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ABOUT  THE CONSCIENCE CELEBRATION  

  

Our first offering for our se cond decade of psychoeducation is entitled The 

Conscience Celebration. This is a serialized book with a new episode 

appearing approximately every two months. Neither morally didactic (i.e. it is 

not a book of virtues); nor a "How To"  book about moral reaso ning with 

Kohlbergian dilemmas; nor a workbook on values clarification. This book is 

intended to be informative to children about what they and their peers are 

experiencing, in common and diverse experiences, as their consciences 

develop. It is a secular, psychoeducational book about conscience 

development and functioning. As such, it provides tools to discuss moral 

development the way educational videos assist teacher, parent and child with 

discussion of sexual development and sexuality. The Conscience Cel ebration 

is also a rendering, in a family book format, of research findings and 

interpretations drawn from The Conscience Study  that began over 15 years 

ago in the early 1980õs. The ongoing Indiana University  Conscience Project  

is dedicated to research and  education of conscience formation and 

functioning across the lifespan. The Conscience Study  (see references 

below) examined the awareness children and adolescents, between the ages 

of 5 to 17 years. The study, which drew subjects from religious and 

community schools, was organized around the Stilwell Conscience Interview.  

In the course of our research, we acquired many drawings from children 

asked to " use your imagination and draw a picture of your conscience." Some 

of these drawings are reproduced in The Conscience Celebration. In 

addition, the reader will find embedded in the story the same questions that 

were asked of our research subjects. We hope the insights drawn from 

actual interviews with 132 volunteers make our story informative. 

Nonetheless, it is important to note that the characters in the Conscience 

Celebration  are entirely fictitious. Finally, we cannot ignore the near 

certainty that any recognizably "good for you" book will be shunned by kids, 

unless it is required reading. In this case, gro wn-ups make the requirements 

in different settings including families, schools, clinics and religious schools 

where a secular and scientific view of moral development is seen as an 

important basis for discussion.  

The Authors.  
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THE CONSCIENCE CELEBRATION: 

COMMENTARIES  

  

Selected Comments from the First Readers of The Conscience Celebration , 

addressed to Ms Susan Cakars who provided  editorial advice, reprinted with 

permission:  

"At this point in our history when society appears to be disintegrating, this 

book should prove to be a help to a wide variety of professions in their 

efforts to promote empathic connections between children a nd their world. 

I think the book would be most effective as a basis for group discussion. 

The story is interesting with the right amount of tension to make the reader 

want to know what will happen next. The teaching or instructive sections may 

need the gui dance of an adult facilitator to keep the youngsters involved....  

"... I liked the examples of conscience development and think they will appeal 

to the middle school group.  

"...[T]he dilemma[s] which the main characters found themselves in were 

interesting  and the way their stories were dispersed will keep the reader 

involved with what will happen next. The examples (Aaron and Cynthia) will 

be primarily identified by middle -class children. The examples involving 

animals will have a universal appeal.... 

"... I liked the example of Jamie and Cynthiaõs discovery about the causes of 

the changes she saw in her friend. I believe this will encourage young 

readers to look beyond concrete reactions to behavior and to be interested 

in motivations or causes for changes  observed, the search for which is the 

beginning of the empathic connection.  

"...I liked the reassurance that everyone is different in their emotional 

response. This is important so that children wonõt feel abnormal if they donõt 

react like others. The acc eptance was also illustrated clearly in the 

contrasting responses of Aaron And Cynthia.  

"...The description of Jamie and Jessica is beautiful and realistic.  



"In summary, I think this is a timely story that will prove to be useful to a 

wide variety of careg ivers whose purpose is to facilitate healthy growth in 

children. Children will find it absorbing but may need guidance through this 

didactic sections...."  

   

Linn LaClave, PhD.  

Chief Psychologist Riley Child Psychiatry Clinic  

Clinical Associate Professor o f Psychology, I.U. School of Medicine.  

 

  

" I recently finished ôThe Conscience Celebrationõ by Matthew Galvin and 

Barbara Stilwell. I really found it to be an excellent piece of writing.  

" I thought it was able to combine a learning modality that was 

understandable and self - revealing in terms of the adolescent experience. 

Further, it was very relevant to the life of the typical child/adolescent, 

expressing the dynamics, issues, and dilemmas that are so much a part of 

developmental processes.  

" I would th ink the book quite useful for young people as both a source for 

self -help reading as well as for instructional purposes..."  

Charles M. Shelton, S.J., PhD.  

Associate Professor of Psychology  

Regis University.  

 

" I am writing regarding Matthew Galvin and B arbara Stilwellõs manuscript, 

The Conscience Celebration.  I teach courses at IUPUI in Religious Studies 

and sometimes lead discussions on morality and ethics in the World Religions.  



"Galvin and Stilwell have done a remarkable job with this book on the elus ive 

topic of the development of childhood conscience.  

" In it, they create a group dynamic with vivid personalities, and conjure up 

neighborhood scenes, sketching the ôbridge kids,õ parents doctors and youths 

with questioning minds, involved in discoverie s about right and wrong. In this 

subtle way they dramatize the issues and suggest emergent conclusions. The 

trick of this is really quite neat -- they describe the textures of everyday 

life for kids, capturing them so well that the ideas unfold naturally in  a thick 

(rather than thin or superficial) rich weave of actions and feelings, concepts 

and theories. Thus information, knowledge and even wisdom are imparted in a 

pleasant story form.  

"The book is like a journey exploring the terrain of complex experience s in 

the interior life of children. It is a useful work, rich with insights, valuable 

for those seeking to understand the inner language and its connections with 

childrenõs behavior. 

" The discussions in the book feature illustrative examples drawn from 

li terature, history, religions and current events as well as typical childhood 

goings-on. 

" It is a well -thought out exposition of lucid reasoning about good and bad 

conduct and the formation of a moral sense. It serves an important purpose 

in our time --  to illuminate the issues with the findings of our best 

researchers in the field. I highly recommend it for publication...."  

William J. Jackson, PhD.  

Associate Professor Religious Studies.  

 

  

"Please excuse the delay in sending this response to a draft of The 

Conscience Celebration by Drs. Galvin and Stilwell. Iõve read it a few times 

and have been impressed with the story line and the means by which 

conscience development has been presented for assimilation and 

understanding of children, their parents and per haps by teachers and school 



counselors. The reader who is familiar with the authors, both of whom have 

a very easy and familiar manner with youngsters, can almost hear them 

chatting with the children under their care. The book, it seems to me, would 

best b e targeted to older children and pre -teens ages 10 to 14. The story 

line is engaging and is a neat way to convey information to a variety of 

interested readers.  

" At a time when schools are being increasingly required to socialize their 

students and even t o provide a reasonable model for the development of 

morals, this book should be very much in demand if teacher and/or counselor 

guides could be available to them to make the most of the material that may 

be unfamiliar to them. This might be specially true for special education 

professionals (e.g. teachers, teacher aides, guidance counselors, tutors). 

This book might also be [useful] for the residential or institutional 

placement sector which is constantly seeking the means to socialize the 

youngsters residi ng with them.  

