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Kids Are Kids-Until They Commit Crimes
by Marjie Lundstrom  -  The Sacramento Bee, March 1, 2001


1. A week from now, a judge in Florida will decide how old Lionel Tate really is.
2. Never mind that he is indisputably twelve at the time of "the incident." Is he a boy? Or a man?
3. It is a vexing question these days for the under-eighteen crowd, the group we routinely write off as "only kids." It's why they can't smoke, or drink, or go to R movies without our OK. It's why they don't vote. It's why they have curfews. It's why we fret over their Internet access and fuss about driving privileges.
4. Hey, they're only kids.
5. That is, until they foul up. Until they commit crimes. And the bigger the crime, the more eager we are to call them adults.
6. It's a glaring inconsistency that's getting more glaring by the hour as children as young as twelve and thirteen are being charged as adults in America's courts.
7. A California appeals court recently stuck its nose into the quandary of when to charge young offenders as adults, returning that power to judges, not prosecutors.
8. Meanwhile, in Texas, a lawmaker has had it. You want to throw the adult
9. book at kids? Fine, says Democratic state Rep. Ron Wilson of Houston.
10. Lower the voting age to fourteen.  And really, in light of things, how wacky is that? Today we are witness to Criminal defendants-facing life sentences without parole - who cannot shave, still play with fire trucks and love to act out scenes from television or video games.
11. On March 9, Lionel Tate - who was twelve when he savagely beat to death a six-year-old girl-will likely learn if he must spend life in prison after his lawyer unsuccessfully tried to put pro wrestling on trial. Now fourteen and convicted as an adult of first-degree murder, Tate supposedly was imitating his World Wrestling Federation heroes when he pummeled his playmate, less than a third his size.
12. Last month in Sacramento, a fifteen-year-old Yuba City youth who reportedly claimed he was mimicking a TV program about little girls who rob a bank was given a 26-years-to-life prison term. Tried as an adult, Thomas A. Preciado was fourteen when he stabbed to death a minimart clerk.
13. In April, Court TV will air five daily coverage of the trial of Nathaniel Brazill, now 14, charged as an adult with first-degree murder. Brazil was thirteen and already in trouble for throwing water balloons when he returned to his Lake Worth, Fl., middle school and shot to death an English teacher, who would not let him say good-bye to two girls on the final day of classes.		
14. This is not to say that the boys' crimes were not heinous, or that they should go  unpunished.  No one's talking about coddling here. But the zeal to corral wildly troubled, ever-younger kids and ram them through the adult system belies everything the juvenile justice System is all about: that kids are different. Their reasoning is not fully developed.
15.  They are not adults. 
16. "We've created this image that teenagers are something to be feared," said Dan Macallair of the Center on Juvenile and Criminal Justice in San Francisco.
17. This warped vision of America's youth was given an unfortunate boost with the recent arrest of two seemingly "good kids" in the brutal slayings of two Dartmouth College professors. Before they were even arrested, prosecutors had charged the teenagers, sixteen and seventeen, as adults.
18. Trouble is, statistics don't bear out the hysteria. While politicians and prosecutors press for hardline stands against youthful offenders - nearly every state has moved to make it easier to charge kids as adults - juvenile crime is way down.
19. The nation's juvenile arrest rate for murder fell 68 percent from 1993 to 1999, hitting its lowest level since 1966, according to the Justice Department. The juvenile arrest rate for violent crime overall fell 36 percent from 1994 to 1999.
20. Macallair believes the excitable media have perpetuated and fueled the youth-violence scare of the 1980s. In fact, California voters were so persuaded by tough-on-crime rhetoric they passed Proposition 21 last March, shifting the power from judges to prosecutors in deciding which juveniles to charge as adults in certain crimes.
21. Sensibly, the 4th District Court of Appeals in San Diego disagreed, finding that the provision violated the separation-of-powers principle. The San Diego district attorney has vowed to appeal.
22. But the fact remains, politics and demagoguery do not make good public policy. Research suggests that adolescents squeezed through the adult system are more likely to come out as violent career criminals than similar kids handled on the juvenile side.
23. More lives, lost. 
24. So what, then, to do about Lionel Tate - a kid who apparently still doesn't understand that "pile-driving" fellow inmates is not a good thing?
25. In another week, he will find out who tucks him in at night. And where.





Startling Finds on Teenage Brains 
By **Paul Thompson - The Sacramento Bee, Friday, May 25, 2001
**Paul Thompson is an assistant professor of neurology at 
the University of California, L.A., School of Medicine.	

