money, Major Adams put them
to work. Many were starving and thankful to
eat with the WACs. However, after surviving
on so little for so long, the full meal served at
noon made them sick. The Six Triple Eight
substituted two smaller meals, one at lunchtime and one at the end of the workday.
The WACs took turns guarding the gates
of their compound. Eager to see and talk to
American women, soldiers both black and
white tried to enter. Officers found excuses
to inspect, just so they could meet the ladies.
Most meant no harm, but in rare cases, a
man might try to force his way inside. Since
the WACs were not allowed to carry weapons,
this presented a problem.
After witnessing an incident, a British
paratrooper approached Major Adams and
offered to teach the WACs jujitsu, a system of
self-defense. Soon jujitsu classes were part of
WE LOVE SNAIL MAIL!
ANYTHING FOR ME?

the day’s routine. More than one misbehaving
soldier found himself thrown to the ground
by a female much smaller than himself.
The next stop for the Six Triple Eight was
Paris. From October of 1945 to January of
1946, the last backlogs of mail were cleared.
With a lighter workload and more free time,
the WACs, many of whom had never left
their home state before joining the military,
got to tour the historic city. They were housed
in hotels, had maids to clean their rooms,
and ate in the hotel restaurants. Although the
chefs were professionals, they had only the
army’s canned food to prepare.
The battalion was formally dissolved at
Fort Dix, New Jersey, in February of 1946.
Recognition for the monumental task the
Six Triple Eight had performed was slow in
coming. Then, in 1981, the Lord Mayor of
Birmingham, England, invited a group of the

WACs to visit. They were given certificates of
honor and taken on tours of London and Paris.
In 2018 a monument to the battalion was
dedicated at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. Five
of the seven surviving members of the Six
Triple Eight attended the dedication of a bust
of Major Charity Adams, in uniform, atop
a plaque listing the unit’s accomplishments.
Since then, a documentary film about the
Six Triple Eight has been released and is now
playing at museums and veterans’ organizations around the country.
The monument and film provide permanent reminders of how a determined group
overcame prejudices against women and
African Americans and did their part to help
the war effort.
The Six Triple Eight marches in a parade through
the streets of liberated France in May 1945.
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LISTEN
TO THIS!

“On the morning of
the best day of her life,
Maud Flynn was locked
in an outhouse, singing
‘The Battle Hymn of
the Republic.’”
A DROWNED MAIDEN ’S HAIR
by Laura Amy Schlitz
submitted by Jade L. of CA

“We only have a few
hours, so listen carefully.”

JUST
READ!

I’VE GOT ONE
THAT’S EVEN
BETTER!

“It was the ugliest thing
she had ever seen.”
FAR FROM FAIR by Elana K. Arnold
submitted by Líadan Duryea Cunningham
of Brooklyn, NY

“My first day in Berlin
was what my saba would
have called a BALLOON
DAY.”
THE GIRL WITH THE RED
BALLOON (The Balloonmakers, Book 1)
by Katherine Locke
submitted by Star Princess via Chatterbox

“If I could give you all
just one word of advice,
it would be . . . well, an
incomplete sentence.”
A WHOLE NOTHER STORY
by Dr. Cuthbert Soup
submitted by Malcolm W. of Reston, VA

THE RED PYR AMID (The Kane
Chronicles, Book 1) by Rick Riordan
submitted by Peppermint via Chatterbox

“In a city called Stonetown,
near a port called Stonetown
Harbor, a boy named Reynie
Muldoon was preparing to
take an important test.”

“So here I am, not a
half-hour old as a tie
salesman and trying to
look like I know what
I am doing, which have
got to be two of the
biggest jokes of all
time, when who should
walk into Awkworth &
Ames Department Store
but Skeezie Tookis.”

THE MYSTERIOUS
BENEDICT SOCIETY
(The Mysterious Benedict Society, Book 1)
by Trenton Lee Stewart

THE SILMARILLION by J.R.R. Tolkien

THE MISFITS (The Misfits, Book 1)
by James Howe

THE DR AGONET PROPHECY (Wings
of Fire, Book 1) by Tui T. Sutherland

submitted by Sam D. via email

submitted by Squirrel via Chatterbox

submitted by Lucy D. via email

“There was Eru, the
One, who in Arda is
called Iluvatar, and he
made first the Ainur,
the Holy Ones, that
were the offspring of
his thought, and they
were with him before
aught else was made.”
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submitted by Noel H. of Dover, DE

“Clay didn’t think he was
the right dragon for a
Big Heroic Destiny.”

Have we missed your favorite first sentence?
Send it to Cricket / Favorite First Sentences, P.O. Box 300, Peru, IL 61354.
Please include only one sentence and be sure to write your complete name and address on the letter.
Or send your favorite first sentence to: cricket@cricketmedia.com

MOVE to
the BACK,
ROSA PARKS
by

Lynn RymaRz

Illustrated by Dimitrea Tokunbo

IT WAS A cold winter’s evening Thursday,
December 1, 1955, when Rosa Parks stood on
a crowded Montgomery, Alabama, street corner
waiting for the bus to take her home. As soon as
the white, green, and yellow Cleveland Avenue
bus arrived, Rosa walked up the stairs, not
paying attention to who was behind the wheel.
After dropping ten cents into the farebox, Mrs.
Parks recognized the face of James Blake, a guncarrying, white bus driver she had encountered
twelve years earlier, when he forced her to pay her
fare, then walk around to the back door, where
he insisted that black passengers board.
Even though bus operators were required to
“provide equal but separate accommodations” for
white people and black people according to Section
10 of the Montgomery City Code, it had become
customary for blacks to be required to sit in the
back of the bus, while whites sat in reserved seats
up front. Some meanspirited bus drivers enjoyed
humiliating their black passengers by making them
step back down the stairs to reboard the buses
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from the
rear door,
and then they’d
drive off before the
black people could enter the bus.
This time, though, Rosa found an empty
seat in the first row of the “colored section,”
behind the reserved white section, and sat
down. A black man sat beside her, and two
black women sat across the aisle. The bus
started rolling. At the next stop, the “whites
only” seats filled up, and a white man was left
standing. The bus driver turned and looked at
Rosa and the others in the row.
“Let me have those front seats,” he called
out.
Rosa and the others sat silently. Heads
turned and stared.
The bus driver called out a second time,
“Y’all better make it light on yourselves and
let me have those seats.”
The man next to Rosa got up and moved
to the back of the bus. Then the two ladies
across the aisle also got up and moved to
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the back. Rosa sat there and thought
about how unfair the segregation laws were.
Something needed to be done to change them.
At that moment Rosa made up her mind.
No! She would not get up. She would not
move to the back of the bus. She was “tired of
being pushed around. Tired of seeing the bad
treatment and disrespect of children, women,
and men just because of the color of their
skin. Tired of the Jim Crow laws.” Whatever
happened to her on this day, she decided it
was time to stand up and do something.
IT ALL BEGAN with the birth of Rosa
Louise McCauley, on February 4, 1913, in
Tuskegee, Alabama. As a young girl, she lived
with her mother and younger brother at the
home of her grandparents, who had been
born slaves. They shared their life stories with
Rosa. She heard how her grandfather had
endured beatings and starvation and how her
grandmother, Rose, was five years old when
the Civil War ended, bringing freedom and
the hope of equality for African Americans.

