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Brenden West

Band-Aids
third place, CU writing contest

One day, at school, a boy pulled my hair and I cried and told my 
teacher, Ms. B. She put him in timeout. My daddy said sometimes 

boys and girls hurt each other because they like each other. I said, 
“Ew,” and stuck my tongue out. 

Even though my daddy’s a boy, I like him. He’s the only boy who 
ever plays Barbies with me. He makes his voice really high like a girl 
when we’re playing pretend. I named my Barbie Molly because my 
name is Molly. He named his Barbie Owen.

“You can’t do that!” I said.
Daddy said, “Why?”
“Because Owen is a boy’s name!”
He said someone already stole his favorite name.

*
I started school in August. My dad drops me off every morning and 
picks me up every day. One day my teacher asked, “How come your 
dad picks you up from school every day?” She’s pretty.

“He can’t wait for me to tell him everything I did today.”
“How come your mom never picks you up from school?”
 “My mom is in heaven,” I said. “So she can’t pick me up from 

school.”
My teacher nodded her head. She grabbed my Barbie and said it 

was very pretty. I said her name was Molly, after me.
She gave me a note, one time, and said, “Can you give this to 

your dad, and promise not to read it?”
I nodded my head, but I opened the note the second she turned 

her back. It was pink. It smelled nice. It had lots of pretty flowers. I 
tried to read it, but I haven’t learned cursive yet.

Brice Lory

Autumn in the Fields
Autumn arrives in the fields
with wrinkling puddles in mud
as the air howls,
and skeleton stalks rattle and shake,
brown and gold and dry,
with the glass-pane terror
of old age.

Autumn arrives in the fields
with towers of sawtooth
sabres shooting out in symphonies
of discord, of disharmony, of dissonance
and disquiet,
as stained-glass concertos
shatter to the ground in
seas of rustling and musty breath.
Autumn arrives with the thresher,
Blades spinning and clicking –
a great insect creeping across
mires that stink of cattle.

And those that work set their mouths
straight; their eyes slow, sharp, steel.
They all nod in agreement –
the quiet understanding of the slow fury
of the harvest, the reaping;
frost comes with starving and merciless
fingers, sharp needle-teeth.
And the stink will fade; and night
will stumble in drunk screaming of discord, of
disharmony, of dissonance and disquiet.
the wind will chant, and the men will nod, knowing
that the reedy voice screaming across the fields
is the summoning, the ritual of shivering bones
in un-dug graves; that
you, winter, you will kill.
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timeout for a very long time. She gave me a SpongeBob Squarepants 
band-aid, and kissed the spot where it hurt.

My dad’s the only one who ever kisses me when I get hurt.
By the time Daddy picked me up from school, I wasn’t crying 

anymore. Ms. B told him what happened. Daddy smiled and said, 
“Well I guess it’s a good thing you were there, Ms. B!”

*
Ms. B came over to my house one time. Maybe Daddy’s starting to 
think she’s pretty. He calls her Brittany now. We ate macaroni and 
cheese, shaped like SpongeBob, and put hot dogs in it. Ms. B ate hers 
without hot dogs because she’s an herbivore like a stegosaurus di-
nosaur. We watched Finding Nemo and Dad let me stay up past my 
bedtime. He stayed up way past his own bedtime that night. The next 
morning he was really, really tired.

Now Ms. B sends me home with less notes, but we watch more 
movies with her. She always wears pretty dresses, makeup. She cooks 
for us sometimes, just like Mom used to.

One day, I woke up, and I went into Daddy’s room. He was read-
ing one of Ms. B’s notes. He had a picture of mom on his lap. His eyes 
were red. Sometimes my eyes get red when I cry.

I looked at the note, and it said “L-O-V-E” in fancy cursive let-
ters.

I said, “Are you ok?”
Daddy said, “Yeah, baby, Daddy’s fine.”
“Did you get hurt?” I hugged him. He’s always warm and big. 

His arms are hairy and they tickle my face.
“In a way,” he said. “But I’m better now, sweetie.”
I went to the bathroom and came back with the band-aids.
 “Where does it hurt?”
Daddy pointed at his arm. I kissed him where it hurt and put 

on the band-aid. “You should be a doctor,” he said. “Because I feel all 
better now!”

“I didn’t know grown-ups got hurt,” I said.
“Everybody gets hurt, sweetheart,” he said. “Sometimes you 

can’t put a band-aid on and make it hurt less either.”
I think Ms. B hurt Daddy. 
She must like him.

When I gave it to Daddy I asked, “What’s it say?”
He said it said, “Dear Mr. Wade, Your daughter is the prettiest 

most awesome little girl in the whole wide world. You’re so lucky to 
have her…”

I said, “Really!?”
Daddy said yes. He never lies. Lying isn’t what grown-ups do.
Daddy smiled and wrote a note back. I couldn’t read his note 

either – cursive. He said the note said “Dear Ms. B, Molly is so smart! 
She can spell her name and count to ten backwards! I love her very 
much.”

I took the note and tried to read it anyway. “What’s that word?” 
I said, pointing at one of the loopy ones.

“L-O-V-E,” said Dad. “Love…” He pointed at each of the letters.
*

Boys don’t like pretty things like girls do. They’re not as sophisticated. 
Daddy’s note smelled like paper instead of flowers. When Teacher 
read the note, she laughed. Her face was red.

She writes my dad a note every day it seems!   All of her notes 
smell pretty. Daddy’s notes smell pretty too, but it’s different. All of 
his notes say, “Molly is so smart!” I guess I must be really smart.

*
When it’s too cold to play at the park, Daddy and I go to Chuck E. 
Cheese’s. One time, I asked Daddy what heaven was like. He said it 
was the most wonderful place in the whole world, even better than 
Chuck E. Cheese’s. Maybe it has a really big slide.

Daddy took me to Chuck E. Cheese’s one time, and my teacher 
was there. She said it was because she likes to play Whack-A-Mole. 
Daddy hugged her, and she ate pizza with us. I asked if she wanted to 
play in the Play Place with me, but she was wearing a dress. Daddy 
can only fit in the Ball Place, but he chases me outside of all the tubes 
and catches me when I go down the slide.

*
In spring, Teacher let us go back outside for recess. I always take my 
Barbie to the swing set. I don’t even need to be pushed anymore be-
cause Daddy taught me how to kick my legs. Tommy stole my favor-
ite swing once. I always play on that swing and Tommy knows that. 
When I want something, Dad says it’s always good to be polite. “Can I 
please play?” I said.

Tommy said, “I was here first.”
He’s a stupid boy. I told him that.
“I’m going to tell Ms. B that you’re not sharing!” Tommy said. 

Then, he pushed me, I fell and I bumped my knee. I looked at it and 
saw it was bleeding! I started to cry.

Ms. B put Tommy in timeout. He’s the one who pulled my hair 
before. She said one more bad thing and Tommy was going to be in 