1.  Emotions ran high at the trial of Nathaniel Brazill in West Palm Beach, Fla., two weeks ago. Friends of slain teacher Barry Grunow called the death penalty, while a growing crowd of demonstrators outside the courthouse wielded hastily written placards reading, "A child is not a man." Jurors returned with their verdict May 16: Fourteen-year-old Brazill, charged in last May's shooting of middle-school teacher Grunow, was found guilty of second-degree murder.

2.  A Florida grand jury had previously ruled that Brazill, who frequently looked dazed during the trial, would be tried as an adult, and if he had been convicted of first-degree murder he would have faced life in prison without parole. But Brazill's immaturity was evident throughout this incident—from the act itself of Brazill's shooting a teacher he considered one of his favorites, to his subsequent inability to give a reason for doing so, to the various quizzical looks that came across his face as the verdicts were read.

3.  In terms of cognitive development, as research on the human brain has shown Brazill— and any other young teen—is far from adulthood.

4.  Over the last several years, as school shootings have seemed to occur with disturbing frequency, startling discoveries have emerged about the teenage brain. The White House held a televised conference on adolescent development in May of last year, and a flurry of papers on the teen brain has appeared in top science journals. Reporters and teen advocates ask: Do the studies help explain the impulsive, erratic behavior of teens? The biggest surprise in recent teen-brain research is the finding that a massive loss of brain tissue occurs in the teen years.

5.  Specifically, my own research group at the University of California, Los Angeles, and our colleagues at the National Institutes of Health has developed technology to map the patterns of brain growth in individual children and teenagers. With repeated brain scans of kids from 3 to 20, we pieced together "movies" showing how brains grow and change.

6.  Some changes make perfect sense: Language systems grow furiously until age 12 and then stop, coinciding with the time when children learn foreign languages fastest. Mathematical brain systems grow little until puberty, corresponding with the observation that kids have difficulty with abstract concepts before then. Basically, the brain is like a puzzle, and growth is fastest in the exact parts the kids need to learn skills at different times. So far, all well and good.
7.  But what really caught our eye was a massive loss of brain tissue that occurs in the teenage years. The loss was like a wildfire, and you could see it in every teenager. Gray matter, which brain researchers believe supports all our thinking and emotions, is purged at a rate of 1 percent to 2 percent a year during this period. Stranger still, brain cells and connections are only being lost in the areas controlling impulses, risk-taking and self-control. These frontal lobes, which inhibit our violent passions, rash actions, and regulate our emotions, are vastly immature throughout the teenage years.

8.  The implications are tantalizing. Brazill was only 13 when he committed his crime. He said he made a "stupid mistake," but prosecutors argued that by bringing a gun to school he planned the crime.

9.  Does "planning" mean the same thing for a 13-year-old, with his diminished capacity for controlling erratic behavior, as it means for an adult? The verdict, in this case, seems to line up with the research. The jurors, by returning a verdict of second-degree murder instead of first, indicated that they believe Brazill's actions, while not accidental, were not fully thought-out, either.

10.  Linking this maelstrom of normal brain change with legal or moral accountability is tough: Even though normal teens are experiencing a wildfire of tissue loss in their brains, that does not remove their accountability. What is clear from the research is that the parts of the frontal lobes that inhibit reckless actions restructure themselves with startling speed in the teen years. Given this delicate—and drastic—reshaping of the brain, teens need all the help they can get to steer their development onto the right path.

11.  While research on brain-tissue loss can help us to understand teens better, it cannot be used to excuse their violent or homicidal behavior. But it can be used as evidence that teenagers are not yet adults, and the legal system shouldn't treat them as such.
         			
On Punishment and Teen Killers
By Jennifer Jenkins | August 2, 2011

"Some persons will shun crime even if we do nothing to deter them, while others will seek it out even if we do everything to reform them. Wicked people exist. Nothing avails except to set them apart from innocent people."  ---- James Q. Wilson, Harvard Professor and Crime Expert

My youngest sister was the joy of our close family. When a teenager murdered her and her husband in 1990 in suburban Chicago, she was pregnant with their first child. She begged for the life of her unborn child as he shot her. He reported to a friend, who testified at his trial, about his “thrill kill” that he just wanted to “see what it would feel like to shoot someone.”