SEGREGATION MEANS THE
SEPARATION OF RACES.

JIM CROW LAWS REQUIRED
THE SEPARATION OF RACES IN
MANY PUBLIC PLACES.

But hopes for equality had never been
realized in the South where Rosa grew up. “I
was glad that I did not live in slavery times,”
Rosa stated, “but I knew that conditions of
life for my family and me were in some ways
not much better than during slavery.”
At an early age, Rosa learned about violence and hatred through the acts of the Ku
Klux Klan, white-robed men hiding behind
cone-shaped hoods, who rode through black
communities burning churches, beating up
people and killing them. There were nights
when Rosa sat in fear beside her grandfather as
Klansmen rode over the gravel road outside. She
slept in her clothes, ready to run, in case someone tried to break into their home. “By the time
I was six,” Rosa recalled, “I was old enough to
realize that we were actually not free.”
When Rosa turned eleven, she had finished
the sixth grade. But in order to continue her
education, Rosa’s mother had to send her to
the Montgomery Industrial School for Girls,
known as “Miss White’s School” for its principal and cofounder, Alice L. White. All the
teachers were white women from the North
who had risked their lives opening a vocational
training school for black girls. In fact, disapproving whites in the community set fire to
the school several times. But each time it was
rebuilt, and the doors remained open.
There Rosa learned more than what was
in her textbooks. Besides sewing, Rosa said,
“What I learned best at Miss White’s school
was that I was a person with dignity and selfrespect, and I should not set my sights lower
than anybody else just because I was black.”
A VOCATIONAL TRAINING
SCHOOL TEACHES SKILLS FOR
SPECIFIC OCCUPATIONS.

While in Montgomery, Rosa experienced
the Jim Crow laws, which were enforced to
keep blacks and whites separated. There were
separate schools, churches, libraries, restaurants, water fountains, elevators, and separate
sections on buses and trains. But Rosa said,
“I refused to go along with the unfair rules.”
She’d walk the stairs, instead of ride in the
“colored only” elevator. She’d go thirsty,
instead of drink from the “colored only” water
fountains. And she’d walk, oftentimes from
home to work, instead of sit in the “colored
only” back of the bus.
Even after Rosa grew up and married,
the laws remained unchanged. She and her
husband, Raymond Parks, made Montgomery
their home. They both wanted to help
change the segregation laws. Raymond was a
member of the National Association for the
Advancement of Colored People, which was
founded in 1909 to fight racial injustice. Like
her husband, Rosa joined the NAACP, where
she served as secretary and the group’s youth
leader.
As secretary, Mrs. Parks recorded accounts
of violence and hatred against blacks. “The
more I learned about these incidents, the
more I felt I could no longer passively sit by
and accept the Jim Crow laws,” Rosa said. “A
better day had to come.”
That day came on a cold December evening in 1955. After a long day of work as an
assistant tailor at a Montgomery department
store, Rosa Parks was sitting in the middle
row of a bus when she suddenly made up her
mind to do something.
SKILLS FOR JOBS LIKE ELECTRICIAN,
MECHANIC, PLUMBER, SEWING AND
TAILORING...LOTS OF THINGS
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Rosa Parks sits in the front of a bus in Montgomery,
Alabama, on December 21, 1956, after the Supreme
Court decision against segregation on buses.

“Are you going to stand up?” the angry
bus driver demanded.
“No!” Rosa answered in a firm voice.
“Well, I’m going to have you arrested,” he
announced loudly.
“You may do that,” Rosa replied.
The Cleveland Avenue bus waited that day
for the police to arrive. Some people got off.
Others stayed on—all of them staring at Rosa.
Two policemen entered the bus and
walked over to her. “Why didn’t you stand
up?” one of them asked.
Mrs. Parks looked up and said, “Why do
you all push us around?”
“I don’t know,” he said, “but the law is the
law, and you’re under arrest.”
The policemen took Rosa to jail. Inside, she
was fingerprinted and locked in a cell. Allowed
one phone call, she dialed her husband. “Parks,”
she asked, “will you come get me out of jail?”
When Rosa Parks was released, word of
her arrest and Monday trial date spread like
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wildfire. Rosa was not the first black to be
arrested for breaking a segregation law; however, she was willing to use her case to fight
for change. Although she knew it would be
difficult, Rosa and Raymond decided together
that it was a battle worth fighting.
In support of Rosa, blacks in Montgomery decided to boycott the buses. Notices
were distributed by the thousands: “We are,
therefore, asking every Negro to stay off the
buses Monday in protest. . . . Don’t ride the
buses to work, to town, to school, or anywhere
on Monday.”
On Monday, buses rode through town
nearly empty. That evening, after Rosa had
been found guilty and fined for breaking the
segregation law, supporters flocked to Holt
Street Baptist Church for a meeting. From
her seat on stage, Mrs. Parks looked out at
the huge crowd. Then a hush came over the
audience. Montgomery’s new minister, the
Reverend Martin Luther King, Jr., spoke: “My
friends, I want it to be known that we’re going
to work with grim and firm determination to
gain justice on the buses in this city. . . . And
now we are reaching out for the daybreak of
freedom and justice and equality. . . .”
Energized by Rosa Parks and Reverend
King, blacks throughout Montgomery stayed
off the buses. They either walked or carpooled. Many whites in the community did
not approve. Mrs. Parks and her husband both
lost their jobs and received death threats.
The home of Martin Luther King, Jr., was
bombed. Still the African American community remained firm.

The Montgomery bus protest lasted 381
days, until the United States Supreme Court
finally ruled that segregation on buses was unconstitutional. That decision provided the legal
foundation of the civil rights movement. Blacks
in other cities found the courage to stand up,
like Rosa, for equal rights. It would take many
more years of protests for other laws to change.
Mrs. Parks was there every step of the way.
Since then, Rosa Parks has been honored
for her courage. City streets and parks have
been named after her, and she has been given
hundreds of awards, including the Presidential
Medal of Freedom.
What started as a bus ride home turned
into a history-making event. When she refused
to give up her seat, Mrs. Parks had no idea what
would happen. “I simply did it . . . ,” Rosa said.
“I was grateful that the act inspired others to
unify in the pursuit of justice.”

