The Assignment

by Kale Peacock

Ms. Jensen’s 5th Grade Class – December 2008


“Alright class, quiet down.”


‘Here we go,’ thought Kelvin, ‘the mysterious new writing assignment.’


“It’s time to find out what our secret holiday assignment will be,” Ms. Jensen went on, “we are going to write a historical fiction story.”


“Huh?” came the unanimous reaction from the class.


“Historical fiction,” Ms. Jensen said a little slower, “it is also known as alternate history.  We are going to write a story, based on real history, but we are going to change some things and try to guess what the world would be like if those changes really happened.”


“I still don’t understand,” said Timmy without raising his hand first.


“Class,” continued Ms. Jensen, “what do you think the world would be like if the South had won the Civil War?”


The students looked at each other, just as confused as before.  Then Josilynn raised her hand and spoke, “Would there still maybe be slaves Ms. Jensen?”


“Maybe there would be,” Ms. Jensen was glad someone had understood so easily, “maybe your story could be about what the South did to win the war.”


“Could mine be about President Roosevelt having a pet lion?” Timmy blurted out again.


“I’m sure it could,” Ms. Jensen said with a smile.


“Could mine be if the Ice Age never ended?” Kelvin didn’t see who asked that one.


“That’s a great idea,” Ms. Jensen had them now, “remember when you tell your story that you include what happened in your history and what the world would be like today because of that.”


The class filed out of the room when the final bell rang, still excited and bouncing ideas off each other for their stories.  “Do you have any ideas for your story Kelvin?” Ms. Jensen asked as he walked out the door.


Kelvin only paused long enough to say, “I don’t want to do any homework over the Christmas break.  I’m not going to write a story.” then he was gone.

Ms. Jensen’s 5th Grade Class –January 2009



“That was a wonderful story Colleen!” Ms. Jensen beamed, “I had no idea there would be so much more chocolate if Switzerland had taken over the world.  Now, who’s next, Tabitha?”


“My story:  Once upon a time there was a man named Mr. President Kennedy, but all his friends called him JFK.  One day there was a spectacular parade.  Mr. President Kennedy was asked to be in it.  He rode in a convertible car with his fashionable wife, Mrs. President Kennedy.  They waved to the crowd.  Then there was a gunshot!  Mr. President Kennedy yelled “get down” and jumped on his wife to protect her.  The driver of the car sped up and took off until he found a secret garage to hide in.  When they examined the car, they found a bullet hole in the seat between Mr. President Kennedy and Mrs. President Kennedy.  The secret service found a man in a building who had done the shooting.  They filled his body full of lead.  Everyone was happy that Mr. President Kennedy was still alive, but they were going to be sorry soon.  After that Mr. President Kennedy made a whole bunch of laws to help give the people money and houses and cars, but they didn’t have to do any work.  With nobody working for so long, they forgot how.  In the 1990’s, the people from Canada invaded America and took over because nobody knew how to make weapons or fight.  Today the world would be different because we all belong to the United States of Canada, except for Hawaii because it was too far away to attack.  The End.”


“Well, Tabitha,” sighed Ms. Jensen, “I’m glad that we all remember how to work.”


“My dad told me that’s how it’s going to be with the new Mr. President too,” said Tabitha.


“We will just have to wait and see,” Ms Jensen went on, “who’s next?  Jonathan?”


