Invitation to Notice:

 “Everything we eat tonight has a special meaning,” Dad said. “These vegetables mean wealth.”


“How about the shrimp?” I asked.


“That means wealth, too,” Dad said.


“What does pork mean?” Lissy asked.


“Wealth too!” Dad said.


“Everything means wealth,” Lissy said. “All we care about is money!”


“Well, don’t you want to be rich?” Mom asked.


“Yes!” Lissy said.


“Me, too,” Ki-Ki said. “Me, too.”


“Well, eat these,” Mom told us, passing us the fried dumplings. “They say they symbolize gold coins, so if you eat them you’ll be rich.”


“I don’t know how they’re going to make me rich,” I said. “They don’t look like gold coins to me.”


“Maybe that’s what coins looked like in the olden days,” Lissy whispered to me.


“I’m going to eat all of them,” Dad teased, “then I’ll have all the money and you’ll have none.”


“That’s not fair,” I said, trying to grab some dumplings off his plate. “Give me some.”


“I’ll sell you one for a dollar,” Dad said. “That’s how you get rich!”


The phone rang again and this time it was Grandpa calling to say Happy New Year.


“I’ll bet Grandpa ate a lot of these dumplings,” Lissy said. “Grandpa’s rich.”


“Maybe he charged two dollars for each dumpling,” I joked.

~Grace Lin, The Year of the Dog (2007)

Invitation to Edit:

“Are you a Coke person or a Pepsi person?” said Cracked-Up Katie.

Fresca was Ingrid’s drink, but she said, “Pepsi.”

~Peter Abrahams, Down the Rabbit Hole (2006)
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Invitation to Edit:

“Wanna do something neat?” “Yeah, but just a sec. I gotta go to the bathroom.” “That’s the neat thing,” he says. “Go there.” He pointed to the four-by-five heat-register grate in the middle of the living-room floor. “Huh-uh,” I said. “You’ll tell.” “Promise I won’t,” he says. “Wait till you see what happens. It’s really neat.” By now I have to go so bad I’m dizzy and only mu death grip is stopping me from peeing into the wall like a strip miner. “Just take off your pants and pee down the grate,” he says. “I promise I won’t tell. I’d do it myself, but I don’t have to go.” “Have you ever done it before?” “Lots of times,” he says. “And see? I never got in trouble for it.” “No, siree…” “You’ll be sorry if you don’t. It’s really neat.” “Okay, but you promise you won’t tell.” He crosses his black heart. The same nanosecond my pee hits that hot furnace, the yellow steam rolls up around me like I’m Mandrake the Magician in the middle of a disappearing act, which I’m not but really wish I was. I know instantly from the ssssssssss and the horrific stench…

~Chris Crutcher, King of the Mild Frontier (2003)

Invitation to Revise:

And when he’d waded out a safe distance, he sat down in the water and called, “Okay, now look!” The he stuck a finger up in the air like he had before and waited. Only instead of gas bubbles coming to the surface, he came shooting out of the water like a torpedo, screaming like he’s gonna die.


And then I saw it-a flashy, silvery, spiky-finned crappie chompin’ down on his privates.


“Do something! Do something!” Joey screamed, flailing around, falling in the water, standing up, falling down, while the crappie hung on like it had struck the mother lode. 


I didn’t know how I was going to help, but I jumped in the pool anyway. But by the time I’d made it over to him, Joey had stuck a finger through that crappie’s gill and set himself free.


I tried not to look, but Joey was read, boy. Red and raw. He hurled the crappie way up onshore, then eased back into the water, whimpering and quivering, his eyes brimming with tears.


“You want me to get a doctor?” I whispered.


“No!”


“Did he… did he get any of it?”


“No!”


I stood there just waiting while he tried to ease the pain, but finally I couldn’t help looking around the pond and asking, “What if there’s more of ‘em?”


He shot out of the water and dived for shore, holding himself safe the whole time. And after I’d left him alone to inspect himself for a minute, I tried asking again, “You sure you don’t want to go to the doctor?”


He stepped into his skivvies and tucked himself away real careful-like before putting on his jeans. “No. What would he do to it, huh? I don’t want no doctor bandaging me.” Then he put on his shirt and said, “I swear to howdy, if you ever tell a soul…”

Wendelin Van Draanen, Swear to Howdy (2003)