The illustration below depicts a mug
shot of Rosa Parks that was taken
on February 22, 1956. She and the
Reverend Martin Luther King, Jr., had
been arrested for organizing a bus
boycott in Montgomery, Alabama.
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Part 2
WHEN FISH FLY:
The Revolt on
the Slave Ship

Creole

by Darienne Oaks
On October 25, 1841, twelve-year-old Pleasant
Brown boards the Creole, a merchant slave ship sailing from Richmond to New Orleans with a “cargo”
of enslaved men, women, and children. Although the
United States had outlawed the trans-Atlantic slave
trade in 1808, for many years there remained an
active and legal domestic slave trade between Southern
states. During that time, thousands of enslaved persons
were transported by ship along America’s eastern coast
to slave markets in the Deep South.
Pleasant’s grandmother, who had been born in
Africa, was the daughter of a chief, and Pleasant
remembers the songs she would sing to comfort herself. While imprisoned in the slave pens in Richmond,
Pleasant tries to live up to his “chief ’s heart” and not
despair. But when he sees his mother being taken away,
he feels like a jagged piece of his heart has broken off
and wedged itself in the back of his throat.
Joining Pleasant on the Creole is Madison
Washington, who, although enslaved, appears to be a
learned man. Madison assures Pleasant that everything
will be all right.
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Illustrated by Michael Kress-Russick
text © 2022 by Darienne Oaks, art © 2022 by Michael Kress-Russick

THE CREOLE STOPPED to pick
up more slaves and boxes of tobacco as it
sailed down the James River before heading
out to sea. Captain Ensore, a short, stout
man with a bushy black beard, had brought
his rail-thin wife, four-year-old daughter,
fifteen-year-old blonde niece, and their
family dog, Blackie, on board. There were
ten crew; two officers; four passengers,
including Mr. Merritt, the overseer of the
slaves; and about one hundred and forty
slaves, a third of them women.
When the Creole reached the sea, its
trimmed sail lines hummed in a steady blow
under a cloudless blue sky. The slaves were
not shackled on board ship and were allowed
to roam the decks during the day. But the
swells of the sea sickened Pleasant, and he
lay, nauseous, on the deck near the ship’s
scupper. A young slave boy named Isaac
approached him with worried eyes.
“I be Isaac. You be OK?”
Pleasant mumbled, “I be Pleasant. De
sea be makin’ me sick. You alone on de boat,
too?”
“I be sold away from my ma, pa, and
baby brother and be put on dis here ship, but
I met Sally and her sweet baby in de pen.
She be like a ma to me.”
A black dog scampered up and licked
Pleasant’s face. Isaac, eyes wide with fear,
jumped behind Pleasant and wedged himself
against the rail. Back on his plantation Isaac
had seen an escaping slave chased down and
treed by a ferocious dog.
A SCUPPER IS AN OPENING IN
THE SHIP’S SIDE TO LET WATER
DRAIN OFF THE DECK.

“Blackie! Come!” Captain Ensor’s niece
commanded, not far behind the dog.
Blackie kept nosing and licking Pleasant
who, partial to animals, lifted a weak hand to
stroke the dog’s short fur.
“Don’t you dare touch him!” the niece
snapped, staring at Pleasant as if there were
something wrong with him. He pulled his
hand back fast, and she grabbed the dog’s
collar. “Come, Blackie!” she commanded and
dragged the dog away. Isaac ran off in the
other direction, just before a big swell made
Pleasant groan.

The fresh, salty air made Pleasant feel
better, but at night he got sick in the buckets
they had to use to relieve themselves. By the
next day, however, he had found his “sea legs,”
as Madison told him he would, and he ate his
thin slice of salt pork and hardtack the slaves
were fed twice a day.
Each night around nine o’clock, when the
hold was locked, Madison and some other
men, who had been together in the slave
pens in Richmond, shared hopeful stories.
Madison had once escaped to Canada, where
he had lived a respectful life as a free man.

HARDTACK
IS A HARD,
SALTLESS
BISCUIT.
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He learned to read and write, and had educated himself. But he had risked coming back
to Virginia to find his wife and been recaptured. While traveling, Madison had stayed
in Philadelphia with the abolitionist Robert
Purvis, where he saw a large oil painting
Purvis had commissioned, titled “Cinqué, the
Hero of the Amistad.”
Purvis told him the inspiring story behind
the painting. Cinqué had led a rebellion on

26

AN ABOLITIONIST IS A
PERSON WHO WORKS TO
ABOLISH, OR END, SLAVERY.

the Amistad, a Spanish ship carrying captured
West Africans who had been brought to Cuba
as slaves. But under Cinque’s leadership, the
slaves had fought themselves free. Cinqué’s
lionhearted story pumped Madison’s own
heart with the courage to continue his journey to Virginia, against Purvis’s advice.
With spellbinding words Madison told
Cinque’s story to the men in the hold. After
he finished the men became deep-thinking
quiet.
Moses, an older slave who had a twisted
face and limped badly because his master had
sliced his Achilles tendon after he tried to
escape, broke the silence. “You be talkin’ de
Devil’s work. We ain’t gonna be no free.”
Feet shuffled across the deck above.
Everybody froze until the footsteps had well
disappeared. Then, in an uplifting but lowtoned voice, Madison reasoned, “Moses, you
tried to escape alone. There are more of us
than of them on this ship. None of us were
searched when we came on board. I brought a
file and some of you men have things you can
fight with, too.”
One man allowed, “Dat be right.” Others
murmured in agreement.
Madison’s deep voice grew fierce.
“Cinqué’s story can be our story!”
The idea of freedom darted through the
hold’s electrified air like a glistening green
young dragonfly emerging from water. Its
gossamer wings fluttered in Pleasant’s innocent heart, and he lost himself in a dream of
being like the master’s children.

GOSSAMER MEANS THIN,
WISPY, AND DELICATE.

