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I just finished reading "Age of Miracles" by Karen Thompson Walker. In this well written drama, a teenage girl, Julia 
struggles with changes in the Earth and her smaller world, she cannot control. During this time of middle school, 
this age of miracles, when all teens are faced with changes in their bodies, shifting friendships, and the vulnerability 
that comes with first love, Julia feels even more isolated and alone because of the sudden changes happening on a 
global scale. As the slowing of the Earth's rotation is discovered, this teenager clings to everyday routines and is 
caught in society's struggle to keep everything the same, but she cannot because everything around her keeps 
disintegrating. So she finds solace in a friend and learns that nothing in life is forever.  
 
(Something I liked or disliked) I spent a few warm days of summer reading AoMiracles. I found myself digesting 
Walker's words as I walked my dog one evening, but instead of staring at the world in wonder I found myself heavy 
with sadness. It was so depressing. I don't think it was the end-of-the world scenario, but rather the monotone 
giving up or accepting of the inevitable. In one scene, Julia is around twelve years of age and she discovers that one 
of her piano teacher's birds has died in its cage from the effects of a shift in gravity. The character feels sorry for 
the bird, "... all alone in this world," but she does nothing to help (78). She simply leaves the bird in the cage and 
silently shrugs to the other person in the room as if there is nothing to be done. She doesn't even alert the owner 
of the bird that something is very wrong. The character acts hopeless as birds die, school schedules fall apart, and 
bullies struggle to take advantage of the change in the pecking order, and as her parents deal with each other and 
this shift in their lives. Throughout this narrative, a victim mentality persists. I found myself wanting to shake Julia, 
to move her into action or reaction, instead she just goes-with-the flow... and the narrative, like a slow moving tide, 
ebbs and flows, but never really goes anywhere. Even through brilliant moments of wonder and observation this 
narrative felt like watching a trapped June bug in a mason jar, beautiful in the moment, and unless the jar is 
opened and something changes, you know the end holds only sadness.  
 
(Something I noticed about the writing or structure) This narrative is written in past tense. The main character, 
Julia, tells the story of 'the slowing', a definitive time where her childhood changed as the Earth's rotation 
inexplicably slowed, as a precise memory. Throughout the story she calls upon familiar details like the sounds of 
worms sizzling on hot asphalt, or the light, flakey grey texture of a dying whale's dehydrated skin. These moments 
bring back a time of memory, so clear that the reader feels as if they are in the memory as well. Using nostalgia to 
bring people back to a familiar time is a great tool to suck readers in and help them identify with the characters. 
Drawing on familiar experiences or contexts help create deeper meaning or connect to wider analogies and human 
themes. In the scene where Julia and her dad are walking through an old house taken over by the changing tidal 
forces, her father reminiscences that he knew this place, "I feel like I was just here, but it's been twenty years" 
(118). As an old romantic myself, I could totally identify with the father. I was instantly swept back to a bittersweet 
memory of lost love, of choices made in a moment, and the consequences of those choices. The deeper analogy of 
the father's wonder at the possibilities that exist with each choice and how those choices are playing out for his 
daughter as she is afraid of what her future holds, was not lost on me. I noticed that nostalgia works for my age 
group, but what of teenagers reading this story? Is it lost on them? It made me wonder about the author's 
intended audience. Perhaps she wrote it for herself... Perhaps it's an extended metaphor for how fast her life 
seems to be moving and how our experiences, no matter our age, when looking backward always seem more 
glamorous and golden. Just a thought.  
 
Just a few thoughts, 
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