" The manuscript intermittently becomes didactic and convoluted, with the 

concepts difficult and probably requiring great effort for younger readers 

to grasp. Therefore, some attention to those sections would be critical for 

general acceptanc e. It would also be of some benefit if portions of it could 

be serialized in some of the newsletters and magazines subscribed by older 

children and young teens as one way to get a wider [audience] sensitized to 

the issues.  

Theodore A. Petti, M.D., M.P.H.  

Arthur B. Richter Professor of Child Psychiatry.  

 

  

"I am a psychotherapist who specializes in the treatment of families 

recovering from emotional, physical, sexual abuse and addictions. In helping 

people who have experienced violence little has been writt en about the 

stories of feeling like a bad person and not knowing how to sort feeling from 

actions that were done to them. I am impressed with Drs. Galvinõs and 

Stilwellõs manuscript, the Conscience Celebration . The multiple 

conversations that the adults and children have with each other and within 



themselves informs the reader that the development and formation of 

conscience is an ongoing process. Each child seems to explore their own 

dilemma making the process both personal, family, and community minded.  

" At this time in our culture it seems imperative that adults and children 

have information about moral development. Often in the families I work with 

both parents feel they are not good enough parents and their children 

struggle with hopelessness and or trying to make up for the shame in their 

parents. The Conscience Celebration introduces new conversation that brings 

moral issues into multiple perspectives. It does not tell the child what to do 

but gives a frame work about exploring the context of moral development. 

One of the main strengths of this book for my clinical practice is being able 

to share with families multiple conversations of conscience development in 

process rather than thinking that the endpoint is to be " a good person".  

" I would encour age you to look for authors such as Drs. Galvin and Stilwell 

who have had the opportunity of researching the field of moral development 

and the art of story telling. I would like books and videos that help children 

and adults move through conflict while bu ilding their integrity in a manner 

that does not shame but does inform. The Conscience Celebration reaches 

that goal.  

Ingrid Sato, M.S.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



INTRODUCTION (TO TEACHERS, PARENTS 

AND OTHER GROWN - UPS) 

"What is your conscience, and how does it work?" These ar e the first two 

questions of the Conscience Interview, the imaginative and sensitive device 

which guides twelve year old Cynthia and her middle school friends on their 

quest to understand their moral selves. The Conscience Celebration is the 

story of young  people exploring both the uniquely personal and the shared 

experiences of conscience development in the context of their daily lives as 

students, friends, siblings, daughters and sons.  

The Stilwell Conscience Interview (SCI) was developed by Dr. Barbara 

Stilwell several years ago as a tool to explore the development of conscience 

in children. Through the use of the SCI and related work, the authors 

identified discrete domains of conscience functioning and associated 

developmental stages. The first domain,  Conceptualization of Conscience, 

encompasses five age-related stages: External Conscience (age 6 and under), 

Brain or Heart Conscience (ages 7 -11), Heart/Mind or Personified Conscience 

(ages 12-13), Confused Conscience (ages 14-15), and Integrated Conscie nce 

(ages 16-17). The four other domains also undergo dynamic change with time 

and life experience. These domains include Moral Attachment, Moral -

Emotional Responsiveness, Moral Valuation, and Moral Volition. Each domain 

is intimately associated with bedro ck values and virtues, and resonates with 

the rich tradition of moral philosophy.  

As interesting and useful as this information may be to parents, physicians, 

and educators, the group most intimately affected by these findings -  

children and young adults -  would likely have little interest in learning about 

such scientific research, presented as such. Drs. Galvin and Stilwell know 

that and so, instead, they have crafted a very good story, with interesting 

plots and compelling characters. Young readers may recognize themselves in 

Cynthia who thinks she probably worries too much about being good but canõt 

seem to get along with her younger sister; or Aaron, who thinks maybe he 

doesnõt worry enough and seeks some external reassurance that he will not 

grow up t o be a really bad guy; or Jamie, who regrets the resentment she 

felt toward her dying sister and continues to grieve for her. The students 

bring these and other concerns to the Conscience Club where they 

investigate the conscience domains, and identify the ir own stages of 



development. Together, they explore the moral crises and inner lives of the 

most interesting people they know -  themselves.  

Much has been written in the past several years about the so -called decline 

in personal and public virtue, and the  need to explicitly teach morals and 

values to our children. Nearly two decades ago, Kohlberg and Gilligan 

described theories of moral reasoning. But until much more recently, little 

was known about how a childõs conscience actually develops, or why, or about 

the roles of emotional responsiveness or reparation. This is a book that will 

help young people, and the adults who care about them, explore the realm of 

conscience, and begin to understand the whys and oughts of (their own) 

human behavior.  

Knowledge and information bestow power, and children whose moral inquiry is 

enlightened and supported will develop the power to choose morally and 

wisely.  

Margaret Gaffney, M.D.  

January, 1998  
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Chapter One  

Cynthia was doing lots of thinking lately. Walking by herself seemed to stir 

up all kinds of thoughts. At the moment she was walking by herself from 

school to the Fairchild's home. She was Mr. and Mrs. Fairch ild's favorite 

sitter and they had a babysitting job for her that night. The thoughts 

stirred up in Cynthia's mind were the kind of thoughts a person can really 

get lost in, but before Cynthia did, they were interrupted by the whirling, 

clacking, rolling s ound that only a skateboard on concrete sidewalk can make.  

"Hi, Cynthia!" Aaron called to her from halfway down the block. No sooner 

had he greeted her than he turned his full attention to a fancy and daring 

maneuver, which launched him and his skateboard separately off the curb 

onto the street. He successfully landed on the skateboard, regained control 

of it and veered once again in Cynthia's direction. What a show -off, thought 

Cynthia. Then she thought, with a little admiration, how does he do that? It 

looks neat. But, all she said was "Hi, Aaron." By this time, he had changed 

direction by 180 degrees and drawn parallel to her. "Where are you going?" 

he asked. Cynthia said, " To sit for someone."  

"Oh, who you sitting for?" Aaron asked. She almost said  the  Fairchildõs but 

had long ago decided that it was better not to let people know that she 

would be all alone babysitting toddlers in a big house at night. Cynthia had 

learned some rules about safety from the babysitting course she took in Girl 

Scouts to ear n a badge. It was also the kind of precaution her mother often 

reminded her to take. Not that she mistrusted Aaron. He was in her class at 

school. He seemed pretty nice even if he had a lot of the show -off and a bit 

of the thrill -seeker kind of kid inside him. Cynthia also didn't like the fact 

that he spent so much time hanging with the Bridge Kids. Her mother called 

them a public nuisance. "Well they aren't a gang or anything like that", Aaron 

had once said in his defense. "We just like to skateboard toget her."  

"Still, thought Cynthia, it's better to be careful." Cynthia took pride that 

she was considered an old pro at babysitting. She didn't want to spoil her 

reputation. "I don't think you'd know them," she finally said to Aaron. Then 

she lied. "They live  outside this township." Almost immediately, Cynthia felt 

badly that she had lied to Aaron even if she believed her lie was -- what was 



that phrase she had heard in the Conscience Club? "Oh yes, I remember," 

she thought. "It's for a greater good."  

