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A Message from the Principal
The Revere Literary Anthology is in its twelfth year of publication. This year’s edition is a
credit to the personal efforts, creativity and academic excellence of the students at Revere.
These young minds have the ingenuity to understand the beauty and grandeur of the written
word. It is one of our goals at Revere to encourage and nurture these skills and interests.
Many of the works appearing in the anthology represent students’ reflections, interests and
experiences. Middle school students have the power to write remarkable poetry and prose
when given the opportunity to personalize their intuitive feelings or communicate emotion
through writing. Including these works in the anthology brings an exciting interaction
between students and their experiences throughout the school day.
I would like to take this opportunity to applaud all the fine efforts that have contributed to
the success of this extraordinary anthology and Young Authors Evening. All students and
staff at Revere offer their sincere gratitude and appreciation for the dedication and hard
work it took to produce this excellent, worthwhile project.
Sincerely,

Tom Iannucci
Principal
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Autobiographical Narratives
A First
Introduction

Conquering
a Challenge

“Oh, hey!” I exclaimed with a big smile as I noticed my
best friend Joseph approaching me. He nodded and waved
without speaking a word. But he didn’t need to; I knew him
so well that I could almost always see right through his dark
blue eyes, which were deeper than the ocean, and know what
he was thinking. We chatted as we strolled to the playground. I
thought back to this morning when I had noticed an unfamiliar
looking kid who had sat down two seats over from me. He had
dark pitch black hair, and tree bark colored eyes. The small
frown on his face gave him a lonely look. I had never known
what it was like to be the new kid; I had been at this school
since kindergarten. I couldn’t imagine feeling that way.
We finally got to the playground, my attention was drawn
to a patch of flowers with one lonely out of place rose in the
middle, and I was greeted by their minty smell dueling the
stench of the rubbery floor. I looked up to see I was in a cage
of steel skyscrapers, strung together by drooping swings and
low hanging monkey bars. It looked like a city rather than a
play structure. As I pivoted my foot, the cushion below me
screeched as if it had been pinched. A breeze hit the side of my
face and sent chills down my spine. I took in a deep breath of
the familiar fresh air. Finally I saw the new kid, through the
sea of squealing, giggling kids. I was dying to introduce myself to him. I couldn’t help but notice a lonely look on his face.
Joseph tapped my shoulder and in one motion pointed over at
him.
“I think we should talk to him,” I whispered as I turned my
head towards Joseph.
“You do it,” he mumbled back. Joseph had always been
very shy, he rarely talked, and when he did he was nearly
silent.
I replied, “No, you.” I knew he wouldn’t but it was worth a
shot. He instantly shook his head. I looked at Joseph one final
time with a last bit of hope he would introduce us, but was
shot down but his sad puppy eyes. I took a few steps forward
but instantly stopped realizing I had no clue what to say. I was
only in third grade and hadn’t had all that many situations with
introducing myself to people.
I was nervous for one of the first times in my life. It was
a weird feeling: I thought everyone in the whole school was
watching me. I felt myself getting warmer, until I was in the
middle of a burning building, the smoke choking me. I felt as
if I was going to faint, or cry, or both, but was finally brought
back to reality by Joseph tapping on my shoulder and whispering, “Come on, what are you waiting for?” I was about to
reply but the ear-stinging bell cut off my sentence. The new
kid, who at this point was right in front of me, turned to rush
back to class and bumped right into me.
“Oh, hey,” I greeted, “I’m Owen.” Both of us were quiet
for a few seconds.
His voice finally pierced the silence. “He-hello,” he replied
nervously. I saw a small smile beak across his stern face, and I
could tell this was the start of a great friendship.

The sun was slowly reaching towards the top of the
world, directly above me, when the small boat I was riding in
skimmed the water, gracefully making its way to the center of
the lake. I looked over the side of the boat and the droplets of
water that sprinkled my legs turned into wet splashes as the
boat began to slow. “Who would like to go first?” my camp
counselor asked. Butterflies in my stomach, I remained silent.
The kid next to me, a girl about eleven with blonde hair,
blue eyes and an eagerness in her voice, said, “I’ll go!” She
stepped forward anxiously to take her turn. My friend Juliana
and I watched intently as she stepped into the boots attached
to the purple board, ready to try wake boarding for the first
time. I envied her confidence as she jumped into the water.
Her yellow life jacket contrasted with the pale lake water, like
a splotch of color in the misty murky ocean. My legs started to
quiver as it crept up to be my turn. I was second to last. Juliana
was after me, waiting nervously as she tucked her long dirty
blonde hair behind her ear, and gave me an encouraging smile.
My feet sank into the cold mysterious water at the edge of
the boat. I sat there as my counselor tightened the straps until
my feet would not move. They were attached together, bound
by an unremovable board. I placed my feet into the water
followed by my body. I paddled vigorously with my arms.
Despite my diffidence I was determined to try. I felt helpless,
like a feather floating through the air, guided by the wind. I
grasped the handle until my knuckles turned white. Soon the
boat seemed to fly forward and I was crouching on the water
gliding across its dull, shiny surface, before the board sank
under and I plummeted into the water face first. Well I tried
I thought, less scared than I originally was. Now I knew that
falling didn’t hurt.
I watched the boat circle around. Seeing Juliana looking
at me, I began to laugh, realizing how ridiculous I probably
looked. I grabbed the bar again and I felt the tug on my arms.
I remained in a crouching position as I heard the engine roar
and I felt the boat starting to pick up speed. I was eventually
able to stand, slowly getting up as I extended my arms and
flew over the water. Droplets of water began rolling over my
feet, like tiny crystal balls glimmering in the sun as they slid
onto my feet and disappeared just as quickly as they came.
Before I knew it the engine became quiet once again and the
board lay still in the water. My hands were cramped from
holding on as I paddled towards the edge of the boat. I waited
as Juliana stepped into the place I had been. I smiled and
wished her good luck as she made her first attempt. From that
experience I learned that I don’t always need to worry, because
I can try new things and sometimes really enjoy them.

Owen Burkhardt

Gena Levin
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Succeeding
Through
My Worries
Brieyanna Cooper

Finally, I was back at drill team practice and I was missing
cues, spinning everywhere like a tornado, and I even landed on
a girl’s toe. Let’s face it. I was lost. I didn’t know the moves
and I looked silly trying to do them.
“Michelle, I’m going to take a break,” I told my drill team
coach as sighed in disappointment because I didn’t know the
moves. Michelle had green eyes like a forest in spring and was
short as a shrub.
I sat on the bench closest to the rest of the team and
watched, so I could learn the moves. They look like experts, I
thought to myself. Maybe I should quit. I pretended to be tired
so Michelle wouldn’t ask me to practice.
But Michelle asked, “Ready to join back in?”
As much I didn’t want to practice again, I did. This time
I went to the back of the group and tried to follow everyone
else. Finally, out the corner of my eye, I saw my little brother,
which meant I was leaving. I said bye to everyone and followed my brother to the car.
“Hey, Mum,” I said as I climbed into the car followed by
my little brother. “I’m quitting drill team.”
Mum looked at me, with her chocolate brown eyes, and
replied, laughing, “You’re not quitting unless I can get my
money back.” Then she put the car in reverse and backed out
of the parking lot. Stressed as I was, I leaned my head on the
window.
When Mum realized how serious I was she added in a
more sincere voice, “Look, you’re not quitting. How do you
expect to be good if you’re not even trying? For the next few
days you can stay later and practice more. No child of mine
quits.” While staring out the window I started to see how
childish my actions were.
The next day, at practice, I asked Alex, “Could you help
me learn the step part?” Alex has brown hazel eyes like pools
of warm chocolate and hair that competes with the dark of a
deep cave.
After about an hour of rigorous training I still wasn’t on
time and I kept on forgetting moves. I’m never going to get
this. But Alex kept on redoing it with me until I got it.
Finally, after what felt like three hours, I knew the step
part. By then, we were tired, thirsty, and hungry especially
when you could smell the delicious Chinese food from the
nearby restaurant. So we went to the market across the street.
As a way to thank her, I bought her M&M’s and a brisk.
A few days later, were at the competition. I kept on forgetting
the moves, but this time it was because I was nervous.
“Next up is the Wolfpack, representing Cienega,” the announcer said as my heart dropped.
We went on stage and performed, but as I was dancing I
let the music flow through me, taking me a step at a time and
eventually I wasn’t nervous anymore. We were the last team to
go, so when we were done we got water and waited for them
to announce first, second, and third place.
“First goes to...” and we sighed in sadness that we didn’t
win. “Third place goes to Cienega Wolfpack,” and everyone
jumped and screamed happily.
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It’s Good to
Be Wrong
Atticus Parker

I guess I wanted a dog for the same reason my parents
wanted me. Dogs are fun, endearing, and they’re something to
love. So, I was ecstatic when after many years of saying no,
my parents finally agreed to get me a dog. That sunny spring
day in March, we drove out to Port St. Lucie, Florida to pick
out the perfect dog for my family and me. But things didn’t go
so smoothly after that.
The minute we got to the dog breeder’s house and saw the
three 6-week-old puppies we could choose from, I fell madly
in love with one. Her fine, wavy, peach-colored fur glowed in
the sunlight. She had a velvety black nose that tickled my skin
as I petted her. She smelled of sun and daisies. She scratched
my arm playfully like a lion cub, which I found adorable.
But then I saw my parents taking an interest in another dog
that looked very similar to the puppy I was with, so I inspected
him too. He had the same beautiful beige color in his fur. His
nose was a brownish-red. He seemed friendly and mellow.
Meanwhile, we unanimously ruled out the third dog. He was
too hyper.
“I want this one,” I said about the playful black-nosed
female. But my parents thought otherwise about her lively
personality and disparaged her by saying, “She’s too aggressive.” They preferred the docile demeanor of the brown-nosed
male. This concerned me. But I figured that it was my dog, so
they’d let me make my own decision. So when my parents told
me we were getting the dog they picked or we weren’t getting
a dog at all, I was angry and disappointed. But I decided that
having a dog was better than not having a dog.
When we got in the car with the new dog, I was still mad.
He sat next to me in the back. I noticed he was whimpering
and nervous. I then realized that it was his first time away
from his mother and brother and sisters. I felt so bad for him,
so I gave him a pet behind the ears and looked him in the eye.
He was so sweet and gentle. His greenish eyes complemented
the setting sun behind him. He was just a baby and he needed
someone to take care of him. I whispered to him, “It’s okay,
James. We’ll keep you safe.” We looked back at his family and
drove off on the rugged country road.
As the sun went down, he stepped into my lap and fell
asleep. I finally understood what my parents saw in him and
my heart opened to him. I learned that I won’t always get what
I want, but not getting what I want can be a good thing.

Of Mice
and Heights
Aaron BenCohen

When I was in the fifth grade, we went on a three-day field
trip to a place called Camp Craig’s. At Camp Craig’s, we did
a lot of outdoor activities, such as playing soccer, walking
down trails, and looking at a variety of cool stuff. Another,
especially interesting activity that we did was hiking/climbing
mountains. During one of these hikes, when we were nearing the top of the mountain, my friend and I were not paying
attention. We were making jokes, and when he chased me, we
both tripped. We then began to roll down the mountain and
after about 30-40 ft, we finally stopped ourselves with our
walking sticks. While I was rolling, I was scared out of my
mind, because the only thing that I could think of was the fact
that I was so high up. Ever since that day, I have been afraid
of heights. My fear of heights has been a large obstacle in my
life.
A few years ago, my family and I went on a trip, and
when my mom stayed home, my dad, brother, and cousins
went to the beach with me. At the beach, we were approached
by a man. He asked us if we would like to go parasailing.
My brother was ecstatic and begged my dad to allow us.
After a while, my dad agreed to let us go if I also went with
them. That day, I decided that I should be like Walt Disney.
I overcame my fear by going high in the sky, right over the
ocean. I had a great time, and it showed me that heights are
not necessarily scary or dangerous. When I was up there, I was
not thinking about falling. I just thought about the fact that
there are worse things to go through. I actually enjoyed the
view and the thrill itself. I realized that instead of looking for
reasons to be frightened, I should look for the silver lining in
that obstacle, and ignore everything else. That day was the day
that I stopped being afraid of heights.
The person that inspired me to get over my fear was Walt
Disney. Walt Disney was a very successful person, who is
highly known for his cartoon character, Mickey Mouse. Walt
was afraid of mice, but he still decided to fight this fear and
make his most known character a mouse. Walt Disney made
a big part of his life revolve around a character following the
creature that scares him the most. This showed me that if Walt
Disney could deal with his fear by facing it everyday, then I
could face it at least once. He showed me what it was like to
struggle in the face of a fear, and that it can be overcome. His
example was what inspired me to be resilient and thrive where
it is thought to be impossible.
My fear of heights was a big deal to me. I know that I am
not the only person in the world that has an obstacle in their
lives. Everyone has an obstacle. Including you. You have your
own mountain to climb. So ask yourself, what do you need to
overcome? It doesn’t matter what your obstacle is. Your obstacles can be either physical, mental, or even emotional. Either
way, you need to confront that difficulty, no matter how hard it
is for you to do it, if you do not, then it will haunt you for the
rest of your life. Although people may try to bring you down,
you must fight through. Nobody is perfect, and everyone has
something to overcome. So instead of moping around because
you have a disability, you should try to prove those people
wrong. If you can do that, and overcome your difficulty, than
that is your advantage. That is your ability that makes you at a
fair playing ground with everyone else.

Resiliency
Elena Chao

Resiliency is the ability to overcome challenges even when
they seem impossible. In my opinion, resiliency is based upon
a person’s perseverance. Everyone is faced with obstacles
throughout their lives and how we choose to handle these
difficult situations is a reflection on our own resiliency. When
an impediment develops in our lives, it is our choice as to how
it must be resolved. There are two options in this situationgive up since an obstacle seems too difficult to overcome, or
persevere and achieve a goal even in the worst circumstances.
Although giving up on a challenge may appear as an easier
approach then actually trying, it’s not. If a person never tries,
a person will never succeed. Without learning how to be
resilient, we will never be able to develop and conquer all the
obstacles we face in our daily lives. With perseverance and the
correct mind set, a person can achieve anything he/she desires
as long as they never give up.
When I was in sixth grade, I was told within my first week
of middle school that my grandfather had been diagnosed with
Alzheimer’s disease. This illness caused him to forget important factors of his life like memories, family, and me. When
I was first informed about his disease, I became immensely
unhappy. It was difficult for me to understand how he had
forgotten about me so easily considering all the time we had
spent together.
Within the following weeks, I continued to ignore him
since I didn’t want to observe him in pain. Although I refused
to acknowledge my obstacle in these first few weeks of school,
I soon began to develop the ability of resiliency.
After several weeks of avoiding my grandfather, so I did
not have to see him ill, I finally visited him. When I saw him, I
noticed the word, “Laney” written in black ink across his hand
to help him remember my name. Although I was devastated to
find out he no longer knew my name, this helped me realize
how quickly a person’s health can change. I began to acknowledge the fact that at any time he could pass away so I needed
to make the best out of a difficult situation. Besides this, I
realized that my mother was also going through a rough time.
Seeing my grandfather’s health gradually worsen was a hard
thing for her to observe. Each visit resulted in her crying so I
tried my best to help her get through this obstacle. Every day
I would write her letters which read “Please be happy mama.”
Although these notes were a small gesture, they seemed to
make a big impact and gave her a sense of comfort.
This time was extremely heartbreaking for me but with my
family’s help, I recovered and overcame this obstacle. During
this tough situation, my sister offered me an endless amount of
support. We talked to each other about our thoughts and feelings regarding our grandfather’s disease, and as these conversations progressed, we became closer as sisters. Another person that helped me through this obstacle was my grandfather.
Although he was ill and struggled to remember certain things,
his youthful, humorous personality still remained. My visits
to see him always resulted in tears but his hilarious character
persuaded me to keep visiting. Not only did my grandfather
assist me in overcoming my challenge, he taught me to be
resilient. Through all the pain he suffered, he remained happy
and didn’t let his disease stop him from living his life to the
fullest. In the end, I am so thankful for this obstacle because it
taught me the true importance of resiliency.
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Sleepaway
in Maine
Violet Barron

My stomach fluttered as we drove down the long, gravelly
road. Outside it was sweltering, and it was even hotter inside
the crowded bus. I heard people’s screams and laughter, but I
tried to drown it all out. I stared out the window and watched
the passing green oaks, which were nothing like what we had
in Los Angeles. I turned to Emily, the girl sitting next to me
and was about to ask her a question when everyone burst out
singing. They sang something about summer and sleepaway
camp. I looked around and noticed everyone was joining
in. Emily noticed my disturbed expression, and whispered,
“It’s the camp song. You’ll catch on.” But I didn’t catch on. I
slumped into my seat and sighed.
Just as I was starting to get a headache, the bus made a
sharp turn, flinging the standing kids into the air. It turned
down a muddy road, and rumbled into the camp.
I could smell something being barbecued, and saw posters
saying “Welcome Home” and “It’s Always a Beautiful Day
in the State of Maine.” These just made me more nervous. A
man walked onto the bus and everyone cheered, but he told the
rowdy kids to quiet down and wait. I later learned that this was
the director of the camp, Roger. I was swept out of the bus in
a flurry of kids, and I was drowned in all the bodies. Then, out
of the crowd an arm flung out and grabbed me. I was whisked
out of the mass of people, and I found myself in the middle of
a smaller group.
“Welcome to the Hawks cabin!” Shouted the counselor
over the roar. She guided me through the kids, and led me to
the lodge. I looked over my shoulder at all the kids hugging
each other, and I sighed. I felt like I would never fit in.
“Another girl named Cailen is in your cabin, and it’s her
first year too.” Muttered the counselor, trying to console me.
“You’ll get used to it here.” She said, and pushed me into the
lodge. A blast of cool air conditioning greeted me, and a lady
motioned me over for the lice check. I stood waiting in the
line, shuffling my feet and looking at the cement ground.
Twenty minutes later, I found myself in the Hawks cabin.
They had pre-made the beds, and I quickly located my dull
gray bed sheets among the neon peace-sign bedspreads.
After we had settled in, I walked with my cabin to the
dining hall. We sat down at one of the shiny, waxed, wooden
tables. The counselor got up and returned with steaming plates
of pork and asparagus. Everyone else was deep in conversation, and the clatter of silverware filled the dining hall. I didn’t
make a sound.
The counselor set down a plastic plate heaped with hot
slabs of meat. I poked at the brown, stringy pieces until they
turned cold, and then I reluctantly took a bite. It left a vile
feeling in my stomach. For some reason, it tasted... empty.
Then, the girl next to me, Lily, slid me the asparagus. I
stabbed the vegetable with my fork, and dropped it onto my
pork. Its warm, bubbly sauce flowed over the meat and filled
my plate with orange liquid. I again scooped up my meat, and
this time, it tasted so much better. My eyes lit up, and I took a
bite of the pork as warmth flowed into my body.
But that warm, happy feeling didn’t last long. After we
finished dinner, we played an evening game, and I was having
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fun. However, another girl in our cabin arrived, Sofia.		
The second my cabin laid eyes on Sofia, they started screaming, and bombarded her with hugs. It was as if she was a
celebrity and they were, normal kids. I didn’t know who Sofia
was, and I stood there, stiff as a stick, swaying in the breeze.
After all the commotion had died down, the game was
almost over, and twinkling stars began popping up in the night
sky. Everyone trekked back to their cabins, while swatting
away buzzing mosquitoes.
Five minutes later, after the last light had gone out and everyone was in bed, I rustled under the covers, thinking of my
family. I shook away the sickening thoughts and tried to think
about how much fun I would have here, at camp.
The next day we all woke up early, and the skies were
foggy and gray. It was sprinkling, and we all threw on our
raincoats and walked down the slippery stones to breakfast.
At breakfast, everyone was talking about bumper tubing,
which we were doing later today.
People picked out their partners and by the time breakfast
was over, everyone had one. Except for me.
Later that day, I watched the water lap against the grainy
beach. We stood at the top of the slope, waiting for the lifeguard’s call. Everyone was speaking in hushed tones of voice,
they were worried that we wouldn’t get to go tubing because it
was storming. But finally, the weather cleared up, and also, my
mood.
A countless number of girls ran down the sandy slope,
spraying sand and the smell of lake water everywhere. I
waited for the crowd to pass, and slowly walked down the
beach, staring at the sand disrupted by footprints.
“Do you have someone to ride with?” Asked Lily, the girl
who had passed me the asparagus.
“No.” I replied coldly, looking away. “I bet you do
though.” I was about to stalk away and spend the entire hour
sitting in the sand, when Lily started talking again.
“You know, we only have three people in our group, we
could still use a fourth...” Lily pondered.
She has her own friends! I thought, walking away. “No
thanks,” I called over my shoulder, not looking back. “I bet
you have other friends that you can ask. You really don’t need
to ask me, the new girl.” I quickly glanced back, and saw her
standing there, mouth hanging open. I didn’t care. As I sat
down and watched her slowly walk down the slope, I felt the
slightest moment of regret. But I pushed it to the back of my
mind.
I sat there for a long time, piling sand upon myself and
watched it trickle off my legs like a waterfall. Now and then
I gazed at the line for bumper tubing, noticing it growing
shorter and shorter until the only group that hadn’t gone was
Lily’s group. I also noticed that they hadn’t yet found a fourth
person.
I remembered that first night that we had dinner. Lily was
the girl who had passed me the asparagus. She was the girl
who had “warmed” up my first day. I thought about that for a
while, and then slowly rose from the sand, and walked down
the slope.
And I got there just in time. “Does anyone want to ride
with this group of three girls?” Asked the lifeguard. I saw
another girl about to raise her hand when I bolted in.
“I will.” I volunteered, smiling.

