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Elisabeth Wang 

“The Hero Takes a Fall” 

 “Pew, pew, pew! I shot you! You’re injured! You’re injured!” 5 year-old Parker shouted 

to his older teenage sister as he pranced around in his Spiderman PJs.   

 “Go away, you little stinker! I’m studying,” Jackie shot back.   

 His short black hair standing on end like a fuzzy caterpillar, Parker pestered, “You’re 

always too busy studying. C’mon, why don’t you play with me?”  Jackie slammed the door to 

her bedroom in response and resumed writing.  She twirled her long black braid around her 

fingers, deep in concentration, her lanky figure bent over her computer.  

 Although Jackie tried to type her paper with her full attention, she felt guilty that she 

couldn’t spend some time with her brother. “Let me reason with him,” Jackie told herself as she 

opened her door to an avalanche of Parker’s childish pleas to come in.  Parker looked up with a 

grin on his face.  He knew that Jackie never stayed angry at him for long.  “All right, Parker.  I 

can’t play with you right now, but you can use my computer to play Herotropolis for 15 minutes 

while I read some books for my paper,” Jackie promised as she headed downstairs.  

 Later, when Jackie returned to her room, Parker ran up to her and tackled her with a bear 

hug.  “You’re not mad at me anymore? Are you?” he innocently asked.   

 “No, it’s okay,” Jackie replied, “Parker, could you give me a few minutes so that I can do 

my homework?  I’ll play with you as soon as I’m finished.”  Parker’s eyes grew wide as he 

nodded like an enthusiastic puppy wagging his tail and then darted out of the room.  Jackie 

strode to her computer and searched for her essay but couldn’t find it.  With a shock of 

incomprehensible realization, she screamed, “Parker! What did you do with my work?!”   
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 Parker bounded back into the room and asked, “Huh?”  Pointing to the computer screen, 

Jackie showed him where her file had been.  “I only did what you told me to do,” he explained as 

he pointed to the delete button.  Jackie did not tell him to delete her work, but Parker never 

followed directions well.   

 Bitterness coursed through her veins as she unleashed her rage on her little brother.  

“How could you do such a thing like that?!  Don’t you know how hard I worked on my project?”  

Jackie bellowed, screaming in her brother’s ear.  Parker needed to pay for ruining her essay.  

Jackie fumed towards Parker’s room, set on ruining his life just as he had ruined hers.  Digging 

into his collection of superhero costumes, she took out his most prized possession—a shabby 

cerulean blue cape with a red lightning bolt scribbled onto it.  He had proudly made it from his 

old baby blanket and his sister’s red permanent marker.  Sneering contemptuously, Jackie began 

ripping the worn-out material in half.  

 “Noooooo!” Parker wailed as he tried to snatch his beloved security blanket that his 

parents had given him when he was born.  He begged his sister to stop as he frantically grasped 

for his cape. Helplessly, he watched as Jackie tantalized him by holding it just out of his reach as 

she destroyed it. 

 Jackie’s mother raced into the room.  “What in tarnation is going on here?” she scolded, 

and seeing the tattered cape, added, “I am extremely disappointed in you, Jacqueline Grace 

Peterson!  Why did you treat your brother like that?”  The mania from Jackie’s eyes faded, and 

she realized what she had done, not only to Parker’s cape, but also to their relationship.  Parker  

ran out of the room with a well of tears streaming down his cheeks. 

 Jackie explained to her mother, “I’m sorry.  I just felt so infuriated when Parker deleted 

my essay.  He’s always getting into my stuff!”   
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 Jackie’s mom sighed and advised Jackie, “There will be consequences for your actions.  I 

hope you understand that.  You’re grounded for a week.  You’ve disrespected your brother’s 

property and upset him.  He looks up to you, you know.  Go apologize to him now.” 

 After searching for Parker, Jackie found him in the treehouse in their backyard.  

Halloween decorations littered the outside of the treehouse—handmade ghosts of white plastic 

tablecloths hovered from the branches on nearby trees while pumpkins sat meditating upon the 

cold October air.  Parker’s favorite holiday was Halloween, as he could get away with wearing 

his cherished superhero costumes more often.  Jackie gazed up at the treehouse, a silvery old 

construction of wood about 8 feet off the ground that had served as a fortress for her and her 

brother when they were little.  Parker stared up at the clouds as he stood on the treehouse’s 

balcony. He wore a superhero outfit like usual and clutched his torn cape tightly in his hands.  “I 

want to fly away from here like Superman,” he announced to her, “I want to get away from you 

as far as possible!”   

 Jackie explained, “Parker, you can’t run away.  Come down here.  I need to talk to you.  

I’m sorry I hurt you.”   

 Parker began to cry, and he said in a small voice, “Why do you hate me, Jackie?  I just 

want to play with you.  You used to play with me more.  Why don’t you like me anymore?”  

 Jackie tried reasoning with him.  “Parker, you can’t fly.  You’re not a superhero who can 

control everything.”   

 In Parker’s mind, he really could fly, but Jackie didn’t understand him.  He didn’t believe 

he would fall; in the movies he loved to watch, the self-assured hero always managed to 

overcome peril and make things right in the end.  Why couldn’t he use it to escape his own 

troubles? His sister probably apologized because she only wanted to avoid getting in trouble.  
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Parker climbed onto the treehouse railing and closed his eyes, postulating that a supernatural 

surge of power would carry him far from his sister.  “Parker!” Jackie shrieked.  Her world 

suddenly stopped as she instinctively dove headfirst to catch him while he plummeted toward the 

ground like a fledgling falling from its nest. 

 Parker’s landing was not the graceful descent he imagined a superhero would make.  

Instead, he plummeted into his sister like a diver doing a belly-flop.  “Uhhh,” Jackie moaned as 

Parker lay prone on her back.   

 “You saved me! You’re my hero!” Parker beamed.  Maybe his superpowers wouldn’t 

save him, but his older sister certainly would. 

   “Are you all right?  Don’t you ever do a crazy stunt like that again!  Do you hear me?” 

Jackie lectured.  She felt relieved that he was not seriously injured.   

 Jackie suddenly remembered when Parker hadn’t seemed so annoying.  She recalled 

memories about how cute he had acted as a toddler, always looking up to her and needing her 

help.  He was still the brother whom she cared about and loved, but she was the one who had 

been reacting negatively to his innocent attempts to win her attention.  Reminiscing about her 

own self at his age, Jackie recalled wanting an older sibling to protect, guide, and play with her.  

She now realized that she had the chance to be the hero that she had always admired.  She would 

be the one to catch Parker if he fell.   

 Jackie hugged her little brother tightly and said, “Hey Parker, let’s go play.  I have an 

idea.  I can show you how to make a new cape.” 

 “That’s super!” Parker replied as he and Jackie raced each other through the crackling 

leaves towards their home. 