"Out of t he township?" Aaron repeated inquisitively. Cynthia nodded.  

"Good thing," he said, spinning the roller on his skateboard with his foot. " 

Didja hear about that lady babysitter near the college?"  

Cynthia had heard about her. It was scary. A man car - jacked t he woman 

right there at the daycare center parking lot just as she was leaving to go 

home. A day had passed and both the woman and her car were still missing. 

Scary or not, Cynthia was determined to respond to Aaron with practiced 

indifference. "So? That w asn't babysitting. That was daycare."  

Aaron scoffed, "Yeah like that's a big difference."  

"Anyway, I can't talk anymore now. I won't be on time for my sitting job," 

Cynthia said.  

"Oh, O.K.," said Aaron who could not quite account for the awkwardness that 

he experienced just then. "Seems like I did something wrong again", he 

thought to himself. But all he really said, "Oh, I just wanted to say Hi 

anyway. See you in class Monday?" Just then, before Cynthia could respond, 

Aaron lost his balance and started to  fall off the skateboard. At the same 

time a car was coming down the street much too fast and too close to Aaron. 

Cynthia's heart skipped a beat. Her hands went out towards Aaron but he 

was out of reach. She yelled, "Look out!"  

Fortunately, the car swerve d out of the way in time and Aaron recovered his 

balance without actually falling. He was safe. He stopped, looked at the car 

as it sped on its way and shouted, "Learn to drive, idiot." Aaron turned to 

Cynthia, smiled and said, "That was close." Cynthia wa sn't smiling. "Too close. 

Aaron, be more careful -- please." Aaron looked away. "I guess I looked pretty 

dumb, huh?" 

"You could have been badly hurt."  

Aaron shrugged. "Yeah, I guess so. Crazy driver."  

"Promise to be more careful," Cynthia, said.  



Aaron smiled  again, fully recovered now. "Yeah sure, Mom. Well, See you 

later, Cynthia." With that Aaron was off again on his skateboard. Cynthia 

called after him,  

"See you, Aaron." Shaking her head doubtfully, Cynthia hurried on her way to 

the Fairchild's.  

  

The th oughts which 

Cynthia had been 

thinking and which 

Aaron's near -  

accident had 

thoroughly 

disrupted followed 

three different 

lines, or maybe 

threads that were 

becoming 

interwoven. To 

Cynthia, they 

seemed all tangled 

up in a ball. Her 

first thread of 

thought h ad to do 

with her twelfth 

birthday tomorrow. 

She was especially 

excited about a trip 

she and a few of 

her favorite friends 

would take to the 

Air and Space 

Museum as part of 

her birthday 

celebration. Cynthia was fascinated by the sciences, especially space science. 

She had been to Space Camp and really enjoyed that experience. This would 

be a shorter outing but she would be able to tell her friends a lot about the 



exhibits there because of what she had learned in Space Camp. The only 

trouble was that her par ents had strictly limited the number of guests 

Cynthia could invite. Her mother was coming and maybe her sister Rachel. 

Rachel hadn't decided, but Mom had made it clear that Rachel's choice 

whether to go or stay home made no difference to the number of out  of 

family guests Cynthia could invite. She decided not to invite Jamie, who had 

been her best friend last year. Jamie was still a friend but not as close as 

the others Cynthia invited. Jamie had seemed to change from a fun friend to 

a not so fun friend. S he was sometimes moody and crabby. She didn't laugh 

at the stuff that made Cynthia's other friends laugh. Anyway, Jamie had 

heard that she was not invited, and Cynthia was worried about Jamie's 

reaction.  

Her second thread of thought had to do with her fami ly, mostly how she and 

ten -year-old Rachel didn't seem to get along very well. In fact, they fought 

everyday. Mom was in the habit of saying, "I wish you girls could go just one 

day-JUST ONE - without bickering and quarreling". Last spring when she was 

chosen by the science teacher to be part of the group that went to the 

Space Center (which in turn led to her going to Space Camp over the 

summer), Cynthia heard Rachel complain bitterly, "Why did you get to be the 

older one? You always get to do everything fi rst." Not so long ago Cynthia 

would have been secretly pleased that Rachel was unhappy. After all, Rachel 

always snickered when Cynthia was told to clean up her room. She used to 

suspect Rachel of deliberately hiding her homework or distracting her so she 

would mess up on a project. She would never forget her Outer Space 

diorama with an extra planet on the background drawing. That was from the 

splotch that was made when Rachel said, "Your project looks stupid," and 

grabbed for the luminescent magic marker r ight out of Cynthia's hand. 

Cynthia decided to call the splotch Planet X. That turned out to be a stroke 

of genius that led to some neat discussions in class, but still....  

It was true Rachel knew how to push Cynthia's buttons. Rachel was hardly 

ever yelle d at by Mom and Dad and never by teachers. She cleaned her room, 

did her homework, took out the trash, and played QUIETLY with her 

friends. She knew that noise was something that really bothered her 

parents. And with that knowledge she developed a secret t alent. She could 

get Cynthia into an argument and provoke her all the way to RAGE with just 

a few softly stated but very mean statements. Then Rachel would mutter 

"Lift -off"  just under her breath so Cynthia alone would hear it. She could 



make it so Cynthia  got all the blame, too. Cynthia didn't know when to shut 

up, but Rachel did ...just when she heard Mom coming down the hall. But it 

was even worse when it was Dad coming down the hall. Talk about NOISE. 

Cynthia had heard the lecture about her being the ol der sister who should 

be setting good examples. He would say things like, "Stop an argument 

before it starts. Remember, she doesn't understand as much as you." Then, 

there was always that one that had something to do with the Bible, "Turn 

the other cheek."  

The absolute worst was when Mom and Dad scrapped the idea of a family 

vacation to Yosemite because they didn't think they could stand being in the 

car that long with two bickering girls. Cynthia had to admit long car rides 

could be deadly. No matter how m any car games, cassette tapes and art 

materials were brought along; she and Rachel would find something to fight 

about. Then Mom would say, "I grew up in a family of four girls, but it was 

never like this!" Dad said, "O.K. O.K. We're not going to Yosemite this year. I 

don't know what's with you girls."  

"Were your sisters like our daughters?", Mom asked Dad a little bit 

accusingly. She liked to confirm her suspicions about the side of the family 

that might have bad habits or what she called "difficult perso nal traits". 

Cynthia noticed Mom usually thought the bad habits and difficult personal 

traits came from Dad's side of the family. Dad replied a little bit 

defensively. "I don't know. I was always outside building things. I don't know 

what they did except t alk all the time. Anyway my sisters have nothing to do 

with what we're talking about right now." Cynthia silently agreed with Dad. 

She didn't think she and her sister were anything like her aunts.  

"You' re no help.", Mom said icily to Dad. The room became  VERY QUIET. 