Wrong Place,
Wrong Time
Sarah Barzilai

You could hear the rumbling of the oncoming storm. It was
so loud and vicious that it sounded like an angry lion’s roar.
It felt like I was standing in a freezer with no jacket on. I was
with my friends, Vanessa and Chloe, sitting on a picnic table
right in the center of the park. Vanessa had long, silky brown
hair, eyes as blue as the ocean when it’s calm, and the voice
of an angel. Chloe had short, rough golden hair, and eyes as
green as the fresh trees around us. They were quite a bit older
than me, but very fun to hang around. You could smell the rain
that was about to drop from the oversized dark clouds above. I
heard little kids screaming, “I’ll race you down the slide!”
Vanessa began to talk about how one of our friends
smoked a cigarette the other day. Her faced glowed as she
was speaking about it, almost as if she were craving one. The
clouds hovered over us. I felt like something bad was about
to happen because why, out of nowhere, would she bring up a
friend smoking a cigarette?
My hands were locked together shaking, there was sweat
dripping down the side of my face about to touch my chin, and
my feet were tapping the ground very lightly as if I were a tap
dancer.
Then, out of nowhere, Vanessa and Chloe looked each
other in the eye and Chloe said, “Remember when we smoked
before?”
Vanessa responded, “Yes, I kind of want to do it again.
How are you feeling about that, Chloe?” I felt a whirlwind of
confusion. I had no idea what to do.
The exact thing I thought they were going to do, they did.
They pulled out a cigarette and lighted it. My heart dropped
from the fear. I didn’t know what to say. I was breathing as
hard as a kid after running a mile. My palms were sweaty,
and I didn’t know if I could even speak without stuttering,
but finally I calmed myself down. The fear that I was holding
inside of me was starting to go away as I thought of something
to say.
I took a deep long breath and said, “I think I should leave.”
“Why would you want to leave?” Vanessa said, confused. I
think she thought I was going to smoke with them. As I stood
up and walked away, Chloe chased after me.
She said, “C’mon just smoke with us, it will be fun. You’ll
love the feeling after.”
I started to quiver. I could barely speak without stuttering.
I felt a rain drop on my head. It was drizzling lightly.
I said, “I don’t want to smoke, I don’t like to smoke, and
if I do smoke my mom will kill me.” They kept on pressuring
me with their persuasive way of speaking. I was in shock. My
cold frosty hands were glued together, my feet were stuck on
the ground like I had just stepped in glue, and my face was
frozen with a wry smile trying to make them think everything
was fine.
I felt that if I were to turn down taking the cigarette they
would look at me differently and think I wasn’t cool enough
to hangout with. They weren’t focused on me; they were too
busy smoking, thinking that they were the coolest people ever.
All of a sudden I felt sick. I wanted to take that cigarette
so badly and smoke it in their faces just so they would leave
me alone, but I knew what was right from wrong. I took a

step forward to where Vanessa was sitting in the middle of the
bench seat. I clenched my fists in resistance from trying to take
the cigarette. I sat down right next to her.
She asked me, “So, do you want it or not?” I thought about
what I was going to say to her. Thoughts whirled in my head
like an optical illusion, and then it hit me: who cares if they
think I’m cool? I have so many other friends that wouldn’t
judge me.
I took one glance at Vanessa, gave her a satisfied look and
said, “You’re going to ruin your life.” Her cheeks turned red,
her smile went to a straight face, and then she put the cigarette
out.
That was when I knew it was the right time to leave, so I
got up and walked away.

Fifty Feet
High
Jenna Chudacoff

I was not expected to get chosen for the fifty-foot high
ropes course. That morning, the weather was warm and breezy
at Mountain Meadow Ranch Camp in the mountains of northern California. I was sitting with my friends Nina, Chelsea,
and Paige on a log that felt rough against my skin. Chuck, the
activities director at the ranch, was shouting out activity options for the morning. When I heard Chuck shout high ropes I
raised my hand nervously, not expecting to get chosen. I was
surprised my name was called because at the age of 12, sitting
in the middle feels like wasted space. I’ve noticed that people
who sit on the edge of life usually are the chosen ones. In any
case, I decided to play it by ear.
As I walked through the woods, I heard a crackling
beneath my feet from the dried bark that had fallen from the
trees. It sounded like firecrackers blowing at my feet. I felt
like my heart was the engine of a racecar. As I approached the
ropes course, the trees, which were a happy golden color, gave
me a ray of sunlight, which gave me hope.
There were four campers there that morning—three girls
and one boy all between the ages of 12–14 years old. We were
led to the ropes course by Sam, our cabin counselor, whose
laughter and funny jokes reminded me of cotton candy. My
name was called to do the ropes course first. Sam said in a
reassuring voice, “Jenna, you are going to go first.” I stepped
forward with diffidence and began my climb up the tree. As
I climbed up the tree, my heart was beating wildly as if I was
cheetah.
I stepped onto the platform and started the first obstacle,
the tight rope. As I was on the tight rope I could taste my fear
through the saliva in my mouth. When I took my next step
the gusty wind kicked up beneath my feet, causing me to lose
my footing in a fallible way. I regained my balance and in
that moment, I decided that even though I was scared beyond
anything I had ever experienced before in my life, I was going
to complete this ropes course. All of a sudden, I heard birds
chirping and the air smelled like a cake baking in the oven. I
had an incipient confidence. That day, everyone completed the
ropes course with confidence.
I learned that it is important to at least face my fear; that
way I know in my heart that at least I tried. Finally, I was in a
state of repose.
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One Foot
in Front of
the Other
Sarah Bentley

I thought over every last moment of the race in my mind,
from the start to the finish, creating millions of hypothetical scenes, most of them ending up badly. Sometimes these
thoughts scared me, and I had to find that little foothold, a
boulder to keep me tied onto land when my thoughts were
pushing and pulling me down like a waterfall. I was my own
worst enemy; I was waging a battle in my mind, my worries
against my hopes. I knew that I would do my best, but I worried that I wouldn’t be able to meet the expectations I set for
myself, that I would fail. I was running a race, but it wasn’t
any track or cross-country race, it was the 1.5 mile schoolwide cross country race, and it meant everything to me. I had
felt like this would define who I was as a runner, it would
tell me whether or not I was capable of running well. I was
pushing to be the best I could be, and hoping to get first place.
I knew that I was physically capable, but mentally, I was a
mess. Night after night, I had dreams of my losing, or simply
not being able to run any faster. Some nights I wouldn’t be
able to fall asleep because I was scared and worried. Night
and day, these thoughts haunted me, but I knew I had to keep
going.
By the time the cross country race came, my legs were
shaking and my heart racing. Thoughts thundered through my
brain at the speed of light. Thoughts like, “what am I even doing,” and “I don’t have to try, I don’t have to get first,” zipped
through my mind. But, everything bad eventually results
in something good, and I had to trust that all these negative
thoughts would lead me to crossing the finish line, and letting out that breath of relief I had been holding for weeks. I
thought of the pride that would surge through my chest if I
won, but the most important thing would be that I didn’t give
up. Everyone faces obstacles, and these thoughts were my
obstacles, and one by one, I had to overcome them. During
that split second, before the boom of the speaker said ready,
set, go, these good thoughts that went through my head won a
small battle against the bad thoughts in the war waging in my
mind.
When the word “go” hit the air with a shake, I bolted
from the starting line and settled into my pace. “I can do
this, right?” I asked myself. Some say that when one starts
running, their mind clears and all the negative thoughts drift
away. Not for me, or at least not in this race. Yet I still started
off with that good feeling, happy and ready to do my best. But
then, as I always do when running, I hit that pain boundary.
This boundary is a wall of steel, encompassing me, trying to
keep me from going faster, it is a physical and mental boundary; it takes a large pain threshold to make it over this barrier.
I have to mentally know that I can do it and be able to apply
those thoughts to my physical movements. But, when I finally
make it over that boundary, that old pace that was hard is now
easy. However, running is never easy, obstacle after obstacle
comes, and every time I make it over it feels easy, until the
next one. Finally, after all these boundaries, came the moment
I had been anticipating, the moment that my self-confidence
depended on. So, I sprinted, pushed my pace to the fullest and
looked ahead of me, my eyes set. Then, like everything good
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that happens, that second that had cost me weeks, months,
of sitting and contemplating came and passed, leaving me
releasing a breath of relief. I ran through the finish line, the
paper sticking to my shirt and the cheers and bellows of those
around me ringing. I had done it, first place. Something I had
thought to be so complicated turned out to be so simple.
Although I had told myself that I wouldn’t be able to do
it, and had been worried to the point of giving up, I had been
able to see that one sparkle of hope and heard those powerful
words, “you can do it,” that had kept me going. I had to keep
moving, soundlessly, thoughtlessly moving faster, running
past the ugly thoughts in my head and breaking through that
barrier, lifting off that weight pushing me down. I had to run,
simply run away, and when the thoughts chased me, I had to
fight.
This race gave me confidence, told me that I didn’t have
to worry so much, and later helped me improve on my other
races. In the end, although it was tough, from fighting these
obstacles and pushing past the barriers, I reached the light, and
achieved my goal.

In the Clouds
Alone
Isabel Gill

I was sitting, staring out the huge window at the sunny,
summer skies. It was late afternoon, so the sun was beginning
to set. I was wondering when I would return to California,
blocking out all sensations around me, for I was trying to
forget about my dreadful worries of what was to come. The
clouds seemed to be screaming, “Rain, rain, we need rain.”
I was about to tell them I agreed, when my aunt nudged me,
and I wondered why. The flight attendants had started calling
names and I realized I was still at the airport, waiting to board
an airplane, alone.
I had pleaded with my parents for months asking if I could
please, please, stay in Pennsylvania with my cousins for an
extra week alone. It took some convincing, as I was only 9,
but they agreed that I was with family, so I would be fine. But
when it became a reality, I was worried sick. At the airport, my
aunt rubbed my back, trying to calm me down. She was very
kind, and the exact opposite of stern. Her grey wavy hair and
round nose made her look like Mrs. Claus. Beth comforted me
and tried to help me work through all my worries, but still it
wasn’t the same as being with my mom. As I looked around, I
saw many families in line, and that only made things worse.
I heard my name called by one of the flight attendants. I
grasped my luggage handle and leapt up. She told me, “We
have an extra seat in first class, and I wanted to know if you
would like to take it for no extra cost!!” I felt so alive. My
aunt and I were so ecstatic! All my worries just drifted away. I
was going to enjoy this flight after all.
The plane ride was even better than I could have imagined.
They served the best food and drinks I have ever had while
traveling on a plane. I remember eating the hot fudge sundae,
and glancing out the window to find it was happily raining,
just like the clouds had hoped. I was so content. This experience taught me to believe in myself and to not be afraid of
facing the unknown!

The Dinner
Sophie Calcaterra

I flew out of the car and immediately took off my jacket,
making it easier to hear my rumbling stomach. It was extremely
toasty considering it had just snowed earlier that day. I almost
tripped over a bump on the sidewalk, but carried on with my
journey anyway. I turned into the restaurant, and a little brass
bell rang above the door, making the customers turn their heads.
The eyes of all the people looked like the haunting shimmering eyes of cats in the darkest of night, waiting for their prey
to come to a halt. The smell of rosemary chicken filled my
senses, making me even hungrier. I hadn’t eaten anything all
day, and I felt like I was as empty as an abandoned house on
a haunted street. The delicate pastries in the counter-window
didn’t help either.
I stepped to the back of the café and exotic smells filled
me with joy. The rosemary chicken transitioned to coffee and
sweet pastries. I had entered a universe of smells and sights,
until I arrived at my destination: table thirteen.
I took off my thick brown coat, hung it on the back of my
chair with my purse and hat, and lowered myself down into
my chair. I looked across the table and saw a thin, pale girl
with blonde hair that fell down her round face. Her screaming
blue-grey eyes glistened in the light of the antique chandelier
hanging from the ceiling above.
“You have no idea how much homework my math teacher
gave me this weekend!” she announced. She rolled her eyes.
It felt as if I hadn’t seen Carly in years, although I had seen
her just days before at her father’s annual Christmas party.
“My new English teacher Ms. Ronan sucks!”
I heard her, but my mind was still on the food.
The couple at the table across from us got their food. I
glanced at their fresh tomato-basil pasta. Just when I thought I
couldn’t bear it any longer, the waiter brought us appetizers.
“I ordered before you got here, I hope that’s okay,” she
admitted. The waiter was a tall, thin man with a very inviting smile. He placed the appetizers in front of us, and Carly
reached for the food and took a huge bite.
There was a piece of red, dripping meat topped with pesto
sauce and basil set on a small floral plate. The look of it did
not seem right; it appeared undercooked and not like the
description on the menu, so I hesitated. I wondered if I should
ignore my instinct and give in to my hunger, but I decided
against eating it, despite my hunger. I watched as Carly devoured the dish, and finished it in seconds. She did not seem
to notice that I hadn’t touched the food, and she continued her
monologue describing her day. Finally, after what seemed like
hours, it was time to go. We both stood up, and I put my coat
on and grabbed my purse to leave.
As we walked out the door, the little brass bell rang once
again, but everyone was busy with his or her food. I looked
through the glass paneling on the door and saw the flickering
headlights of the Uber we had ordered ten minutes earlier. As
we walked towards the car, I noticed the soft, calm grey sky
had turned a furious, dark grey color. Carly became increasingly quiet as the night went on.
Within minutes, we pulled up to her two-story modern
style home. We got out of the car and we walked up her
driveway and past several snow covered trees. She grabbed
the silver key from under her doormat and let us in. We felt
the warm and inviting air. Her house was filled with sparkling
holiday decor and lights. I sat down on the white plush couch
with festive pillows.

“Would you like some juice?” Carly asked with an uneasy
look on her scrunched, pale face.
I nodded, but before I could ask her what was wrong, she
had already made her way to the kitchen. I took out my phone
to browse through Instagram. I was looking at my cousin’s
trip to Bora Bora. There were endless pictures of her lying on
sunny, sandy beaches, and though I loved the cold, I found
myself wishing I were under the sun on a beach somewhere
eating cookie dough ice cream in a sugar cone.
Suddenly, my thoughts were interrupted by a big thump. I
jumped and ran to the kitchen, only to find Carly on the floor,
as if she had been hit by a car. Her eyes were swollen shut and
her face had turned from a light pale to a bright red.
“What happened?” I exclaimed.
“I’m fine,” she stuttered. But it was obvious she wasn’t fine.
She had changed from her bubbly self to a flat soda that had
been sitting in the sun for way too long. I grabbed her arm and
placed it over my shoulder to help her to her room. She was
too weak to walk on her own. I placed her into her unmade
bed and closed the curtains. When she was settled in, I quickly
walked out of her room to grab some herbal tea and turn up
the heat in the house. While the tea was warming up, I thought
to myself about how grateful I was that I hadn’t eaten the food
earlier. I returned to her room to see if she needed anything
else. To my surprise, she was fast asleep, purring like a lion.
I used my feet to advance toward her and covered her with
blankets, moved the hair out of her face, and tiptoed out of
her room, quietly shutting the door behind me. I looked at my
phone and the clock said 9:30. I realized that my mom would
be pulling up any second. I left the hallway light on and made
my way towards the front of the house. I closed the red front
door behind me, and walked down the stone steps to where my
mother was waiting in her minivan.
When I sat in the car, I looked at my mom and asked,
“What do we have in the kitchen?”

The Hospital
Leah Alkin

I nervously stepped into the ice-cold waiting room. The
smell of hand sanitizer and cleanliness filled my senses, and
made me feel strangely calm. As I stepped into the operating
room, I looked out the rain-streaked window, and by that time,
the sun was just setting and the sky looked like it was on fire. I
was afraid.
Right before I dozed off in the sterile hospital bed, a
kind-looking nurse entered my room. Her warm brown eyes
comforted me as she reassured me, “Don’t worry honey, you’ll
be okay!”
I smiled, drowsily closed my eyes, and fell asleep. I remembered nothing else.
Beep. Beep. Beep. I woke up to the sound of the machine next
to my bed. What’s this? Where am I? Why are there bandages
on my stomach? My questions were answered a second later.
“Good morning, sweetie!” my mom’s energetic voice
greeted me. I looked up from the bed and saw my mom smiling at me, her hazel eyes twinkling in the light. I felt at ease
having her at my side.
Several days and numerous shots later, I was released from
the hospital. As my mom and I walked outside after what felt
like years, the bright morning sun wrapped me in its warm
rays, and the morning dew on the grass shimmered like diamonds. I looked up at a flowering tree and saw a mother and
baby bird in their nest. I knew that I would be okay.
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The Beauty
of the Grand
Canyon
Angela Cameron

All my life I had thought that the Grand Canyon wasn’t a
special monument, and that it was just the same trench covered with red and orange boulders that I saw. Nobody warned
me about this wonder of the world that I would experience one
late morning in mid spring. I witnessed carvings that seemed
like a work of art.
My brother, who would try to find any excuse to not participate, and I were miserable throughout the early morning ride
that was like a never-ending roller coaster. We trudged through
the pieces of red and orange dust that was attacking our faces
and occupying our noses. It was obvious who had a more open
mind since I was clearly ahead of my non-enthusiastic sibling.
As we smelled endless dust, my touristy-looking, very excited
mother announced, “Let’s take the all day tour around the canyon!” We had no choice but to be informed about what I saw
as a deep, daring ditch of darkness and despair.
My sibling and I emitted a groan of despair, which for me,
quickly changed into a “Wow!” towards the afternoon. As my
brother repeatedly questioned, “Do we have to?” my mother
urged us to experience Skywalk, a brand new way of viewing
the canyon. As I stepped onto the flawless glass, a soft cool
breeze brushed my face and ran its fingers through my hair. I
immediately blocked out all sounds of ecstatic tourists, trying
to take a good selfie with the scenery behind them. The landscape was bright rouge and orange tinted scarlet, and looking
down into a threatening carving gave me a new perspective
on nature. Every pebble seemed to be lying there, listlessly.
I could easily ignore my dry mouth crying for something to
quench thirst and protect my irritated nose from all the floating
powdery dust, and just stare at the beauty nature has given
man.
Before I turned back, a guide informed me that this view
was called Eagle Rock. As I looked towards the sun-glared
land, there it was, the eagle-shaped sculpture made by the artist known as nature.
On the ride to the canyon, I had felt skeptical about the
results, but on the way back, I felt safe and comfortable in this
isolated environment. I felt like a dwarf hamster in a loving
owner’s hands. Only then and there did I feel like this, having
learned in the late afternoon that nature carves and contains
its own beauty. Just witnessing it alone made this a once-in-alifetime opportunity. The Grand Canyon is truly grand.
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The New Nerd
Ariana Campa

All I really wanted was to be another raindrop in the storm,
only sometimes you don’t get what you want, and you end up
being that brown M&M in a bowl of Skittles.
Maybe it was the fact I had on an orange shirt when I
stepped in to the classroom that made people look at me.
Problem is, if I were to say that I’d be lying. The only reason
I gained everyone’s full attention was because I was the new
girl. The room broke out in hush whispers by people judging my shoes and even my backpack. Most of all, they didn’t
know how to label me. In this time in society we all have a
reputation that sticks to us like glue.
Reputations bothered me the most. When I saw an old lady
smile at me, I wondered if she still showed her pearly whites
when I no longer could see her. What exactly was running
through her mind when she said hello?
What people thought of me—it was what controlled my
every action.
Little did these judgmental sacks of blood know I was
judging them too. I glanced at a girl with pigtails and thick
round glasses sat at the front of class and thought “teacher pet”
to myself. The second student that caught my eye was a boy
in the back picking his nose. I labeled him as an “everyday”.
The teacher introduced herself and assigned me to a lone
seat in the back, since all the other desks were occupied. They
in no way had been prepared for my arrival.
The teacher, Ms. Zunamer, must have been a model undercover as a teacher. I blame her for the gloomy weather outside
because all the blue was in her eyes. A lion would be jealous
of her golden hair that if let out her braid, would probably
reach the tile blue floor of the classroom. With the wondering
thoughts of a second grader, I was almost convinced she’d
stolen that hair from Rapunzel herself.
I had just come in time for the math lesson, a math lesson
I had already gone over at my old school. I quickly became
that girl who annoyingly raised her hand when the chance was
presented, because let’s face it: it never hurts to make a good
impression on the teacher.
At the end of the lesson, I happened to hear a boy voice
his thoughts about me, “She’s going to be the smartest girl in
class.”
Only I found myself not caring about his opinion. Instead,
I found myself looking out the window at the little crack of
sunshine breaking through the gray skies.

Tap Tap
Elizabeth Chou

I squirmed uncomfortably in the leather couch, my eyes
following the other performers as they bustled around in front
of me, doing last minute reviews of their pieces. The waiting
room everyone was stuffed in was an adjoining room to the
concert hall, in the same older style but less ornate, lightly
filled with couches and tables.
I had taken a peek at the concert program earlier and saw
that I was eighth to perform. The conductor had called performer three then, so I knew I had to start reviewing my piece.
I had practiced all I could but I still felt my fingers tripping
over themselves near the climax of the piece, the only part I
couldn’t master. My stiff hands, dead branches in the wintertime, refused to cooperate. By then I had almost given up as
my attempts to warm up my hands proved futile. I resigned to
slouching in the couch.
I was unceremoniously dragged back to reality by the
abrupt opening of the door, the applause from the concert hall
– its sound not unlike that of a storm’s – dampening the mood
of the room, once again reminding everyone of the enormous
audience outside. The previous performer shuffled in, sheepish
but pleasantly surprised at the response of the audience.
I, however, was definitely not pleasantly surprised when I
heard the conductor’s announcement. Her smooth voice called
out, “Performer eight!”
I reluctantly left the couch and sluggishly made my way
toward her. The conductor’s blue eyes crinkled in a kind smile
and her red rose was neatly tucked in her suit pocket, bright
like a lighthouse guide amongst the solid black she was wearing.
“Don’t be worried – you’ll do great!” she assured me as I
shambled onto the stage. I tried to avoid peering into the audience, but the thunderous applause grabbed me by the ear and
my eyes swept the concert hall. I gulped; the huge audience
made me quiver.
I eventually made it to the piano seat, the concert – at
last – commencing. The conductor shared one last reassuring
glance with me, and then everyone played their first notes. The
piece seemed to be off to a smooth introduction despite my
still freezing hands, and I felt myself growing more confident
as the piece progressed.
Once again arriving at the climax that always thwarted my
success, I focused hard – this was the pinnacle of the piece,
and if I make a mess of it, that’s all the audience will end up
remembering. I heard my heart booming like the drums, and
as I saw – rather than heard – my hands successfully glide past
the climax, I let out a shaky breath, relieved.
I let my hands rest on my lap as the concluding notes faded
away, the silence hanging limply for a moment until it was
replaced with a deafening applause. I rose from the bench and
placed my hand on the piano arm, taking a deep bow.

