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Flowers for Algernon 
 The Graphical Novel  

By: Simeon  
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Olympic Ecstasy 
By Patrick  

            “Wake up, Patrick, wake up,” my dad said as he shook me gently.  

My eyes creaked open as I said “What?”   

My dad replied, “Get up and get ready.”  As he said those words my eyes 

shot open, I leapt out of my bed towards my dresser and got ready.  All in that 

moment, I remembered where we were going. 

            I quickly got dressed into my snow clothes.  All of my snow clothes were 

blue save that the gloves were black.  I stood there and somebody may have 

mistaken me for a sumo wrestler.  I had a very hard time walking up the stairs.  

The beige carpet felt soft beneath my feet as I slowly climbed up the stairs.  As 

hard as it was, walking up the stairs, it was even more difficult putting on my 

shoes. 

I quickly awoke my mother and said to her, “Goodbye, Mom”  

She replied, “Bye, I love you”  

I quickly answered, “Love you too.” Then, I turned and slowly walked out 

of the room to the car.  My dad talked to my mother and turned to follow me to 

the car.  I quickly opened to door and hopped in.   

            The inside of the car was cozy beige.  The leather felt soft beneath me.  

As I buckled my seatbelt, my dad was turning on the car.  I heard the motor turn 

on and the headlights sent out a faint beam of light revealing the driveway and 

street ahead.  All else beyond appeared to be a dark abyss.  The car started to 



move slowly, and we then headed toward Salt Lake City.  Very few cars were out 

on the road.  My dad and I silently listened to the radio as mile after mile flew by.  

Finally, after an hour of intense anticipation, we were there. 

Blue, yellow, and orange pillars rose in distinct difference to the security 

gates.  The pillars were placed throughout the slush-covered parking lot, large 

obelisks standing guard.  We trudged through the empty parking lot toward the 

security gates.  Security gates are never that ornate and these were no 

exceptions.  They were one story tall, and a shabby yellow.  We went through 

them without incident.  Beyond the gates was a line of Greyhound Charter buses 

four blocks long.  The line was beyond an orange fence just as long as the line 

itself.  The buses were white and blue with the company’s insignia, a distinct 

large greyhound placed in the center of the bus.  My father and I were then 

placed into a line to put us on a bus.  After about ten minutes that felt like hours, 

we were allowed on the bus.   

After the bus was full, we steadily headed up into the mountain.  The 

panorama was magnificent.  The mountain foothills surrounded us with heavy 

snow and pine trees.  The pines smelled crisp in the morning air.  A faint 

shimmer of light reached over the mountain as the bus climbed ever higher.  

Later dawn’s pink fingers reached through the sky as we moved higher and 

higher into the mountain.  Then when the venue came into view, at first I was 

annoyed.  The venue broke the balance of nature.  Suddenly, I remembered 

what we were there for.  A sign loomed up from the distance.  It read “Salt Lake 

City 2002 Winter Olympics” 

 My mind was racing as the calm of the ride broke away.  My dad looked 

over at me and said, “Calm down, Patrick.” 



 I replied, “I can’t, but let’s go.”  So with that we left the bus and trampled 

toward the venue, and the snow crunched under our boots leaving holes where 

we stepped.  The whole venue was filled with shops of pins and clothing.  Paths 

were cleared away making travel between shops easier.  My dad and I looked 

some of the shops but never bought anything.  Instead we headed to the stands. 

            The bleachers rose high above any other building.  The view from the 

bleachers was amazing.  It looked over the bluff in which the skiers would come 

skiing over.  The sides of this bluff were lined with the same orange fence that 

had restricted us from the bus lane.  The snow covered the hill, gleaming from 

the sun’s steady glare.  Though our tickets did not permit us to sit in the 

bleachers, we were allowed to stand next to the gate, closer to the bluff than 

even the front row of bleachers.  As we took our places I found it was hard to see 

over the adults in front of me.  I figured my dad would not be able to pick me up 

so I looked around my area.  I eyed a large cluster of snow near me.  I decided to 

try and stand on it. It was difficult getting to the top, both because the snow 

crumbled under my feet and I had more clothes on then a whale has blubber.  

Once I made it however, I was able to see the ski slope and television screen 

featuring the skiers names and nationalities, many of which I had never even 

heard of.  A half an hour passed and then finally, the event started. 

            The announcer proclaimed the name of the skier, the nationality, and 

then the red, yellow, and green lights went off.  When the green light, flashed the 

gate restraining the skier opened, and the skier hurtled down the slope.  He went 

at speeds that could match a car on the freeway.  As the skier came over the hill, 

I could hardly see the colors of his suit as they were blurred from his speed.  As 

he came into the opening that was the end of the run he quickly skidded to a 

halt.    He sent a cloud of snow into the air as tall as the bleachers, making his 



figure hardly discernable through the dense snow.  Eventually, however, the 

snow faded away leaving the skier in the center of the arena, watched by every 

person in the crowd he slowly headed to a door in the gate where he would be 

able to take off his skis.  This process repeated itself many times.  Sometimes 

the skiers crashed which brought a delay in the schedule, but my dad took 

advantage of those delays to buy us much needed hot chocolate.  The 

temperature reached as low as 20 degrees.  The chocolate tasted rich and 

creamy, and the smell made my knees bend.  It felt hot, on my tongue, nearly 

burning it many times.  Throughout the day as many as four or five skiers 

crashed, allowing us to get hot chocolate.  At around 5:00 the event ended.  

Austria won the gold and bronze and Norway won the silver. 