Cynthia guessed Mom was disappointed that they would not be going to 

Yosemite. Cynthia hated the long periods of VERY QUIET when her parents 

were angry with one another. She also noticed a pattern that arguments 

starting with her and Rachel sp read to Mom and Dad even if they changed 

form.  

It turned out that Space Camp was better than Yosemite anyway because of 

the science and technology she learned. But when Cynthia came home from 

Space Camp she seemed much quieter. Cynthia's brand of QUIET was  new 

and different. It was not the, I WANT PEACE AND QUIET  brand in such 



demand by her parents everyday. Nor was it the VERY QUIET  brand of 

angry silence that threatened to explode (and sometimes did explode in 

hurtful words) between her parents before it resolved. Cynthia's silence was 

more like solitude, being into self so she could think things through. She 

spent more time in her room alone. Mom and Dad wondered what was going 

on. They called her camp counselor, but as far as he knew she had had a 

great time at Space Camp. She had been polite and behaved, seemed to 

enjoy the activities, and hardly ever got into any after -hours mischief.  

Rachel couldn't stand this new QUIET. When Cynthia was reading, she would 

throw Barbie dolls at her. When Cynthia closed  her door, Rachel would tack 

silly notes on it or slip notes under it. Rachel seemed to want a good fight, 

some NOISE, some disapproving glares from their Mom directed at Cynthia. 

A lecture from Dad would have been nice. Rachel began making loud noises 

her self, especially when Cynthia was talking to their parents. "What on earth 

is the matter with you, 

Rachel? 

, Mom and Dad both 

asked.  

Cynthia never told Rachel 

what was going on. There 

was a change inside her --

maybe beginning with that 

letter she had rec eived at 

camp from Rachel. The 

letter contained the news 

that Rachel's pet rabbit 

had died. Cynthia 

remembered how she had 

said mean things about 

that rabbit to Rachel in 

the past. Sometimes she 

had even told Rachel how 

she had better not let 

that rabbit o ut of her 

sight -- or else. Rachel's letter made her sad to think that Rachel's favorite 

pet had died. So there was this change in Cynthia. She barely understood it 



herself but she had an idea from the Conscience Club.  That's what the kids 

called it, anyway . It was sort of an after -school class but with lots of 

discussion. 

In fact, the Conscience Club was the third thread of thought that Cynthia 

had been following on her way to the Fairchild's to baby -sit. The Conscience 

Club hadn't started out as a club. It  started at the second PTA meeting at 

Cynthia's school. The president of the PTA had invited Dr. Esse to speak of 

a research project she wanted to do. She wanted to study the development 

of conscience in children and adolescents. First, she had gone to the  school 

board. The members of the school board didn't know whether or not an 

interview about morality would be too controversial for them to approve. 

They told Dr. Esse to talk to the president of the PTA, Mrs. Hanover. Mrs. 

Hanover was Cynthia's Mom's bes t friend. After her talk with Dr. Esse, Mrs. 

Hanover called Cynthia's Mom. Mrs. Hanover was very excited. "It's about 

time we did something about moral education in our schools." Cynthia's Mom 

also became very excited. Cynthia knew from experience that whe n her Mom 

became excited about school, it meant she and Rachel would be talked into 

volunteering (or even volunteered without being talked into it first) to do 

something to help the school. Mom liked to be right in the thick of things, all 

right. Maybe bec ause she had been a teacher once. Eventually, Cynthia and 

several other students from middle school had been recruited to participate. 

First of all their parents had to agree to let them be subjects. Then Dr. 

Esse, or one of her co - investigators, explained  the study to each kid. Some 

parents' didn't agree. Most did. Cynthia didn't know of any kids in her class 

that refused. Most were at least a little curious. Aaron thought it was dumb 

but his parents wanted him to participate. The Conscience Project spread  to 

high school and then to grade school. There was no escape for Rachel. She 

was volunteered to participate as well. In fact some day soon, Rachel would 

be headed over to Dr. Esse's house for the Conscience Interview. The 

interviews were taped so they cou ld be typed out word for word later. 

Cynthia remembered hers ran over two hours. The interviewer had to come 

back a second time to finish. Well, Cynthia had had a lot to say.  

All this started over a year ago. Since then Dr. Esse and the others in her 

group had studied the responses to the conscience interviews and now they 

had some results to share with people. Cynthia's teacher in social studies, 

Mr. Moore, invited Dr. Esse back to discuss the findings from her study. 

Cynthia was annoyed when Aaron blurted  out -  without even raising his hand, 



"What's so interesting about conscience anyway; why would anyone study 

that?" Dr. Esse didn't seem the least annoyed. She smiled and said, "Aaron, 

in our study of conscience we wanted to know three things. First of all , would 

every child describe a conscience? Second of all, would they always describe 

it in pretty much the same way or would there be important differences 

among children? Third, would they describe it differently as they grew up?"  

Dr. Esse described how t he kids' answers to the questions could be grouped 

into stages. She said there's a theory that human beings grow up in these 

stages, pretty much one at a time and in a certain order since a kid has to be 

on a lower stage before she can get to the next high er one. Aaron said, "Do 

you mean like the stages in the life cycle of insects?" He remembered from 

science how some insects went through different changes from larva to pupa 

to adult forms. "In humans, stages are not quite as obvious as that, but you 

have the idea," she answered. "Like, the ability to think in certain ways 

comes in stages. There's a way kids think before they go to preschool. Then 

the way they think becomes different by the time they're in grade school. 

It's not just what they're taught in school, either. It's what they're ready 

to learn."  

Then Dr. Esse told a story.  

"Once there was a famous psychologist in Switzerland named Piaget. He 

loved to watch children to see how they learned. He learned a lot from his 

own three children. Other times he went to schools or watched kids play 

marbles on the street, just to see how they made rules for their games."  

Aaron remembered a skateboarding game he played with the Bridge Kids. 

They made it up and had to agree on the rules. Sometimes the rules were 

changed as the game went on. Aaron wondered what Mr. Piaget would think 

of their game. He imagined him sitting on the bridge watching and taking 

notes while Aaron and the other kids skateboarded in tight circles around a 

street sign.  

Dr. Esse continued her story. "Piaget thought kids were smart, not according 

to what they knew on tests, but according to how they learned by 

experimenting."  



Aaron listened closely. He liked experiments. He noticed that Cynthia was 

listening closely as well. Cynthia was smart, he knew. Sort of a goody -goody 

but she knew lots of neat scientific stuff.  

"For example, a preschooler can be shown a very tall, thin glass beside a very 

short, fat glass. If the same amount of water were poured into each glass, 

this little kid would proba bly be fooled into thinking the tall, thin glass held 

more water. But a grade schooler wouldn't be fooled."  

Cynthia understood that this was because the very young child was not ready 

to think in a certain way -- had not reached the necessary stage. While 

babysitting Cathy when she was not quite two, Cynthia had used a trick a 

friend told her about. Cathy had asked for a cookie. Cathy's Mom had said 

she could have only one. Cynthia said "O.K." and reached into the cookie jar. 