When the discussion of mutiny quieted,
Madison lay down. An unexpected thought
came to Pleasant.
“Madison?” he whispered.
Madison turned his head. “Yes, Pleasant?”
“Is peoples gonna die?”
“If we are going to take over the Creole,
the captain and the officers need to be captured, maybe killed. But I hope it doesn’t
come to that.”
“I don’t wants to be dead.”
“Neither do I, Pleasant.”
“I ain’t never be free. I don’t know what it
be like.”
Madison was thoughtful for a time.
“What do you love, Pleasant?”
“My ma, my pa, and my grandma.”
“What else?”
Pleasant felt around inside himself. He
remembered the feeling of cold streams
numbing his legs, slippery silver fish flapping in his hands, the smell of just-cut spring
grass, bird calls ringing through the woods,
and his pockets bulging with the choicest
hickory nuts.
“I loves to be in de woods.”
“Well, imagine being in the woods anytime you wanted. How would you feel?”
Pleasant answered quick. “Happy.”
“I was happy in Canada. People treated
me with respect and kindness. When you are
free, you will be happy.”
“Madison, why we be slaves?”
Madison moved to the edge of his bunk,
his serious, watchful eyes looking straight into

Pleasant. He talked to Pleasant as if he were a
man, not a boy. “Some people need to control
other people, especially people who look different, to make themselves rich. People don’t
want to give up living well.”
“But why us, Madison?”
“A long, long time ago some of us were
caught by other Africans working for the
slave traders and sold to white people with big
boats who brought us here. Few of us spoke
the same language, and no one spoke the
language of the people who bought us. Those
people wanted to keep us under their control,
so they made sure we couldn’t learn how to
read and understand their words. Not knowing how to read, Pleasant, is like being a blind
dog at the end of a short leash. The dog can’t
go too far. Words, though, words have power
to help people see. Knowing how to read
brings freedom.”
“Well, you be using powerful words.
Can’t you be talkin’ wid de captain and convince dem to be lettin’ us go?”
“No. The slave owners paid good money
for us, and the captain also buys and sells us
to provide for his family. They aren’t going
to let us go without making their money.
Words won’t free us on this ship. We have to
fight for it.” Before he rolled over and tucked
himself into a private quiet, Madison added,
“Freedom is everybody’s job. Goodnight,
Pleasant.”
Questions burned Pleasant’s lips, but
they would have to wait. “Good night,
Madison.”
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THE NEXT AFTERNOON windwhipped white caps frothed the gray Atlantic
waves. Pleasant heard crying on the stiff wind
and discovered Isaac, sitting against the forecastle wall, sobbing behind his small hands.
“What be de matter, Isaac?”
“I be, I be scared,” he gulped out.
Even though he wanted to cry, too,
Pleasant acted calm, like Madison would.
“What you be scared about?”
Chest heaving, Isaac swiped his hands
over his eyes and blurted, “I ain’t never gonna
see my family again.”
Pleasant, who had no idea if Isaac would
see his mother again or what would happen,
put his arm around him. “Maybe you wills.”
“How?” Isaac demanded.
Stumped, Pleasant said nothing, but then
exclaimed, “Maybe our mas and pas is bein’
marched to New Orleans, but ’cause we be
chilluns, not babies dat’s carried, we be sailin’
to New Orleans so we don’t slow down de
line.”
Isaac leaned his head away and studied
Pleasant with yearning brown eyes under a
worry-crinkled brow. Pleasant tried to keep a
straight face and not let on that he had made
up what he’d said. An only child, Pleasant
envied other children with siblings. When
he asked his mother why he didn’t have any,
she revealed, “When you be born, Pleasant,
you came out feet first and tore me up. I
cain’t be havin’ any more chilluns. But I ain’t
bothered, ’cause de other women be forced to
breed every year, nigh on ten years befo’ de
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AN INFECTIOUS SMILE SPREADS
EASILY AND MAKES OTHERS
WANT TO SMILE, TOO.

masters quit making dem be havin’ babies.
Sides, you is de easiest, most grown-up chil’
I ever be knowin’. You be jus’ Pleasant, and
you be enuf.”
For Pleasant, tall and slender Isaac with
his too-big ears on his small head and an
infectious smile under wide-set eyes, was the
little brother he never had. He held him close
and hummed Grandma’s tune. His heart
lump hurt good, the way the spot had felt on
the palm of his hand after his mother pulled
out a long wood splinter. Maybe Grandma’s
song would work out the awful splinter in
Isaac’s heart.
When the wind died that evening, the
Creole hove to north of the Great Hole at
Abaco in the Bahamas. As the evening meal
was served, Pleasant noticed Madison, who
was the ship’s cook, giving an almost imperceptible nod to other slaves. Pleasant got a
funny feeling, but when he went down into
the hold, everything seemed the same. Only
Madison wasn’t in his bunk yet.
JUST BEFORE FIRST Mate Gifford
locked the hold, a slave named Elijah ran up
on deck and informed him there was a man
in the women’s quarters, which surprised the
first mate since slaves weren’t known for telling on each other. Gifford went and woke
the slave overseer, Mr. Merritt, a thin-lipped,
beak-nosed man with small, sunken eyes.
Merritt came with a lamp and a match.
Merritt descended the ladder into the
hold, struck the match, lit the lamp, and
ARE YOU SMILING?
I CAN’T TELL.

headed for the women’s side. Suddenly,
Madison jumped out from behind him.
“You are the last man I expected to
find here!” Merritt exclaimed. He had often
conversed with Madison on deck, and wassurprised when the enslaved man spoke better
English than the crew or himself.
“Yes sir, it is me!”
Madison shouted. “I cannot
stay here!”
Overpowering Merritt,
Madison sprinted up the
ladder. Gifford remained on
deck. Madison knocked him
over and yelled down to the
men in the hold, “We have
begun and must go through.
Rush boys, and we have
them. Come up, every one
of you! If you don’t lend me
a hand, I will kill you and
throw you overboard!”
Elijah, still on deck,
had earlier stolen a pistol
from one of the staterooms.
He drew it out and fired.
The ball grazed the back of
Gifford’s head.
Merritt attempted to
run up the ladder, but an
aroused slave came after him
with a handspike. He swung
at Merritt and missed, hitting another rebel and
cutting him above the eye.
A HANDSPIKE IS A HEAVY
WOODEN BAR USED AS A
LEVER ONBOARD SHIP.

Merritt broke free and raced up the ladder.
More rebelling slaves rushed to climb out.
Pleasant scooted under Madison’s bunk,
his pounding heart seeming like it would
break out of his chest.
to be continued
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Mansa Musa’s Treasure
BY

B. C. BOND

A BEGGAR’S MOON painted
Timbuktu gold as the peddler’s gate creaked
open. Two shadows slipped outside the royal
palace. A bearded man in camel-herder’s
garments guided his youthful companion
along the darkened alley. They melted into
the thinning supper crowd hurrying home on
the dusty street. The slender, beardless young
man, dressed in similar fashion, accompanied
the older man in silence. Matching his older
brother’s long strides, Suleyman noticed a
lightness in Musa’s step.
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A PEDDLER’S GATE IS A
SIDE GATE FOR TRADESMEN
AND SERVANTS.