Barriers

Nicolas Charbonneau
A barrier I am facing is my Attention Deficit Hyperactivity
Disorder (ADHD). It is a barrier because it affects my daily
life in many ways. I was first diagnosed in fourth grade after
several years of frustration at school. It was so hard to concentrate and at times even sit still. I knew the lessons and the
work, but I just couldn’t focus in class It also made developing
friendships difficult for me, as I often felt like my thoughts
were moving too quickly to relate to other kids.
Then my parents took me to meet with Dr. Mandleberg,
a specialist with learning differences. He was really nice. I
spent a long time talking with both him as well as my parents,
and then I met with Dr. Mandleberg alone. We discussed my
feelings about, family, school, and life. Then I took a bunch of
tests for hours and hours! There was one with a computer and
a button that you had to press every time a light showed up.
That test was my favorite test.
After meeting with Dr. Mandleberg a few times, he said
that the tests determined that I clearly had ADHD. According
to his report, my brain was moving ahead of whatever I would
try to do. ThatwaswhyIcouldn’tstayfocusedverylongonanyon
etask.My family and I decided to try medication and therapy
to help me overcome this barrier. We also made some changes
at home and at school so that I was better able to stay focused.
My mom helped me reorganize my room and my desk to make
it easier for me to concentrate. I also moved to the front of the
classroom so that I would be less likely to be distracted. I still
face struggles with my ADHD, but I am no longer worried
about my journey because I am determined to succeed despite
my learning difference.
Jackie Robinson also used determination to get through
the race barrier that used to exist in Major League Baseball.
EveryonethoughtthataAfricanamericancouldnotplayinthe
MLB, despite what everyone said he still was determined to
reach his goal and get into the MLB. One of the first examples
of his amazing determination was when he tried out for the
Boston Red Sox. Even though it was just a tryout he still got
insulted by the scouts. In addition, the team didn’t even plan to
draft any players they just did it to make the politicians happy.
Though Jackie was humiliated he still had determination to
keep on trying. Another example of his determination was
when he got into the MLB, he was still insulted and teased by
his teammates but he did not let this keep him from completing his goal.
In the same way, determination keeps me going even when
I feel overwhelmed with my schoolwork because of my learning difference. I also know that I will have challenges ahead of
me as did Jackie Robinson, but with hard work and commitment I know I will succeed.
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In a Pickle
Dakota Margolis

A Day to
Remember
Noah Mueller

I sat down on the stage with my peers at my school,
Canyon Charter Elementary. It was a cool, misty morning
on a spring day. Everyone there was either culminating from
5th grade or someone who was related to them. The families
of my fellow students made a swarm of faces before me that
looked as if I were playing at Carnegie Hall. How could there
be so many people for just the fifty or so of us 5th graders?
The boys all wore black suits and the girls wore dresses. I
wore a purple shirt and a silver tie. This was my first time ever
performing for such a large audience, so naturally I was frightened. I soon learned that I had every reason to be unnerved.
By the time we were about halfway through the event, it
was nearing late morning. My twin sister and I were called up
to perform. She was wearing a short blue, elegant dress and
earrings like chandeliers under her curly, brown hair. Natasha
had been studying the trumpet and I’d been playing the alto
saxophone for two years. We’d been practicing our duet for
a couple of months now and we knew it like the back of our
hands. I went down to the side of the stage to get ready and I
couldn’t find our music! At this moment I realized just how
fallible I truly was.
Our mom came to help and I finally found the sheets with
our parts. By this time, everyone was waiting for us to perform
so we got our instruments together. I could feel the damp
Rico reed under my tongue and smelled the wet roses, and
all I could hear was the chirps of birds. I filled my lungs with
my first breath and we started to play. It had been a breezy
morning and all of a sudden our music blew right off the stand
as we were performing! We retrieved it and resumed. Then it
happened again! Unbelievably, three times our music blew off
the stand!
It was like our music was some kind of bird. That day
something amazing happened. Despite these challenges, we
re-grouped and continued to play. The crowd clapped and we
went to sit down.
The rest of the performers played instruments like keyboard and a lot of kids sang. One even did magic. But the most
important thing for the people that performed is that they all
did an amazing job. After the whole group of us sang together
three times, we accepted our awards and the audience clapped
and cheered. Finally, it was time to go to the party.
From this whole event I realized that if I am prepared,
then anything can be done right. Now, whenever I play at a
performance or just any time, I know I’ll do okay. I know this
because of this day that was a day to remember.
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As we loaded the vehicle, an unwelcome thought darted
through my brain. Is this bus stable? Rust seemed to invade its
blood flow. I prayed it had a little juice left to get us up the hill
ahead. The engine started up. I was expecting to hear a fierce
roar, but it sort of yawned instead. Hey, at least it works, right?
I thought to myself. I had to be optimistic.
I felt a lurch, and the wheels turned in sync. My dad
took out his Go Pro and held it up to my face. I could see the
excitement in his kiwi green eyes. His blue helmet bobbed up
and down as the bus hit a rock in the road.
As soon as the bus sighed to a halt, we poured out like lava
flowing down a volcano, excited to venture through new lands
after lying dormant for too long. The zipline instructor gave us
a quick mission briefing, and we set out into the forest.
We whizzed by the first two runs with no problem. When
everyone was finished, we walked up a moss-covered trail to
the next run. We neared a rustic wooden platform in front of
a clearing with a thick metal cord running through it. My ears
came alive to the sound of birds humming a ballad and the
tumbling of water. A calm mist brushed against my face.
“Look!” the guide said, pointing. I followed his finger to a
lush waterfall. It was astonishing. One by one, we strapped our
harness to the cord and zipped down. When my turn finally
came, I took a deep breath and jumped.
I zoomed through the treetops, a replenishing wind blasting
my face as my hair flew behind me. I spotted the huge waterfall below. An adventurous spirit colored my eyes. However,
this exhilarating feeling was suddenly replaced by downright
fear as I started losing momentum. Thick clouds swirled above
me, and I heard the thumping of raindrops on my helmet. I
came to a complete stop about forty feet from the end of the
cord.
The instructor shouted, “Turn around and pull yourself in!”
His square sunglasses gleamed from sunrays in the treetops
as he mimed the action. I obeyed his instructions and grasped
the rope one hand at a time. My mind was the condition of
my room; everything sprawled all over the place. How could
I possibly climb all the way to the end of the run? I decided
to start moving as an alternative to staying suspended above a
waterfall. I tilted my head back, refusing to look down at the
abyss below.
Several seconds into the climbing, my arms started burning. Don’t give up! I tried to reassure myself. Hearing voices
behind me, I estimated one pull left. I ignored my sore muscles
and the booming waterfall below, and reeled myself in one last
time. The platform finally slid towards me. I was glad to have
solid ground beneath me again. I looked up, feeling a familiar
warmth, and saw that the sun had returned to my side.

Hardship
to Pride
Lila Copeland

I skidded across the floor and into my room after a strenuous workout at the track with my coach. The light was warm
yellow and the bed was made of fresh clean white sheets that
invited me to crash and never get up. I reviewed the books on
my shelves and the pile of laundry in the corner that needed to
be folded. There was an endless homework load waiting for
me as I opened my window and looked out into the dark grey
evening sky, bored and tired from the long day that had come
before. After all the pain running had put me through, I’d
decided that I wanted to quit. I lay down on my bed, running
various scenarios through my mind as to how I would tell my
mom, and, even worse, how I would tell my coach.
I thought back to the hard sprints I had done at the track a
few days before, full of daunting memories of sweat and tears.
The cold wind had been a snake biting at my face as I sprinted
across the track. My lungs had hurt so much that it felt like
there was a little bird inside me nibbling at my lungs until
they were gone. As I neared the end of the battle in my head,
I envisioned a pack of hungry lions chasing me as fast as they
could, and then, I arrived where I needed to be, at the end of
my workout. My mom exclaimed, “Great Job! This time you
got 5:20, and now your goal is 5:10!”
In my room, I suddenly returned to the present and realized
that the only result of the weeks running was a stronger temptation to quit. Every time my training ended, feeling exhausted
and gloomy inside, all I thought about was how I never wanted
to run again. Sitting there on my bed, hearing the patter of the
rain on my roof, I decided I would tell my mom I wanted to
quit running.
I shuffled into the living room, and said, “Mom, there’s
something I want to tell you.” She looked up at me waiting for
my next words. In that moment of her penetrating gaze I got
nervous. But I couldn’t read her. Was she expecting a bombshell? Would she come back at me with fury? The silence was
thick. She kept looking at me just before she was going to
speak I decided I better begin.
I looked into her dark green eyes, and replied, “Running
has been so hard for me lately, and I think I want to quit.”
My mom said, “I know that training can be hard work,
but you are an amazing runner, and if you continue through
the struggle, I know you will become a champion, and that
makes it worth it to train hard to achieve great things. It’s your
choice, but think about it.”
As I walked back to my room I thought of never training
again, never getting ready for a competition again, and that
made me feel hollow inside. That feeling with my mom’s
words made me realize it was not the right time to quit. Maybe
all of this hard work would someday pay off. Then and there
I decided I was going to ignore the voice whispering in my
head, trying to hold me back, and I was not going to give up. I
thought of the exciting future ahead of me, on that path I could
see some darkness, but in the end, only light.

The End
of an Era
Teo Lin-Bianco

“Hi, I’m Jennifer!” the college counselor chirped.
“I’m Fosse,” my brother replied. The college counselor,
Jennifer, had green-grey eyes and a mane of golden curls. Her
office was covered in college merchandise. Shelves on the left
with mugs, posters, and helmets, the right wall had a map of
world colleges. Out a window on the back end of the office
I saw a forest of green lit by an overcast sky. She threw an
avalanche of questions on my brother.
“How do you see yourself in college?” “What are your
top colleges?” “Do you plan on staying on the west coast or
traveling to the east coast or outside of the country?” I noticed
how formal he was when answering the questions, more so
than ever, like he was being interviewed for the highest paying
job. It confused me, as I always saw him as my goofy lifetime
companion, and now Fosse was like any other adult.
Suddenly, she turned and asked, “How about you?” I replied, “Uh...I don’t know,” my voice shook. I felt roses blooming on my cheeks. It finally slapped me in the face! Fosse was
leaving the nest. He was a bird flying away, and for the first
time, I wasn’t going with him.
“He wouldn’t leave me would he?” I asked myself. A
slightly open mouth and worrisome eyes slid onto my face
along with curled, confused eyebrows. It felt like yesterday
that we were dressed up as Tigger from Winnie the Pooh for
Halloween and soon, he was leaving for college. Meanwhile,
I’d be stuck at home, never again to watch TV on the couch
together and have a warm cuddly hug or midnight conversations when I couldn’t sleep. Fosse was going to go to college,
get a degree, start his new, independent life. This made my
stomach twist and make my body uncomfortably struggle into
a new position in my chair. My life would never be the same.
I’d never feel the same. He was two feet away, but I felt a gaping hole between us.
A loud loneliness was attacking my brain. I took in long,
deep breaths, meant to bring my chattery nerves to a silence,
to no avail. I wouldn’t be able to handle this, we were too
close, my brother and me. My father, with loving brown eyes
like my brother and me, smiled, which made my blue thoughts
disappear.
You can do this, my mind whispered, it will all end with us
still being close. He’ll go to college, but you won’t be alone.
You’ll never be alone. You’ve got friends, lots of friends. I
listed and pictured them in my head. It will just be three years
until you’re in college?
I took in a sharp breath. I was on my brother’s path, I realized. It was almost my turn, I felt like there was a test in front
of me that I hadn’t studied for. Now I would be alone, at least
at home. I was growing up far too fast and so was my brother.
Neither of us should have been even close to being an adult,
but here we were. I was understanding, I would have to grow
up, I couldn’t slow it down, I’d just have to let my old life go
and keep the best and the worst memories of the past in my
heart and leave room for my future.
“Well, thank you for coming!” Jennifer said.
“No, thank you!” Fosse replied.
I smiled and waved goodbye.
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The Most
Chilling Place
on Earth
Charlotte Costain

Clouds and fields whip by as our bus speeds across the
Czech countryside. I keep my face glued to the window. I have
never seen anything so beautiful in my life. There are houses
that look plucked from Heidi, and rolling fields of flowers that
carry on to the sky. I am on a tour bus filled with the members
of the Los Angeles Youth Orchestra; going from Vienna to
Prague. Today, the conductor, Russell says that we are going
to stop at Terezin at around noon before we arrive in Prague.
Terezin is a Czech concentration camp from WWII. I have
read The Diary of Anne Frank, so this sounds like a learning
opportunity.
The first thing I noticed was that about 500 people were
buried in the front. As I take in my surroundings, I observe
that the camp before me looks like a fortress with a trench
dug around it, thick brick walls, and an arched entrance with
the chilling words “Arbeit Macht Frei”. As soon as the group
walked past those alarming words, I feel that I should not
be here. I get shivers up my spine, as this place is filled with
sadness. Soon, we meet our tour guide and divide into smaller
groups. Our tour guide was wearing a fanny pack, tie-dye
shirt, and socks with sandals. Though he assured us that he
was born and raised in Prague, he looked like tourist himself.
Even though I find that ironic, I can’t shake off the feeling of
doom here. I really feel I need to leave.
We walk around as the tour guide shows us horrifying
bedrooms where dozens of Jews were crammed into a tiny
room. We walk through cramped dungeon tunnels with gas
chambers. We see statues of painfully starved people. As I
hear more depressing news I start to feel a lead weight in
my stomach get heavier and heavier. This place is not right.
By then a couple of people had already started crying. I am
sickened by everything here. I know that I will break down.
I block my ears to more and more information. I don’t want
to hear about the prisoners used for shooting practice. I don’t
want to hear about any more deaths. Before we leave, the tour
guide suggests we watch a propaganda movie.
When the film starts playing, the propaganda part is
quickly over, and more terrible facts are being shown. Suddenly, I can’t handle it anymore. I start sobbing as I started
thinking that those people in the photos never got to go home.
They never got to fulfill their life. During this, I realize that the
Holocaust was so much more real than the history books make
them seem. Everyone was a person, not a history lesson. The
lights raise and I am flooded in tears. I don’t want to face everyone. I never want to come back. At no time do I ever want
to think about this appalling place again. As the group leaves,
everyone is hugging and comforting one another. As we head
out the ghastly gates, we have to pass the graveyard and I read
the name of the first person who died.
His name was Josef.
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Swimming
Through Fear
Rebeca Daee

I didn’t allow my fear of water to stop me from becoming a swimmer. When I was 7 years old, my mom decided to
take me to swimming lessons. As soon as I got into the water
I started to cry. Other kids in the pool began to laugh and
imitate me, which only made me cry more. Kids at school
would humiliate me because I did not know how to swim. At
pool parties I always felt uncomfortable because I was afraid
to enter the pool. As hard as my instructor tried to teach me to
swim, I resisted and just continued to cry.
When I almost drowned at one of the pool parties is when
I decided that it was crucial for me to learn how to swim. Because of that incident, I overcame my fear of water. As soon
as I put my mind to something, I know that I can accomplish
it. When my mom dropped me off at swim class the next lesson, I entered the pool without crying. Instead of fear I went
in the water with confidence, and without dread. My instructor
supported me along with encouraging me as we started our
lesson. I had an open mind set along with determination to
succeed. I was determined to push myself to become the best
swimmer I can be and achieve my goal. I was not going to let
my fear overcome me. I was going to overcome my fear.
The day that I came to swim class with an open mind-set, I
completed lesson one and received a certificate for it. The next
day I completed two lessons and received two certificates. In
a week I had finished 5 lessons. The instructor recommended
that I move up one level. He was very proud of me, and my
accomplishments.
As I moved up a level more people were in my class, but
I did not let that intimidate me. I stayed focused and I became
the top swimmer within that group. I was in that swim level
for only two weeks before moving up another level. Once
again, I was the fastest and one of the most driven students.
The instructor even nicknamed me “The Champion.” At the
end of the week I was recognized in front of all the students
and instructors for all of my achievements. I couldn’t wait for
the next pool party to come to show all the kids at school what
a great swimmer I have become.
There is nothing scarier than going back into the water after having your arm bitten off by a shark. Bethany Hamilton’s
arm was bitten by a shark at the age of thirteen while she was
surfing. However only three weeks after the incident, she was
back on her board surfing. Just a couple of years later she won
first place in a worldwide surfing competition.
She did not let her injury stop her from surfing. She had
an open and positive mind set, and never gave up. She was so
determined to excel and improve her surfing that she taught
herself how to surf with the fact that she only has one arm.
She decided to concentrate on what she can do rather than
what she cannot. The loss of her arm was not an excuse for
her to stop surfing. Hearing her story and watching her movie
inspired me to have a positive mind set and to never give up.
Her courage made me realize that you can accomplish what
seems to be impossible.

The Train
Conductor’s
New Voice
Veronica Fahn

The day was Sunday. The cheerful sun just did not want
to go away. We, the cast of Paul Revere Middle School’s, The
Music Man, were sitting in the quad, munching on Doritos,
Lay’s, Skittles and Red Vines at our after-party.
Throughout the production, I couldn’t help but marvel at
how degrading my role was. I only had five lines, all spoken in
the first scene, so I wasn’t recognized again.
I was the train conductor.
The train conductor! Who wants to be remembered as the
train conductor? Not me!
I’ve always wanted my voice to be recognized, and felt
slightly jealous of my friends with more significant roles.
Regardless, I had embraced my conductor-ness and internally
gleamed with joy that I was even in the play.
Every rehearsal, my mind swirled at least once at how
unfair my role was. Even though that was immature to think, it
still wasn’t fair. I could’ve shown the directors so much more!
But of course, that never happens.
At the party, my eighth grade friend Aidan gathered loads
of Skittles all for himself, until green haired Ayanami and
midnight-blue eyed Rachel ambushed him.
Ayanami attacked and interrogated the fiery haired boy
on why he should have so many Skittles, and he replied,
“Because I wanted them!” Even when Aidan spoke to me, I
noticed how his blue eyes looked like dark pits reflecting his
soul and feelings. They always spooked me.
Aidan and Ayanami chased each other for “hours.” Aidan’s red hair glinted off the sun, like a cardinal being hunted
down by green parrot, Ayanami. My two, lively friends—both
main characters. Even now, they had all the fun while I sat
back and watched from the cold, stone benches.
After I’d stolen and eaten one of Aidan’s Skittles packets
and the two of them had stopped mauling each other, Rachel
announced, “The eighth graders of this years’ musical have
prepared special speeches for all of you.” The three upperclassmen dragged the cast off our lazy butts and we spontaneously put ourselves in a “circle.” I’d noticed Ayanami was
holding three floral bags, probably gifts for us.
After some unique speeches, it was my turn. Oh dear, what
can she possibly say about me.
“Veronica,” Ayanami smiled at me. “Ever since I met you,
you always had a smile on your face. You’re so kind to everyone, especially me,” she grinned to herself. “Even if you only
get small roles, you make them bigger and more meaningful
with the effort you put into them. You make people care about
the conductor’s backstory and how she got her job. What I’m
trying to say is, you make the audience remember your performance because you convince them to care about your character. And you make everything way more fun,” she concluded.
Wow, I thought, so people actually care about my minuscule roles.
She handed me my gift bag, which contained a letter and
small presents I couldn’t quite see.
At that time, I felt such overwhelming and honest feelings of happiness; I was so glad she was my friend. So I do
matter, I thought, as Ayanami warmly embraced me. I willingly hugged back as my co-actors faintly “awed.” Though the

sound was soft, I felt thoroughly embarrassed with happiness.
After having the pleasant aftertaste of Skittles in my mouth,
and being praised by my friends, it felt that the Sunday sunshine illuminated my high hopes for the future.