Before she could take her hand o ut, Cathy said, "Two! Two cookies!!" Instead 

of giving Cathy two cookies, Cynthia had broken one cookie in half. Cathy, 

she remembered, accepted the two halves greedily, crowing triumphantly. 

"Two! Two cookies!!" Mrs. Fairchild had been watching. She told Cynthia, 

"Believe me, that won't last long."  

Keith exclaimed, "Neat! I can use this on Izzy."  

"Who's Izzy and what are you planning, Keith?" asked Mr. Moore.  

"Izzy. Izzy. My sister Elizabeth, she's three. All she will ever drink is 

'purpo'. That's what Iz zy calls grape drinks. Anything she drinks has to be 

purple. Izzy only likes purple pop, not red pop, not orange pop, and definitely 

not brown pop. Once we had to put purple food coloring in her milk to get her 

to drink it. It looked disgusting. So she tak es all the grape drink. She says I 

can have only a little -- not as much as she gets. Well, now I can trick Izzy. I 

can put her grape drink in a bud vase and mine in a cup. She'll think she has 

more. That will get her!"  

No wonder the kids' think Keith is su ch a geek, thought Cynthia. Spending 

his time trying to get even with a three -year -old. Aaron, she noticed was 

rolling his eyes as Keith talked.  

   



Cynthia thought it especially interesting that Dr. Esse believed a person's 

conscience also develops in stag es. Mr. Moore said he questioned the whole 

idea of stages, like one step after another. He said he liked to play devil's 

advocate and always urged his students to think critically and ask lots of 

questions. Dr. Esse agreed. She said, "I'm glad Mr. Moore pl ays devil's 

advocate." Aaron had heard his stepfather explain once that a devil's 

advocate was someone who tried to make the best argument they could for a 

point of view or a belief that he or she did not necessarily share. Even so, 

when Mr. Moore said he would be a devil's advocate, Aaron imagined him with 

horns on his head, wearing a red suit and carrying a pitchfork. The picture in 

his mind made Aaron smile.  

"The idea of stages are part of a theory of human development and any 

theory deserves to be chal lenged. Still, the results of our study fit nicely 

with the idea of stages."  

Now, Cynthia knew something about how scientific studies are done. She 

knows the results of a study support a theory; sometimes they don't. 

Instead, they change the theory. So she  didn't have any problem with there 

being a theory behind a study.  

Dr. Esse said there were  stages in the development of conscience  in 

children and adolescents. She wrote them on the board. The first was the 

external (outside) stage when a person's conscie nce is mostly outside her 

and rules come from her parents and other grown -ups. "This stage usually 

happens when children are quite young," Dr Esse explained. "Maybe you know 

one 5 or 6 year -old who really wants to be a good person but depends on 

grown-ups to figure out what is right and wrong. I see some nods. So, you do 

know someone like that?"  

Jamie raised her hand. "My sister can't always tell right from wrong without 

our help. She's only five."  

Dr. Esse nodded. "I believe it," she said. "Suppose a lit tle kid broke a cookie 

jar while trying to get a cookie. He might just make something up like -- like-"  

Aaron chimed in. "Like the cookie jar just jumped off the shelf. I still use 

that one."  



Everyone laughed. Dr. Esse said, "Right. Also, younger kids foll ow rules too 

exactly. They tattle. The Golden Rule to them might be more like -  He did it 

to me so I can do it to him."  

"Next comes the  brain or heart  stage when a person's conscience has 

started to come inside. So have at least some rules for being good, " Dr. Esse 

said.  

"How old do you have to be for that one?" Aaron wanted to know. Cynthia 

couldn't decide if he was being smart -alecky again. 

Dr Esse said, "Why about the ages of you and your classmates, Aaron."  

Somebody deep in the group said, "Well it c ouldn't be in Keith's brain. His 

brain's much too small!" Everyone laughed except Dr.Esse and Mr. Moore. 

Mr. Moore stood up and walked around the class. He didn't say anything but 

kind of glared at everyone and no one in particular. Cynthia liked Mr. Moore  a 

lot. She didn't want him to think badly of her. There was something else, 

too. Cynthia felt ashamed for joining in the laughter at Keith's expense. She 

didn't like to be made fun of, so she shouldn't join in making fun of someone 

else. The class quieted  down.  

Dr. Esse continued. "Well actually some children, usually the younger ones, 

think their consciences are in their stomachs. The point is they begin to 

locate it inside themselves, not outside. This happens sometime between 7 

and 11 years old. Most o f you are 11 or 12. It's about twelve years or older 

when a person's conscience is almost like a person inside that talks to her. 

That's called the personified (heart / mind) stage. Still later, there are 

more stages to go through."   

    Jamie had been de ep in thought. She said, "Well maybe Dr Esse is right 

and there are these stages, Mr. Moore; but they aren't arranged in steps --  

maybe they go back and forth too. Like switchbacks up a mountain or down a 

canyon. I went to The Grand Canyon once and we walk ed down Bright Angel 

Trail. It had switchbacks. And Bryce Canyon is full of switchbacks." Cynthia 

knew Jamie really loved trips to The Southwest. She always talked about it. 

It made Cynthia wish her family had gone to Yosemite after all.  



Mr. Moore said, "J amie, I like your image of switchbacks. I can see a person 

might accidentally slip down to a lower loop of the trail every once in 

awhile...like chutes and ladders."  

Cynthia looked at Aaron who returned her glance by crossing his eyes. 

Cynthia imagined a picture of him slipping and sliding all the way to the 

bottom of Grand Canyon.  

     

  

                                                             



There was another interesting thing. Besides different stages of conscience, 

there were also different parts  of conscience. Dr. Esse called these the  five 

domains of conscience .  

Jamie told Cynthia later that the word "domain" made her think of fairytale 

places where kings and princesses and ogres lived in castles and each of 

them ruled a separate realm. "Who da res to step on my land? This is my 

domain and no others!" Jamie could almost hear an ogre say, "Fi, Fie. Fo. 

Fum."  

Dr Esse said that what she meant by a domain was a special area of human 

concern. Not really a place but hard to describe without using word s that 

make people think of places. Some of the questions the kids had answered 

had to do with each domain. Dr. Esse named the domains concept of 

conscience, moral attachment, moral emotions, moral value making (and 

keeping) and moral choosing.   

One thing led to another. Mr. Moore was very interested in meeting again. 

He had a way of getting the kids to share his excitement. "There's so much 

more to talk about," he said. "It's been a whole year since you did the 

interviews," he added. "I wonder how you've c hanged?" Some of the kids 

wanted to do the conscience interview again, but this time altogether as a 

group. A few wanted to hear different ideas of where conscience comes 

from and how it grows and changes. Some just wanted to understand why 

there was so mu ch stealing, fighting, hurtful gossiping and even drugs and 

gang involvement in their school, mostly in high school but even some in 

middle school. Why just last week the middle school was visited by police 

with dogs especially trained to sniff out drugs. The kids couldn't leave their 

classrooms while the dogs were taken down the hallways, sniffing the 

lockers. And, in the high school they used a metal detector to find weapons.  