Suleyman remembered his brother
explaining how wearing a disguise
was the best way to learn about their
subjects’ lives. When he walked
among them as mansa, their king,
people were closemouthed. By
mingling as a commoner, Musa
could learn about their daily
struggles and how to ease their
burdens. It also reminded him
of simpler days camel herding as
a boy. Suleyman knew Musa was
preparing him to care for the Mali
Empire should he be needed.
They neared the city’s outer wall ass
the moon set. The poor lived here. Their
humble mud brick and thorn-branch huts
h
crowded beneath Timbuktu’s mighty ramparts. Suleyman overheard arguing inside
id one
simple dwelling.
“As a young man, I brought home three
times what you earned today,” the father
grumbled. “These few coins will barely feed
us. Do you wish us to starve?”
“Father, I won’t cheat others with watered
camel’s milk.”
“Cheat!” the father complained. “Fresh
spring water gives camel’s milk a healthy, pure
taste. And a little profit is no crime.”
“Mansa Musa proclaimed that people’s
food should be true in taste, weight, and cost.
How can we go against his wishes?”
“Son, Mansa Musa doesn’t care about
such things. You are young and don’t understand the world. Sleep. Tomorrow I will mix
I WONDER IF I WOULD LIKE
CAMEL’S MILK AS MUCH AS
REGULAR MILK.

camel’s milk with water for you to sell, as my
father did for me.”
“Father, the king’s eyes are everywhere.”
“You try my patience,” the father sighed
as he extinguished the lamp, ending their
conversation.
Musa covered his brother’s mouth, silencing him. He explained his plan to Suleyman
as they returned to the palace.
The next morning a servant purchased
milk from the boy. Later, this servant
reported to the mansa.
“What did you discover?” Mansa Musa
asked.
“The milk was pure, Your Majesty,” the
servant answered.

MOO.
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“So, the boy kept his vow in spite of
his father’s plans,” Mansa Musa said to
Suleyman. “How would you reward him, if
you were mansa?”
“I would advise the royal kitchen to purchase the boy’s milk,” Suleyman suggested.
“A wise recommendation,” Mansa Musa
agreed, patting Suleyman’s shoulder. “But
such a boy is a treasure. His character can’t
be purchased for a few coins. We must find a
way to use his honesty to enrich our people’s
lives. That is your task, brother.”
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“What am I to do?” Suleyman scratched
his head in confusion.
“I have faith in you.” Mansa Musa
winked. “You will find a way.”
The following morning the camel’s milk
seller and his son were summoned to the palace. Guards escorted them before the high
throne of the Mali Empire. The terrified
man prostrated himself on the floor before
Mansa Musa, conqueror of kingdoms. He
trembled in fear, wondering why they had
been summoned into the mansa’s presence.
Mansa Musa noticed the boy had
accompanied his father with calm
dignity.
“Stand!” Mansa Musa ordered.
“I’m told watered camel’s milk is
pure and healthy.”
“Yes, Mansa. I mean—no,
Mansa.” Sweat beaded the man’s
brow. “I’m a fool, Your Majesty.
My son warned me. I meant no
harm . . . only to provide bread for
our mean table.”
“And you, boy?” The youth’s
honest eyes met his stern gaze
without fear. “What say you?”
“My father is a good man,
Mansa,” the boy said with love.
“What he did was for our home.
He meant no harm.”
“When my servant bought
milk from you yesterday, it was
not tainted with water,” Mansa
Musa said. “Did you disobey your
father?”

“No, Mansa,” the boy explained. “I traded
watered camel’s milk to another seller. He has
a customer who thinks watered camel’s milk
is healthier to drink. I received goat’s milk in
exchange to sell.”
“Goat’s milk?” Mansa Musa roared with
laughter. “My servant said the milk was pure
but failed to mention it was goat’s milk.”
Seeing hope replace dungeon walls, the
father spoke. “Spare us, Mansa. I will never
water milk again.”
“You ask forgiveness?” A smile etched the
corners of Mansa Musa’s mouth. “It will be
so—for a price.”
“Whatever you command, Mansa,” the
father said.
“From tomorrow, you will provide our
kitchen with pure camel’s milk.”
“It will be so, Mansa,” the father
promised.
“Mansa,” Suleyman interrupted.
“Shouldn’t the boy’s honesty and ingenuity
be rewarded?”
“Truly our kingdom needs sons like
this milk seller’s,” Mansa Musa agreed.
“Prince Suleyman, have you discovered how
this young man’s honesty may benefit our
kingdom?”
“Wouldn’t it be best if he received an
education at Sankore University,” Prince
Suleyman said, “so he may serve our
kingdom?”
“How might he serve us?” Mansa Musa
asked.
“He could serve in our weights and
measures department,” Prince Suleyman
AS ALWAYS, HONESTY
IS THE BEST POLICY.

suggested. “This would ensure fairness and
quality in all goods sold to the people.”
“A fine idea,” Mansa Musa agreed. “What
say you, boy?”
“It would be an honor, Mansa,” the son
answered.
“Then it shall be,” Mansa Musa declared.
“Now, bring goat’s milk to celebrate honesty—
a great treasure in Manden Kurufaba.”

AUTHOR’S NOTE Mansa Musa, who ruled
Manden Kurufaba—the historic name for the Mali
Empire—from 1312 until 1337, was considered the
richest man in the world during his time. His vast
kingdom in Western Africa produced gold, copper,
and salt, and controlled the trade routes to Europe
and the Middle East. He built Sankore University
in Timbuktu (below), creating the second greatest library in history after the library of Alexandria,
with over one million books that attracted scholars
from all over the world. Prince Suleyman Keita, his
younger brother, became king later in life.

MOOO.
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THE BOOKS OF TIMBUKTU
by Jennifer Ann Richter
In Africa, a desert city rose from gold Saharan sand,
A crossroads packed with earthen homes and mosques.
Six hundred years ago it drew a host of scholars from afar
And traders to a grand bazaar to sell their salt and timber,
Food, fabric, precious metals, and books.
Lots of books.
Tucked in leather, tied with string, were pages
Filled with math and medicine, law and history,
Religion and magic and poetry.
Ink on paper, adorned with gold, and treasured
As highly as fragrant spice or precious jewel . . .
Until invaders came.
Charging from the north, they occupied the thriving town.
The scholars fled, and countless books were lost,
Except those tucked away in secret spots where to this day
They hide—their pages yellowed, brittle and torn.
Today the race is on to rescue all the treasured tomes
And store them where they cannot turn to dust.
Will the age-old wisdom find its way to safer climes
Before it fades forever in the shifting sands of time?

text © 2022 by Jennifer Ann Richter
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AUTHOR’S NOTE Timbuktu—a desert city in the presentday country of Mali in western Africa—was a thriving trading
post and center of learning from the 1300s to the late 1500s.
Known early for its salt and gold trade, Timbuktu later
attracted scholars
from distant lands
to its universities
and libraries, and the
book trade flourished.
(Unlike present-day
books, these were
loose pages collected
in leather binders that
were wrapped in ribbon or string.)
In 1591, invaders Sankore University in Timbuktu
from Morocco captured the city and plundered the libraries. University scholars were taken prisoner, and some were
killed. Many fled with their books, hiding them all over Mali
and other lands. Families hid their books as well. Later centuries saw periods when Timbuktu’s
culture thrived, only to be driven
underground again.
Current efforts to collect
the lost books—which number
in the hundreds of thousands—
have proven dangerous. In 2012,
militants attacked the city and
established strict religious laws,
which included
a ban on the old
manuscripts.
Librarians risked
their lives to
move their collected manuscripts secretly out of the city.
Although the city is now being protected, it
is still not safe, so the books are stored and
digitized elsewhere.
ONE SHOULD ALWAYS
TAKE GOOD CARE OF
BOOKS. (MWAH!)
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The Eighteenth Camel
A Retelling of an Old Bedouin Folk Tale
by Thelma Schmidhauser
BEFORE THE INVENTION of

METE
MEANS
TO
DIVIDE.