            After the event we went to the medal ceremony for the day, and the 

ceremony held a concert of many songs and bands, with the likes of La Bamba, 

Stop, In the Name of Love, and the host Steve Young.  After the concert and 

group games the audience played, the ceremony began.  Kelly Clark was the first 

American to win a gold medal in the Olympics, and we sang the national 

anthem.  This event was one I will never forget.   An event like this can teach 

many morals that are out there I just had to reach out and grab them.  This 

taught me that if I work hard enough I can achieve anything, just like those skiers 

that spent years working on their sport.  I learned that if I have the heart to do 

something, I can achieve it with hard work and determination.  

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

Saying Good-bye to Dessey 

by Kristin  

  

I was on a roller coaster ride last summer.  Not one you ride on for fun at 

Kings Island, but an emotional one.  I was at the top of my roller coaster in the 

beginning of the summer, because I was just about to get my very first puppy!  

Little did I know that I would hit rock bottom just a few weeks later.  

In the beginning of the summer I found out that Gail’s Vizsla was going to 

have puppies.  Gail is one of my aunt’s friends.  I was so excited that I begged 

my parents, every second I could, to let me have one, until they said yes.  The 

morning I was going to get her, it was a pleasant June day.  That morning my 

dad called to tell us he had my puppy at his work in Frankfort.  Earlier I had 

decided to name her Odessey and call her Dessey for short.  After what seemed 

to be a horribly long drive, we were finally there!  When I saw her, I couldn’t 

believe it.  I thought I was dreaming; I finally had a dog!    

When we got home, we took her to the backyard and let her run and play.  

It was awesome having a puppy!  I always had someone to play with, but it was 

also a lot of work.  I had to sleep in the basement the first few nights, and wake 

up to her crying every four hours and take her out.  Going swimming at my 

grandparents’ house was also a problem.  We could only be gone for about two 

hours before I had to be home again to let Dessey out.   

 
  

After that, everything started going downhill.  We couldn’t take our usual 

day trips that we go on during the summer.  Also, if I wanted to go to a friend’s 



house, I couldn’t stay very long.  When my friends came to my house, I had to 

stop and take the time to play and let her out.  I was always on edge because I 

worried about Dessey chewing the furniture or peeing on the carpet.  I did not 

want my mom to yell at me, and it was important that she learn to like Dessey, 

because she doesn’t like animals.   

Two weeks later, I talked to my mom and asked if I should give Dessey 

back.  I wanted to do the right thing for Dessey’s sake.  That night I decided to 

give her back. 

I told my mom, “I can’t do this; I can’t care of Dessey all by myself.  If I 

have as much homework in seventh grade as I did in sixth grade, along with the 

time my tumbling classes take, I would not have much time to spend with her.  It 

just wouldn’t be fair to Dessey.  I mean, I would have time for her on the 

weekends, but she needs my attention every day.” 

Later that night my dad took pictures so I would have something to 

remember her by.  We also played tug-o-war together.  She didn’t like the toy 

made of ropes tied in a figure eight I had gotten for her, so I used an old towel.  It 

was almost impossible to sleep that night.  I kept tossing and turning, dreading 

tomorrow when I would have to say goodbye to her.  When I finally fell asleep, it 

seemed but just a few minutes when I heard my mom call from the stairs to wake 

up.  I rolled over and stared at the clock on my bedside table.  After I got dressed 

and ate breakfast, my mom helped me load up all of Dessey’s things into the car, 

her toys, cage, dog food and towels.  I took her out to the field behind our house, 

to go to the bathroom for the last time.  This was definitely the lowest point of the 

summer, and most likely one of the worst days of my life.  



Unlike the drive to get her from my dad’s work, which seemed very long, 

this seemed like a very short trip up to Louisville.  I cherished every second with 

her up until we pulled into Gail’s driveway.  I saw Alli, my puppy’s mother, barking 

from behind the fenced in deck.  This was a very depressing moment in my life, 

giving back my life-long dream for a puppy, which I had work so hard to get.  I 

hugged Dessey goodbye and walked slowly to the car.  I blankly stared out of the 

window until she was out of sight.   

Since we were close to the Louisville Zoo, my mom thought it would be a 

good idea to go to take my mind off of everything.  For the rest of the twenty-five 

minute ride to the zoo, I sat and cried in the back of the car.  I knew it was a big 

responsibility to have a dog, but that summer I learned it is hard to take care of 

one all on your own, especially if you are only twelve. 
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" There were three of them…. My uncles had 

been building them for the past forty-five 
years…. all of the towers were taller than 

any of the two-story houses…. they were made 
of steel…. They were built of a network of 

ribs and struts….   

From each of the rungs…. dangled 
thousands of chips of glass and shards of 
porcelain and the inner working of old 
clocks. Some of the pendants were short and 
hugged the horizontal ribs, while others 
dangled on long threads of copper. In some 
places, a single wire held two drops of 
glass, one under the other; in other places, 
there were three--dangling consecutively, 
one beneath the other. Some of the pendants 
were evenly spaced in groups of three or 
four. Some were bunched together like the 
sixteenth notes on a musical staff followed 
by a single large porcelain bob--a whole 
note rest….  

The towers were painted. Not solemnly 
but astonishingly. Astoundingly. There were carniva l shades 
of mauve and violet, ochre and rose, bright pink an d orange 
sherbet, and all the colors were stop-and-go, mottl ed in to 
a camouflage pattern. Lavender pink met lime green in the 
middle of a rung, or cerulean blue climbed only hal fway up 
a vertical axis until it met aquamarine.  

On top of the tallest tower, fixed in place, 
were four clock faces, none of which were alike. 
Atop the other two towers was a single clock face 
on a swivel that rotated in the wind. The clock 
faces had no hands."  

~From The Outcasts of 19 Schuyler Place  

By E.L Kongisburg  