This offender is now serving three life sentences in the Illinois Department of Corrections. According to Charles Stimson, a leading expert in criminal law at the Heritage Foundation's Center for Legal and Judicial Studies, he is one of 1,300 cases nationally of a teen killer sentenced as an adult to life, sometimes called JLWOP (Juvenile Life without Parole).

There are advocates who wish to minimize these offenders’ culpability simply because of their age. As a high school teacher, I have worked lovingly with teens all my life and I understand how hard it is to accept the reality that a 16 or 17 year old is capable of forming such requisite criminal intent.

We in America have to own this particular problem, with weapons so easily available to our youth, and the violence-loving culture in which we raise them. The Inuit people of northern Canada had no juvenile crime at all until 1980 and the introduction of television into their culture.

Both sides in the debate about JLWOP agree: Teens are being tried as adults and sentenced to prison for murder at alarming rates in the United States. But this actually disproves juvenile advocates’ reliance on the “underdeveloped brain” argument. If brain development were the reason, then teens would kill at roughly the same rates all over the world. They do not. Advocates often repeat, but truly misunderstand brain research on this issue. The actual science does not, according to experts such as Professor Stephen Morse, and others, in any way negate criminal culpability.

The offender in our case was a serial killer in the making. He came from privilege. Whenever he got in trouble, his parents fixed it. After a series of other crimes, he planned the murders for months, carefully and privately. He did not act on impulse or because of peer pressure. He was not mentally disabled -- in fact was quite intelligent. But he got a rush out of breaking the law and ultimately started work on his other plan for mass murder at a local bank. Bragging to friends led to his arrest.







There are no words adequate to describe what this kind of traumatic loss does to a victim’s family. So few who work on the juvenile offender side can truly understand what the victims of their crimes sometimes go through. Some never recover.

The nationwide campaign to end JLWOP has spent millions of dollars advocating for these convicted murderers to be set free. Not a dime has been allocated for victim outreach or support.

With absolutely no regard to the impact on victims’ families, they have published glossy “reports” widely distributed to the media and legislators. They feature propaganda photos of 7- and 8- year-old child models on the cover, with misleading headlines that the United States was “sentencing children to die in prison.”

For the record, the nation is NOT sentencing children to die in prison. This photo is pure propaganda.
The juvenile death penalty was abolished here years ago and a life sentence still allows a great deal of good living to be done – even from behind bars – far more than these teen killers gave to our murdered loved ones.

Many JLWOP offenders are repeat violent offenders and many have killed multiple people. The propaganda campaign by the well-funded juvenile advocates attempts to paint a different picture.

Consistently, they don’t talk about the facts of the crimes, just the “poor children in prison.” And while we respect their right to advocate for reform, some of which is needed, we have begged them to embrace the victims of these crimes as well, and take a truly inclusive and restorative justice approach to their advocacy. Our pleas have fallen on mostly deaf ears.

The offender advocates have also promoted another horrible lie -- that the United States is the only nation that sentences teens to life for murder. In fact, at least 11 other nations do, according to Stimson’s research. Many nations do the equivalent and far worse -– the juvenile death penalty, selling teens into sexual slavery, forced labor, sexual mutilation and the list goes on. Many nations do not have separate juvenile justice systems such as the enlightened system we have here, and many nations torture offenders of all ages without regard for human rights.

Legislative proposals for reforming JLWOP have been retroactive but without any victim notification, in full violation of constitutionally protected victims’ rights. Advocates who wish to believe in the nobility of their actions cannot wrong murder victims’ family members in this way without losing all credibility.  Restorative Justice shows us the way out -– a conversation focused on victims’ needs, with all stakeholders at the table.

The Opinion Pages | OP-ED CONTRIBUTOR	



Juveniles Don’t Deserve Life Sentences
By GAIL GARINGER  March 14, 2012 (Boston)

Gail Garinger, a juvenile court judge in Massachusetts from 1995 to 2008, 
is the state’s child advocate, appointed by the governor.