MOO.
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mechanical vehicles, camels furnished
transportation for many peoples of the Arabian
deserts and were valued for their milk, meat,
and skins. So important were they to the desert
economy that a Bedouin would measure his
wealth by the number of camels he owned.
A tale is told of a certain wealthy Bedouin
who, upon his death, left seventeen camels to
be divided among three heirs. The first heir was
to get half of the camels, the second a third,
and the third heir . . . one-ninth of the lot.
By such a division, the first heir would get
eight and a half camels, while the second heir
received five and two-thirds, and the third
heir would inherit only one and eight-ninths
of a camel. The situation seemed impossible
to resolve. None of the heirs would sell his
share to the others, and certainly none of them
wanted to kill any of the camels, for the beasts
were much more valuable alive than dead.
Tempers flared. Angry words were spoken.
Now, in the area lived a wealthy Arabian
woman. Distressed by the quarreling, she
offered the heirs one of her own camels in
hopes of resolving the dispute.
They now had eighteen camels to mete.
The first heir received his half, nine camels.
The second heir received six camels—his onethird share. And the last heir received two
camels, one-ninth of the eighteen.

Illustrated by Ruper t Van Wyk

To their surprise, they found that there
was one camel remaining. For, when added
together, nine plus six plus two equals only
seventeen. So they returned her camel to the
woman with their thanks.
Without her camel, the inheritance would
not have been peacefully resolved. Though it
would seem that she had done nothing—for
she had neither lost nor gained an animal—
she was what is sometimes needed to bring
about an action . . . a catalyst. Her action was
worth more than any wealth she could have
given to the heirs.

The People’s Wisdom:
PROVERBS from
the MOUNTAINS
of IRAQ

by Tyler Fisher and Kamal Kolo

FOR NEARLY TWO thousand
years, Aramaic was the most
widespread language in the Middle
East—it was the language Jesus spoke.
Now it survives only among small
populations of Assyrians, Chaldeans,
and Jews in isolated villages in the
mountainous regions of Mesopotamia
in Iraq. The following proverbs are
traditional sayings that also survive
among the people. Filled with wit and
wisdom, they are an integral part of
their language and way of life.
At ilé nisa l’ khuwweh, min khawla y’zadel.
A man once bitten by a snake takes
fright at the sight of a rope.
In other words, “once bitten, twice shy,” a
proverb you may have heard.

Diba w’qapqape!
There goes a be
in wooden clogs!
This saying is
applied to people
or situations that
seem ridiculously
out of place, as
bizarre as a bear
clattering along in
wooden shoes—
the sound of which
the Aramaic word
qapqape imitates.

Illustrated by Elham Azar
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Ay éna id shatit
inna, l’am
arshinetla.
Don’t
muddy the
fountain from
which you
drink.
Be careful
not to damage
a relationship
or opportunity
hat may one day
ove valuable.

La drila ethukh gu noora, tla yaqtha.
Keep your fingers far from flames,
and you will not be burned.
In other words, don’t take foolish risks.
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SOME OF THESE
PROVERBS ARE A
LITTLE WEIRD.

STILL–THERE’S
TRUTH IN EVERY
ONE.

Swi kasa nakhpa ena.
Fill the belly, tame the eye.
If you satisfy someone’s physical needs—
especially with food—he or she will tend to
let down their guard and be receptive to your
re uests.

Aqubra gu boya la wirre, grishlé kanushta
bathre.
A mouse could no longer fit into his hole
yet tried to drag a broom in behind him.
Like the bear wearing wooden clogs,
this proverb offers a preposterous analogy to
depict how some people insist on taking on
additional burdens and responsibilities even
after reaching the limits of their ability.

MEWY
TRUEY!
MOOOEY.

Makhe el’guda yshame gare.
Knock on the wall if you want the
rooftops to listen.
Sometimes the best way to be heard is to
speak indirectly. Whispers are more likely to
draw eavesdroppers’ attention.

Ginawa u marbetha, in pishla
kha’a, impaltileh
taura em kahwé.
If a thief
and homeowner join
forces, they can
burgle the bull
through the
peephole.
In other words,
when you have an
ally among insiders, you
can achieve the impossible.
Resha romana, khayyé m’b’ lobché.
Head held high, shambolic life.
Smug arrogance may mask a life that is
really in shambles—that is, a big mess.

Kalba smoqa u’ kalba khwara ma yamri tla
ikhthathe?
Red fur or white, a dog’s a dog, right?
Superficial differences should not distract
us from recognizing fundamental similarities.

Lithen mathla mira e’bdoglé.
There is truth in every proverb!
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Everest has grown
up hearing stories
about his mountain
climber father, who
died on an expedition to Mount Everest.
Everest’s mother forbids him to climb,
but he sneaks around
behind her back. By
the time he is fifteen, he is climbing
regularly. He keeps
some of his gear at his
friend Scott’s house;
the rest he stashes in
a box labeled “old
clothes” in the garage.
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, '21p7 5($//< remember my father. He was away a lot,
climbing mountains, and then guiding a tour group on a trek through
India and Nepal. I had just turned five when he left for Everest. It’s ironic
that he named me after the mountain that killed him, but I don’t think he
would have changed my name if he’d known. There’s probably nowhere
else he would rather have died.
He knew the risks. There are plenty of graves in those mountains.
High-altitude mountain climbing probably has one of the highest fatality
rates for a sport, if you consider it a sport, which I don’t. I think of it more
as a religion.
Climbers have slipped from ropes, and they have frozen to death.
They have died of edema, the worst form of altitude sickness. They have
dropped into crevasses and been covered by avalanches. The albums with
pictures of my parents in Himalayan meadows also show photographs
of other climbers, many of them dead now. I’ve heard people say that
mountaineers have a death wish. That’s nowhere near the truth. “Up in
the mountains, that’s the only place I’m really living,” my dad’s friend Phil
said once, sitting in my mother’s kitchen, drinking beer. I was hidden in
the hall, listening.
It’s not all glamour and sunshine. I’ve heard the climbers talk about
endless snowbound days in tents, about altitude sickness. I’ve seen the
stumps where frostbite took fingers and toes. I’ve gone camping and had
my share of miserable rainy nights in a two-man tent with cold leaks dribbling over my face. Sometimes, lying there, I pretended I was at 25,000
feet on Everest. It made the suffering much more bearable.
I never told my friend Scott this, even though he was the guy I climbed
with most often. But Scott and I talked about plenty of mountains; we

