














Concessions


George was sitting in English class when he decided he would ask Polly to the Snowball. At� the end of their shift at the Flicks, the local movie theater, when they were running the wet cloths over the sticky counters of the concession counter or totaling the drawer with the thunk, thunk, of coins, he would simply say it�:  “Would you like to go the Snowball with me?”


He tried to imagine what she would say back and whether she would smile.  She was fair, with a small nose, and very round chin, and small, brown eyes.  Her thin, pink lips barely parted when she spoke�.  He knew she had moved to town just this year, that she had come from St. Petersburg, Russia, though she had been born and raised in America.  What took her to Russia for three years was the subject of lunchroom chatter (for, she mostly sat alone in the corner, reading long, thick Russian novels like Crime and Punishment).  Her father was a Russian spy. An ambassador. Her mother was a Russian model. �


Perhaps she� would not understand him. Perhaps she would not know what a dance was, George thought seriously.  Perhaps he would look up at his own crazily-curled hair and slightly acne-pocked face �and wonder how he could possibly think to ask her.  


     “Mr. Washington?” his English teacher asked him. (It was unfortunate that his parents had named him George Washington,





and it fueled an almost continuous rage he had towards them, along with the fact that he was the only senior who didn’t have a car, the only one whose parents wouldn’t pay to have him go to the dermatologist to get prescription medicine for his acne, and the only one who had a midnight curfew as a senior�.)  


“Yes, Mrs. James.”


“Have you got your homework?”�            She stood over him with her long, loopy earrings and peasant skirt and shirt.  He tried very hard to remember what the homework was. 


“I don’t remember…”


“The short story with an epiphany in it? You were supposed to write a story.”


“I didn’t do that,” George said honestly.  (His honesty, too, was the subject of teasing, for who had cut down the cherry tree and told about it?)


“That is unfortunate�.”�           He looked across the room at Polly, ashamed, though she seemed to take no notice. She was tucking her light blonde hair behind her ear. Her other elbow lay on the table, and the book she was reading lay flat-out�.








After class, he managed to cross the students so that he was next to her.  “Hey,” he said.  She pulled ear-buds from her red corduroy jacket and put them in her ears and moved ahead�.


The only other class they had together was gym.  They played badminton.  The gym teacher gave passionate instructions, but she seemed not to hear them. Her blonde, curly hair was pulled back carelessly in a ponytail.  She wore a velour sweatsuit, the jacket zipped up, despite the steamy, smelly heat of the gym.  Every time the shuttlecock came towards her, she moved her racket through the air from whichever direction and hit it over. Mr. Palladino was training for a triathlon, and stood in front of George like one, giant, thick-necked muscle in front of him with a bellowing voice, as if he were yelling across a football field. �“Washington, shake hands with the racket! Shake hands with the racket!”  He looked over helplessly at Polly. Later, on the way to class, she came close enough to say to him, “That man is crazy.” 


George tried to reply, but before he could, she had pulled the snake of wire from her pocket and put the earbuds back in her ear.  A little piece of paper had stuck to her red velvet jacket, and George gently pushed it off.  �


That night, it snowed lightly.  At the first showing, a handful of customers came through the door and shook the small flakes off their shoes, and bought some gumdrops or popcorn.





Soon, they could hear, barely, the sound of the words of the movie, but not the words themselves, and the whirly-click of the machine.   �George brushed off the leather seats and used the carpet-swisher to remove the popcorn from the floor.  She stood outside the door, smoking a cigarette and looking right up at the snow.  He went out to join her. 


“Hey, how’s it going?” he shivered, putting his hands in his jeans pocket. 


“Good, George Washington.’ She smiled.


“Yeah, what a name, huh?”�	      “Seriously. You want a cigarette?”  He shook his head. 


The main street was practically empty.  Once in awhile, a car would swish by, all of its windows covered with snow.  


“I know that you think it’s this way in Russia,” she said suddenly.  “But it isn’t. You all, you’ve seen Dr. Zhivago…you are romantics, no?”