Short
But Sweet
Lucas Gagne

My obstacle is being a very tiny person. I love sports
and compete often on teams, and it means a lot to me. However, due to my physical size many can outplay me in sports
like basketball and football. Because of my size I am easily
blocked and pushed. Every time I must go against somebody
they underestimate me and make remarks like, “Are you a second grader?” to get me angry. The worst part was letting these
remarks get to me and make me angry, to the point of giving
up, but that was before I realized there’s no point in getting
upset, and I should work to prove them wrong.
In response to my struggle, I try to use my height to my
advantage. I realized that I should not be looking at my weaknesses and I should be focusing on my strengths. I learned
not to listen to those who put me down and try my best to
prove that I can still compete. Working on my mental strength
wasn’t my only improvement. My lack of height often makes
me quick and I can outrun my opponents, often unnoticed
For example if somebody is trying to block me or keep me
away I can sneak through an opponents under arm. I solved
the problem by practicing what my body is capable of, instead
of wishing to be taller or larger. I practice what I can do. For
example I can practice speed and skills. I also get inspiration
from athletes who are small and quick like famous soccer
player Leonel Messi and Earl Boykins.
Earl Boykins, a former NBA player, was the shortest
man to dunk in the NBA. He trained so hard and so long, he
supposedly was able to bench press 315 pounds. Despite his
height at 5 feet 5 inches, he could dunk, on the 10 foot rim,
during a game. Earl also played in Italy and because of his
skills became the highest paid basketball player in the Italian
league at 3.5 million in one year. To this day nobody has broken Earl’s record of shortest man to dunk in the NBA. Even
after leaving the pros, Earl still trains and coaches, plays, and
has basketball camps. Earl inspired me because although there
is a common belief you must be tall to play basketball and all
the good players are tall, Earl seemed to contradict this and did
very good and was successful.
I learned that you can’t change you, and you are who you
are. I used to always want to just get taller, but that doesn’t
help. Instead you have to try to improve yourself, and work
with what you got. I started training on speed and skills and
ended up becoming a great soccer player and to this day I use
my size to my advantage. People still, to this day, make fun of
me and underestimate me. I don’t listen and actually take that
as a challenge to prove to them I can still beat them whether
they are bigger and better built or not. You should look on the
bright side of things, because what’s the point of complaining
about your weaknesses when you have many other strengths.
You should look at your strengths and improve them.
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Baseball
Blues
Emily Glenn

The red and white baseball cracked against the wooden
bat. Fans cheered and vendors screamed, “Buy our Dodger
Dogs!” The scent of cotton candy and caramel popcorn filled
the air. A wave of pearly white and royal blue shirts and hats
and scarves flooded my vision, only to go back to the emerald
green field once again. I glanced over my shoulder, to see my
little sister, grinning from ear to ear. Seeing her reminded me
of something, but I couldn’t seem to remember what. By the
time that I figured out that I wasn’t actually at the game, I had
blacked out.
I woke up, to see my white bedroom ceiling, rather than
the clear blue sky and colorful crowd I was dreaming about.
I knew that I was jealous of my sister being at the Dodgers
game without me. I sat up, rubbed my grey-blue eyes, and
slumped into my desk chair that was just a foot away from
my bed. I opened my laptop, logged into Netflix, and pressed
the “Play” button. I didn’t know what was on my screen, but I
wanted to finish it, then watch another show.
“I chose you, Derek! You do NOT get to die! Not today!”
Meredith screamed at her husband’s near-dead body. Grey’s
Anatomy. Soon enough, I was feeling emotional. Tears crept
into the corners of my eyes, but it wasn’t because Derek had
been shot. I slammed the space bar on my keyboard and shot
up from my chair to find a new tissue box, because I had run
out the night before. After locating the yellow and red box
with beautiful scarlet flowers on it, I sank back into my blue
desk chair and tapped the space key once more. My anger
subsided yet again as I continued to spiral into the wonderful
world of Netflix.
It was around 7 p.m, and my bedroom felt as cold as a
New York winter. Icy and windy, but somehow reminds you of
home. The sky was a mix of purples and pinks and light blues,
almost like a tropical rainbow. The sun was setting, and the
last rays of light shined onto the white walls of by bedroom.
My space gray laptop sat bright and wide on my white desk.
Netflix was like a drug. It helped me forget. I was frustrated,
jealous, and in some ways, miserable. The pain took away the
focus, and Netflix took away the pain. Thinking about my little
sister at this one baseball game made me feel enraged. While I
sat at home, locked in my room, feeling lonely and depressed,
she would be sitting in a luxury box at the Dodgers game. I
imagined hundred dollar bills flying all around her, while she
shovels an entire ice cream sundae into her face, with just
one bite. Her light green eyes filled with fireworks, her hair
knotted and frizzy, but still somehow silky and smooth. My
grandmother wore an elegant emerald gown, my grandfather
in a navy suit with a bold red tie, but at the same time, they
wore baseball caps and blue foam fingers.
My grandparents had some old friends from school who
grew up to be very rich, and they could afford luxuries such as
a private baseball box with a big dessert buffet and unlimited
Dodger Dogs. I could only imagine how much money you
would make producing a show as big as Seinfeld.
As I continued to watch Grey’s Anatomy, I chomped on
leftover M&M’s from a recent birthday party. In the midst
of all the doctors shouting in surgery and Meredith bawling
loudly, I felt all the commotion to be soothing. Dr. Yang’s
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strong, confident voice allowed every one of her words to fly
around my head in circles like little angels, until new ones
replaced them. The smell of butter and salt filled the air as my
father popped some popcorn downstairs. I could visualize my
puppy staring up at the silver microwave in excitement and
anticipation, waiting for my dad to take the fresh popcorn to
the couch. I smiled, and knew that being jealous of my sister
wouldn’t do anything. I should just enjoy the fact that I was
sitting at home, relaxing, and watching my favorite TV shows
from my very own white bedroom.

In Memory of Howard West

September 1931 — December 6th, 2015

Moving
to L.A.
Lucy Lehr

I moved to Los Angeles about nine months ago from New
York City. This was, and still is, really difficult for me. I left in
the middle of my seventh grade year, leaving behind all of my
friends and a lot of my family. The hardest part of moving to
Los Angeles was definitely leaving all of my friends. Furthermore, it was difficult not only leaving my old school but also
coming into a new school. I’ve had to start at the very beginning for many different things and it hasn’t been easy.
In the beginning, I was a bit excited to have a new room
and a new house, but as it got closer I started to realize what
was happening. I started to figure out that we were moving and
there wasn’t anything I could do to change it. The worst part
about it was that I knew about the move many months before
it happened. I had a long time to think about moving and to
fully understand what was going to happen. I knew it wasn’t
going to be easy.
I got to enjoy one last snowstorm with my friends and then
we left. When we arrived to L.A. I didn’t start school for about
three weeks. We stayed with my Aunt and Uncle and started
unpacking our belongings into our new house. I would say that
up until I started school I hadn’t realized that we were going
to live here. Starting school was hard because Paul Revere is a
very difficult school to get to know. My old school was in one
building with three floors. The differences made it overwhelming. Also, I didn’t have any friends and it was very difficult to
start somewhere completely new without anyone to help you.
At first it all felt like a long vacation. When I finally started
school it sank in. I didn’t like it at all. It was too different from
what I was used to back in Brooklyn, New York.
Finally, now after finishing my difficult seventh grade
year, I don’t think that I have shown very much resiliency. I
still don’t like Los Angeles and I don’t know if I ever will.
I’m not even sure if I’m fully used to the weather yet, or even
the school that I’ve now spent a lot of time at. So far, in my
opinion I have adapted pretty well to my new habitat. I think
that in time I will show resiliency, but as of now, I’m not ready
for that. Brooklyn is and will always be my home.

Surviving
Death
Kylie Greenwald

Through my path of life, I have experienced bumps in the
road. Although there have been many obstacles throughout
this path, there has been one that has stood out to me. This
obstacle was the death of my grandfather. He died at the
beginning of my 7th grade school year. About a year before
this date, my grandfather was diagnosed with Glioblastoma
Multiforme, which is a type of brain tumor. Glioblastoma
Multiforme is the most common and most aggressive malignant primary brain tumor. This cancer controlled his body, and
never let go of him. After doing everything possible to fight
this monotonous trap, the day came when there was nothing in
my grandfather’s power, but to pass away.
After the day he died, I promised myself that I would cherish and savor all the memories I had with him. Although his
body was weak when he was alive, his passion to keep living
for all the family members never died. There is one story that
my dad told me that I will never forget. He said that when I
was around the age of one, I was sleeping on my grandfather’s
lap as he read the newspaper. My grandmother came over, saw
that I was just an object on his lap, and asked if she should
take me. His simple response was, “I am enjoying her company.” For another hour, he silently read his newspaper, while
I quietly slept, and the pure feeling of being together was in
the air. I also like to remember the simple memories that I had
with him. For example, playing cards or watching movies.
These memories will never be forgotten.
The first month after my grandfather’s death was rough.
I thought that this obstacle would haunt me for the rest of
my life. In order to surpass this obstacle, I had to go through
multiple steps. I had to take action, and change my negative
mindset to a positive one. To do this, I wrote down my emotions on paper, thought of the various memories with him, and
looked at old pictures. Even with these tactics, this obstacle
was still very difficult to overcome. I had a plan B, which was
whenever I was feeling sad, I would imagine that he had left
to go on a permanent vacation. Although I could not see him
because of this vacation, I knew he was happy and living life
to the fullest. Slowly but surely, this challenge faded into nothing but a memory in the past.
Without some very special people, I would have been unable to overtake this obstacle. Both my mom and my dad were
right there beside me as I went through this tough time. They
were encouraging, and on my grandfather’s funeral day, my
dad kept on saying, “This is going to be a good day.” I cried
into my mother’s shoulder and all she said was, “Let it out.”
Although this was a very hard day, this showed me that surpassing your own personal obstacle will lead to a better life.
When you conquer an obstacle, you receive a newfound feeling of courage and strength. Without difficulties in life, you
will not receive the true feeling of accomplishment. Make sure
to show people, who underestimate you, that you can accomplish anything you set your mind towards. You can overcome
obstacles that stand in your own personal life, no matter how
challenging.

Forgive
and Forget
Max Gray

I just can’t wait, I thought, ecstatic because I was celebrating my seventh birthday by having a party with my friends.
The weather wasn’t the best for a laser tag party- foreboding
clouds inching across the gloomy sky- but I was still determined to make that day the best. My close friend was there,
Parker, and we were also celebrating his birthday because ours
were close together. The party took place in his driveway, a
large cemented area overshadowed by an old oak tree, whose
dead leaves were scattered in piles all across the ground.
All was well; all of the people I invited trickled in. Then, a
kid I didn’t know showed up, swinging the gate wildly open to
make a grand entrance. His name was Ben, and he was a lion,
strong and controlling, with green eyes that scanned over the
driveway as if he owned the place. Once he entered, he went
straight to Parker, wishing him well, so I figured, Oh, Parker
must have invited him.
Before he greeted me, he strolled over to the gift table and
shouldered up a large, elegantly wrapped gift. One singular
gift... At a party meant for two people. And this wasn’t just
an ordinary gift. It was colossal, and cloaked with an intricate
pattern of shapes and colors. These details, however, failed to
change my now sullen mood because there still was only one
gift and my stomach fluttered with the thought that it wasn’t
mine.
When Ben finally decided it was time to meet me, he
introduced himself. “Hi, I’m Ben. I heard it was your birthday
too, but, errmmm...” he grumbled in a less confident voice, “I
kinda forgot your gift. Well, really, I never had one for you.”
What? I couldn’t let this of all things ruin my seventh
birthday! The invitation clearly said that there were two people
whose birthdays were being celebrated, and to bring two gifts
or none at all. I didn’t comprehend how you could misinterpret
something that was blatantly stated. Maybe he just didn’t read
it, I thought.
“Oh. That’s okay, I guess,” I said, trying to hide the disappointment welling up inside me like a bucket collecting rain
on a stormy day. I had had such high expectations, and like a
hawk, with keen eyes and quick reflexes he picked up on my
discontent, and ran to who-knows-where to fix his slip-up. He
returned a few minutes later carrying something behind his
back. My shoulders released nervous tension that they were
bearing, hoping it would be something just as prominent and
beautifully bejeweled as Parker’s gift. It wasn’t, I realized as
soon as he revealed an old, tattered $10 bill.
“Here. I hope it makes up for it,” handing me the cash and
before I could say anything, and off he ran. My thoughts were
mingled, struggling to really process what had just happened,
but I decided then and there that I liked Ben. Even if he wasn’t
so good at gift giving, at least he tried. A grin split my face as I
pondered, Well, it’s the thought that matters, right? The storm
clouds overhead cleared, revealing a sky painted with the yellow rays of the sun.
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Lunchbox
Girl
Aliya Govindraj

I glanced at my watch. Almost time for lunch recess, I
thought. My group of friends sat on the grey cement blocks
under the shade of a birch tree. Sweat trickled down my neck
as a sweltering wind blew through the newly remodeled quad
called the Sunshine Area. I turned to my friends Lexi, Bella,
and Ashley and we chatted for a few minutes on how stupid
the tennis camp we went to was until I heard yelling from
across the way.
Austin, a full of himself conceited kind of jerk who was
well known around school, started bellowing, “Crap faces!
Crap faces!” and some other explicit words as he pointed and
laughed at us. I chanted in my head, he just wants attention.
He just wants attention. Every time I recited it my irritation
levels rose higher and higher and higher... until I couldn’t take
it any more!
Fury surged out of me. My fingers dripping red with
seething anger, my mouth spitting out little balls of rage like
a machine gun out of control, my eyes alight with the fire
from Hell. I packed up my lunch containers (a metal thermos
and a half full water bottle), swiftly turned around, snatched
my lunchbox, and marched up to Austin. I peered down at his
smirking face and whispered so that only he could hear me,
“You deserve this.” I lifted my arm with the lunchbox in it and
brought it right down on his skull. I heard the satisfying thunk
as it hit his head.
The Sunshine Area became completely silent, everyone’s
mouths gaping open like a castle opening its drawbridge. I
spun around on my heel not waiting to see Austin’s excruciating pain. That day I had to have been asked a hundred times,
“Did you really hit Austin in the head with your lunch box?”
I had to apologize but I don’t regret it at all because now I
have a hilarious story to tell and the nickname “Lunchbox Girl.”

Got Stage
Fright?
Kristin Green

It was a scorching summer morning at Rustic Canyon
Summer Camp. It was my favorite week of summer: Hollywood Week. Today was the day of the dreaded talent show.
While everyone was playing the piano or doing gymnastics,
I was sitting in the corner alone with my music singing every
verse over and over again. If you can’t tell, I was terrified. I
had never sung in front of that many people before, so I was
very nervous. While I was mumbling the lyrics to Adele’s
“Someone Like You” to myself, my counselor Katie sat down
next to me. “Hey, are you okay?” she asked. “I know you are
going to do great Kristin.”
“Thanks,” I replied shyly as I kept reading the lyrics silently.
The talent show kept creeping closer and closer, which
made me more and more nervous. While all the other camp-
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ers were running around playing capture the flag, I was sitting
in jail still reading the crumpled up lyrics of “Someone Like
You.” Once the whistle blew for lunch I knew I was done for,
since the talent show was right after lunch. While I was scarfing down my cheddar Goldfish, I was imperturbable. Nothing
could break my focus. While I was reading my lyrics I heard
the loud high-pitched screech of a whistle telling everyone to
line up. My heart was beating in my chest faster than Usane
Bolt crossing the finish line. When we sat down in the gym,
my face was still buried in my lyrics. Out of nowhere I heard
“Now it’s time for Kristin to sing ‘Someone Like You’ By
Adele!!” Everyone started clapping profusely as I stood up
and started to walk towards the stage.
As I was walking up the rickety wooden stairs to the stage,
I could hear all of their claps pounding in my head getting
louder and louder. Once I stepped onto the stage, chills overcame my whole body. I put both of my hands on the ice-cold
microphone and took two deep breaths, and then I started to
sing. Once I started I didn’t want to stop! It felt like a thousand
pounds were lifted off my shoulders. I made sure to sing every
note and word perfectly. Being on stage and seeing all of my
friends smiling at me was the best feeling in the world, and to
this day I watch the video of me performing as a reminder to
never give up.

Luck Is on
My Side
Shane McDermott

It was a cold March evening at the baseball field. I could
hear the wind whistling, smell that sweet smell of hot dogs,
and taste the moist air. I saw my friends and fellow teammates
Hunter, Stephan and Charlie around me. We were discussing
how to deal with the hitter who was about to go up. “Stephan
the humble” was pitching, “Charlie the wise” was first base,
“Hunter the athletic” was center field and I was left field. I was
feeling so fallible and diffident that I almost forgot to put on
my glove. I noticed that the grass was so moist my cleats were
soaking wet.
As the batter stepped up to the plate, Hunter told me
to move back. I started sweating like a pig and thinking to
myself, “Please don’t hit the ball to me.” I backed up, feeling
the pressure and knowing that I couldn’t choke. I went so far
back I could hear the other game at the neighboring field. Just
before the first pitch, a chill ran down my body signaling that
something big was about to happen that might include me. On
the first pitch the batter hit a bomb out to left center field. I
called Hunter off, saying, “I got it!” and then quickly realized
I had just trapped myself like a fly stuck in a flytrap. The ball
was whisking through the air towards the fence.
As the ball started dropping I thought to myself, “I can’t
catch this.” But I hadn’t given up hope. I dove as far as I could
and actually caught the ball. I immediately responded by
throwing it to home plate for a game-winning double play. I
thought to myself, “Wow, I caught it!”
As I was congratulated by all, Hunter told me with a
chuckle, “It was good you called me off the ball because I
tripped immediately after!”
My coach was giving me the game ball, which I had
longed for. At the very same time I was eating a delicious
double cheeseburger and for a moment I felt, “Wow, luck is on
my side!”

Don’t Worry,
Be Happy
Rachael Lamden

Everyone has obstacles in their life, a struggle that they
eventually overcome. The hurdle that I overcame may sound
insignificant, and typical in words, however, I feel that my
difficulty was in fact significant, and a challenge to overcome.
In sixth grade, I had major anxiety, and many worries, usually
involving school assignments, such as tests, and homework.
I seemed to feel overwhelmed with everything occurring at
school that I never really enjoyed my life outside of school
like I used to. I never felt excited anymore when a joyous
event took place. Everything was boring, nothing was worth
being glad about, because almost each day I would have to go
back into the death trap commonly referred to as school.
The situation I was going through was that I was convincing myself that I was clueless about all the work that we were
doing in class, and I was discouraging myself. I always felt
that what I was doing was incorrect. I did well on my tests,
and I studied hard, but it was literally painful to even hear the
teacher say “quiz”, or “test”. My heart sunk like the Titanic
each time I heard these words, and the feeling was even more
unbearable when I actually had to take the exam. I truly did
not know what to do with myself, I was always focused on
getting an A, and doing well, that I had no other priorities in
my life. School made me upset, and I knew that I had to find a
way to change my point of view on it, because school wasn’t
going anywhere, and if I kept worrying, I wouldn’t go anywhere either.
I began to use all my resources and I tried getting help
from everyone I knew, especially my family. I began by asking tons of questions in class, and I made sure that I understood every detail that we discussed, so when the time of
the test came I would be more prepared. My family helped
me find techniques to moderate my anxiety while I was at
school and at home. I began to realize that worrying wasn’t
going to solve my problems, and that worrying was actually the problem! Each time I encountered a situation, I
learned to focus, breathe, and try my best, because those three
techniques were what I had control over. These techniques
assisted me a lot, and I began feeling a bit more like my old
self again, happier and more excited for all life had to offer.
Overcoming my obstacle truly taught me that I was
resilient and powerful when it came to my emotions. I felt
superior, and I knew that the fact that my burden was behind
me meant that I could focus on other things aside from school,
like sports and music. After my “recovery” from non-stop
worrying, I really began to cherish the quote, “don’t worry, be
happy”, because it was clear to me that without happiness you
won’t have anything to live for. Worrying is never the solution,
for you can’t change the present moment, but you can make
it better by encouraging yourself, rather than putting negative
thoughts in your mind. I still get nervous and anxious today,
but thankfully I know now how to control myself and how to
calm down in difficult circumstances.

Shooting
for the
Monkey Stars
Caitlin Howard

The sun was shining down from the heavens on a beautiful summer day. My best friend Sasha and I decided to go
to the jungle gym in our school’s playground to celebrate the
last day of the week, Friday. Sasha was a skinny little girl
who had an oval face with such dark brown eyes that it looked
like they only contained pupils. Her long, silky hair was the
color of milk chocolate and flowed down to the middle of her
back. She was exceptionally shy until I began to get to know
her, which was when her personality started to shine through.
We were jungle gym monkeys, who would do any sort of trick
whether it was scary, dangerous, or difficult. Our next challenge awaited us, the motivating monkey bars.
It all started when Sasha exclaimed proudly, “I have
been practicing all day and now, finally, I can skip two bars
in a row! What better way to end the week?” I had been able
to do this for a while, but I had an unfair advantage because I
was about 10 feet taller than her. As much as I was happy for
her, I wanted to beat that record! I had been trying to go farther on the bars for a while now but try as I might, stretching
my arms until I felt as if they would snap in half like rubber
bands, I still couldn’t quite reach that fourth bar. It seemed so
close…yet so far away. On the other side of the playground
my eyes scanned the other kids playing their own games. I
spotted three girls who looked about 7, playing hopscotch in
their cute little summer dresses and tennis shoes. I had seen
them around school before because my school was small,
about 400 students, but I didn’t know them well. What really
caught my eye was how they were jumping around like little
bunnies on the orange painted shapes. If only I could jump
from where I was standing to the bar just beyond the third,
that might help me make it to the next bar! It was far but I
thought I could do it. “Cool Sash! What if we could make it
to the fourth bar?” I wondered aloud. “What if? It sounds like
you think it’s hard!” Sasha teased, though she was not trying
to belittle me. “You’re on!” I exclaimed confidently. I took
a deep breath and jumped. Flailing through the air, I tried
to grab the bar but my hands fell just short and I fell to the
ground with a thud “Come on Caitlin! You’re not going to let
me win that easily, are you?” I swallowed hard. I swallowed
again and again until I couldn’t swallow anymore because my
mouth was too dry, void of saliva. My palms overflowed with
beads of sweat so I rubbed them in the dirt to dry them off. I
got up on the bar again and before I thought about what I was
about to do, I jumped. This time I felt my fingers closing in
on the bar quickly and tightly like I was holding on for dear
life. My whole body was swinging back and forth so violently that I had to scrunch my legs up tightly so that my feet
wouldn’t slam Sasha in the face. I dropped off the monkey
bars and fell on my bottom, as dizzy as a toddler coming off of
a marry-go-round. After that, Sasha and I had a good laugh.
That day I learned a very important lesson that will
stay with me for the rest of my life. I learned that sometimes
you just have to go for it without thinking. Your brain can
trick you into thinking something is scarier than it actually is.
Sometimes small actions can teach you an important lesson.
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Shooting Stars
in the Skies
Michael Hughes

The moon was high in the sky as I traveled on the road to
Vasquez Rocks with my family. This trip took place almost six
years ago in 2010. I was 7 and I wanted to see shooting stars.
The stars were coming out and we could still feel the effects of
the summer heat. We were all dead tired from getting up at 3
a.m. and driving from the motel to the desert. When we finally
got to Vasquez Rocks, it was starting to get cold and the wind
was picking up. The wind whispered to the trees and bushes. It
talked to the birds in the sky and the bugs in the ground.
Both my sister and I didn’t want to get out of the car. My
mom was out first, and then my dad. They urged my sister
and me to get out of the car. My mom enthusiastically said,
“Michael, get out of the car! I just saw one!”
I quickly got out and the sky was stunning. The smell of
sage was so sweet in the air. I went and got us all sleeping
bags out of the back. We looked around for a good spot to
lie down on our backs and watch the stars. It was a cloudless
night and here in the middle of the desert there were no cities
to pollute the skies with their light. The ground was silver with
starlight and the moon was full like a great shining eye peering down from Heaven. I could even see the Milky Way like
white paint splattered across a black canvas. We found a nice
flat rock that was easy to climb on and out in the open. We
climbed on and started to watch the sky. I heard a coyote howl
of in the distance. It started like a dog bark and transformed
into a wolfish howl.
I looked up and I saw it—the first shooting star I had ever
seen. It was a sparkling diamond falling to Earth. It was amazing. I saw dozens of meteors that night. Between four and five
in the morning, the shooting stars reached their climax. At
sunrise, we went back to the motel. We packed up all our stuff
and started the long drive home. I was listless by the time we
got into the car and fell asleep. This trip taught me that there is
much in nature that is beautiful but mysterious.