Mr. Moore agreed to sponsor meetings of interested students as a kind of 

club, as long as each kid had permission from home. Dr. Esse agreed to come 

back once a week to help with discussions. That was the real start of the 

Conscience Club. Cynthia's best reason to join the club was so that she could 

understand the changes she suspecte d she was going through. "Nothing 

preachy," Aaron had said. "I get more than enough of that in Sunday school 

and Scouts." Mr. Moore and Dr. Esse said they weren't going to teach 

particular morals or values. The kids might want to talk about their own, as 



long as they did so with respect for each other's differences. The club 

meetings would always begin the same way. "Did anyone have to make a hard 

decision about right and wrong, good and bad this week?" They would also go 

through the conscience interview qu estions again, as a group. There would be 

other rules. Cynthia listed them to herself. "We can't blame anyone. We 

can't talk about what kids had done wrong outside the club. We have to talk 

about our own stuff, although it could be made up stuff," Aaron sa id. "Yeah, 

but what are you going to tell our parents when they ask what we're talking 

about in the club?" Dr. Esse said. "I think it would be good for me and Mr. 

Moore to meet sometimes with your parents without you to talk about 

conscience development in  kids. I don't think it would be right or good to tell 

them what each of you says in the Conscience Club. Especially about moral 

choices you decide to talk about. But we also believe we have to say 

something to them if you ever say you are going to do some thing we think 

might be pretty harmful to anyone including yourselves." Dr. Esse said she 

would talk more about the parents' meetings with Mrs. Hanover. Sometimes, 

if it seemed helpful, Dr. Esse would teach the kids what she had learned 

about moral develop ment. She thought that knowing how human consciences 

develop is every bit as important as knowing how human bodies develop.  

 

This week they had started with three question sets from the conscience 

interview:   

Have you heard of the word conscience ? What is it?  

How does it work?  

Describe your own conscience and  

how it works.  

Use your imagination and draw a picture of your  

conscience.  

Just now, Cynthia was trying hard to remember how she had answered the 

first question a year ago. Of course she had  heard the word conscience even 

then. Her memory was vague but she thought of it as maybe her brain or 

heart. She could not remember her drawing. Then Cynthia wondered how she 

would draw her conscience this year. Before, she had just thought it was 



somethi ng that did its work inside her, some place in her brain or heart 

helping her to know about good and bad. And it seemed to work more quickly 

and automatically back then. Now, she didn't know. Her conscience was more 

complicated. She knew that. It was chang ing. Dr. Esse described how people 

have conscience growing pains as they change stages. Maybe that's why it 

began to bother her that she wasn't very nice to her sister, Rachel. It made 

her feel bad about herself. It also bothered her that Rachel wasn't nic e to 

her, but she thought mostly about her end of the relationship. Those things 

Dad said were true. What had Dr. Esse said? "A person's conscience starts 

outside with parents but gradually comes inside one's self."  

Cynthia thought her conscience was star ting to say some of the same things 

as her Dad and Mom. That's pretty scary as it crossed her mind. Well, she 

was older and smarter, and when she didn't lose her head, she could be kind 

and "turn the other cheek." Cynthia thought, maybe, that's also why I' m 

trying to be nicer to Rachel. I'm trying to treat her the way I would like to 

be treated. She began to think even stranger thoughts. What if she didn't 

have a sister! What if something happened to Rachel like what happened to 

Jamie's older sister? Jamie' s older sister had gotten leukemia. Cynthia 

decided to make very sure Rachel knew she was welcome on the trip this 

weekend. Cynthia thought about her conscience drawing again. Maybe a 

picture of something to show how conscience takes in information and 

processes it, and gives feedback.... Hmmm.  

Cynthia must have succeeded in getting lost in her thoughts this time 

without interruption. To her surprise, she found herself on the Fairchild's 

doorstep.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Conscience Celebration  
Chapter One : Conscience Concepts  
Guide for further study and discussion 
 

After the first chapter is read, group discussion may be facilitated further with the 

following remarks and questions. 

 

1. We have just heard/read/read together  the first chapter of this book  

called The Conscience Celebration. The authors mean for this book to help 

us think about and talk about something called ôconscience.õ Thatõs what we 

will do today and for the next ____ meetings. We may have different -even 

very different -  ideas about it but w hatever else we might say about 

conscience, itõs something personal. What do we mean by ôpersonalõ?  

 
An interactive discussion of ópersonalô might include examples of things personal other 

than conscience, as well as distinctions to be drawn between individual and general, 

private and public, innermost secrets and outward demonstrations of thoughts, emotions 

and behavior. 

 

2. Our thoughts before we speak them, our feelings  before we show them,  
our values-  the stuff thatõs important to us, that we hold dear- before we 

make them known, our choices before we act on them are all examples of 

things personal. We can choose to share them ðand we can choose not to. 

Sometimes we might choose to share certain things with certain people but 

not with others. It might de pend on whether the persons we talk to promise 

not to take what we have to say and spread it around in places we donõt 

want it to go where it might be heard by other persons we donõt want to 

know. If we are to talk and listen together about personal things , to speak 

our thoughts, show our feelings, share our values and describe the choices 

weõve made or have yet to make, maybe we should or ought to have some 

rules (doõs and donõts) first. What were the rules (doõs and donõts) that Dr. 

Esse and Mr. Moore mad e for the Conscience Club? Are these rules that 

would be good to use in our own group? Why or why not?  
 
After interactive discussion of pros and cons, establish group rules; perhaps make them 

visible on the bulletin or chalkboard. 

 

 



3. In discussing ôdoõs and donõtsõ for our own group, weõve already used our                 

consciences. But we would like to better describe this thing we are using. 

Turn to page 11, again. Look at the first set of questions that ask what we 

know in general about conscience:  
     
   What is conscience?  
   How does it work?  
 
In our group, you may want to try out an answer, but may want to change it 

later after you have thought about it some more. Thatõs a good approach. 

Would anyone like to try out an answer to the general ques tion right now?  
 
4. For your homework assignment, we would like for you to answer the 

personal questions that come next:  
    
   Describe your conscience.  
                               And 
   Draw a picture of your conscience.  
 
Itõs very important to remember there is no right or wrong description, no 

correct or incorrect picture ñexcept for how well it describes or pictures 

your personal conscience. We believe you should always think of yourself as 

the expert on you when it comes to your personal conscience . 
 
6. Are there some things in the story that suggest Cynthiaõs or Aaronõs 

consciences are already at work? Put another way, can you tell how Cynthia 

or Aaron might already be thinking about or reacting to good/bad or 

right/wrong stuff?  
 