George had not even heard of Dr. Zhivago. (Later, he would ask his mother about it, and she would smile dreamily and say, “Now, that was a love story.)  “I don’t know much about Russia,” he said, but he felt himself gaining confidence.  She was talking to him!  “I’ve never been to Europe.”


“It’s not exactly Europe,” Polly blew a smoke ring into the air.	


“That’s amazing.”








“My grandfather used to make them. He could blow the rings so that they – how do you say – crossed, like the rings in the Olympics, no?” Polly was pulling at the door now.  


“Would you like to go the SnowBall with me�?”


She seemed not to hear. The door was locked. One of them must have accidentally pushed the lever on the way out.  Did she hear?  He tried to pull it open too�.  The snow came down hard now, and though she had her red, velvet jacket on, he had only his Deathcab for Cuties t-shirt.  


“Crap,” he said, shivering.  


“What can we do?” she asked.


“I don’t know.  I think the show doesn’t get out for another…” He looked at his wristwatch, the face of which quickly covered with snow.  


“Do you have your phone?” Oh, yes, his phone, it was deep in his back pocket.  But whom would he call? He didn’t even know the name of the recently hired kid who ran the movies.  He looked at her with puzzlement.


      And then, he did it.  He called his mother.  He explained that they were stuck outside.  Five minutes later, his mother pulled up in the family wagon, which was warm; the snow dripped right off of it.  Polly sat in the front, with his mother. They talked about Russia and about where to buy shoes at the mall.  George sat and looked





out the window, as if they were on a long journey.  �He could not ask her again that night.  By the next day, she was telling the story to everyone, how they were locked out of the theater with no one inside and no way to get in.  How he had to call his mother so they could stay warm, how nice his mother was.  Her earbuds hung from �her jacket pocket as a gathering of boys came around her empty lunch table to hear it.	








FOCUS AND ORGANIZATION: The title is evocative because it suggests one of the settings (a concession stand) and the less literal idea of making concessions in life. 








The reader knows at once the conflict or question of the story –whether the narrator will have the guts to ask Polly to the dance and whether she will go with him. 








CONTENT:  Vivid physical details make the setting immediate to the reader.  The details seem fresh. 








CONTENT: Vivid, physical details make the character immediate to the reader, develop the sense of her lack of interest and thus propel the narrative conflict. 








STYLE/VOICE:  The use of short sentence enriches the tone, conveying the sense of wonder and mystery that surrounds


Polly.  








STYLE/VOICE:  The purposeful repetition of “perhaps” shows the character’s obsessive thinking separately from the author’s attitude toward the character.








CONTENT: Vivid, physical details of character enrich the narrative and give the reader a picture of the narrator.





STYLE/VOICE:  The diction (crazy-curled, acne-pocked) indicates a slight sympathy on the part of the writer, separate from how the character might feel about himself.








STYLE/VOICE 


The unhappiness of the narrator is distinct from the attitude of the writer.





CONTENT:  Dialogue is used sparingly here but help the reader understand the inadequate feeling the narrator has and how vulnerable he feels in front of Polly. 








CONTENT: Vivid, physical details of setting and plot enrich the narrative. 








CONTENT Vivid details show the character and enrich the narrative.





CONTENT:  Vivid, physical details convey character.





CONTENT: Small event helps convey progress in conflict. Here, he gets to brush his hand against her. 








CONTENT: Vivid, physical details convey setting. 








FOCUS AND ORGANIZATION:  Conflict reaches a climax when George makes the decision to ask Polly to the dance. 








FOCUS AND ORGANIZATION:


Conflict is furthered by an event – the door is locked and they are stuck outside. 








STYLE/VOICE Use of simile here evokes the sadness and defeat of the character.  








CONTENT:  The return of the detail of the earbuds in the context of defeat shows the reader George’s loss.








FOCUS AND ORGANIZATION: The repetition of the image of the earbuds


helps the reader understand the central theme of the story and its conclusion – the perils of adolescent love. 