School Party
Gabriel Groenwold

“This is so cool!” I whispered excitedly to my friend, Fred.
We were at a futuristic end-of-the-year laser tag party. Fred
and I slinked around, sniping people when we had a chance,
sneaking around the big groups. We were protecting our baby
blue base, but it’s kind of hard to do that when every one else
is either off destroying the other bases, or out shooting enemies. The object of the game was to destroy the enemy bases
or shoot enemies to get the most points. People also wanted to
destroy the enemy bases so they could rack up the most points.
Everyone was wearing a vest with a wire attached to the
laser. If we got hit in the chest, stomach, or laser, we were
deactivated for five seconds. All the people on our team had
flashing blue vests. Once that was sorted, we entered the site.
Occasionally, we saw miniature battles going on. At one point,
a huge group of enemies tried to force us out of our base and
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destroy it, but some of our teammates came from behind and
drove them away. “Not again!” I shouted over my friend’s
laughter, “Stop sniping me!” It was amazing, watching green
lasers flash across the darkness. “We need more points. Let’s
go to the enemy bases.” I told Fred. We were trying to get first
and second in points for deactivating people.
Sneaking around the halls is hard to do when there are
around ninety-three other kids in there with you. There were
kids running around screaming war cries, howling when they
got hit, or seething with laughter when they sneaked up behind
a kid. In other words, it was chaos, with a few toy laser guns
thrown in. We could hear mini-explosions coming from bases
red and yellow, so we knew it was our chance to attack green
base. So we followed the neon green lines until we got to the
base. The guards hadn’t seen us yet, so we shot them until
they noticed us. Then we ran away to take cover. This happened over and over until the game ended. Then we raced out
to see the scoreboard. Once our team’s board had gone up, we
groaned. Fred and I had only come in 5th and 7th
But hey, it was better than last time.

The Last Day
Halsey Hulse

It all started on a sunny summer day, as I dashed towards
the grassy field where I met my friends and counselors in the
morning. The fact that it was the last day of St. Matthew’s Day
Camp hadn’t registered through my brain yet, so I still had
bright eyes and a big smile. I met up with my friends Noe and
Elizabeth. Noe is as fast as lightning and a very staunch friend.
Elizabeth is kindhearted and adventuresome and has hair as
golden as the sun.
My heart raced as the wind blew back the hair from my face.
My shoes pounded against the cement as I ran down a steep hill,
escaping getting tagged by one of my friends as we played a
thrilling game of zombie tag. Drops of sweat flowed down my
face as the sun beat down on me that afternoon. Afterwards we
all went swimming and got tossed by the counselors so high up
into the pool I could touch the sky! Throughout the day I could
hear the shouting and laughing from other campers.
It was the end of the day and my group and I had to sing
“The Saddest Day Camp Song Ever.” I just knew that no
matter how hard I tried not to, I would still cry. I didn’t know
when I would, but I guess it was during “The Saddest Day
Camp Song Ever” because soft tears started trickling down my
face as I sang. I finally realized this was my last day at a camp
that helps people make life long friendships and gives people
the best summer they could possibly ask for. My voice cracked
and trembled as I tried to finish the song. I couldn’t hold back
my tears any longer, and a rainstorm of salty tears came pouring down my face. Noe was strong and only a few tears slipped
out, but Elizabeth and I cried the whole way down to carpool.
This camp meant so much to me that I couldn’t just let it
go so easily. I finally realized that it wasn’t all over because
I can come back and work on staff when I’m in high school.
I can eat the sweet cherry-flavored popsicles again, and I can
smell the distinct smell of sunscreen, and I can hear the peaceful humming of the birds, and I can see the long stretch of hills
and brush ahead of me, and I can feel the wet grass beneath
me when I sit. But most importantly, I can be with my camp
friends again.
Camp had become my second home and I was sad to say
goodbye, but everyone knows the saying, “If you love something let it go.”

What’s on the
Next Floor?
Tara Kahrobaie

I sat down on our dark brown sofa, eating a red M&M. I
felt the white walls of the living room getting darker by the
second. The Sun’s rays entered through the glass wall and
reflected from the TV to my feet. I glanced at my mom’s long,
dark brown hair, which is also the same color as her eyes. I
heard her voice reminding me of something I hated hearing.
“Tara Joon, you remember how Maman has a few serious
heart problems? She will be doing an angioplasty because her
doctors believe that it could really help her.” My heart dropped
and a tornado rose in my head.
“But why does she have to do such a big surgery? What
might happen to her? I knew she was sick, I just didn’t fully
know that she has come to a point where they need to do this.”
“Don’t worry. Her doctors know that after this she will be
fine.”
I felt my blood run cold thinking about how my grandma
felt about this. I thought of what her beautiful brown eyes
looked like when she was told that she would be doing this
procedure. I didn’t even know what she had thought about doing a procedure like this, even though she had endured much
worse than that.
All I could think of was What is an angioplasty? So I
decided that there was no need for me to worry, anyway I
barely even knew what it was. I felt the monster in my head
wake up with a roar as I watched my fingers type in the word
angioplasty into the Google Chrome search bar. I remember
seeing all the different websites. I worriedly clicked on a list
of risks. As I read the article, I saw the last risk. Death. I knew
that there was a small chance that she could die. I suddenly
understood that this could maybe be the last few days of her
lifetime.
Tears raced down my cheeks. I kept questioning What if
she has to stay in the hospital longer? Will everything still be
the same? What if there will be a permanent change? What
will happen if she will be gone? I can’t believe I won’t have
her as a grandma any more! All of the questions were like
lightning and my worries and thoughts of what could maybe
happen were like thunderstorms in my head.
I didn’t want to have the guilt of not calling my grandma,
in case she did pass away, in my head. So I picked up my
iPhone 6 and dialed the number. I wanted her to know that
I cared and appreciated everything she had done for me,
but most importantly I mentioned that she is a very special
grandma.
The day came where she had to do her procedure. But my
briefcase full of all the worries and wonders returned to me
while I was waiting in the waiting room. As her cardiologist
came and informed us her procedure had gone well, the bowling balls were slowly lifted off my shoulders. And a bird flew
away with my briefcase.

It Takes
Courage to
Let Go
Vida Keyvanfar

Everybody has a disability, challenge, or obstacle in their
life, but everybody also has an ability, or strength. We can
overcome almost every difficult situation we are faced with.
One of the greatest obstacles in my life was the passing of my
grandma. My grandma and I had a very close relationship.
She was my favorite person to spend time with, and taught me
many valuable lessons. I was faced with this extreme struggle
when I was just ten years old, and I thought my life was going
to fall apart. I was so upset and experienced so much pain.
Losing my grandma affected me at school, at home, and with
my friends. For a very long time I felt depressed and never let
myself fully grasp the idea that she was really gone, forever.
Instead of letting my obstacle overcome me, I overcame
the obstacle. Although I was hurt, I realized that I couldn’t do
anything to change the situation. Accepting my loss gave me
closure. One of my abilities is being a strong person, and if I
truly set my mind to accomplish a goal, I will try my hardest
to get there. I used this ability to push myself to accept the
situation. I used the situation as an opportunity to show resiliency and finally accept that my grandma’s physical self was
no longer with me, but her spirit always will be.
It was really hard for me to accept my grandma’s loss.
Three things that helped me overcome it were, the support
from my family, love from my friends, and self determination. I used a growth mind-set by using effort to find closure.
I showed resiliency because I got over the challenge and then
returned to being happy, instead of constantly being sad. The
outcome of this situation is very positive. After I got over the
hurdle, I could enjoy and focus on all the good things in my
life, rather than letting the loss always bring me down.
Overcoming any obstacle is very tough. I was not the
only person in my family who was trying to overcome this
challenge. The people who supported me to overcome my
obstacle, were also searching for a way to accept the same
loss. There are several different types of challenges besides
losing a family member. For example, growing up in a poor
neighborhood, not getting a good education, and being bullied
are all extremely challenging obstacles. Although we may all
face different challenges, it is important to use your ability to
overcome it.
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The Dreadful
Backpacking
Trip
Heather Kuwata

Last summer, my mom told me about a backpacking trip
my family was about to go on with the family of my best
friend Ellie. I walked around the whole day with rancor filling
my mind, like a mouse that had just been trapped. I absolutely
hate hiking and now, even worse, we would have to carry all
of our camping gear in a backpack. It was all my mom’s fault
for signing us up to go on an “adventure” to Sequoia with Ellie’s family.
There were eight of us in all who went. We got to the head
of the trail at about 8:30 in the morning, but by the time everyone had gotten dressed, sprayed on the awful-smelling bug
spray, and finished packing, we started on at about 9:00. All I
could see was trees and mountains, but that was not very interesting. Within the first five minutes, I was bit by a mosquito.
Obviously, the bug spray was not very effective on kids, and
the smell was heinous like the smell of too many herbs. The
whole morning, I was complaining about the annoying childloving bugs, or that I was going to die.
But the afternoon was even worse. The sun was almost
at its peak and it felt like it was angry at me. The dreadful
thought of how much farther we still had to go, just added fuel
to my fire. I asked my mom countless times if we were almost
there and she always responded, yes, but thirty minutes later,
we still weren’t there. The last time I asked my mom that same
question and she answered the same, but this time I believed
her, we were so close, I could taste it in the crispness of the air.
At last, at about noon, I could see the glistening water
of the lake, and the beautiful landscape of the rocks and trees
behind it. And I could hear the wild animals scurrying to find
a place to hide. The freshness of the lake and the captivating
campsite calmed me down. When we got there I admitted that
the hike wasn’t that bad after all. Now I know not to complain,
because a bad attitude doesn’t help and the end result can be
sweet yet satisfying.

Risking It All
Isabella Kim-LaTona

The air was a late June crisp, with the 11:00 morning
breeze gushing through my face and hair. As I would turn my
head, my eyes were filled with miles of breathtaking greenery.
The trees towered over the native flowers sprouting from the
rouged grass growing on the side of a sloped terrain. The XXL
SUV pulled up to a rocky parking lot. I could already smell
danger, but the smell of crisp grass filled my nose.
“Ma’am, how old is your child?” the lady at the petite desk
in the log cabin asked. “You will be zipping on a 970-foot line
and we don’t want any injuries.”
Thoughts of terror made my head spin. Suddenly, I found
myself walking up the creaking steps up to a tree house.
Gaven had a giant helmet taking most of his head up, and his
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pants were changling with metal items that sounded like they
were trying to make a symphony. “Izzy, calm down!” my mom
said in a stern voice. “You’re going to be fine. It’s all in your
mind.” She was wearing a purple V-neck and jeans, which coordinated beautifully with her helmet. My cousins, sister, aunt,
mom, dad, and I sounded like a bunch of blacksmiths going to
war. We were marching up the spiral staircase with precision.
The wood on the tree house creaked. It felt like the wood
was mimicking me. I was latched on with about five hooks
all clipped to a line. All I saw was a long line going down,
trees that appeared as giant broccoli stalks, and the traitorous
ground. It was my worst nightmare.
The pressure was on. I had to be brave. It was weighting
down on me like I was carrying a gigantic panda bear. “Izzy,
this is a chance to conquer your fears,” explained Peyton. In
that moment I realized that we only live once and we can go
on adventures we never would have imagined ourselves taking
part in. The mountains felt like they were closing in on me
and there was no air left in they sky. Just like that I was flying
through the sky of Maui, Hawaii. It felt like earth was giving
me a big hug and everything just fell in place.
Finally, I was done with this magical experience. I felt so
proud. I had conquered my fear. After my exhilarating zipping,
I found out how important it is to be brave and take risks. I
will always know that we only live once and we must enjoy it
while we can.

Three of Us
Mark Barboza

Three. There are three of us, three peas in a pod, three
musketeers. Everyone has different hands, coarse and smooth.
My father’s hands are like sandpaper, always trying to polish
what was once rough. My hands are cold like snow. Not too
smooth, not too rough, not too big, and not too small, a bit
of both if you ask me, almost numb. My mother’s hands?
They’re soft like a baby’s hands, but with wrinkles. Her hands,
like a blanket that covers you at night when it’s windy outside,
or the warm soup you receive on the day you have a stuffy
nose and a cold, the medicine that cures you. The warm blanket, the wind outside, and my mother’s soft hands.
Many people say I look like Marco, my dad. I don’t
think so, he’s old, and he’s past his prime. He and I both have
that hyena laugh except his laugh is more raspy and aged.
My mother rarely laughs, but when she does she turns into
the Wicked Witch of the West, but a prettier one. We laugh
so hard, we run out of breath, and only then is it complete
silence. One foggy night when I was five we were driving to
the grocery store to go buy some milk because there was none
left. We passed by the large buildings and apartments engulfed
in clouds that fell from the sky. It was a ghost town. “Do you
want to hear una storia de terror?” she asks.
“No! No scary stories!” I yell. “Please mommy no!”
She laughs, and begins her story. “There was once a big
scary wolf that was very hungry…”
“Mommy, please,” I say.
“He liked to eat little…”
“Mommy, no…” I yell.
“Chocolate,” she says. And we all start laughing.
We laugh the whole way there, and we keep laughing the
crooked ride back.

An Outsider
Jonathan Lehman

“How long has he been sitting on that dumb bench?”
“Two weeks.”
“Seriously?”
We were all looking at Andy, but he didn’t seem to care, or
even notice. He simply sat, motionless, staring at the autumn
trees, as their leafless branches swayed from side to side in the
wind.
“We should give him a nickname,” someone suggested.
There was an eruption of giggles.
“Yeah. Like what?” another voice teased.
“Loner boy?”
“Bitter sitter?”
The names kept coming, but I didn’t bother listening.
Instead, I blurred out any sounds around me, and wondered
what he was thinking. Just a few weeks ago, he’d been one of
the wildest kids at the school—and now he was an iron safe,
sealed shut, with no combination.
Ding... Ding... Ding...
There were scattered groans throughout the schoolyard,
followed by an avalanche of students dropping their equipment and sprinting back to their classrooms. Andy grudgingly
got up from the bench, and trudged to class.
Looking at him, I figured that maybe having him join us
would improve his mood. So, I dashed up the field, catching
up to him.
“You know, you can play with us during recess if you want
to,” I told him.
He looked at me, with his watery green eyes.
“What do you think I am, an idiot?” he croaked, his voice
harsh and pitch-black. “Your friends hate me now, remember?
Ever since that dumb fight.”
I had tried not to mention the fight.
“That? Nobody cares about that anymore,” I asserted,
though I wasn’t sure if that was true. His face lit up.
“I mean... If you really are over it...”
“Trust me. We are, no doubt about it,” I insisted, though
saying it again made me even more unsure of how true that was.
“Okay,” he said, with a much brighter tone than before. He
flashed an expression that was almost a smile, and burst into a
sprint back to his class.
“All right, see you then,” I said, with ever-diminishing
confidence that this would turn out well.
The next day, recess came too soon. I brought Andy up to
all of my friends, and got the exact reaction I had feared.
“Are you kidding me?”
“Nobody said you could be with us.”
“Go back to your bench, Loner Boy.”
Oh no…
“What makes you think you’re welcome here?”
“I just thought that maybe I could...” Andy stuttered.
“You could what?” someone hissed.
“I could just be friends again...”
All I’d wanted to do was fix things, but the chasm between us only grew. In shame, I faced the ground, my mind in
shambles, muttering silent pleas for the situation to be over. I
could tell by the broken syllables of Andy’s words that he had
been reduced to tears. Then came the sound of footsteps moving away from the field.

Only when the bell rang was I able to gather my thoughts.
I looked up, and saw Andy—back on the bench. In the midst
of the raging cluster of students, he looked like a drop of
black-and-white in an otherwise radiant red rose. I walked by,
glancing at him. I wanted to apologize—but I couldn’t gather
the willpower. I just walked back to the classroom, and tried to
forget all that had happened.

Feeling the
Pressure
Charlie Lovett

It was a sunny afternoon at Camp Timberlane in Northern
Wisconsin. I was walking to my first activity of the summer
with my friends, Will and Tyler. Will is about as tall as I am
with blue eyes and hair as yellow as butter. You can always
recognize him by his pointer finger because he lost the top half
of it. Tyler is about 3 inches taller than me, with brown hair
and brown eyes that always smile. As we walked through the
path to the bike racks, I smelled the sap from the trees nearby.
When we got there I saw our biking instructor who was
one of my favorite counselors. He said, “If you want, we could
try out a fun little bike path near the cabins.” I thought about it
with diffidence, but I decided to give it a try.
When I saw the path, I noticed that it was a short path sloping slightly downhill and over some roots. There was a cabin
towards the left and a little to the right was a ledge about as
tall as a baby elephant. I was nervous about trying it but felt I
needed to because my friends were there watching. I formulated my strategy to proceed.
I let my friends go first to see how they handled it, and
when they finished, they were as clean as a whistle. Before
they came back up to try again, I went. I readied myself on
my bike, and pushed off with my foot. As the sun neared the
horizon, I went down the hill and I felt the bumping of the
roots under my tires and the sweat starting to form in my
palms. I tried to go to the right, but instead I went to the left
and slammed right into the window of the cabin. Luckily, there
was a screen in front of the window and it was like landing on
a pillow. I started to gain a little courage because it definitely
went better than I expected. I went back up the hill to try one
more time, but this time with better handling. I went again,
and to my pleasure, I did not hit the cabin. What didn’t go so
well this time was instead of going to the right I went straight
and I ended up biking off the ledge and I hit the hard dirt
below. The taste of the leaf in my mouth tickled my tongue as
I pulled myself out from under the bike and up onto my feet. I
wasn’t hurt too badly.
When I think of this experience, I believe the lesson I
learned is to never feel pressured to do something I don’t feel
comfortable doing. After all, bad things happen.
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Reluctant
Reader
Tessa Smigla

Several Thanksgivings ago, I was with my family in Maui,
Hawaii, on a dock waiting to get on a zodiac raft to look for
spinner dolphins. It was warm and sunny with a slight breeze.
I saw the raft bobbing in the ocean. I could hear the chatter
of excited people and the lapping of small waves against the
raft. The air was heavy with the smell of sunscreen and the
salty sea. My stomach growled as I watched pumpkin bread
being passed around amongst my fellow raft mates. Among
the many things I won’t eat, pumpkin bread makes the top
five. All I could think about was how I wished it were zucchini bread, until I suddenly realized with incipient dread that
I forgot to bring a book along. Reading while heading out to
sea prevents me from getting seasick. My mom turned toward
me and said, “Lucky for you, I brought Percy Jackson with me
just in case you forgot to bring a book along.” The only problem was that I wasn’t open to trying new books, especially
books I didn’t pick out. Although I don’t like getting seasick, I
was reluctant to give in to reading Percy Jackson so much, that
I was willing to get seasick to avoid the book.
As the raft took off, I sat there obstinately, convinced that I
was being reasonable. Then we started to hit a bunch of bumps
and were bouncing around as if we were being tossed around
like a salad. That’s when I started to get a little nauseous and
decided to give in. As soon as I got absorbed into the book, I
started to feel better. I kept on reading and reading until I finally realized that this book wasn’t half as bad as I made it out
to be. As I got further and further into the book, I wasn’t just
reading to stop myself from getting seasick but was reading
because I liked the book. Besides, I couldn’t bear to put the
book down since I was fascinated with the storyline of a teenage boy who was half Greek god half regular boy. I was totally
enthralled with the idea of these half god kids ending up in the
Underworld with Hades when they discovered Zeus’s missing
lightning bolt in their backpack.
Finally, the driver, a young enthusiastic marine biologist,
spotted a pod of spinner dolphins playing and we watched
them spin like ballerinas. They were gray ribbons twirling and
spinning right in front of me. The sound of cameras clicking
and everyone’s excited voices surrounded me as I watched the
dolphins playfully spin and jump. Behind me, I could hear a
little boy’s ecstatic voice saying, “Look at the dolphins! They
are putting on a show for us!” Once we started to head back to
land, I went back to reading. I was so into the book that I was
imperturbable. After we got off the raft, my family and I went
to our car while my mom kept glancing at me with a complacent smile. I smiled back because I realized that I should be
more open to new things. Who knows, maybe one day I will
try pumpkin bread and love it.
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Heart Over
Height
Elia Martin

As you may or may not know, I am not the biggest kid in
the world. I am in about the twentieth percentile height and
weight. I will always be at a disadvantage in sports and in
life, but I don’t like thinking of it that way. I like to think of
it as my advantage on defense, running the bases, drawing
walks, and fitting into the best hiding places in case there’s
another crazy dictator, like Adolf Hitler, who tries to capture
me. People ask me if I wish I was tall, yes I do. It is too bad
you cannot just grow a couple inches whenever you want to.
Instead, I like to use my disadvantage to my advantage.
The left fielder for the Tampa Bay Rays, world series champion, Daniel Nava, wasn’t always a 5’10” and 200 pounds.
The pro baseball player was only 4’8” and 70 pounds going
into high school, As a senior in high school, he was still only
5’5” and 150 pounds. He was told all through college that he
was too small, in his first two years of college he was a “water
boy” or the equipment manager at Santa Clara University.
Despite all disbelief, Nava became an all American (best athletes in college or high school). He entered the draft, but was
undrafted, and he was signed by a team in the independent
league (a league for people who are not good enough for the
MLB). In 2007 the Red Sox signed him, and after 3 years he
made it to the big leagues. He later went on to win the starting
left fielder job, and won the world series in 2013 with the Red
Sox.
For the last couple of years I have been playing on a mostly
Latino baseball team. In one game, the coach for the other
team, looked at me and thought, what can this little white
kid do? So he directed the outfielder to the edge of the grass.
In my first at-bat I walked, and eventually stole all the bases
and scored. On my second at-bat I struck out and the coach’s
strategy succeed again. Finally in my third at-bat, he brought
the centerfielder and put him on second base. All I did was hit
a solid line drive into the outfield and I had hit my first and
only home run.
Everyone has a disadvantage or disability, that is just life.
You can’t change the fact that you are missing a hand, or that
you are too short, but you can use that to your advantage.
What if because you have a missing hand, you are inspired to
make the first fully functioning robot to grab things for you?
Or, if you are short, then you dedicate your life to scientific resource for the human body and discover the secret to growth?
Remember, no matter what you are doing, big or small, step
by step, you can do it. Everyone around you has a disability
too. It is a matter of who accepts that and moves on, rather
than someone who lives a life of self-pity.