In the late 1980s, a small but influential group of criminologists predicted a coming wave of violent juvenile crime: “super predators,” as young as 11, committing crimes in “wolf packs.” Politicians soon responded to those fears, and to concerns about the perceived inadequacies of state juvenile justice systems, by lowering the age at which children could be transferred to adult courts. The concern was that offenders prosecuted as juveniles would have to be released at age 18 or 21.
At the same time, “tough on crime” rhetoric led some states to enact laws making it easier to impose life without parole sentences on adults. The unintended consequence of these laws was that children as young as 13 and 14 who were charged as adults became subject to life without parole sentences.
Nationwide, 79 young adolescents have been sentenced to die in prison — a sentence not imposed on children anywhere else in the world. These children were told that they could never change and that no one cared what became of them. They were denied access to education and rehabilitation programs and left without help or hope.
But the prediction of a generation of super predators never came to pass. Beginning in the mid-1990s, violent juvenile crime declined, and it has continued to decline through the present day. The laws that were passed to deal with them, however, continue to exist. This month, the United States Supreme Court will hear oral arguments in two cases, Jackson v. Hobbs and Miller v. Alabama, which will decide whether children can be sentenced to life without parole after being convicted of homicide.
The court has already struck down the death penalty for juveniles and life without parole for young offenders convicted in non-homicide cases. The rationale for these earlier decisions is simple and equally applicable to the cases to be heard: Young people are biologically different from adults. Brain imaging studies reveal that the regions of the adolescent brain responsible for controlling thoughts, actions and emotions are not fully developed. They cannot be held to the same standards when they commit terrible wrongs.
Homicide is the worst crime, but in striking down the juvenile death penalty in 2005, the Supreme Court recognized that even in the most serious murder cases, “juvenile offenders cannot with reliability be classified among the worst offenders”: they are less mature, more vulnerable to peer pressure, cannot escape from dangerous environments, and their characters are still in formation. And because they remain unformed, it is impossible to assume that they will always present an unacceptable risk to public safety.
The most disturbing part of the super predator myth is that it presupposed that certain children were hopelessly defective, perhaps genetically so. Today, few believe that criminal genes are inherited, except in the sense that parental abuse and negative home lives can leave children with little hope and limited choices.
As a former juvenile court judge, I have seen firsthand the enormous capacity of children to change and turn themselves around. The same malleability that makes them vulnerable to peer pressure also makes them promising candidates for rehabilitation.
An overwhelming majority of young offenders grow out of crime. But it is impossible at the time of sentencing for mental health professionals to predict which youngsters will fall within that majority and grow up to be productive, law-abiding citizens and which will fall into the small minority that continue to commit crimes. For this reason, the court has previously recognized that children should not be condemned to die in prison without being given a “meaningful opportunity to obtain release based on demonstrated maturity and rehabilitation.”
The criminologists who promoted the super predator theory have acknowledged that their prediction never came to pass, repudiated the theory and expressed regret. They have joined several dozen other criminologists in an amicus brief to the court asking it to strike down life without parole sentences for children convicted of murder. I urge the justices to apply the logic and the wisdom of their earlier decisions and affirm that the best time to decide whether someone should spend his entire life in prison is when he has grown to be an adult, not when he is still a child.
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On the Sidewalk, Bleeding
By Evan Hunter

“l don’t want to die” he thought.
“I haven't lived yet.”

The last experience of his life is death.
In this short story, Evan Hunter, author of The Blackboard Jungle,
tells of the aloneness, the agony of the sixteen-year-old boy
who discovers the true meaning of life in the moment of death.

The boy lay bleeding in the rain. He was sixteen years old. He wore a bright purple silk jacket.
Across the back were the words, THE ROYALS. The boy’s name was Andy. The name was
written with thin black thread in the front of the jacket. It was just over the heart, Andy.

He had been stabbed ten minutes ago. The knife had entered just below his ribs.

It had torn a wide gap in his flesh. He lay on the sidewalk. The March rain washed away the
blood from his open wound. He had known pain when the knife had torn across his body. Then
a little relief came when the blade was pulled away.

He had heard a voice saying, “That's for you Royal!” He heard footsteps hurry away in the rain.
Then he had fallen to the sidewalk. Holding his stomach, he had tried to stop the blood.

He tried to yell for help, but he had no voice. It was raining harder, There was an open hole in
his body and his life ran red. It was 11:30 PM, but he did not know the time.

There was another thing he did not know. He did not know he was dying. He lay on the
sidewalk and he thought only: THAT WAS A FIERCE RUMBLE. THEY GOT ME GOOD THAT
TIME. But he did not know he was dying. He would be frightened had he known. He wished he
could call for help. But there was only a bubble of blood when he opened his mouth to speak.
He lay and waited, waited for someone to find him.

He could hear the sound of car tires far away.
He wondered if Laura would be angry.