“I wrote a story about a boy named Haverton Johntremaine.  Haverton lived during the time of the American Revolution.  He worked as a stable boy for a great general named George Washington.  George Washington was friends with another great general named Benedict Arnold.  Benedict Arnold fought in many battles and won many fights, but nobody thought that he did anything special, so he never got any medals or nothing.  One day, General Washington felt bad that his friend Benedict had not got no medals, so he got some medals for him and sent for a soldier with a fresh horse to take the medals to him.  Haverton was the stable boy sent to get the horse.  Most the horses were worn out from the fighting so it was his job to find the only fresh one in stables.  That would take a long time and it was past his bed time so he went to saddle the closest horse instead.  Then he thought “If I send a worn out horse, then maybe it will be to tired and the soldier won’t be able get the medals to General Arnold in time and maybe he will be mad and maybe he will turn into a traitor against the country and everyone will hate him and Benedict Arnold would become a new word for traitor.”  So Haverton went through the stables and found the freshest horse and the soldier took the medals to General Arnold.  After that, General Arnold felt better and helped America win the war and today we celebrate his birthday every year and no-one remembers Haverton Johntremaine but he is still happy because he made Benedict Arnold not be a traitor.  The End.”


“My, my, Jonathan,” said Ms. Jensen, “what an adventure!”


“I’d like to go next,” Sandra called out.


“OK, your next.”


“Once upon a time, waaaaay back when aliens first brought humans to live on Earth, there was a specially dumb alien named Grrmorkgg.  There was a great battle in space before the aliens made it to our solar system and all the people promoted before Grrmorkgg got killed.  So Grrmorkgg was promoted to Grand Navigator of the Stars and Stuff.  It was his job to show the aliens where to go to plant the humans.  But Grrmorkgg was so duuuumb that he pointed the arrow thing of where to go to the wrong planet.  Because of that, the aliens went to the fourth planet, which is Mars, and planted the humans there.  Today it would be very different because there would be no humans because we would all me Martians.  And nobody would get abducted because the aliens wouldn’t need to because we would all live on Mars together and they could just do experiments on us there and wouldn’t have to come to Earth to get us.  The End.”


“Aliens didn’t bring humans to Earth!” a boy in the corner shouted out.


“Yes they did,” yelled Sandra.


“Nuh-unh!” another student chimed in.


“They did too,” Sandra was somewhere between fighting and crying, “you ask my dad.  He’s the Grand Locator, and he’s the person the aliens will come to when they decide to take all the good people with them back to Mars.”


“That’s enough children,” Ms. Jensen spoke very sternly, “let’s go on with the stories.  Kelvin did you write a story, or did you decide not to?”


Kelvin blushed.  He remembered what he had told Ms. Jensen as he left school that day.  He had given it a lot of thought and was proud to look into Ms. Jensen’s eyes and say, “I did.  My story…”

Ms. Lanscomb’s 5th Grade Class – December 2308


“Alright class, quiet down.  It’s time to find out what our secret holiday assignment will be,” Ms. Lanscomb said, “we are going to write a historical fiction story.”


“Huh?” came the unanimous reaction from the class.


“Historical fiction,” the teacher said a little slower, “it is also known as alternate history.  We are going to write a story, based on real history, but we are going to change something and try to guess what the world would be like if that change really happened.”


“I still don’t understand,” said Jason without raising his hand first.


“Class,” continued Ms. Lanscomb, “what do you think the world would be like if the Great Savior Kelvin had not written his inspirational Story 300 years ago?”


The students looked at each other, just as confused as before.  Then Anna raised her hand and spoke, “Would there still maybe be racism Ms. Lanscomb?”


“Maybe there would be,” Ms. Lanscomb was glad someone had understood so easily, “maybe your story could be about what Kelvin did during the Christmas break instead of writing The Story.”


“Could mine be about how wars never ended and everyone went hungry?” Jason blurted out again.


“I’m sure it could,” Ms. Lanscomb said with a smile.


“Could mine be if peace and love never filled the hearts of the whole Earth?” Ms. Lanscomb didn’t see who asked that one.


“That’s a great idea,” Ms. Lanscomb had them now, “remember when you tell your story that you include what happened in your history and what the world would be like today because of that.”

The class filed out of the room when the final bell rang, still excited and bouncing ideas off each other for their stories.  “Do you have any ideas for your story Adam?” Ms. Lanscomb asked as he walked out the door.


Adam only paused long enough to say, “I have some great ideas for my story.” then he was gone.