Letting Go
The Audition
Ryan Zaid

Cars backed up for miles on this sultry, humid, and lazy
Labor Day weekend afternoon, as we made our way to the
audition house. I could feel the blood rushing in my ears. I
brushed my hair out of my eyes, and felt small drops of sweat
on my forehead, like dewdrops on a car hood. Ugghhh, I
thought to myself. I can’t let my nerves get the best of me now!
“Can’t we drive any faster Mom?” I asked. “We are going
to be late and I won’t have time to warm up!”
Calm Mom looked up at the rear view mirror to see my
face and smiled knowingly at my obvious nervousness. “We
will be there in a few minutes, honey,” she replied. “And don’t
worry, you will do just fine.”
It was just a paltry two days earlier that my new violin
teacher had told me about a high-powered orchestra she
thought would knock my socks off. To audition for them
meant that I had to learn the first page of Dvorak’s New World
Symphony in two days. It was like having to learn how to
walk in two days—an impossible feat. And now, here I was.
Sitting in a hot car, in terrible traffic, feeling like I was on
my way to my execution. Los Angeles Youth Orchestra was
filled with high school kids who had years of private lessons,
and they were the best of the best in Los Angeles. What in the
world was I doing trying to audition to get in?
The waiting room was a musty old living room. Bedrooms
had been turned into tinny sounding practice rooms. “Clip,
clop.” The sound echoed in the hallway as other auditioners
walked in and out of the room, smacking their shoes on the
hollow wooden floors. The cacophony of string instruments in
non-unison rehearsal made my head hurt. I joined the noise by
starting my tuning routine. One by one the other kids disappeared behind the closed door at the end of the hall, as a pirate
walks a plank, but each time, their faint notes slipping past the
door sounded like perfection in my mind.
“Ryan Zaid” echoed down the hallway. It was my turn.
“You may begin.” The stern-faced conductor, Russel Steinberg, had sat himself directly across from my music stand. On
either side sat the two sweetly smiling violin coaches who had
introduced themselves as Pam and Sharon. Again, the blood
rushed in my ears, and I could feel small drops of sweat on my
forehead like dewdrops on a car hood. Self-doubt crept into
my thoughts. Here goes nothing, I said to myself, lifting my
bow to begin my audition.
A while later, the phone rang in the car. Mom had treated
me to dinner at my favorite restaurant, and we were driving home. I felt like I had a big knot in my stomach. “Hello?
Uhhmmmm. Hmmmm. OK. Wow! Great! Really? Wow! Well,
that is just great.”
I had a feeling that I knew whom she was talking to.
“Tomorrow? We will be there – thanks very much!” Mom
sounded happy. “Ryan! You made it! And first violin section
too!”
I was stunned. “That is great!” I shouted. And I never
doubted myself again.

Judith Zhang

“Daniel, well aren’t you amazing? I don’t think Judy could
have ridden her bike at the mere age of six,” my mother’s light
voice remarked.
The clinking of plates could be heard bouncing off the
white walls, and the glass table felt cold against my skin. The
bronze cabinets sharply contrasted the Lego toys that were
scattered across the wooden countertops like cookie crumbs.
I bit into my dumpling, the invigorating smell wafting up my
senses, and sipped the tangy orange juice, which stung my
chapped lips. The memory of my perfect report card surfaced,
and I squirmed happily in my seat, my mind a whirlwind as
I prepared to announce the good news. However, seeds of
doubt were planted into my mind, and I hesitated, recalling my
mother’s glowing compliment on my little brother.
I rolled my eyes and shot Daniel a look of resentment, but
stopped when I noticed my mother’s face. Muttering under her
breath, she knit her eyebrows together and shook her head. I
bowed my head down in guilt, shielding my face from the outside world with my jet-black hair. Daniel continued to boast
about his accomplishments while my spirits sank deeper into
the ground. All the hours of stressing over tests, perfecting essays, and worrying about projects might as well have gone to
waste.
“Can I please be excused?” I mumbled, despair racing
through my veins.
“I don’t know, can you?” my mother questioned. Her
shoulder length black hair framed her small face, and her
chocolate brown eyes glimmered under the kitchen lights.
I sighed deeply, slumped my shoulders in defeat, and dumped
the plates into the dishwasher. Trudging up the stairs, my
feet were sandbags, dragging me down to the floor. Muscle
memory led me towards the balcony and fresh air flooded
through my lungs. Outside, the palm trees stood as proud and
tall as grown giraffes, the mountains stretching into a void of
darkness.
I focused on a sparrow hopping amongst the trees, scanning the crevices of the bark for food. The bird was minuscule
against the vast mountains; it could disappear and no one
would notice. As I kept staring at the insignificant bird, bitterness seeped through my pores like a pandemic. I had worked
so hard just to let my recognition slip away. My mind was set;
I shouldn’t have to wallow in misery while my brother got the
attention. Giving one last glance at the sparrow, I dashed from
the balcony and sprinted downstairs.
Breathless, I spotted my family playing Go Fish. Daniel’s coffee brown eyes were crinkled in the corners, and my
mother chuckled as she ruffled his luminous black hair.
Daniel looked up from the game and caught my eye. He inquired, “Judy, do you want to play with us?”
I expected waves of jealousy to roll in, but instead, affection flowed through my body. All that pain I had felt dissipated
once Daniel looked at me with those wide eyes filled with
admiration. The thunderstorm in my mind had now cleared
away for bright blue skies. I stopped worrying about the whole
issue, accepted it, and moved on; there was no need to dwell
on what’s already happened.
Content with my decision, I grinned, bounded towards my
family, and planted myself on the hardwood floor.
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The Ticket to
Acceptance
Teddy Suisman

“Aaaaaaaaaah!” A scream tore from my lungs as the world
spun around me in a hectic blur of noise and color. My veins
pumped with adrenaline and my eyes nearly rolled back in
my head. And then everything slowed down, and I regained
control of my body and senses—the ride was over. I hopped
out of my seat with the remnants of roller coaster exhilaration
still bubbling in my body. The lights of the Malibu County
Fair gleamed down at me, the light blue sky above it streaked
by long, pink clouds.
I was here with one of my oldest friends, Logan, and some
of his school friends. I had known Logan all my life, but he
had recently switched to a different school and had started
hanging out with a new group of kids. I turned back towards
the ride and saw Logan clambering out of his seat. He was tall
with ocean blue eyes and straight blonde hair that, in the glare
of the setting sun, was painted with a reddish hue. He loped
along with a constant grin hanging lazily off his face. “How
you feeling Teddy? That ride didn’t mess you up too bad did
it?” he teased.
“Ha, no chance!” I retorted with an equal amount of jest.
Behind Logan appeared all his school friends. I felt a slight
sinking in my stomach. For a brief second it had been Logan
and me, just like old times. Now it was Logan and them, and
then me- the afterthought.
The only one that stood out of their group to me was
Chase. Chase was tall with dark brown hair and eyes, just like
mine. The only difference was that his eyes seemed to glint
with a cunning mischievousness.
We walked towards the food trucks. It was a warm, blustery evening and the sky had turned into a deep shade of black,
like a dark, velvet cloth draped over the earth. Even as we
walked I felt like the outsider. They were all clustered together
talking about something I didn’t understand while I walked
a little to the side. Logan, feeling through his pockets, suddenly stopped and asked, “Does anyone have any tickets left?”
We all checked our pockets, and the answer was the same for
everybody. “Nope.”
“What do we do now?” exclaimed one of the boys. We
immediately broke out into an argument as to who had used up
all the tickets.
“Wait, shut up!” Chase ordered. “Look,” he said, pointing. In front of us walked a woman with a huge line of tickets
hanging from her pocket, almost asking to be taken.
“Chase...” Logan said, pointing to the tickets. A malevolent smile spread across Chase’s face.
“No,” he said in a voice dripping with cruel satisfaction.
“Make Teddy do it.”
Everyone turned to me. My cheeks reddened and my palms
grew moist with sweat. I fidgeted uncomfortably. I didn’t want
to get caught stealing the tickets, but most of all I didn’t want
to steal them. I knew it would ruin that woman’s night to have
her tickets stolen. But at the same time I wanted this group to
like me, and that would never happen if I didn’t do this.
“Well, what’s it gonna be? You gonna chicken out on us?”
jibed Chase.
“Not a chance, man,” I answered with as much fire as I
could muster.
“Then do it,” he spat. I took a deep breath and stepped for-
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ward towards the woman. As I walked, a stuffed animal lion
sitting on a prize shelf caught my attention. I was reminded of
the MGM roaring lion. I suddenly remembered then that as a
kid I had seen that lion as an omnipotent source of power and
justice. I quickened my stride and, without blinking, snatched
the tickets out of the woman’s pocket with a deft movement of
the hand. I circled back towards the group and was greeted with
slaps on the back, high fives, and choruses of “nice job, dude.”
Despite all the praise, I knew I would be regretting that
decision for a long time. As we walked to a burger truck to
buy food with our newfound tickets, I looked one last time at
that lion sitting high on its shelf, gazing down upon me, and
I could almost swear that its face had contorted into a disapproving frown.

My Club
Soccer
Try-Outs
Mia Emerson

It was 5:15 p.m. when my mom made me go to the Westside Breakers Soccer Club try-outs. It was early March; I was
excited for spring break and was not interested in a change. I
have played soccer for years with AYSO and moving to “Club
Soccer” was as appealing as repeating 6th grade.
Roughly 30 minutes later, my mom and I arrived at the
VA try-out field. I saw the coaches setting up. With no breeze
at my back, I said good-bye and slunk to the pitch. The damp
grass smelled so nice and just screamed, ”LAY ON ME!” but
I didn’t. Thankfully the weather was perfectly pleasant so I
wasn’t worried about getting too hot. There were about forty
girls, ages 11-12, trying out and they all seemed to know each
other. I was the odd-girl out, until I saw my friends Riley and
Denali. In a moment shorter than Napoleon, the coaches called
all the girls over and the try-outs had begun.
At 6 p.m. the coaches started us off with warm-ups. I felt
pretty confident in those so I wasn’t worried. After that, we
separated ourselves into ten or so groups of four. We did some
drills in our groups and got to know each other. Some girls
looked as nervous as deer in the headlights. After about 30
minutes, we played “King of The Hill,” which involved scrimmaging against another group of four with the winner moving
on to the next round. Being fallible, I wasn’t focused on perfection, more on just playing normally. My group did well; we
definitely weren’t the best but not the worst either. As things
wound down, the coaches huddled us together and said they
would e-mail the results.
Wrapping up at 7:30 as a cool breeze blew, I got my
bag and jogged to my mom. “I had a fun time and I like the
coach,” I said as we were walking to the car. I ended up glad I
went and made a few new friends. Later that night, my dad got
an e-mail inviting me to the team. I learned I should try new
things even if at first it’s not what appeals to me.

Always the One
William Larkins

I got on the bus, tired as usual, hoping I could find a quiet
spot on one of the plush green seats. It was 6:55 in the morning, and so quiet you could hear the birds chirping on the
static wires of the utility poles. I took my seat, leaned my head
against the window, and closed my eyes. Seconds later, the
engine growled. We drove off, flying down the hill faster than
a falcon diving for its prey.
Down through the mountains we went, the driver seemingly putting all his weight on the pedal. My stomach was
turning, not because of the winding roads, but because I was
getting closer and closer to a place that I was not looking
forward to: math class. I hadn’t completed one of the problems
on my homework, and the last time that happened, my teacher
sent me to sit outside for the whole period.
When we arrived at school, I got off the bus and raced to
my locker. Grabbing my math book, I walked down the short
hall to my class with a knot in my stomach. I entered the class
and took my seat, right as the bell rang.
“OK,” said a loud, nasally voice. I looked over to see
a short, stubby little man wearing a big jacket (but not big
enough to hide the size of his belly), shorts, and some running
shoes. He had a Jersey Mike’s sub in one hand, and the strap
of his bag in the other. His big brown eyes gazed upon the
class as he said the exact words I had been dreading. “Pull out
your homework; we’re correcting it.”
What a teacher, I thought. What a great way to greet your
class. So we corrected our homework, and my teacher called
on kids for some of the problems, and told us the answers himself for others. We were about two problems away from finishing the homework. Yes! I said in my mind. I hated answering
the problems because it seemed like every time he called on me,
I had to answer the one problem that I hadn’t been able to solve.
Then, just as I thought I was safe from the shackles to my
joy, my teacher called on me. “Will!” he bellowed.
My heart froze. Just as I was about to make it safely out of
checking homework, just as I was about to escape from what
seemed like a prison of paranoia, my teacher had grabbed me
by the ankle, and pulled me right back in.
“Um… What number?” I mumbled.
“Fifty-seven,” he replied.
I looked down at my page and my heart sank even more.
Of course, it was that one problem that I had not completed.
I had no idea what to do. “Ummm... Ummm,” I muttered. I
couldn’t even come up with a good excuse. “Will, what’s the
first letter of your name, Double-U!” my teacher taunted, as
I still couldn’t answer. The class laughed at me. Finally, my
teacher called on someone else who, of course, said the correct
answer right away.
After what felt like forever, I finally could leave the class
and go to nutrition. I left feeling like an idiot, even though
deep down I knew I wasn’t. My teacher and the reinforcement
he got from the class’s laughter just made me feel out of place,
like I was lesser than everyone else. That night, right before
I fell asleep, I thought about how I could make myself feel
better about myself in class. I knew I had to try something different. I had to come up with a plan.
That morning, the sky was a bit lighter and less cloudy
than usual. I hoped it was a sign that good fortune was coming
my way. I walked into class determined to not be humiliated.
As usual, we were correcting our homework when again, my
teacher called my name. I looked down and was furious. What

are the chances that this happens two days in a row? I thought.
It was, yet again, a problem I hadn’t written down anything
for because I had no idea how to do it. “Ummm,” I muttered
again. My teacher could tell right away I didn’t know how
to do it and gazed at me as he stuck his tongue out, rolled his
eyes around, and pretended to tie a noose around his neck. The
class giggled as he called on another person.
At this point I was outraged. I could not put up with being
looked upon as a joke of a student anymore. A couple minutes
later, another student had no idea how to answer a problem
for a change. I looked down at my paper, and to my surprise, I
was actually sure that I had the correct answer to the problem.
“X=42!” I called out, with a raised voice.
My teacher turned his head and stared right into my eyes.
His brow wrinkled as his face turned red with rage. “You’re
correct,” he angrily said through his teeth. I knew he hated
it when people shouted out without raising their hand first in
class, but I didn’t care. “Wooohoo, I actually got one right!” I
said joyfully. I took a bow, and the class laughed. I was feeling
good. “All right, that’s it, get out!” my teacher shouted.
Minutes later I was sitting outside in the cold. But it was
different this time. I smiled as I realized that I was no longer
just my teacher’s dumb prey. I was the smart one who he
couldn’t catch.

An Angel
Returns to
“Heaven”
Jasmine Matta

I knew this day was coming for a while, but I didn’t want
to believe it was true. I woke up in the morning of April 13,
when my alarm started ringing as loud as a firetruck siren,
with a sick feeling in my gut. I convinced my mom that I had
a stomach ache, so bad that I couldn’t go to school. The real
truth was that I just wanted to spend one last day with the love
of my life, because after today I would never see him again.
Before my mom was at the car, I hopped out of my bed and
hugged my dog, Mojo, who just sat there listless. After that I
said, “I’m gonna miss you, boy.” Tear by tear, I was trying to
think of how I was going to live without him. For the rest of
the day, I just sat there hugging and cuddling with him.
Finally, when my mom came home I started bawling my
eyes out. My dog, Mojo, had spinal degeneration and cancer,
so we had to carry him to the car. For his last meal, we took
him to Baskin & Robbins. All of us got the flavor Icing On
The Cake—the ice cream he stole out of my hand when I was
three. Next came the worst part of all—giving him back to God.
When we got to the vet, Dr. Eddy Jordan, whose hair was
very big and poofy, said, “Mojo should’ve been put down two
months ago.” When doctor Jordan put him on a high, beige table, he got his syringe out and injected Mojo with lethal drugs.
At first, his breath was at a normal pace, but it got slower and
slower until the loud heavy breathing sound disappeared. All
that was left was his lifeless body laying there on the plain
beige table.
When we left I started crying as loud as nails on a chalkboard. The only thought that came across my mind was who
he was gone forever. To me he wasn’t just a dog, he was my
brother. The lesson I learned from this experience was that
we need to treat every day as our last and treat everyone with
love, because we never know what can happen.
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The Cloud
of Jealousy
Natasha Motamed

The game room door creaked open and the aroma of crispy
grilled cheese sandwiches tiptoed into my senses. Chaya, my
head counselor, strolled in wearing her black glasses, mocha
brown skirt, and Converse. I always admired Chaya. She
was my role model from day one. Chaya would always put a
smile on my face with her charismatic words of affection and
motivation. Standing next to Chaya was a girl that I did not
recognize. I felt surprised when I saw the unfamiliar face in
the sea of faces I already knew. The girl’s flowery dress and
neon yellow shoes were so bright that they flashed me back
to reality. I was in the middle of an air hockey game when the
music was slowly lowered.
“Everyone please stop what you are doing and gather in a
circle around me,” Chaya’s voice echoed from the pool table.
I made my way there across the red rugged carpet. Not paying
attention to what was in front of me, I stepped on a bag of
M&Ms and heard the little cracks in every single one of them.
“This is Sarah,” Chaya introduced the perky girl to us. “I
know all of you will like her because she is the nicest person
you will ever meet.” As Chaya left, she pulled Sarah to the
side and said, “Just remember, you are my favorite camper and
you are like a little sister to me.”
“You’re the best,” Sarah replied back. After I heard this I
felt my face burning up and my hands clenched into fists, becoming balls of fire. I thought I was Chaya’s favorite camper
and that I was like a sister to her. I felt like there were knives
being jabbed into my back and a part of me was being stolen
and that part of me was Chaya. My head was spinning and
my ears filled with the basketball’s ringing buzzer. I felt a ball
of anger, jealousy, and betrayal growing inside of me and my
heart felt like it was cracking like the M&Ms I had stepped on.
I trudged to the corner of the room and stood there motionless, trying to comprehend what had happened. Thoughts were
running through my head as I tried to reassure myself that
Chaya was just being nice and didn’t mean what she said. I
finally cooled down when Chaya came over to me. “Natasha,
is everything okay?” she asked.
My mouth zipped tight as my voice shriveled up and
disappeared. I shrugged and turned away from Chaya because
nothing she could say could make me feel better. Tears formed
in my murky eyes and my face scrunched into a squeezed
sponge letting go of its collected water. Chaya repeatedly insisted on me telling her what had happened and, falling victim
to her brown, piercing eyes, I finally answered. She looked at
me and said, “Natasha, you know that you are like a sister to
me and nothing can change that. Even though I am close with
Sarah, it doesn’t change our friendship or take away from our
bond.”
A wave of relief overtook me. As I looked outside at the
clouds reigning over the sky, I saw how the sun was still there
and the clouds did not stop the rays of sunlight from shining
through.
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Finding
My Sport
Lexi Much

July 23, 2012 was a hot and dry day that smelled like stale
dust. I arrived at the soccer field at John Adams Middle School
in Santa Monica at precisely 5:00 p.m. While I was waiting
to check in for practice, I noticed other girls who had big fat
cheer bows on top of their pony tails. I was not wearing any
bow at all. All of the sudden I was feeling out of place and
wondering if this was the sport for me.
Finally, we got to go onto the field and we walked over to
an area that was “just for cheerleaders.” The field was separated between “football players” and “cheerleaders” to ensure
the safety of each sport. We were introduced to the high school
trainers who would be teaching us the cheers and stunts. The
trainers started having us stretch and get to know each other.
All of the girls seemed nice enough and then trainers started
having us show them what we could do with cheerleading.
The girls with the bows in their hair started chanting cheers
and doing moves that I could only imagine learning.
The trainers started evaluating each of the girl’s core
strength, flexibility and size. All of a sudden, Ella, the blonde
trainer in charge, said to me, “Lexi, you seem like you should
be a flyer. We want to see if you are stable in the air.” I felt
very nervous because everyone was watching me hoping
that I would fail in the flyer position. The flyer position is the
cheerleader that gets thrown up into the air. There were three
other trainers: Leilani was tall and Asian from Hawaii, Sophie
had the longest, prettiest ponytail I had ever seen, and Bianca
was stern-faced and just making me very scared. They told
me to get into the “load position” to try the stunt. The “load
position” is a staging area before the other cheerleaders put the
flyer into flight.
I jumped into their hands like a frog hopping into the
water. Once I was in the air I felt like a bird and I could see the
tops of the school buildings. Then as I was in the air I knew I
was doing a great job and I wasn’t nervous. Then Bianca said,
“Do a bump down.” I thought, WHAT?! Is she crazy? What
is a “bump down” and how do I get down from here? Bianca
really rubbed me the wrong way.
The other trainers explained that a “bump down” is where
the flyer’s feet are pressed together and she is brought down
slowly from the stunt. Once they explained what I needed
to do I wanted to impress them so I nonchalantly executed
a proper “bump down.” Ella yelled “PERFECT!” and I was
deemed one of the flyers of my squad.
It was 7:00 p.m. and practice was called to an end. I could
not wait for the next day to arrive. I really liked my team and
my trainers and I couldn’t wait for the football games to begin.
I may have been apprehensive about cheer practice when it
began, but I realized that even though I didn’t have a big cheer
bow in my hair, I would ultimately be judged on my skills and
not my attire.
Cheerleading is my sport.