He had left to get a pack of cigarettes. He had told her he would be back in a few minutes. He
had gone downstairs and found the drug store closed. He knew that Alfredo’s on the next block
would be open. He had started through the alley. Then they had jumped him. He could hear the
faint sound of music now. He wondered if Laura was dancing, wondering if she missed him.
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Maybe she thought he wasn’t coming back. Maybe she had left and gone home. He thought of
—her face, the brown eyes, the black hair. Thinking of her he forgot his pain a little. He forgot that

the blood was rushing from his body. Re

Someday he would marry Laura. They would get out of this neighborhood. They would move to
a clean place and have kids.

He heard footsteps at the other end of the alley. He lifted his cheek from the sidewalk and tried
to call out.

The man came down the alley. He had not seen Andy yet. He walked, leaned against the 30
building, and then walked again. He saw Andy and came toward him. He stood over him,
watching him and not speaking.

Then he said, “What’s the matter, buddy?”

Andy could not speak. He could barely move. He lifted his face a little. Then he smelled alcohol
and knew the man was drunk. <

Then man was smiling.
“Did you fall down, Buddy?” he asked. “you mus’ be as drunk as | am” He grinned.
It was 11:40.

The man studied Andy. “You gonna catch cold here,” he said. “What’s the matter? You like layin’
in the wet?” : YO

Andy could not answer. The man tried to focus his eyes on Andy’s face. The man squatted
beside Andy. “You like a drink?”

Andy shook his head.
What time of day is it? Could the drunk tell the difference between the blood and rain puddles?

“Nevermind,” the man said. “You’re too young to be drinkin’ anyway. Should be ‘shamed of ¢
yourself. Drunk and layin’ in a alley, all wet. Shame on you. | gotta good minda calla cop.”

Andy nodded. Yes, he tried to say. Yes, call a cop. Please call one.
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“Oh, you don't like that, huh?” the drunk said. “You don’ wanna cop to find you all drunk an’ wet
in a alley, hun? Okay, buddy. This time you get off easy.” He got to his feet. “This time you lucky,”
he said. He waved at Andy. “S’long buddy,” he said.

Wait, Andy thought. Wait, please. I'm bleeding.

“S’long,” the drunk said again. “I see you around'” Then he went off down the alley.
Andy lay there and thought, Laura,

Laura. Are you dancing?

A couple came into the alley. They were running from the rain. The girl had a newspaper over
her head. Andy lay and watched them run into the alley laughing. They stood in a doorway, not
far from him.

“Man, what rain!” the boy said. “You could drown out there.”

“I have to get home,” the girl said. “It's late, Freddie. | have to get home.”

There was a long silence. Then the girl said “Oh.” Andy knew she had been kissed. He
wondered if he would kiss Laura again. It was then he wondered if he was dying.

No, he thought, | can’'t be dying. Not from a little street rumble. Guys get cut up all the time. |
can’t be dying. No, that’s stupid. That don’t make any sense at all.

“l love you, Angela,” the boy said.

“I love you, too, Freddie,” the girl said. Andy listened and thought: | love you, Laura. Laura, this is
stupid, but I think maybe I'm dying.

He tried not to speak. He tried not to move. Finally, a grunt came from his lips.
“What was that?” the girl said. “Go look, Freddie.”

Freddie stepped into the alley. He walked over to where Andy lay on the ground. He stood over
him, watching him.

“You all right?” he asked. He knelt beside Andy. “You cut?”
Andy nodded. The boy saw THE ROYALS on the jacket then. He turned to Angela.
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“He’s a Royal,” he said.

“What should we do, Freddie?”

“l don’t know. He’s a Royal. We help him, and the Guardians will be after us. | don’t want to get
mixed up in this Angela.”

“Is he —is he hurt bad?”
“Yeah, it looks that way.”
“We can’t leave him here in the rain.”

Angela waited. “Can we?”
“If we get a cop, the Guardians will find out who,” Freddie said. “I don’t know, Angela, | don’t
know.”

Angela waited a long time before she spoke. Then she said, “l have to get home, Freddie. My
folks will begin to worry.”

“Yeah,” Freddie said. He looked at Andy again. “You all right?” he asked. Andy lifted his face
from the sidewalk. His eyes said, Please, please help me. Maybe Freddie read what his eyes
were saying. Maybe he didn't.

Behind him, Angela said, “Freddie, let's get out of here! Please!” Her voice was near panic.
Freddie stood up. He looked at Andy once more. “I'm sorry,” he said. Then he took Angela’s
arm. Together they ran toward the far end of the alley.

