
Jessica Schick 

    Just a Box of Candy 

    My parents aren’t the type that ground their kids. They might send me and my three siblings to 

our rooms, but they almost never say those two words every child dreads: “You’re grounded.” 

That’s why I will remember the one time I ever heard those words for the rest of my life.  

It was the summer before sixth grade, the “glory days” of childhood. My life was going 

splendidly, with friends a mere block away, and best of all, no homework. That is, it was until 

the day my best friend came over and knocked on my door with an idea. 

She flopped down on my bed, buried herself in the green blanket so that only her face and 

red hair was showing, and said, “We should go to the dollar store. I really want to buy some 

candy, and then afterwards, we can go to my house and watch a movie. What do you think?” 

What did I think? I thought that I shouldn’t. At the beginning of summer, my parents had 

set my boundaries so that they would always know a general area to look for me, and the dollar 

store was just beyond the north one. However, at the same time, I did want some candy, and I 

didn’t want to say no to my friend. So, I told her that I would go with her. 

We went downstairs and saw my dad in the kitchen. As we walked toward him, I realized 

that I wouldn’t get the results that I wanted if I asked him. Naturally, I did the one thing that I 

thought could get me a trip to the dollar store. 

I lied. 

I told my dad that my friend and I were going to the ice cream place, which was very 

close to the dollar store and the one place outside my boundaries he would ever let me go. He 

somehow believed me, so my friend and I went outside and got on our bikes. Hers was a shiny 

teal one with a fancy basket, and mine was a tiny green bike with flowers on it and a pink basket 

that was falling apart. I was hoping to get a new one soon. 

We rode to the dollar store, and I, having no clue where to go, followed my friend. 

Finally, we were there. 



She asked me to watch our bikes, and so I handed her my money and told her what I 

wanted. About five minutes later, she came out with two types of candy: Twizzlers and Junior 

Mints. I took the Junior Mints from her, thanked her, and we rode to her house. 

The candy was gone within a minute. As soon as I was done, I called my dad, asking if I 

could stay at my friend’s house and watch a movie. He said no, so I shook my head at my friend 

and hung up. I put the empty box of Junior Mints in my dingy little basket and headed to my 

house. 

The ride back home was one of the longest of my life. I knew what I did was wrong, but 

my dad hadn’t seen through me earlier. Maybe I’d get lucky again. 

I parked my bike and went inside my house. My dad asked right away, “What kind of ice 

cream did you get?” 

I said the first thing that popped into my head. “Chocolate chip cookie dough.” It wasn’t 

very smart of me to say that, though. 

“Huh. I thought that they didn’t sell that flavor there.” He moved to the window and 

looked outside. My stomach dropped. I had forgotten to take the candy box out of my bike 

basket! 

“Is that…..a box of Junior Mints I see in your basket? I don’t think they sell those there 

either.” He turned to me with his arms folded. “Where did you go?” 

I couldn’t lie anymore, so I spilled the beans. I saw my dad’s face harden as I spoke. 

When I was done talking, he took a deep breath. 

“I really wish that I didn’t have to say it, but you’re grounded. You lied to me twice.” 

He didn’t have to say anything else. I went to my room and didn’t leave the house for the 

rest of the week. 

If I had known about the 4-way test, I could have handled this situation differently. Did I 

tell the truth? No, I lied twice. Was it fair to all concerned? My dad got lied to, and I got 

grounded, so no. Did it build goodwill and better friendships? No, I lost my dad’s trust for a long 



time after that. Was it beneficial to all concerned? No, due to the fact that my need for just a little 

box of candy took away a week of my summer. 