Who, Me?
A Bully?
Elizabeth Scott

“I’m sorry, Lizzy, but I don’t know if I can be friends with
you. You find fun in drama and revenge,” my best friend Amber told me at recess.
Salty tears stung my eyes, threatening to spill over. I
kicked at the blacktop that covered my small elementary
school’s run down playground and dug my fingernails into my
palms, hoping the physical pain would force back the emotional tears. The thought that she didn’t like me sent me frantically
grasping for an escape because in the back of my mind I knew
she was right. All I could think of was how all my friends
might abandon me. I was so mad I wanted to strangle Amber, with her immaculate long blonde hair. Until her perfect
blue eyes bulged. I took a long deep breath until my head felt
light and my lungs full. My lips pressed together, my cheeks
twitched and my eyes narrowed.
“Okay,” I said. My mind was racing with ways to get
revenge, instead of learning from the mistake that had already
cost me one friend. I knew what to do. If she didn’t want
be my friend, then she couldn’t hang out with my friends.
I dashed off to my friends, sitting in an area shaded by oak
trees, behind the chain link backstop where a few boys were
playing kickball. I anticipated how they would react to the
new rumor I would tell them.
“You won’t believe what Amber just told me!” I dramatically cried. “She told me that she hates all of us. She never
wants to talk to any of us again!” I looked around and watched
as their mouths hung open and their eyes widened like
Munch’s “Scream”.
Later that day at lunch, when my friends and I sat at a tan
gum speckled table, Amber came over and placed her lunch
tray across from mine. An awkward silence fell upon the
group.
“Hey, guys,” she said as she swung both legs over the
rickety bench. She looked around oblivious to why everyone
was glaring at her. “Lizzy, can we talk?” She pulled me inside
the turquoise bathrooms. “What did you tell them?” Her words
bounced off the tiled walls.
A sly smile slid across my face. “The truth. I told them that
you secretly hate all of them.”
“How could you?” she yelled. Her already booming voice
was enlarged by the bathroom’s echo. Storm clouds rolled into
her eyes and she pushed me against the hard, cold wall.
“How could I? How could you? I’ve been nothing but nice
to you!” Soon our shouts overlapped so you could hardly differentiate them and were so loud they attracted the principal,
Ms. Tanner.
“Girls, in my office!”
The birds that sat in the pine trees lining the path to the
principal’s office sang cheery tunes that mocked my inner
animosity.
I sat down in the plush office chairs across from Ms. Tanner’s desk and nervously tapped my fingers atop its smooth
oak surface. Amber’s eyes darted around the room, avoiding
eye contact. Neither of us had ever been to the principal.
“What’s the problem here, girls?” Ms. Tanner peered at us
over her square glasses, pushing her brown bangs away from
her eyes.
Amber and I sunk into our seats changing from the fierce
roaring lions that we were in the bathroom to the Cowardly

Lion from The Wizard of Oz.
“If you won’t say anything, then I think you ladies should
leave.”
As we exited the principal’s office, I apologized to Amber.
“I’m really sorry for being so mean. You’re right; sometimes I
do get wrapped up in drama, even if it hurts people. Can we be
friends again?”
“Of course.” She smiled back at me.
Although I was overjoyed we were friends again, I still felt
the weight of guilt in the pit of my stomach from spreading rumors. I realized that I had damaged a valuable friendship that
would be difficult to repair but apologizing was the first step in
the right direction.

The Return of
the Meatball
Jeremy Nelson

It was a sunny afternoon in late fall at the Bad News Bears
baseball field. The baseball season was coming to an end and I
was pitching for my Cheviot Hills team. It was the last inning
and I had two strikes on the batter, who was one of the best
batters on their team. The ball in my hand was a silver bullet
that I could use to strike him out.
I threw the pitch, a perfect meatball up the middle—a big
mistake! The batter took a great swing, which caused a loud
“THWACK” to echo through the stadium. He hit the ball
1,000 m.p.h. The beastly ball leaped off his bat and ripped
through the air like a demon heading straight at me! I could
hear the opposing team’s fans cheering as the line drive approached. In an attempt to dodge and take cover, I turned my
head. I had a feeling the ball would hit me.
I had one last glimpse of the scene before the angry
baseball tackled my temple. I could taste the infield dirt grit
against my teeth as soon as I hit the mound. The crowd gasped
and wondered if I would be okay. I blacked out soon after I hit
the infield dirt. I could smell the scent of fresh grass lingering in the air as the umpire, my mom, and my dad, who was
the coach, sprinted to the pitcher’s mound. When I regained
consciousness, there were many people standing around me.
Fortunately, one of the fans was a doctor and she inspected my
head. The ball had made impact on my sports goggles, saving
me from a concussion. The doctor asked sweetly, “Can you
say your name?” She also made me track her finger with my
eyes. I passed the examination, and she said, “You sure are
lucky that you wear goggles.” She peeled off my goggles to
reveal the imprint on my head.
The umpire issued a stern declaration that the game was over,
thereby ending the season. After the game, the opposing batter
apologized and his mom gave me cupcakes. In the years that
followed, I returned to the mound as pitcher. I learned through
this experience the lesson that I can persevere through almost
anything to do what I love.
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A Long Road
Ahead
Colton Peffer

I really just wanted to take a nap. William, Quinten, and
I strolled up the steps to my white front door with its silver
handle. I grabbed hold of the cold silver that added to the
already dark and gloomy day. We escaped from the weather
outside, into the refugee camp that was the warm bliss of my
house. Yet it would do nothing to melt away the mountain of
homework that I had to do, along with the project that Quinten
and William came to work on.
I showed them around my traditionally styled house. The
white walls, the white couch, and the black granite counter
tops. The only color was from the pieces of art scattered
around our living room and the windows that reminded us of
the depressing weather outside. The instant we all sat down
around my round dining room table, we began to work on the
project. After a very long and difficult two hours, we were
finished. I was very proud of the work, but whenever I closed
my eyes I should see my planner, listing all the homework
that was yet to be done. All the assignments came back into
my mind like the floodgates had just been opened, and rushed
through every though, refusing to be ignored.
Knowing that I would need to be alone for my homework,
I looked into Quinten’s hazel eyes and William’s greenish-blue
eyes and said in the most polite voice I could muster, “I’m
really going to need you guys to leave, I have a lot of homework. I’m really sorry.”
Quinten, who lived close by, said very lightheartedly,
“That’s cool, I can just run home.” William however, was
another story. His face was stone cold, as unreadable as a book
written by a two year old. I couldn’t really blame him, because
I was being a jerk forcing him to leave. Luckily, he decided to
go to Quinten’s house and they left.
When they were gone, I did the most foolish thing you
could do when you have a lot of homework. I sat on the couch
and did nothing for thirty minutes, thinking about how much
the next few hours were going to suck. As I thought more and
more about everything, I got so stressed I almost broke down
in tears. Everything inside me wanted to explode. I wanted
to cry, scream, and throw-up. My mind knew that I needed to
start the homework, but my body simply refused. If it were not
for my mom coming through the door at that moment, who
knows how long I would have sat there in my self-induced
coma, contemplating my life.
“How did the project go?” Do you have much more homework?” she asked in her motherly tone that was loving, but
also had a slightly condescending undertone.
I released a long sigh and said, “You have no idea.”
Mom flicked her blue eyes o the dog that was running
around in our backyard and replied, “Would you mind taking
Cali out front real quick? I bet she has to go to the bathroom.”
I obliged, got up, and went to take Cali for a pee outside
in the cold weather. The last light from the sun was shining
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down, a final goodbye from the sun, that would rise again
tomorrow. The whole world seemed to freeze in a moment of
beauty—the blades of grass that were already covered in dew,
the palm trees swaying in the wind, and the lone bird singing
its song across the street. Even the cold—earlier in the day I
had resented it, but I now found beauty in that, too. This scene
calmed my racing mind and made me focus on the long road
ahead. I knew that the homework would not finish itself and
that I could finish it if I really wanted to. So, when I came
back inside, I did what I should have done from the start. I sat
down and didn’t move until every single thing in the planner
had been completed. When I finally finished, I took the nap
that I had been waiting all day for.

The First
Time I Flew
Charlotte Osterman

The seasons had yet to make up their mind whether it
was still spring or if we had finally made it to summer. In
the late afternoon, grey clouds were scattered over the barn
and it seemed that the sky was feeling dreary. Horses would
occasionally stick their heads out of their stalls, attempting
to socialize and then quietly duck back into their stalls when
they realized nobody wanted to play. Harvey, a big sweet bay,
was slowly stretching his legs as we trotted around the ring.
Parallel to us and on her horse Billy was my friend Ashley,
who was a year older than me and a very good rider. He was
a younger horse, with a lot of energy, but still well behaved.
Jumps were cluttered through the ring and it seemed their
heights were a little higher than I had ever jumped before.
Diane, our instructor, yelled, “Transition up.” We switched to
the canter cruising around the ring like a well-oiled machine.
We slowed to a walk and proceeded to our cold water.
The icy coldness numbed my tongue as it swished around
my mouth. Our break ended and Ashley started by jumping over a small jump. I followed behind and pretty soon we
had a rhythm going. Every couple of turns, the jump was
raised three inches. Harvey and I soared over every jump.
Diane would add in comments here and there. “Heels Down!”
“Lengthen your stride.” After a couple of water breaks we had
finally reached three feet. Feeling nervous butterflies squirm in
my stomach, I watched as Ashley went first. I gave Harvey a
reassuring pat and we cantered up to it, my hands touching the
fine, silky strands of his mane. Time seemed to go in slow motion. I got into jumping position and we promptly soared over
it. It was my first time flying. It was like a baby bird spreading
its wings and flying for the first time. Again and again we flew,
nothing holding us back. I was imperturbable; I was having
the time of my life.
Eventually the lesson ended. As Harvey and I walked
back to the barn, my hands clutching the braided leather reins,
Harvey and I both knew we had accomplished something great
that day. With enough determination we could surpass our
limits. After all, we had flown.

Running
Towards
The Problem
Joseph Pollack

I could never think of an idea without moving. Some
people walk away from their problems, but I march right to the
solution. At least I normally do. This time I shuffled slowly,
with my arms hung limply by my sides, beside a grey-blue
colored wall, and eventually made my way downstairs. I was
still void of ideas.
I sank into the tan, embroidered armchair in the living room. It was a large, open room, with eggshell walls, a
wooden floor, and no doors. An L-shaped green couch faced a
TV and two armchairs. “What should I do?” I asked my dad.
Sitting on the carpet, he turned from the TV and towards me
with a furrowed brow above confused emerald green eyes.
He had a long, dark face and unkempt black hair above broad
shoulders, which donned a white towel.
I groaned. Why can’t people know what I’m talking about
without context? “I need to write another personal narrative.
About a time I ‘stood out from the crowd by staying true to
myself,’” I clarified, quoting the assignment.
This wasn’t the first time I had asked Dad for help with a
story. It’s not like I’m supposed to remember what happens in
my life.
The chair was refusing to offer guidance, so I walked
across the dull, bumpy, grey carpet and fell into the couch.
Maybe the motion will shake something from my brain, I
convinced myself.
“Why can’t you just make something up?” my dad inquired.
I pressed the palms of my hands into my eyes and drove
the sound of the television from my ears. In the kaleidoscope
of my mind, I seriously considered this idea. All major memories that might lurk in the corners of my brain seemed to evade
recollection like a hummingbird evades a cat. My thoughts
mirrored the sky outside: a thick curtain of clouds I couldn’t
see through. I knew a moon had to shine behind them, but I
could only see a glimmer of its radiance taunting me.
All of a sudden I existed again on Earth and was unconsciously shambling back across the carpet, back to the armchair. The minute energy of this powered my thoughts. No! I
yelled in my head, I can’t give up. Something will come to m“Oh, I think I’ve got an idea!” my dad’s voice tore through
my thoughts like they were paper. “What about the time
people said you had to sit in the back of the bus, but you didn’t
listen and instead sat up front with the white people? Oh wait,
no. That was Rosa Parks.” He said it in a serious manner that
somehow made it seem worse.
I should never have expected actual help, I chastised myself. I exhaled heavily to calm down and overcome the urge to
scream at him.
Back in motion, generating each notion. Back to the couch.
Back in my head, drowning out my dad’s wisecracks. Well,
why can’t I lie? It’s not like anyone would know.
The chair again. But I would know... And, anyway, I don’t
have any good ideas. I groan.
The couch, the chair, the couch, the chair. It was all a blur.
Couch, chair, couch, chair, couch, chair, couch, ch—
“What about this, right now?” My dad drew my attention
from the mass hysteria in my head.

“Huh?”
“Well, you stayed true to yourself by not just choosing the
easiest path, right?” he explained.
“Finally,” I sighed in relief. I ran up the first few stairs but
stopped halfway up and looked over the banister, towards my
dad.
“Thanks.” Then I climbed the last steps and got to work.

Canoeing at
Emerald Bay
Chase Plager

It was a brisk, imperturbable midsummer morning at Emerald Bay. The water was as smooth as glass and the silence
was deafening. All that you could hear were people fishing and
birds a half a mile away at Indian Rock, which is where I had
to canoe to. Mr. Sheppard, the merit badge instructor, wasn’t
there, so I played a game of chess, which I won. Then I went
back to the waterfront, and Mr. Sheppard was there.
We brought out the canoe put the life jackets in it. I
grabbed my wet, wooden paddle. I was nervous after failing
on my first try to get into the canoe because of a strong current, but Mr. Sheppard reassured me that I could do it. Still,
some diffidence ran through my body because people said it
was really hard. I believed I could do it, but it wouldn’t be fun.
At last, I got into the canoe and Mr. Sheppard pushed me
off. Canoeing only on my right side I canoed, Draw J, Draw J,
Draw J, over and over again. Mr. Sheppard paddle boarded up
to me and soon we were out of the harbor.
Then, I realized how easy it became doing the Draw J
stroke. I didn’t even have to think about it, so I focused on the
nature and horizon. There were Garibaldi and other types of
fish swimming around me. The ocean mist was all around me.
The ocean breeze was blowing gently in our faces. The horizon was mainly cloudy but in the distance the sun was rising.
It was orange with golden streaks.
Finally, we reached Indian Rock. We saw Emerald Bay
behind us. The cabins were as small as pinheads. In front
of us was Indian Rock, with birds chirping to the tune of the
ocean’s music. I talked quietly to Mr. Sheppard, who was
kneeling on a paddleboard beside me. “Wow, this is amazing!”
I said.
“Yeah it’s surreal,” Mr. Sheppard replied. It looked like
about a million birds on Indian Rock, which is big, but not
gigantic. I asked, “Is that lightning on the horizon?”
Just then, a lifeguard on a speedboat came up to us
and said, “You are outside the bay boundaries. Please head
back because there is lightning on the horizon, unless you are
a canoeing merit badge instructor.”
“I am,” Mr. Sheppard responded. Then they argued some
for a while.
A thousand years later, after they stopped talking, I
canoed the rest of the way back with Mr. Sheppard. I got out
of the canoe, and we carried it back to the rack. I finished up
my bookwork, and I completed the canoeing merit badge.
I walked back to the campsite with not only a sense of
pride, but also a sense of growth. Not only did I learn to not
take for granted other people’s opinions about something you
haven’t done. I also gained a newfound love for canoeing.
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The Place
I Call Home
Peter Shaburov

“Aufwachen!” I heard my mother shout from downstairs.
Half asleep I dragged myself out of bed, only to feel the cold
on my skin. Colder than it had been all year! Icicles at least
thirty centimeters long hung down my window—something
that I had never seen before. Past the icicles, I saw soft powder
fluttering from the sky and a white blanket covering everything I could lay my eyes on. I looked at the street down below
and saw that there were no tire marks in the snow.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the plum tree outside
our house. Its spreading branches were covered in snow
so neatly and carefully stacked up I was surprised that the
branches could hold that much weight. I noticed three birds—
sparrows lined up in a row on one of the branches, all of them
shoulder to shoulder. The sparrows were gray brown and
looked like tiny, muddy cotton balls. Their eyes were closed
but would fly open every time the tree shook. Each stood still
with one of its legs sunk into its feathers, switching from right
to left occasionally. Looking at the second sparrow, the one
that pressed in between the others, I thought, “What a lucky
bird—the smartest of all.”
“Come! Breakfast is ready!” my mother called.
I turned around from the white world and the sparrows,
back to my room. “Wow! No wonder there are no tire marks,”
I thought after looking at the clock. It read 4:37. I took a long
look around. It was a small and crowded room, making it seem
cozy and at home. My bed took up a quarter of my room at
the very back. The window was also at the back wall, a little
bit higher than my bed. The first thing I always greeted in the
morning was the world outside.
Suddenly, I remembered: it was “the day.” I felt almost
nauseous in my stomach the moment I realized that it was my
last day here. Sadly and slowly, I put on my clothes that I had
picked out the day before. Ever so slowly I walked down the
stairs, in small gingerly steps, taking in and remembering the
memories I had made there.
At breakfast, my mother had that strict face that parents
have when they are stressed, with her soft brown eyes darting
from the clock to the phone and to the stove in what seemed
like an infinite loop.
“How are you?” she asked me.
To avoid a conversation I replied with a simple “fine.”
I looked up from my plate and saw the white world again and
stared for a long time at the snow falling down from the sky.
So relaxing and happy—nothing like the sorrow of dark rain.
In only a moment I was done with my breakfast. I hustled
downstairs through a long and somewhat narrow staircase.
Pictures of my ancestors hung on the walls. Once down the
stairs I saw the family’s luggage. Eight big bags filled with
clothes, commodities, and things we would be needing when
we left. It reminded me of my trip to Russia the previous summer. At least I would be going there again sometime. I hoped.
My brother was sitting on a bench looking distant and lost.
“You ready for the trip?” I asked him.
“About so,” he muttered.
I decided to leave him to his thoughts and walked to the
front door. The door had a dark red layer of paint on it. It had
windows that you couldn’t see through and a dark, almost
rusted door handle. I opened the door to the white world outside. The freezing cold immediately gave me goosebumps and
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I shut the door quickly. Going back to the corner where my
brother was sitting, I grabbed my thick black coat, put it on,
and walked out to the white again. I stood still outside knowing that this might be the last time in years I’d be seeing this
unforgettable beauty.
“Close the door! You’re letting the cold in!” I heard my
brother growl.
“We won’t be in this house for much longer,” I growled back.
“Just close the damn thing,” he snapped.
Avoiding an argument, I closed the door. I had the entire
street to myself. The wind howled loudly and I could barely
see the house behind me. Nevertheless, I bent down and
touched the snow with my bare hand. At first it was nice holding the white powder in my hands. Seconds later, my hand
became wet from the snow and only then did it burn. Not caring, I let my thoughts wander.
“California,” I thought. The place that I would soon call
home. It gave me a burst of excitement. I had heard of the
term “the land of opportunity” and was anxious to see what
that meant. That burst was soon ended by the thought of leaving the place I call home.
I looked up the hill and something caught my attention.
In the distance, I saw two bright dots coming toward me.
Through the snow I could see them getting bigger and bigger,
only revealing more light. The wind blowing snow into my
face made it even harder to see. Suddenly, the light hit me in
my face, blinding me. The rest was a blur.
I ran back to the house and called out, “Taxi is here!”
In what seemed like a matter of seconds, we were riding to
the airport. As we embarked through the white world with my
hometown falling farther away from me, I wanted to cry, but
something inside of me dammed the tears from spilling over.
The excitement of a new world drowned my sorrows for the
place I called home. The purr of the engine and the soft shaking of the car lulled me slowly to sleep.
I was on my way.

Proud
Emma Spence

It seemed to be perfection, sitting in front of the huge,
sparkling Mecca that was my Christmas tree, admiring the
beautiful gifts wrapped precisely, with shiny multicolored
paper and the carefully tied bows patiently sitting on top of the
presents. Outside, the ground was covered with a fresh layer of
crystal white Colorado snow, ready to be molded into a snowman. I could smell the famous Christmas morning breakfast
being made in the kitchen, and the sound of my grandpa singing along to “Jingle Bell Rock” while shoveling snow told me
it was my favorite day of the year.
The doorbell rang and my heart beat faster as I heard my
family greet each other with “Merry Christmas!” All of my
cousins and I ran into the living room where the Christmas
tree resided. Once everyone got settled, we proceeded to
savagely rip open all gifts with our names on them, only to
find that I got a couple of dolls that I declared too juvenile to
belong to a nine year old, and some headbands that felt they
would squeeze my brains out. I turned around and my big
brother, Orson, had gotten all the goodies he had wished for:
remote controlled helicopter, Amazon gift cards, and a bunch
of cash.
A flurry of anger built up inside my chest. He’s older, I
thought. A little voice in my head yelled, but I was a perfect
angel this year! I deserve good Christmas gifts. They all like

Orson better. I told myself to calm down. The rage sunk down
to my stomach, a ticking time bomb of frustration, ready to
explode.
My grandpa announced, “Time for breakfast!” I ran out to
the kitchen to see all of my cousins, aunts and uncles crowding
around a circle “oohing” and “ahhing” like they were watching a lion doing tricks. What’s going on? I looked over my
cousin’s shoulders and saw my big brother, his big brown eyes
gleaming while holding up his fall report card.
“All A’s!” said my brother. An eruption of “Wow!” and
“Great job, Orson!” burst from my family.
I remembered back to when I showed my family my report
card. All I got was “Nice work, Em!” from my grandma as
she munched on her cereal. I could feel the enmity rising to
my chest. Calm down. I told myself. Middle school is harder.
They’re proud of all his good work in his first semester of
his first year. But still. I did well too. Where’s my praise? My
blood pumped through my veins and I felt my face get hot
enough to melt the snow outside. A lump started to form in my
throat. I glared at Orson through tears while he was helping
my uncle with his jacket.
A little voice in my head made the tears fade away. He
works so hard. And he helps other people while working so
hard. I watched Orson help my grandma take something out
of the oven. He’s always so kind and polite to others. And he
doesn’t get upset over the little things. My family was proud.
I want to make them proud. I felt my anger fade away as I
watched my brother get plates from the cabinet. I ran over and
announced, “Let me help!”

Among
the Pages
Daniel Ravicz

The summer sun shone through the windows into the living room at its great angle, illuminating the lined white cover
of the book. It lay open, pages down, on its spine, and to my
eyes cast an almost hesitant aura on its surroundings. Though
I was certain that the strange symbols would elude me, I
stumbled in my toddler walk over to the table on which it was
placed, sitting down on the floor next to where it was sleeping
like a great beast. My parents’ murmur of conversation slowed
to a halt as I began to pick it up, and I found myself flipping it
over on to the table with a loud thump.
As the pages fluttered about I was struck by a vivid sensation of colorful light at the introduction of the images on the
paper. Beautiful pictures of clay birds and flowers snaked in
and out of my narrow cone of perception, but as my eyes grew
adjusted, the worming symbols appeared out from the background. These alien creatures bound to paper appeared to me
as hundreds of little black knots wriggling their way tighter,
mocking my inability to understand. My father nodded to me,
inviting me to read, but it only made me more nervous as his
stern form loomed over me. I stayed silent, but glanced over
at the pictures once more. I noticed the connection in the little
black symbols, and almost without knowing it, began to read
them aloud.
Their ink collapsed into a definite form as I went, the few
remaining blurry and obscure accepted as need for progress,
and the story unfolded. My chest was filled with a unexpected
joy as I realized these menacing characters could convey such
wonderful meaning. I then understood that beauty in the world
is not always visible from first observations. Sometimes, the
beauty lies in the details.