Why, there're afraid of the Guardians, Andy thought with surprise. But why should they be
afraid? | wasn't afraid of the Guardians. | went to every rumble with the Guardians. | got hurt, and
I'm bleeding.

The rain felt good somehow. It was cold rain. But his body was hot all over. The rain helped to
cool him. He had always liked rain. He could remember sitting in Laura’s house one time. He
looked out the window and watched people run from the rain. That was when he first joined the
Royals. He could remember how happy he was that the Royals had taken him. The Royals and
the Guardians were two of the biggest. He was a Royal. There had been meaning in the title.

Now in the alley, with the cold rain, he wondered about the meaning. If he died, he was Andy.
He was not a Royal. He was simply Andy, and he was dead. Had the Guardian who knifed him
ever once known that he was Andy? Had they stabbed him, Andy, or stabbed only the jacket
and the title? What good was the title if you were dying?
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I'm Andy, he screamed without a sound. I'm Andy.

An old lady stopped at the other end of the alley. The garbage cans were there. The rain made
noise as it beat on the cans. The old lady had a shopping bag over one arm. She lifted the lids
off the garbage cans like a queen. She did not hear Andy grunt because she was a little deaf.
She had been searching most of the night. She collected newspapers and string. Sometimes
she found an old hat. Then she put the lids back. She carried an old broken umbrella. She
worked quickly without a sound. Then she lifted her umbrella high and was gone.

The alley looked very long now. He could see people passing at the other end of it. He
wondered who it was on the Guardians who had plunged the knife into his body.

“That’s for you Royal!” the voice had said. Even in his pain there had been pride in knowing he
was a Royal. Now there was no pride at all. The rain was beginning to chill him. The blood was
still pouring between his fingers. He knew only that he was dizzy. He could only think: | WANT
TO BE ANDY.

It was not very much to ask of the world.

He watched people passing. The world didn’t know he was alive. He wanted to say, “Hey, look
at me! I'm alive! Don’t you know I'm alive?”

He felt weak and tired. He felt alone and wet. He knew he was going to die now. It made him
sad, but not afraid. He felt sad that his life was over at 16. He had never done anything, seen
anything, been anywhere. Now the rumbles and purple jackets were not important. They
seemed like such small things in a world he was missing. | don’t want to die, he thought, |
haven't lived yet.

It seemed important to him that he take off the jacket. He was close to dying. When they did find
him, he didn’t want them to say “Oh, he’s a Royal.”

With great effort, he rolled over on his back. He felt the pain tear at him when he moved. It was
a pain that he did not think possible. But he wanted to take off the jacket. If he never did
another thing, he wanted to take off the jacket. The jacket had only one meaning now. That was
a very simple meaning.

If he had not been wearing the jacket, he would not have been stabbed.
The knife had not hated Andy. The knife hated only the purple jacket. The jacket was a stupid
thing that was robbing him of his life. He wanted the jacket off his back. With great hate for it, he
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wanted the jacket off his back.

He lay and pulled at the shiny wet cloth. His arms were heavy. The pain ripped fire across his

body when he moved. He turned and fought until one arm was free, and then the other. Then he 3S
rolled away from the jacket and lay still. He listened to the sound of his own breathing. He
thought rain was sweet. I'm Andy.

She found him in the alley a minute past midnight. She left the dance to look for him. When she
found him she knelt beside him and said, “Andy, it's me Laura.”

He did not answer her. She backed away. Tears came to her eyes. Then she ran from the alley 140
crying and calling. She did not stop running until she found a cop.

Now standing with the cop, she looked at the dead boy on the sidewalk. The cop rose and said,
“He’s dead.” All the crying was out of her now. She stood in the rain and said nothing. She
looked at him. She looked at the purple jacket that rested a foot away from his body.

The cop picked up the jacket and turned it over in his hands. “A Royal, huh?” he said. [N
The rain seemed to beat down even harder now.

She looked at the cop and very quietly, she said, “His name is Andy.”

The cop put the jacket over his arm. He took out his black pad. He opened it to a blank page.

“A Royal,” he said.

Then he began writing. 150
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All Summer in a Day

By Ray Bradbury

"Ready?"

"Ready."

"Now?"

"Soon."

"Do the scientists really know? Will it happen today, will it?"

"Look, look; see for yourself!"

The children pressed to each other like so many roses, so many weeds, intermixed, peering out
for a look at the hidden sun.

It rained.