                               

 

 

                               

                              

                               



                             Chapter Two  

Aaron had been on his way to The Village when he encountered Cynthia and 

had his near -  accident. The Village was a part of the city where  both he and 

Cynthia lived and went to school. It really had been a separate village once 

before the city surrounded it. People liked it for its shops and restaurants 

and especially for its canal where the ducks waded. People of all ages loved 

the canal. O lder men would bring their fishing gear and sit all day. While 

young people in love strolled along, bicyclists, joggers, and walkers in training 

would scurry along like they really had to get somewhere. Moms and Dads 

with young children would come with bre ad to feed the ducks. There were 

even specially made duck crossing traffic signs to warn motorists to make 

way for ducklings. The canal had been built in the days before railroads 

became popular. It was meant to connect up waterways for transporting 

goods on flatboats that were towed by mules and horses that walked along 

the tow paths next to the canal. Aaron imagined what it would be like to pull 

those flatboats. " What if instead of mules, a bunch of kids on rollerblades 

got on each side of the canal and towed the flatboats?" he asked himself. " 

That would be child labor of a fine kind!" Aaron wondered what the minimum 

wage should be for that  

Several streets crossed the canal. Some streets were very busy, but some 

were quieter and less traveled. It was one  of the bridges over the canal on 

one of the quieter streets that gave a bunch of kids their nickname. 

Shopkeepers and homeowners called them the Bridge Kids. They didn't 

really want them around. They said they loitered and scared off customers. 

Aaron admi tted to himself that the Bridge Kids might not look as harmless 

as he thought they were. Some smoked cigarettes. Every once in awhile a 

couple of them said they had some drugs to sell. He always said no or walked 

away from them. But for the most part Aaron  believed the Bridge Kids were 

there for one reason -- skateboarding. " They're not a gang. They're not drug 

addicts or criminals," Aaron insisted to anyone who put the Bridge Kids down. 

He didn't know what he'd do if the Village made a rule that there would  be 

no more skateboarding on the bridges.  

"I really, really hate rules," Aaron thought to himself as he flipped his 

skateboard up onto the sidewalk. Deciding to walk awhile, Aaron picked up 

his skateboard and tucked it under his arm. " Oh, this is the str eet where 



those new puppies live," he was reminded by an old fashioned lamppost that 

he marked his way by, " I hope they're outside playing." Aaron really liked 

animals-- better than people, he told himself and anyone else who would 

listen. "People have too  many rules that spoil everyone's fun." But, even if he 

didn't like them, Aaron did follow his Mom and Stepfather's rules most of 

the time. They didn't spank him anymore. They said he had grown too big. So 

they took things away like privileges: TV, telepho ne, choosing the carryout 

restaurant for Friday's dinner, or staying over at a friend's. He especially 

didn't like losing skateboard privileges or getting grounded when he came 

home too late or had a bad in -  term report from school. Sometimes he 

couldn't u nderstand what they were fussing about; he didn't see what was 

wrong with what he was doing. He certainly didn't feel all that bad about 

what he was doing. That really bothered his Mom who said " Doesn't it 

bother you that you've caused me to be late for w ork by your inconsiderate 

dawdling?" Or " I wish you showed more remorse for bending your Dad's five 

iron." That was the golf club he had borrowed from stepdad' s bag for the 

street hockey he and his friends played on rollerblades. They were pretty 

much able to fix the seven and eight irons, afterwards.  

It wasn't all punishment though. Both his Mom and his stepdad praised him 

when he did something good, even if he didn't see how it was good. They 

gave him rewards too. In Conscience Club, Dr. Esse had said t hat sometimes 

a guy's conscience depends on parents' rewards and punishments to help him 

mark his way, to learn the rules. Conscience Club. He thought it should be 

called the Conscience Conspiracy, because he suspected the grown -ups were 

in league with one  another to get kids to do what grown -ups thought was the 

right thing. And some of the stuff they did there was pretty silly, like 

having to draw a picture of their consciences. But there were some questions 

the kids were asked that made him think. Mr. Moo re wrote them on the 

board:  

What is the very first thing you can remember doing that was  

called "good"? Go back as far as you can. Tell the whole story  

of the event.  

" That was when I learned to ride my bike.... My Dad said he would hold on to 

the seat.. .but he let go...and I rode myself," Aaron recalled.  



What is the very first thing you can remember doing that was  

called "bad"? Go back as far as you can. Tell everything you can about 

it.  

" That had to be stepdad's five iron," Aaron muttered to himself. It 

happened a long time ago. And now everyone could laugh about it.  

Other than yourself, who is most proud when you have done something  

good? Has this been true all your life? How does this person or these  

persons show they care about your goodness?  

Oth er than yourself, who is most ashamed when you have done  

something bad? Has this been true all your life? How does  

this person or these persons show they care when you haven't been 

good? 

What these questions made Aaron think was "Hey, sometimes anyway, I  

follow the rules just because my parents want me to, not 'cause they punish 

me if I don't. I guess it's because I know they care and want what's best 

for me."  

Aaron was almost at the house with the puppies. Their owner had put up an 

electronic fence so th e puppies wouldn't leave the yard. The puppies, now 

about five months old, were still in training. Little flags marked the 

boundaries of the yard. If the puppies came too close to the flags they 

received a mild shock from their collar. Aaron knew most pupp ies learned to 

stay in their yards after one or two shocks. But there had been a problem 

with these two puppies. The problem really was a little kid, around 8, in the 

neighborhood who liked to coax the puppies to the boundary with cookies 

just to see them shock themselves. Aaron had caught the boy laughing at his 

cruel trick on the puppies and chased him away. Aaron had shouted after the 

boy "How would you like it?" He picked up a stone to throw, he was so angry 

at that kid. He didn't throw the stone though , maybe because he stopped 

and thought about it too long to get a good shot at him. Well there was no 

sign of that boy or the puppies this evening. "The puppies must be inside, " 

Aaron thought. He wondered if he should tell the owner what had been going 

on. He actually paused a moment. Just then he saw Rick come around the 

corner on his skateboard and wave. " Come on, Aaron, race you to the 

bridge." Aaron was off in a flash.  



Cynthia had made sure the Fairchild children were bathed and in their 

pajamas befor e they could do any more playing. Now two -year-old Cathy was 

settling down with her dolls, her head in Cynthia's lap. Just a few minutes 

ago, Cathy had had a short tantrum in the bathtub. This had to do with 

Cynthia using less shampoo than is necessary to make the mounds of suds 

and bubbles that Cathy expects of shampoos. Cynthia got splashed and had a 

puddle of water to clean up. At first Cynthia was vexed. Then she reminded 

herself, "Cathy is in 'those terrible twos' when her favorite word is NO!" It 

had taken several babysitting sessions at the Fairchild's before Cathy was 

able to see her parents leave without crying and carrying on. Now she looked 

forward to Cynthia spending the evening with only a brief whimper when her 

parents said 'goodnight'. Cynthia  was especially pleased to hear the 

Fairchild's go on and on about how much the kids liked her and how she could 

get them to do things their parents couldn't. Cynthia had said "Cathy if you 

finish up with your shampoo, we'll have time for playing with your  dolls. Who 

did you say is your favorite doll?" Cathy stopped crying to consider Cynthia's 

question. After that the bath went smoothly, Cynthia saw to it that Cathy's 

hair was detangled, combed, blow dried and combed again. The proper 

pajamas were selected  (but there were several different pajamas that were 

first tried and then discarded on the floor before the final selection was 

made). Cynthia coaxed Cathy to pick up and fold her clothes by suggesting 

they do it together. " That's very good, Cathy," Cynth ia said. "Now bring 

your dollies and let's see what Michael is doing." After his bath Michael had 

proudly told Cynthia " I don't need any help getting dressed or brushing my 

hair." Michael was three and one half. When Cynthia and Cathy found 

Michael he was in his pajamas all right but they were inside out and 

backwards and sort of twisted at one sleeve so he couldn't get his arm 

through. Cathy laughed and said " Michael's silly." Michael was mad and 

blamed his sister, " You made me -- " he said as he advanced towards his 

sister, hitting his fist in his hand. Cynthia said, "Now, Michael, Cathy didn't 

do anything. You just got tangled up, that's all. It happens to people all the 

time." That seemed to calm Michael down and they were all able to go to the 

living r oom to play. Cathy had her dolls. She was sleepily muttering to one: 