Illustrated by Stephanie Shieldhouse

named the ones we wanted to
climb. The highest one was on
the list, of course. “Everest on Everest,”
Scott said, chuckling, when I told him I wanted
to climb it. I suspected that when we bundled up in a
cold tent, I wasn’t the only one pretending I was somewhere
else. Somewhere a little higher.
7+(),*+76, had with my mother covered the same
ground, over and over. We even used the same words. “Climbing is
too dangerous,” she said.
“Not if you know what you’re doing.”
“Yes, even if you know what you’re doing. I don’t want to hear any
more about it.”
“But—”
“That’s it!”
“If you’d just—”
“Everest, I said that’s IT!”
In a way, she was right. I’d certainly had rocks whiz down inches
away from me, close enough to feel the breeze from their falling. One time
Scott and I misjudged the time and ended up scrambling down the last few
feet of a descent in darkness, with no headlamps. His father chewed us out
good for that one. We lay in our tent that night with our ears still ringing.
“He didn’t have to call me a stupid moron,” Scott said. “It was just an
accident.”
WHY WOULD ANYBUGGY WANT
TO CLIMB A MOUNTAIN WHEN
IT’S SO COLD, MISERABLE, AND
DANGEROUS?

BECAUSE IT’S THERE. LET’S
GO, MY FRIEND!
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“Hey, we deserved it. Accidents are a good way to get killed.”
Scott was quiet. He never seemed to know what to say when the
subject of my father came up. To end the uncomfortable silence, I said,
“What do you think’s for breakfast?”
He laughed. “You just ate dinner, pig.”
“Well, we had a long day. Aren’t you hungry?”
He laughed again, saying, “Yeah.” We waited until his parents sacked out
and then raided the supplies. We never mentioned the lecture again, but we
were always much more conservative about estimating time from then on.
I CAME HOME from school one day to find a dusty box labeled
“old clothes” on the kitchen table. My mother came in from the living
room while I was standing there staring at it.
“I was cleaning out the garage today,” she said.
“Oh.” I couldn’t think of anything to say. What excuse could I give?
Gee, Ma, somebody must’ve left all this climbing equipment in our garage?
I expected her to yell, to dump the box dramatically in the trash, to
threaten, to punish me. She just kept staring at me. She didn’t look all
that different from the way she did in the old photos. She was still thin,
with long brown hair. But something about her face made her look older:
a sadness or seriousness that wasn’t there back then. “How long have you
been doing this?” she asked.
“Uh, well, I got into it gradually. I was free-climbing up small walls
when I was eight or so. But I didn’t really get serious until I was about
eleven or twelve.”
“Eleven? That’s four years!”
“I guess it is.”
“So all this time I’ve been telling you no, you’ve been doing it anyway.” The veins in her temples began to bulge.
“Yes.”
“Do you have any idea how dangerous it is?”
At that, I thought we were going to get into our usual argument, the
one we practically had memorized by now. “Yes,” I answered.
She shook her head. “Everest, when I was just a little older than you,
I saw my first dead mountaineer. He was killed by a rockfall. We said he
was careless, unlucky, whatever. We all thought we could somehow keep
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ANYTHING COULD HAPPEN. WE
COULD TRIP OVER A GOAT, START
AN AVALANCHE, OR MEET THE
ABOMINABLE SNOWBUG!

EXCITING, RIGHT?

it from happening to us. Never mind that
he was no more stupid, no more careless,
than the rest of us. I didn’t really believe
in death until it happened to your father.”
“I know what can happen.”
“You don’t know,” she snapped. “You’re
fifteen, Everest; you’re too young. As long
as I’m still in charge, you are not going to
take those risks.”
“I’m not a baby.”
“You’ve certainly been acting like one.
How can I trust you now? Do I have to
watch you every second?”
I had to get away from her. I flipped
open the screen door and pushed my way
outside. I stopped on the back steps. The
blood pounding in my head made me
dizzy. This threat was worse than anything
I’d ever confronted on any rockface.
I was stupid to have left my gear in
the garage. But who knew she’d clean it
out? Most of the stuff in there hadn’t been
touched since my father died.
She would watch me now, question
every trip. How could she do this to me,
keep me away from the rocks? She had
had her chance. She had been to Asia;
she’d seen the highest mountains in the
world.
I stared at the garbage cans sitting
behind our garage and ran my dry
tongue over my dry lips. I could not let
myself panic. I did not let myself think
about what I would do if she threw out the
expensive equipment I had squirreled away
so carefully.

“Everest,” she said behind me, from the other side of the screen door.
Gently but firmly. She was going to be nice about it, and sorry about
it, but she was going to put her foot down. Well, she was going to try,
anyway. But surging up inside of me was that stubbornness, that yearning for quiet and solid rock, the drive that had pushed me up so many
mountains. It was an unstoppable force, stronger than either one of us.
Even if I’d wanted to give in to her, I couldn’t. You could only hold
back a force like that for so long, and she should know that, having
known my father.
I turned back to her. “You think you can stop me? You couldn’t stop
him,” I said. “Nobody stopped you either.”
My mother had backpacked alone through Central and South
America when she was seventeen. Everybody she knew had told her she
was crazy, that it was too dangerous.
“Oh, don’t pull that on me.” Her voice scaled up. “You’re not invincible, Everest, no matter what you believe!”
“I know I’m not invincible,” I said, thinking of the icefall. “Look, I
can’t promise I’ll never get hurt.”
“Yes, and that’s exactly why—”
“But how can anyone live without getting hurt?”
We stood there looking at each other through the screen door. Then
she ran a hand through her hair, gave an exasperated laugh that broke in
the middle. “This is what I get for having a son named after the highest
mountain in the world.”
That was probably as close as she would come to giving me permission. I knew she wouldn’t say the actual words; she could never tell me
to go ahead and do what she didn’t want me to do. But she wouldn’t
lock me in my room. If there was anyone who knew you shouldn’t cage
people, it was my mother, who’d spent her twenty-first birthday hiking
through a rhododendron forest thousands of miles from home. She’d
even driven my father to the airport the last time he ever went climbing.
She would let me climb because she knew something in me would get
mean and cramped and small if she didn’t. I reached out then and opened
the door between us.
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I HEREBY CLAIM THIS PEAK
FOR CRICKET COUNTRY!
YODDLE-AY-EE-HOO!

YODLE-SHAKY-POO! DID YOU FORGET
I’M AFRAID OF HEIGHTS! CAN’T WE
CLAIM A NICE, SAFE VALLEY FOR
CRICKET COUNTRY INSTEAD?