It had been raining for seven years; thousands upon thousands of days compounded and filled
from one end to the other with rain, with the drum and gush of water, with the sweet crystal fall
of showers and the concussion of storms so heavy they were tidal waves come over the islands.
A thousand forests had been crushed under the rain and grown up a thousand times to be
crushed again. And this was the way life was forever on the planet Venus, and this was the
schoolroom of the children of the rocket men and women who had come to a raining world to
set up civilization and live out their lives.

"It's stopping, it’s stopping "
"Yes, yes!"

Margot stood apart from them, from these children who could ever remember a time when there
wasn't rain and rain and rain. They were all nine years old, and if there had been a day, seven
years ago, when the sun came out for an hour and showed its face to the stunned world, they
could not recall. Sometimes, at night, she heard them stir, in remembrance, and she knew they
were dreaming and remembering gold or a yellow crayon or a coin large enough to buy the
world with. She knew they thought they remembered a warmness, like a blushing in the face, in
the body, in the arms and legs and trembling hands. But then they always awoke to the tatting
drum, the endless shaking down of clear bead necklaces upon the roof, the walk, the gardens,
the forests, and their dreams were gone.

All day yesterday they had read in class about the sun. About how like a lemon it was, and how
hot. And they had written small stories or essays or poems about it: / think the sun is a flower,
That blooms for just one hour. That was Margot's poem, read in a quiet voice in the still
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classroom while the rain was falling outside.

"Aw, you didn’t write that!" protested one of the boys.
"l did," said Margot. "l did."

"William!" said the teacher.

But that was yesterday. Now the rain was slackening, and the children were crushed in the great
thick windows.

Where’s teacher?"
"She’ll be back."
"She’d better hurry, we’ll miss it!"

They turned on themselves, like a feverish wheel, all tumbling spokes. Margot stood alone. She
was a very frail girl who looked as if she had been lost in the rain for years and the rain had
washed out the blue from her eyes and the red from her mouth and the yellow from her hair.
She was an old photograph dusted from an album, whitened away, and if she spoke at all her
voice would be a ghost. Now she stood, separate, staring at the rain and the loud wet world
beyond the huge glass.

"What're you looking at?" said William. Margot said nothing.
"Speak when you’re spoken to."

He gave her a shove. But she did not move; rather she let herself be moved only by him and
nothing else. They edged away from her, they would not look at her. She felt them go away. And
this was because she would play no games with them in the echoing tunnels of the
underground city. If they tagged her and ran, she stood blinking after them and did not follow.
When the class sang songs about happiness and life and games her lips barely moved. Only
when they sang about the sun and the summer did her lips move as she watched the drenched
windows. And then, of course, the biggest crime of all was that she had come here only five
years ago from Earth, and she remembered the sun and the way the sun was and the sky was
when she was four in Ohio. And they, they had been on Venus all their lives, and they had been
only two years old when last the sun came out and had long since forgotten the color and heat
of it and the way it really was.

But Margot remembered.

"It's like a penny," she said once, eyes closed.
"No it’s not!" the children cried.

"It's like a fire," she said, "in the stove."

"You're lying, you don’t remember!" cried the children.
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But she remembered and stood quietly apart from all of them and watched the patterning
windows. And once, a month ago, she had refused to shower in the school shower rooms, had eS
clutched her hands to her ears and over her head, screaming the water mustn’t touch her head.

So after that, dimly, dimly, she sensed it, she was different and they knew her difference and

kept away. There was talk that her father and mother were taking her back to Earth next year; it
seemed vital to her that they do so, though it would mean the loss of thousands of dollars to her
family. And so, the children hated her for all these reasons of big and little consequence. They 70
hated her pale snow face, her waiting silence, her thinness, and her possible future.

"Get away!" The boy gave her another push. "What're you waiting for?"

Then, for the first time, she turned and looked at him. And what she was waiting for was in her
eyes.

"Well, don’t wait around here!" cried the boy savagely. "You won'’t see nothing!" 75
Her lips moved.

"Nothing!" he cried. "It was all a joke, wasn’t it?" He turned to the other children. "Nothing’s
happening today. /s it?"

They all blinked at him and then, understanding, laughed and shook their heads.
"Nothing, nothing!" RO

"Oh, but," Margot whispered, her eyes helpless. "But this is the day, the scientists predict, they
say, they know, the sun.." "All a joke!" said the boy, and seized her roughly. "Hey, everyone, let’s
put her in a closet before the teacher comes!"

