150 on stilts. We used to call him Jack and the Beanstalk to get him mad. But I'm
the only one that can outrun him and get away, and I'm too grown for that
silliness now.

“Well, Squeaky,” he says, checking my name off the list and handing me
number seven and two pins. And I'm thinking he’s got no right to call me
Squeaky, if I can’t call him Beanstalk.

“Hazel Elizabeth Deborah Parker,” I correct him and tell him to write it
down on his board.

“Well, Hazel Elizabeth Deborah Parker, going to give someone else a break
this year?” I squint at him real hard to see if he is seriously thinking I should

vinalyze
Visuals

How does the boy in this

picture compare with

160 lose the race on purpose just to give someone else a break. “Only six girls the way you imagine
running this time,” he continues, shaking his head sadly like it’s my fault all Raymond?
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of New York didn’t turn out in sneakers. “That new girl should give you a run
for your money.” He looks around the park for Gretchen like a periscope' in a
submarine movie. “Wouldn’t it be a nice gesture if you were . . . to ahhh . . ”

I give him such a look he couldn’t finish putting that idea into words.
Grownups got a lot of nerve sometimes. I pin number seven to myself and
stomp away, I'm so burnt. And I go straight for the track and stretch out on
the grass while the band winds up with “Oh, the Monkey Wrapped His Tail
Around the Flag Pole,” which my teacher calls by some other name. The man
on the loudspeaker is calling everyone over to the track and I'm on my back
looking at the sky, trying to pretend I'm in the country, but I can’t, because
even grass in the city feels hard as sidewalk, and there’s just no pretending you
are anywhere but in a “concrete jungle” as my grandfather says. €

he twenty-yard dash takes all of two minutes cause most of the little kids

don’t know no better than to run off the track or run the wrong way or
run smack into the fence and fall down and cry. One little kid, though, has got
the good sense to run straight for the white ribbon up ahead so he wins. Then
the second-graders line up for the thirty-yard dash and I don’t even bother to
turn my head to watch cause Raphael Perez always wins. He wins before he
even begins by psyching the runners, telling them they’re going to trip on their
shoelaces and fall on their faces or lose their shorts or something, which he
doesn’t really have to do since he is very fast, almost as fast as I am. After that
is the forty-yard dash which I used to run when I was in first grade. Raymond
is hollering from the swings cause he knows 'm about to do my thing cause
the man on the loudspeaker has just announced the fifty-yard dash, although
he might just as well be giving a recipe for angel food cake cause you can
hardly make out what he’s sayin for the static. I get up and slip off my sweat
pants and then I see Gretchen standing at the starting line, kicking her legs
out like a pro. Then as I get into place I see that ole Raymond is on line on
the other side of the fence, bending down with his fingers on the ground just
like he knew what he was doing. I was going to yell at him but then I didn’t. It
burns up your energy to holler. @

Every time, just before I take off in a race, I always feel like I'm in a dream,
the kind of dream you have when you're sick with fever and feel all hot and
weightless. I dream I'm flying over a sandy beach in the early morning sun,
kissing the leaves of the trees as I fly by. And there’s always the smell of apples,
just like in the country when I was little and used to think I was a choo-choo
train, running through the fields of corn and chugging up the hill to the
orchard. And all the time I'm dreaming this, I get lighter and lighter until I'm
flying over the beach again, getting blown through the sky like a feather that
weighs nothing at all. But once I spread my fingers in the dirt and crouch over
the Get on Your Mark, the dream goes and I am solid again and am telling

11. periscope: a tube with mirrors or prisms inside through which a person can see the reflection of an
object at the other end.

UNIT 1: PLOT AND CONFLICT

. GRAMMAR IN
CONTEXT
Line 165 is a complete
sentence because it
contains both a subject
and a predicate. A
sentence fragment
would be missing one of
these two elements.

@ PLOT: RISING
ACTION
What details in this
paragraph increase the
excitement and tension?

crouch v. to stoop with
bent knees
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myself, Squeaky you must win, you must win, you are the fastest thing in

the world, you can even beat your father up Amsterdam if you really try. @
And then I feel my weight coming back just behind my knees then down to
my feet then into the earth and the pistol shot explodes in my blood and [ am
off and weightless again, flying past the other runners, my arms pumping up
and down and the whole world is quiet except for the crunch as I zoom over
the gravel in the track. I glance to my left and there is no one. To the right, a
blurred Gretchen, who’s got her chin jutting out as if it would win the race all
by itself. And on the other side of the fence is Raymond with his arms down to
his side and the palms tucked up behind him, running in his very own style,
and it’s the first time I ever saw that and I almost stop to watch my brother
Raymond on his first run. But the white ribbon is bouncing toward me and I
tear past it, racing into the distance till my feet with a mind of their own start
digging up footfuls of dirt and brake me short. Then all the kids standing on
the side pile on me, banging me on the back and slapping my head with their
May Day programs, for I have won again and everybody on 151st Street can
walk tall for another year.

“In first place . . .” the man on the loudspeaker is clear as a bell now. But
then he pauses and the loudspeaker starts to whine. Then static. And I lean
down to catch my breath and here comes Gretchen walking back, for she’s
overshot the finish line too, huffing and puffing with her hands on her hips
taking it slow, breathing in steady time like a real pro and I sort of like her a
little for the first time. “In first place . . .” and then three or four voices get all
mixed up on the loudspeaker and I dig my sneaker into the grass and stare at
Gretchen who's staring back, we both wondering just who did win. I can hear
old Beanstalk arguing with the man on the loudspeaker and then a few others
running their mouths about what the stopwatches say. Then I hear Raymond
yanking at the fence to call me and I wave to shush him, but he keeps rattling
the fence like a gorilla in a cage like in them gorilla movies, but then like a
dancer or something he starts climbing up nice and easy but very fast. And
it occurs to me, watching how smoothly he climbs hand over hand and
remembering how he looked running with his arms down to his side and with
the wind pulling his mouth back and his teeth showing and all, it occurred to
me that Raymond would make a very fine runner. Doesn’t he always keep up
with me on my trots? And he surely knows how to breathe in counts of seven
cause he’s always doing it at the dinner table, which drives my brother George
up the wall. And I'm smiling to beat the band cause if I've lost this race, or if
me and Gretchen tied, or even if I've won, I can always retire as a runner and
begin a whole new career as a coach with Raymond as my champion. After all,
with a little more study I can beat Cynthia and her phony self at the spelling
bee. And if I bugged my mother, I could get piano lessons and become a star.
And I have a big rep as the baddest thing around. And I've got a roomful of
ribbons and medals and awards. But what has Raymond got to call his own? @

@ MAKE INFERENCES

Why do you think
Squeaky always feels
this way before a race?

Language Coach
Similes A simile is

a comparison using
the words like or

as. Reread line 220.

A simile compares

the voice on the
loudspeaker to the
sound of a bell. Would
it be easy or hard to
hear a voice that is
“clear as a bell”?

PLOT: CLIMAX

What decision does
Squeaky make as

she waits for the
announcement? Note
what incidents influence
this decision.
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