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How well do these
descniptive details
heip you visuahze

the scene?
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What is your first
impression of
Brandt?
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How do these action
verbs (highlighted)
and dialogue con-
tribute to the drama?
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As we all piled into the car, I knew it was going to pe a fabu(g,, "
grandmother was visiting for the holidays; and she ang | along wity N “ ...
brother and sister, Louis and Susan, were setting off for day of faep. Ming,
Christmas shopping. On the way to the mall, we sang Christmas Carolg th
tered, and laughed. With Christmas only two days away, we were Caughy ,
with holiday spint. I felt light-headed and full of joy. I loved 3823:
especially at Christmas.

The shopping center was swarming with frantic last-minyte Shoppes
like ourselves. We went first to the General Store, my favorite, ]t Carrieg
mostly knickknacks and other useless items which nobody needs b
anyway. I was thirteen years old at the time, and things like b+t s and
catendars and posters would catch my fancy. This day was no dife ot
object of my desire was a 75-cent Snoopy button, Sn00py was the (atest |
you owned anything with the Peanuts on it, you were “in.” But sincs ] -
supposed to be shopping for gifts for other people and not myselt, 1 Couidn®
decide what to do. I went in search of my sister for her opinion. | pushed
my way through throngs of people to the back of the store where 7 foung

Susan. I asked her if she thought I should buy the button. She sais it wes

—

cute and if I wanted it to go ahead and buy it.

When I got back to the Snoopy section, I took one look at the (ines at
the cashiers and knew I didn't want to wait thirty minutes to buy an item
worth less than one dollar. I walked back to the basket where I found the
button and was about to drop it when suddenly, instead, I took a quick
glance around, assured myself no one could see, and slipped the button inte
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the pocket of my sweatshirt.

I hesitated for a moment, but once the item was in my pocket, there
was no turning back. I had never before stolen anything; but what was done
was done. A few seconds later, my sister appeared and asked, “So, did you
decide to buy the button?” |

‘ s : J:-.-.?“I!
R P TR R St