"Bad Dolly, you will get spanked," and to the other " Good Dolly, you didn't 

spill." Michael played with his Lego's and watched TV Cynthia took out a 

magic marker and a piece of paper. Sh e began to draw. Michael noticed this 

and sidled over to her.  



"What you doing, Cynthi?"  

" I'm doing a drawing."  

"What you drawing?" he asked.  

"My conscience."  

" 'Consin?" Michael was surprised. " My Grandma lives in Wish 'Consin."  

"No, no, Michael, you're thinking of Wisconsin. I think your grandma lives in 

Wisconsin. It's a state. I'm drawing my conscience."  

"What's that?" Michael asked.  

"It's the part of me that helps me figure out what's good and bad."Cynthia 

said. 

" Oh," said Michael, "I am a good boy."  

" I know that, Michael," Cynthia replied while selecting another color.  

" Some boys are naughty and that's a shame. I know three shames."  

"Three shames?" Cynthia was interested in what Michael knew about shame.  

"Yes. My Daddy told me." Michael continued,  " Last Halloween, we made 

pumpkins into Jack O' Lanterns. Then we set them outside on the windowsill. 

Some very naughty boys came by very late -- past their bedtime. They 

smashed our pumpkins. My Daddy and I didn't know until Mommy showed us 

the next mornin g. My Daddy said it was a shame."  

"O.K. so that was the first shame?" Cynthia asked.  

"Uh-huh," Michael said. " The second shame was when the cookie store at 

the mall closed up. Me and my Mommy liked those cookies."  

"So what was the third shame?" Cynthia wa s looking at Michael with a big 

smile. 

" I forgot the last shame."  



" Have you ever been ashamed of yourself for something and your face got 

all hot and red and you couldn't look anybody in the eye?"  

"No. Once my Mommy gave me sweat pants that were too loo se on me. At 

preschool they fell down and everybody saw my underwear."  

" That's embarrassing, I know," Cynthia was sympathetic. " Was that the 

third shame?"  

" No. That was embarrassing. There's another shame." Michael said. " But it 

went out of my head." Michael came closer, snuggling a little. " That's a good 

drawing, Cynthi. I want to help draw. Please."  

"Thanks, Michael, I have to do this by myself. Why don't you play with your 

Lego's for awhile?"  

Whenever Cynthia tried to do homework or a project whi le she was 

babysitting, she felt funny. She thought she should be playing with the kids 

instead. It wasn't that Mrs. Fairchild insisted that she play with the kids. 

Mrs. Fairchild had said it was O.K. to bring homework over to do. Cynthia 

just didn't like the look of disappointment on Michael's face when she said 

she needed to study. Once he told her " You don't like me. You won't play 

with me." He even told his mother. Cynthia was about to defend herself by 

saying she had had to study for a science test. M rs. Fairchild just said, " 

Don't worry, Cynthia, Michael's just trying to make you feel guilty. He pulls 

that on me all the time. He just refuses to understand the world doesn't 

revolve around him."  

Tonight Cynthia decided to ignore Michael's plea for com pany while he 

played. Cathy was sound asleep now. Cynthia pulled up the quilt around  

 

 Cathy's shoulders, thinking she'd drawing before she carried Cathy upstairs 

to her bedroom. Cynthia lost track of time while she worked on the drawing. 

She looked up and had a moment's worry when she realized Michael was no 

longer in the room playing Lego's. She gently lifted Cathy's head from her 

lap and scooted out from under her. Then she started towards Michael's 

room. Only he wasn't there! Now, Cynthia's moment of wo rry had turned into 

something longer and stronger. Still she refused to become frantic or 



panicky. She went out into the hallway and headed towards the staircase. 

Just then Michael was coming up the stairs. He said, "Cynthi, come see my 

drawing." Cynthia s ighed a sigh of relief. She said " Michael, where have you 

been? I've been looking for you." Michael took her hand and repeated, " I 

made a drawing for Mommy and Daddy. Come look." Cynthia was confused. 

Michael did not take her into his room as she had exp ected. Instead they 

went into Mr. and Mrs. Fairchild's room. She turned on the light. He led her 

to the closet, a big walk - in closet full of nooks and crannies, coats and 

dresses and lots of boxes He pulled aside his mother's skirts with a grand 

gesture, j ust as if he were unveiling a great work of art. There in glorious, 

luminescent magic marke color was Michael's drawing --- on the closet wall! It 

wasn't a small drawing make some changes in her conscience either. And it 

wasn't in light colors. "I drew my 'c onsin," Michael said proudly.  

 



Aaron and Rick were in a hurry now. They had stayed out way too late 

skateboarding with the Bridge Kids. It was getting dark. Some parents were 

going to be pretty angry -- at least Aaron's were. Rick's parents are cool, 

Aaron thought. "They don't make a big deal about him being out late." He 

was a little envious.  

At the last bridge they had to cross, Aaron and Rick stopped dead in their 

tracks. There was yellow tape stretched from one tree to the next along the 

canal. They made out the words  Do Not Cross - Police Line repeated over 

and over on the tape. The road over the bridge was barricaded. The boys 

could see the reflection of two police cruiser's flashing lights reflected on 

the water. A siren from behind them was getting lou der and louder. Aaron 

saw some men in a boat on the canal shining powerful flashlights on the 

water.  

"What's going on?" Aaron called to one of the men.  

" You kids get outta here. Right now. You hear me?" he replied.  

"Cool," exclaimed Rick. " They're gonn a drag the canal!"  

" What?" Aaron asked as he tugged on Rick's t -shirt t get him moving. A 

police officer on the bank was looking their way and waving them on. She 

didn't look like she had much patience left.  

"You kids head on home now-- last warning." The police officer said.  

Rick moved away reluctantly. He was excited. "They're looking for her body," 

he whispered as they passed by the officer.  

" Your parents know you're out?" the officer came towards Aaron.  

Just then she was distracted by one of the men calling to her from the boat. 

"Go on, get out here," she said over her shoulder and walked to the bridge 

railing to see what the man in the boat needed.  

" Whose body?" Aaron asked Rick, but he knew before he finished the 

question. All of a sudden he had a queasy feeling in his stomach.  

"The babysitter."  