WHAT
DRAMA!
WHAT
TALENT!
WAIT FOR ME!

WINNERS

O C T O B ER 2 02 1 A RT CO N T E ST
Fantasy Landscape
First prize 10 and under
Tang Li, age 9
Palmetto Bay, FL

First prize 11 and up
Etta Hughes, age 14
Belfast, ME

First prize 11 and up
Nina Tomasa Koch, age 17
Waupaca, WI

Second prize 10 and under
Grace Lee, age 8
Flower Mound, TX

Second prize 10 and under
Jane Liu, age 10
Woodbridge, CT

Hidden Utopia

Second prize 10 and under
Dagny Gordon, age 10
Quantico, VA

Teeny Town
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Second prize 11 and up
Jaslene Kwack, age 11
Lisle, IL

Second prize 11 and up
Naomi Petralia, age 12
Berwyn Heights, MD

Skyville at Sunset

Evening on Planet Kykropotot

Third prize 10 and under
Benjamin Kwack, age 9
Lisle, IL

Third prize 10 and under
Lucille Moore, age 10
Woodbridge, CT

Outer Space Shopping Spree

Mushroom Planet

EVERYBUGGY
READY FOR
A SWEET
PARTY?
SLUGGO!
WHAT
HAPPENED?
ARE YOU OK?

UGLY BIRD GRABBED ME! LUCKILY, I
HAD A VALENTINE FOR HIM. HE WAS
SO HAPPY
HAPPY, HE DROPPED ME AND FLEW
AWAY TO READ IT.
THANKS,
CRICKET!
OH, NO! I
GAVE AWAY
THE SECRET.

NO-O-O-O! THAT
VALENTINE WAS FOR
ME! ME! ME!

AS I SAID
BEFORE...
DREAM ON,
LADYBUG! HA
HA HA!

MEWY BE MY
VALENTINE!
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Second prize 11 and up
Faewyn Whealdon, age 11
Graton, CA

THAT’S OK. UGLY’S
NOT HERE, SO HE
WON’T KNOW. HA!
I KNEW HE’D LIKE
ALL THAT CRAZY
GLITTERY LACE
AND JUNK.
WHAT?

R0ZEZ
ARR RID,
VI-LITS ARE
BLOOO. SMILLLY
JYM SOKKS MEK
ME THINKK UV
YOO!
CAW HAW
HAW! GOOD
WON!

Third prize 11 and up
Ishan Nanda, age 11
Chapel Hill, NC

Third prize 11 and up
Maggie File, age 13
Raleigh, NC

Alien Planet Far from Earth

The Re-Imagining of Asteroid B-612
(The Little Prince)

Honorable Mention
Abby Booth, age 12, Burlington, VT
Violet Kent, age 11, Washington, DC
Hannah Leibowitz, age 11, San Francisco, CA
Yan Li, age 5, Palmetto Bay, FL
Miranda Mumme, age 10, Grafton, WI
Carina Murray, age 7, Conception, MO
Molly Price, age 11, Wildwood, MO
Elizabeth Smith, age 12, Sudbury, MA

To s e e m o r e w i n n i n g C r i c ke t L e a g u e
e n t r i e s , v i s i t o u r we b s i t e :
c r i c ke t m a g k i d s . c o m /c o n t e s t s
Solution to Crossbird Puzzle
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4. Only one entry per person, please.
5. If you want your work returned, enclose a self-addressed,
stamped envelope for each entry.
6. Your entry must be received by February 25, 2022.
7. Send entries to Cricket League, P.O. Box 300, Peru, IL
61354. (No faxes or email submissions, please!)
8. We will publish winning entries in the May/June 2022
issue and on the Cricket website.

A

Contest Rules
1. Your contest entry must be your very own original work.
Ideas and words should not be copied.
2. Your entry must be signed by your parent or guardian,
stating that it is your own work, that no help was given,
and that Cricket has permission to publish it in the magazine and on our website.
3. Be sure to include your name, age, and full address on
your entry.

M

Like Maxine and Cleo in “Heavy Cream,” humans have long been fascinated by the dream of
flight. Tater has even been tinkering with creating his own flying machine that will let him
soar through the air alongside Pudding. So, fasten your seatbelts! For this month’s contest,
everybuggy would like to see your best drawing inspired by the dream of flight.
Maybe, like Tater, you will invent your own flying machine—perhaps a funny steampowered one with flapping wings and bicycle pedals—or you might imagine the future of
flight in a technologically advanced world. Perhaps you’ll be inspired by famous moments in
history, like Lindbergh’s flight across the ocean, or goofy human attempts to fly before the
invention of the airplane, or the exploration of space, or daredevil barnstormers performing
aerial acrobatics. Or you could find inspiration in nature—a flock of birds migrating overhead, or bees buzzing from flower to flower, or autumn leaves floating on a gentle breeze.
You might even draw a magical scene from mythology or legend.
Whether you are inspired by colorful kites at the beach, the starship Enterprise, or the
view from your airplane window, everybuggy in Cricket Country will be fluttering around
the mailbox in their personal flying suits, waiting for your best drawing about the dream of
flight to come in for a landing.
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A L L S H E C A N see now is the blue sky, no trees, no land—nothing but sky.
“The Flying Schoolgirl,” Katherine Stinson, begins her loop. Now she is upside
down; all she sees is the ground. As she completes her loop-the-loop and lands, the
crowd cheers and runs to greet the daring pilot.
My friend Evelyn West tells me that Katherine Stinson loved to fly. She knew
she wanted to be a pilot from the moment she took a hot air balloon ride in 1911.
Since she was barely twenty years old and looked like a schoolgirl, she had a hard
time convincing a pilot to teach her to fly. But in 1912, the famous aviator Max
Lillie agreed to give her flying lessons. He was sure that Katherine was too small
and that she lacked the strength to manage his plane. She proved him wrong. With
great resolve and amazing dexterity, she mastered flying and got her pilot’s license.
She began her career as a barnstormer. She would fly from air show to state fair
to flying exhibition. Katherine’s exciting stunts fascinated the crowds. She planned
them carefully and knew her airplane well. Before each show, she cleaned and
inspected it. She could take her whole plane apart, including the engine, and put it
back together again.
On a trip to the Far East in 1917, she attached fireworks to her plane and traced
letters in the sky high above the palace in Beijing, China. She also flew exhibitions
in Japan, where she was nearly mobbed by adoring fans.
Flying was Katherine’s life, and she passed her love of flying on to others. As a
service to her country, she started a flying school, trained male pilots for World War
I, and later became a pilot for the U.S. Air Mail Service.
From doing loop-the-loops in her biplane to training World War I pilots,
Katherine Stinson always gave flight to her dreams.
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