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Thoug’hts at the Bottom of the Beanstalk

S

ohce Upoh a bime there was 3 [1bble boy hamed Tack whe was abesul to c/imb his very firsh
beansta/k. he had 3 fresh halrcub and a brand-hew book bag. even thoudh his friends Ih the
helghberhood had climbed this same beanstalk almost every day Jast year, this was T ack’s
frest day and he was a [ibble hepveus. So was his mobher.

Early Ih the mothing she brought him to the foot of the beansta/k. She ta/ked ehceuradingly
b Tack about Ayl the fun he weuld have that day and how nice his grant weuld be. She
reassured him that she would be back o pick him up ab the end of the day. For a moment
they stogd todether, silently holding hands, dazihg up ab bhe beansta/k. Te T ack It seemed
much bidder thah 16 had wheh his mether had pointed 16 oub oh the way bo the stere [ast
weeK. HIs mobher thoudht 16 [ogked bid, bog. She swallowed. maybe she should have held
JTack oub 3 year... Jack’'s mobher straightened his shirt ohe [ast time, patted his shoulder
and smiled dewh ab him.

She promised to sbay ahd wave while he starbed climbing. T7ack dIdn’t say a word. He walked
forward, drabbed 3 Jow-drowing sbem and slowly pulled himself up bo the first [eaf. He
bajanced there for 3 moment and theh climbed mope eaderly to the second Jeaf, theh to the
third and sooh he had vanished e a high tangle of leaves ahd stems wibh hevep 3 backuward
dlance 3t his mobher. She stogd ajehe ab the bobbom of the beanstalk, dazihg up ab the speb
where J7ack had disappeared. There was ho rustle, ho mevement, he sound be Indicate that
he was ahywhere Ihside. “Sometimes,” she thought, “It’s harder o be the ohe whe waves
Jood-bye than 16 Is bo be the ohe whe climbs the beanshalk.”

She wohdered how Tack weuld do. Weudld he miss her? How wodld he behave? Did his drank
undepstand that [1bble beys somebimes acted silly wheh they felt uhsure? She foudht Jown
ah urde be spring up the sba/k afber T ack and maybe duck behind 3 bean to take 3 peek ab
how he was deind. “1'd bebber hob. wWhat If he saw me?” She khew J7ack was redly old
ehoudh bo hahdle this oh his owh. She remihded hepself thab, afber all this was theught be
be an eXcellent beanstalk and that everyshe sald s diant was heb ohly Kind but had

gubstanding qualificabions. @\Xg

“It's hot s much that I'm wetrled aboub him,” she thoudht, rubbing the back of her heck.
“It's gust that he’s dgrowing up and I'm doing be miss him.” J7ack’s mobher turhed be [eave.
“Tack’s domnd to have Jobs of bigder beanstalks be climb In his [ife,” she told herself.
“Teday’s the day he sharbs prackicing for them... And teday’s the day | sbart prachicing
something too: cheepind him oh and waving Jood-bye.”
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