
Irritated, I was pulled through the crowd clustered around the town’s bayberry bushes. It is, I believe, August 21st, 1773. My name is Garret, the guy being tugged around randomly by his younger sister Marie. With a look of delight in her eyes, she dove at a bush no one was picking from. The only reason we were able to even find this bush is because nobody in the whole town has as much guts or puts as much effort into what they do as my sister. Ever since the day my mother told her she was the world’s greatest princess, she has believed that she could do anything she wants, which is not always a good thing. So anyways, today is the yearly candle making day, where most people used tallow to make their candles. A lot of the crowd here will not even get enough of the aromatic berries to make 5 candles, but seeing the way my sister is acting, we will not be “a lot of the crowd.”

As I stumbled around over the grass, trying to see around the several wooden bayberry-filled buckets I was holding, my sister squeaked, “We got lotsa’ berries didn’t we Gary?”

Frustrated trying to keep the buckets balanced I replied, “Hold that thought and try talkin’ to me when I’m multitalented.”


She looked at me in a weird, confused way, “Mawltiwhattited?”

Sighing, I continued my attempts to balance the buckets and said, “Just ask me when we get home.” She shrugged and squealed happily, moving around in crazy, random ways.


When we finally got to the farm, our mother motioned us over to a huge black pail filled partially with boiling water and hanging over a small fire. She and Marie began removing the buckets from my aching arms and pouring the bayberries into the black pail. My arms finally free to move again, I stretched them out. “How were the crowds Garret?” Mother asked. I grumbled and said sarcastically, “Ehm… crowds? We hardly had any trouble at all.” I contacted her with my eyes then motioned them over at Marie, who was pouring the last bucket into the pail. Mother rolled her eyes and, placing her hand on Marie’s shoulder, said, “Go get ready for dinner you two, we need to begin working on the candles as soon as possible.” Marie nodded with an “Uh-huh!” and skipped off into the house.

After dinner, we began dipping the wicks in the thick, waxy mix of melted bayberries and water, stopping every once in a while to shape it and flatten the bottom on an old board from the tool shed. I noticed that all the candles Marie made had little shapes drawn into the sides or were shaped oddly. Mother’s and my candles were just sloped blobs of wax with a wick at the top, and after seeing all of Marie’s candles, they seemed pretty boring. Maybe Marie will not be such a bad sister when she becomes more mature. I grunted to myself and shrugged, carving a cross into my last candle.

After counting the candles as we had made them and letting them dry, we recounted up to fifty-six bayberry candles. Mother seemed like she did not care much, but I bet she was really surprised. “Thank you both.” She said, half smiling. “This will be plenty enough today. Go get into bed now.”


Lying awake on my pallet, I thought some things over. Despite the fact that the bayberries were hard to get, it was well worth the effort to make those nice smelling candles… And with Marie along, collecting bayberries was not nearly as hard as it had been since I had collected candles in the past. I looked forward to doing things together with my not-so-bad sister in the future, and closed my eyes, drifting off.