"No," said Margot, falling back.

They surged about her, caught her up and bore her, protesting, and then pleading, and then ¢¢
crying, back into a tunnel, a room, a closet, where they slammed and locked the door. They
stood looking at the door and saw it tremble from her beating and throwing herself against it.
They heard her muffled cries. Then, smiling, the turned and went out and back down the tunnel,

just as the teacher arrived. '

"Ready, children?" She glanced at her watch. 90
"Yes!" said everyone.

"Are we all here?"

"Yes!"

The rain slacked still more. They crowded to the huge door. The rain stopped.
It was as if, in the midst of a film concerning an avalanche, a tornado, a hurricane, a volcanic as
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eruption, something had, first, gone wrong with the sound apparatus, thus muffling and finally
cutting off all noise, all of the blasts and repercussions and thunders, and then, second, ripped
the film from the projector and inserted in its place a beautiful tropical slide which did not move
or tremor. The world ground to a standstill. The silence was so immense and unbelievable that
you felt your ears had been stuffed or you had lost your hearing altogether. The children put
their hands to their ears. They stood apart. The door slid back and the smell of the silent, waiting
world came in to them.

The sun came out.

It was the color of flaming bronze and it was very large. And the sky around it was a blazing blue
tile color. And the jungle burned with sunlight as the children, released from their spell, rushed
out, yelling into the springtime.

"Now, don't go too far," called the teacher after them. "You've only two hours, you know. You
wouldn’t want to get caught out!"

But they were running and turning their faces up to the sky and feeling the sun on their cheeks
like.a warm iron; they were taking off their jackets and letting the sun burn their arms.

"Oh, it's better than the sun lamps, isn't it?"
"Much, much better!"

They stopped running and stood in the great jungle that covered Venus, that grew and never
stopped growing, tumultuously, even as you watched it. It was a nest of octopi, clustering up
great arms of flesh like weed, wavering, flowering in this brief spring. It was the color of rubber
and ash, this jungle, from the many years without sun. It was the color of stones and white
cheeses and ink, and it was the color of the moon.

The children lay out, laughing, on the jungle mattress, and heard it sigh and squeak under them
resilient and alive. They ran among the trees, they slipped and fell, they pushed each other, they
played hide- and-seek and tag, but most of all they

squinted at the sun until the tears ran down their faces; they put their hands up to that
yellowness and that amazing blueness and they breathed of the fresh, fresh air and listened and
listened to the silence which suspended them in a blessed sea of no sound and no motion.
They looked at everything and savored everything. Then, wildly, like animals escaped from their
caves, they ran and ran in shouting circles. They ran for an hour and did not stop running.

And then - In the midst of their running one of the girls wailed.
Everyone stopped.

The girl, standing in the open, held out her hand.
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"Oh, look, look," she said, trembling.

They came slowly to look at her opened palm. 120
In the center of it, cupped and huge, was a single raindrop. She began to cry, looking at it. They
glanced quietly at the sun.

"Oh. Oh."

A few cold drops fell on their noses and their cheeks and their mouths. The sun faded behind a
stir of mist. A wind blew cold around them. They turned and started to walk back toward the 136
underground house, their hands at their sides, their smiles vanishing away.

A boom of thunder startled them and like leaves before a new hurricane, they tumbled upon

each other and ran. Lightning struck ten miles away, five miles away, a mile, a half mile. The sky
darkened into midnight in a flash.

They stood in the doorway of the underground for a moment until it was raining hard. Then they WO
closed the door and heard the gigantic sound of the rain falling in tons and avalanches,
everywhere and forever.

"Will it be seven more years?" "Yes. Seven."

Then one of them gave a little cry. "Margot!"

" ?H

What? ' L%‘;
"She’s still in the closet where we locked her."

"Margot."

They stood as if someone had driven them, like so many stakes, into the floor. They looked at

each other and then looked away. They glanced out at the world that was raining now and
raining and raining steadily. They could not meet each other's glances. Their faces were solemn |50
and pale. They looked at their hands and feet, their faces down.

"Margot."

One of the girls said, "Well...?"

No one moved.

"Go on," whispered the girl. 155

They walked slowly down the hall in the sound of cold rain. They turned through the doorway to
the room in the sound of the storm and thunder, lightning on their faces, blue and terrible. They
walked over to the closet door slowly and stood by it.

Behind the closet door was only silence.

They unlocked the door, even more slowly, and let Margot out. 160
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