


 
 
The following letters were written to the members of my immediate family, as well 
as a character from a popular children’s story.  They are meant to describe and 
contextualize A Second Story Room, which I have been living inside of since 
September 2007.   
 
 
 
 
A Letter to the Little Prince         4      
 
A Letter to My Brother                37 
 
A Letter to My Step Father         45 
 
A Letter to My Sister                   49 
 
A Letter to My Mother                 58 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Keywords:  home, installation, correspondence, dwelling,  



 





 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dear Little Prince, 
 
 
Once in the fifth grade I was in an advanced class called "challenge" at 
Sarah Smith Elementary School.  For an assignment I was to write a book 
report and deliver a presentation about you.  I heard about your travels 
from my mother when I was very young, so I decided not to read your 
story again. I went about making drawings and a diorama for my 
presentation from memory.  My teacher was not interested in this 
approach, and when questions arose about whether the information I was 
presenting was accurate I blamed my mother, who originally read your 
story to me.  I trusted my memories, and thought that if they were wrong 
then my mother must have miscommunicated what happened.  The 
presentation ended with me taking a trip to the office, and calling my 
mother to schedule a parent teacher conference.    



This was a long time ago and since then I have read your story many 
times.  Some nights when I look up at the stars I imagine you, on your 
asteroid, laughing with your rose.  I am writing to you because I am worried 
that I am becoming a grown-up. I hope that if this ever happens you will 
find me and read me the story that follows.   
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I was born in a city.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But I grew up on a farm.  My parents were not farmers, but artists.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I have a sister, who was once little.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We all lived in a trailer on a road made of dirt and grass.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our kingdom consisted of a lake surrounded on one side by fields and on 
the other by woods. We loved this land.  We named the sides of the lake 
after the animals that lived there: minnows, snapping turtles, fish, and 
snakes.   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We studied the moon with a red telescope.   

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The summers were spent swimming in the morning, and sleeping in the 
mid-day sun.  One day my mother came to me and told me that I would 
soon have a brother.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This meant that our family needed a bigger place to live, so we had to 
construct a house.  We looked at new portable houses called "double-
wides," but they really just seemed like big expensive trailers.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tired of trailer life we ended up buying a house that was for sale in a 
nearby town, and moved it to the farm.  But the move was hard for such an 
old house, and it needed a lot work before we could move in.   

 



  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My father worked hard.  He no longer made art, so that he could focus on 
constructing the house. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He started suffering accident after accident.  He fell off the roof, hurting his 
back, making his work slower.   

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The wood from the house was old.  It did not want to accept new nails.  He 
hammered his fingers and smashed his thumb.  The problems built on one 
another. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One day my father came to me.  He asked 

 "What would you like your room to be when we move into the house?"  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I didn't answer, but I imagine the room: blue, filled with toys, and many 
walls and levels making it look like a cave with tunnels.   

 



 

Dead Bird      Albert Pinkham Ryder 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soon my little brother was born.  He was named Ryder, after the American 
painter Albert Pinkham Ryder.  Our family, still living in the trailer, became 
cramped.  Our situation was stressful.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is where the story becomes sad, and frightening.   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My father dies of a sudden heart attack.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My mother blamed his death on the stress of building the house.  It was too 
painful for her to remain on the farm.   



  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our family moves into a condo in the city.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

With my home so far away I realizes that it is no longer my kingdom.    

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The room that I imagined would be my own is never built.  I start to forget 
details.  I no longer trust my memory.  My family once so close living in a 
tiny trailer, now hides in separate rooms, barely talking to one another.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Last summer I went to find my kingdom.  It is hard to know if it was really 
the same place, but many of the details seem to fit.  There is a lake.  There 
is a trailer.  But the house has become a pile of wood.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I thought I might gather this wood and use it for a new house, but when I 
realized it is now home to snakes and lizards I left it alone.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 I moved very far away.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I decided to recreate the room I would have had if my father had lived.  I 
built walls within my room. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I rearranged everything so that it would tell a story. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I didn't sleep well. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I built a room within my room.   

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It does not have a rose or a volcano, like your asteroid, but it does have a 
banana plant, 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
and flowers that I love.   
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What I built helps me remember that I was once a child.   I want to share my 
story with you, because your own story has helped me remember many times. 
 
Thank you so much, 
 
Forest  
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