I Open My
Arms to Shayla
Siddhartha Shendrikar

It was a late winter night in 2015 and my eyes refused to
close. Against my mother’s standing instructions, I sneaked
into our guest bedroom, because it has the most comfortable
bed in our home—soft and welcoming. I looked out the window and saw the moon. It was like a spotlight in the sky and
filled my room with white light.
Suddenly, I heard my mom speaking an unfamiliar language,
talking about contractions, and my dad’s heavy footsteps in
the hallway as he approached my room. My dad said sternly,
“Grandpa is going to stay with you. Shayla is coming today.”
I could not believe it. The day was finally here, and I was
covered with anticipation. Would she look like me? Would
my mom be healthy? Would I have to compete for my parents’
affection? My heart pounded quickly like the dribbling of a
basketball.
I managed to fall sleep but only a few hours later, I was
awakened to hear my grandpa’s excitement. It was about 6:00
am, and my grandpa yelled, “Boys, wake up!” I darted upward
and knew immediately that my baby sister was born. As I ran
downstairs I could smell the sweet aroma of masala chai. I
clutched the phone and called my dad. He showed me images
of the newborn baby and my heart melted like butter on toast.
She was beautiful and sleeping imperturbably after an early
morning struggle to enter the world. She was built like me,
long and skinny, and had rich black hair that blanketed her
head and matched her eyes.
I wanted to meet her desperately. After I spoke with my
dad, I turned to my grandpa and asked with excitement, “Can
you take me to the hospital?”
He said, “Of course! Let’s go now.” I ran upstairs and put
on any clothes I could find. Nothing matched, but that did not
matter, because I was in a rush, and she would not care. We
sprinted to the car and drove. The hospital was nearby, but it
felt like an eternity to get there, because my grandpa drove
his car like a snail moving across a football field. He gently
tapped the accelerator, drove less than the speed limit, and
stopped when he saw yellow signals.
We finally arrived at the hospital and I sprinted from the
car. Inside the hospital, it was like a maze. In my mind, I
wondered, “Will I ever get to see her?” We went from floor
to floor, one hallway to another, used different elevators, and
finally, I saw her room. I peeked inside and saw a glow. It was
my sister! I rushed in and pleaded with my parents, “Can I
hold her?”
I cradled her in my arms. I looked at her tiny toes and
fragile fingers, and a paternal feeling grew in me. This must be
how my dad feels about me. I knew that Shayla was going to
look up to me, and I was going to help staunchly care for her
and guide her through life.
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On the Move
Olivia Sandorf

The rumbling engine of the car shut off, and my mom’s
keys clanked against each other as she yanked them out of the
ignition. I was snapped out of my daze of depressing thoughts
that were filtering through my mind rapidly. I stepped from
the car, and sauntered towards my house; well, my soon-to-beformer house.
“Ready to head inside?” my mom asked, looking at me
with her bright green, brown-speckled eyes.
“Yeah, I guess,” I solemnly replied. “Can I have the keys?”
Mom nodded her head, handing the keys over to me. I
grabbed them, pushed them into the keyhole, and opened the
door, only to be welcomed with the emptiness of my oncefilled home.
My eyebrows furrowed and I frowned. I strolled through
the strange house, picturing where each piece of furniture used
to be, and where each picture hung on the wall. I pictured
where each memory took place. I strolled over to my bathroom with its bizarre yellow and black tiles which reminded
me of a bee- the bathroom that I didn’t truly like when I
moved to this house, but grew to love. I slid open the glass
door that led to the backyard and was hit with a face full of
blistering heat, like the anger inside me.
Outside, I felt the plastic, green turf underneath my feet. I
peered over at the backyard, with the heart-shaped pool and
the palm trees growing from the island in the middle of the
water. I walked to the island, being careful not to fall in the
pool water, and looked out at everything I was leaving behind.
When I looked up, a bird chirped in the palm trees above, as if
it was telling me, “See ya, Olivia!”
I looked to the right and saw the plant my mom had for
fifteen years that was as tall as the palm trees in front of methe plant that she was leaving behind, just like the friends and
family that I was leaving behind. I thought of the memories
that occurred in this house, like when I threw a tennis ball
across the whole length of the backyard, or when I finally
got my cartwheel after three years of cheerleading. The other
memories of when my dad and I would have races in the pool,
or when I did dances out in the backyard.
I bid goodbye to the backyard, and continued my way back
inside to where my room was. The room where my dad and I
changed the layout of my furniture numerous times, and each
time I would argue how I liked it how it was and didn’t want
to change it, but grew to love the new arrangement with time.
The room where I came home exhausted after cheer, choir, or
dance team practice. The room where my height was clearly
displayed on the side of the door. The room that had housed
my thoughts, drawings, and inspiration for almost a year. The
room that I once didn’t like, but now loved.
“We have to get on the road to not hit that much traffic,”
my mom told me, “Are you almost ready?”
“Just give me a minute, Mom!” I hollered back, and once
again looked at my deserted room.
I made sure that nothing was left behind, and looked at the
now-barren room. I concluded my reminiscing, and let a small
smile tug on my lips. I said goodbye to the room and walked out.
“Mom, ready to go?” I asked.
“Yep, Liv, let’s go,” my mom’s soft voice replied.
Mom walked out before me, and while I closed the front
door, I stopped and stared out at my home, and was crushed
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under a ton of bricks when I realized it would be my last time
here. I smiled brightly after thinking of all my positive times
here, and closed the door, letting my memories come with me
for the journey ahead.
I probably won’t like my new home right away, but I’ll
grow to love it, just like I grew to love this home, I thought to
myself, as I looked back and saw my home and hometown of
eleven years slowly grow smaller and smaller until I couldn’t
see it anymore. I turned around and smiled to myself. “I’ll
grow used to it. I’ll always remember my friends and memories here, but adding new ones is never bad,” I mumbled to
myself, “I’ll make new friends and memories to accompany
my old ones. It might not be so bad after all, just some time
getting used to.” I settled into my seat, and let thoughts of my
new life in Los Angeles occupy my brain for the travel ahead.

Math Misery
Nicole Shin

I was not someone who cried. Ever since I was ten years
old, I had a mindset that if I cried or showed any emotion of
someone getting to me, it would be a sign of weakness. I had
built up a wall of strength and confidence that would never be
destroyed. Until eighth grade. During eighth grade my wall
was destroyed.
I was sitting in my geometry class. I could feel the warmth
of the sun beaming through the glass in the window. I could
smell the iconic scent of pencil and eraser shavings. Fun fact:
I did not particularly love math. I had always had a little bit of
difficulty taking tests because I would become a ball of stress
just thinking about them. I was about to get my test back and I
was actually feeling pretty confident because I had studied for
two hours!
Our teacher was passing back the tests, his face stern but
gentle at the same time. Every time he strolled past me I felt
my heart skip a beat, just wondering what I would get on my
test. Finally, my teacher slid the stapled pieces of light yellow
paper onto my desk, facedown, tints of green marker peeking
through to indicate my his corrections. I flipped my test over,
and to my dismay a perfectly written D appeared in front of
me. I watched my dreams of bringing my grade from a low B
to a higher B evaporate like a drop of water in a one thousand
degree oven.
“What did you get?” I whispered to my friend Kelly.
“An A!” she replied, her tan face and brown hair bouncing
as her chocolate brown eyes filled with joy.
I put a grin on my face and nodded my head, commending
her on a good job, but deep down I was hoping that she got the
same grade as I did so I wouldn’t feel as crummy. I knew I had
gotten the second lowest grade in the class because my teacher
would write down everyone’s grades on the projector. When a
classmate asked me what I got, I would ignore them, but kept a
satisfied face, so everyone would think I had gotten a good grade.
At home, I immediately approached my mom. Her short
brown hair framed her face and her blue eyes reminded me
of the ocean of sadness I was feeling. I ran into her arms and
dumped out all my frustration and sadness from the day, in a
waterfall of tears. My voice gave way from all the crying, and
that was when I realized my wall was gone.
I slowly slid out of my mother’s arms like a baby bird
leaving a nest, and dragged myself over to my room. There I
cried until the sun went down, encasing me in darkness. Even
though there was no light, I knew that eventually the sun
would rise again.

Playing
Through
the Problem
Sophia Wlodek

I looked around the conservatory where I took my cello
lessons. There was an L-shaped front desk in front of me in
the waiting room where I was sitting. I heard Rob stomping
down the worn, wooden steps, and then he called me to come
up to his room.
I treaded up the stairs, hearing the clomping of my shoes
against the wood, using it as a metronome to the new song I
had learned the past week, going over it in my head. I opened
the door and stepped in and I could see a single chair in the
middle of the small room accompanied by a black, metal
music stand. To the left there was a desk with a few scattered
papers making it look like a gust of wind passed by them and a
computer. I set up my cello, went through the normal routine:
tuning, scales then going over the song from the previous
lesson as he watched me with his bright green eyes, listening.
This time was different—Rob wasn’t listening or even watching. He looked disappointed, shrugging instead of giving any
responses and looking down.
His voice boomed, “How much did you practice last
week?” I didn’t want to tell him the truth it’s just that I had so
much homework I had to swim everyday, practice piano and
violin, and go to art lessons.
“Forty minutes for four days,” I replied, as I stared down
at my cello’s face, picturing its amber eyes looking back up at
me with the same disappointment as Rob.
“Sophia, you know that swimming won’t get you any
where those friends you have, they will leave you. When I was
in high school I was on a basketball team and after graduation
I never saw them again, unlike my orchestra friends. That’s
why you should focus on cello, and only cello. This can get
you into college, not swim and you are wasting your time
playing piano and violin.”
He broke me. He crushed all of my hopes and relationships
with my friends. He planted doubt like little rosebuds in my
head about how all of my friends that I met at swim, piano,
violin and art classes were shallow and how I should only play
the cello because that’s the only thing I’m good at.
“But I like playing the piano and violin and going to swim
practice. Can’t I do all of them?” I knew I had to choose. The
problem was I didn’t want to choose. As I looked into my
cello case I saw a pencil, reminding me of the mountain of
homework I had waiting patiently at home for me to complete.
“Let’s get on with the lesson then, but tell me next week
what your decision is.” Now all I could see in his eyes was not
disappointment, but force, almost like restriction from everything but cello.
For the rest of the lesson I was daydreaming, thinking,
playing through the real problem. ‘What would I choose?’
I thought to myself as I was planning out my busy night;
straight to swim for two hours then knock out all of my homework and get to bed on time. At this point it seemed impossible especially after the non-pep talk I had with Rob.
I was overwhelmed about what Rob said to me and about
the mountain of homework waiting for me. I knew I could finish just like I did every other night, but I thought to myself, “I
need to do something about this.”

“Sophia,” my mom hollered at me from the kitchen a few
days later, “are you swimming or going to cello today?”
“Swimming,” I replied, and at that moment the weight on
my stomach lifted and never came back.

Partners
Alyssa Velky

I trudged into class and felt the warm condensed air on my
face. The repetitive song of the bell echoed around the classroom. I sat on my cold hard seat feeling the metal bars against
the side of my leg. The sound of conversation filled the room,
but no one wanted to talk to me. Rain lightly tapped on the
ground outside, one drop at a time.
Mr. Finnegan walked to the front of the room; his cold
dark eyes scanned the class until there was nothing but silence.
He exclaimed in a grim voice, “We are going to do a project, each of your groups will be assigned one of the thirteen
colonies. Find a partner now, but stay in your seat.” I looked to
the ponytailed girl sitting to the right of me, to be partners, but
she already found one. Already people behind me were people
giving each other eye signals to work together, which meant
my chance of finding someone was diminishing.
Time was running out to find a partner. I only had seconds left.
Across the room I saw my friends. I tried to call out to them to
work together, but I was only a shadow in their eyes. Suddenly
there was a crack of thunder outside and the rain hammered on
the window. The cold wind blew underneath the crack below
the dull green door, into the room. A gale of wind sent chills
up my spine and my stomach ached from the many M&M’s
I had eaten at lunchtime. With my hope of finding a partner
decreasing I decided, when the time was up, to try to convince
Mr. Finnegan to let me work alone.
At that moment the rain ceased and I heard a friendly voice
saying, “Do you want to be partners?” Then I lifted my head
up to see a girl with pale skin, deep brown eyes that shined
like stain-glass in a church, and short raven hair that reached
to her shoulders, sitting to the left of me.
I then simply stated, “Yes.” She smiled and all of her teeth
glistened like pearls in the rays of sunlight coming through the
window next to the faint green door letting in the cool breeze.
Mr. Finnegan asked, “Is everyone ready to begin?”
The whole class replied with a rhythmic, “Yes, Mr.
Finnegan.” Lucia picked up her desk and carried it next to
mine, so we could start our project on the Carolinas.
I said, “This will be fun.”
We had our poster lying on our desks, I looked up and saw
Lucia drawing something. Then I realized she was drawing
a boat. Her pencil flew across the paper as if it were a salsa
dancer in competition. The sails of the boat were full with air
and seemed to be gliding across the poster. She said when she
grew up she wanted to make boats in Italy.
While we worked she asked me a lot of things about myself. I asked her the same things. Soon enough she knew more
about me than my closest friends. None of the people I knew
outside of the class were as interested in me as she was.
Every time I saw her in class we always smiled at each
other and she seemed to know exactly what I was thinking. We
became closer than Batman and Robin, Scooby and Shaggy,
and even Wallace and Gromit. She became like a sister to me,
a person that I could always trust and count on. All it took was
a little project in class to bring us together.
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The Call
Emely Tobar

I sat alone in my room, playing games on my iPad. The
raindrops hit the rooftop of my house, and the sound of the TV
faintly played in the background. I was bundled in blankets
like a caterpillar in a cocoon, and the moon was covered by
clouds with little rays of light seeping through my windows.
I continued to play my games until I was abruptly interrupted
with a Face Time call, from my friend Jade.
“Hey, Jade,” I said lightheartedly, but my buoyant attitude was
quickly diminished when I looked at the screen. Her brown
and golden shoulder length hair was a mess, and her hazel
eyes were filled with tears. Her face had gone pale, her freckles stood out like a tourist in a crowded city, and her salmon
pink lips quivered.
“M&M?” she sobbed in between breaths.
“Yes? Jade are you okay?” I had all these questions pouring into my head: What happened to her? Was she okay? What
if her dog died?
“My parents might get a divorce,” she said, her voice
cracking as she cried. My heart stopped, she already had so
much going on. My mind flashed back to when she told me
she might move.
“I’m not letting you move...I’ll tie you up in my attic!” Her
quiet sobs zapped me back into reality; I started to think of
ways to make her feel better.
“Jade, everything happens for a reason, it’s going to be
okay, and honestly I don’t think your parents will get a divorce,” I said warily. I wasn’t good at making people feel good
in times of need and didn’t want to botch anything up. “It’s
going to be all right in the long run. You will be okay.”
“You can’t be sure of that. I might move to England. My
parents might get a divorce.” I knew she was right. I didn’t
know. I could only hope.
“You know what? You’re right. I don’t know, but I believe
everything will be fine please believe too.” She started to
breathe at a steady rate. I knew that all she needed was a little
support. Even if I didn’t think it helped, it definitely did.
“Emely, I’ll call you back later.” I was worried I had said
something, but she had stopped crying and didn’t seem as
upset.
“Okay, sure.” We ended the call, and I was left alone to
think of the conversation I had just had with Jade. The rain
was the only thing to fill the empty silence until I heard a buzz.
I had gotten a text from Jade.
“You know? I think it’s going to be okay.”
So I put down my iPad and slowly faded off to sleep to the
sound of rain.
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Are You
Okay?

Briana Valle-Herrera
Have you ever experienced a time when life got too complicated? Well, I have, and it was the worst feeling ever.
It all started when I arrived at the UCLA Harbor Hospital.
My sister and I went there to visit my mom with my friend,
Ashley, and her mom, Maggie, since my mom had recently
gotten out of surgery.
Maggie had told us, “When we get in the room, try to act
normal and to not cry.” We all nodded our heads, then we
entered the room that my mom was in.
Right as we all walked into the room, all I really wanted
to do was hug my mom and cry because I had missed her so
much. My mom looked very pale and was very fragile, so I
tried my best to be careful when I was around her. But I held
it in, even though it hurt so much. So, instead, I gave her a
bouquet of roses as a get-well gift, and tears welled up in her
eyes.
She said, “Briana y Natalie, venga para aqui. Les tengo
que decir algo importante.” Natalie and Briana, come here. I
have to tell you something important.
My sister and I went to her and she told us, “No se asusten,
pero tengo cáncer en el colon, escenario 3.” Don’t be scared,
but I have stage 3 cancer in my colon.
Once we all heard cancer, I broke out crying. It was the
worst news I had ever received.
We were all so shocked. I personally thought that she was
going to die, but what had scared me the most was how calm
my mom was when she told us. At that moment all that was
in my head was, “Wow,” and “Where am I going to live when
my mom is in the hospital? Who is going to take me to school
from now on?”
All I was able to think about was how much support I was
going to need. How was I going to survive school knowing
that my mom was stuck in the hospital with cancer? And was I
going to be struggling in school or not?
After hearing all of this news, we were all in deep depression—and by all I mean Ashley, her mom Maggie, my sister,
my mom, and me. It was so depressing how all of us feared
that my mom was going to die.
Afterwards, we all gathered together and cried, but we
were crying for joy because we apparently all had faith that
my mom wasn’t going to die. We were still sad, but we had to
get over it.
Right as we got up from our chairs, we had heard a voice.
“I’m so sorry but it’s time for you guys to go. Your mother has
to take her medication, and it’s time for her to get some rest,”
said the nurse. As I turned to leave, I noticed the nurse’s hazel
eyes.
We left, but before that my mom grabbed my sister’s hand
and said, “Can you go to the cafeteria and bring me something
to drink?” When my sister came back with the orange juice,
my sister gave it to my mom and we all gave her hugs and
kisses. Then we all said “goodbye” and finally left.

Short Stories
The Tale of
Anna Roxwell
Natasha Sukiennik

Hi! My name is Anna Roxwell, and I am the daughter of
Arianna Elizabeth Roxwell and Terrance Nicolas Roxwell. My
home is in the land of Marvelous. In most cases Marvelous
is marvelous (like it’s ice cream), but it isn’t so marvelous or
great if you’re me. There are two schools in Marvelous. The
School of Marvelous is huge and painted aquamarine, and it
says in silver letters “The School of Marvelous”. While The
School of Marvelous has about two thousand rooms, The
School of Ordinary has only one room. The SO (that’s how
everybody calls The School of Ordinary) is painted beige, and
grey letters say “School of Ordinary”. I could die of boredom
just by staring at it.
I have four siblings: Andrew Anderson Roxwell, an amazing artist, is the oldest at the age of 16. 15 year old Julianna
Adelaide Roxwell is wonderful at any sport; she is the second
oldest. Emberlynn (Emmy) Claudine Roxwell is my twin and
can play any instrument she touches beautifully. We are 13.
And there is Hunter Asher Roxwell, a genius and 11 years old.
Now that you know the basic facts let’s get back to the story.
“Anna, honey, get up. You’re going to be late to The SO,” I
hear my mother calling me. “Right, school,” I think, but to my
mother I shout back, “I’ll be down there in a minute.” Once
I’m done brushing my teeth and changing I wake up Emmy
and Hunter. (I don’t have to wake up Andrew or Julianna because they’re already at school.) I get bored easily, so I don’t
walk down the stairs, I slide down the railing. My mother
greets me with a hug and a good morning, while my father just
looks at me and says, “Good morning, Anna. Now hurry up,
and eat your breakfast. You don’t want to be late on the first
day do you?” I quickly eat my breakfast of French toast and
scrambled eggs. When I stand up I say goodbye to mommy
and daddy, head towards the door and step outside.
As I step into the warm sunshine I walk backwards for
fifty steps and then to both sides 25 steps each. After walking forwards for about two minutes I reach The SO. Once I’m
sitting in my boring navy blue chair my teacher Ms. Kofmann
starts class by saying, “Amara, you’re back.” It’s been eight
years, and she still doesn’t know my name. I raise my hand.
When Ms. Kofmann calls on me I say, “Actually my name is
Anna, Ms. Kofmann.” “Yes, yes. Just read Exploring the Land
of Marvelous until lunch.” When I get back from lunch Ms.
Kofmann tells me to keep reading until the end of school.
When the bell rings signaling the end of The SO, I sprint
home and run into my room. I look into the mirror. Yup,
ordinary with my long brown hair and blue eyes, nothing
special. The only thing that I like doing when I feel like this
is counting the things unique about me. I’m on number 372
when Emmy comes in. Emmy is the nicest to me out my four
siblings. Well, that’s probably because she’s my twin. As I’m
saying hi to Emmy, a question comes into my mind, “Why am
I ordinary?”
When we’re done greeting and Emmy is seated on my
fluffy white rug, I ask her the question that had just come to
me. Her reply surprises me greatly, “You know, how talents
come easily to most people, and you can notice them. Well,

what if your talent is something not noticeable, like mind
reading? Tell me what color I’m thinking of.” “Green,” I
guess. “Actually, I was thinking of purple, but there are other
talents.”
196 talents later:
“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!” Emmy and I are shouting. We’re
shouting because Emmy found my talent - it’s flying. Emmy
told me that she thinks we haven’t noticed it yet because I
really need to believe I have a talent to make it show up. My
mom just came into my room. “What’s all this shouting girls?”
she asks. “Annie’s found her talent, mommy; it’s flying.” To
prove it, I fly up and do a loop-de-loop in the air. “Annie, this
is wonderful. You’ll start at the School of Marvelous tomorrow,“ mommy cries, “ I’m going to tell your father the great
news right away.”
1 year later:
It’s been a year since I started going to the School of
Marvelous. I’ve learned how to use my ability to fly and have
made friends. My life isn’t so ordinary after all.
Nobody is ordinary, sometimes you just ave to work to find out
how you’re special. —The words of Anna Roxwell

The Bus Ride
Evelyn Hampton

“Bye, Mom,” I said, as I stepped out of my mom’s pale
blue minivan into the icy weather. Shivering, I finished putting
on my backpack and waited.
I groaned as I saw my bus pull around the corner. I reached
in my back pocket and pulled out my white laminated bus
pass, and waited patiently for the doors to open. Finally when
it did open I climbed on the bus and showed the driver my
pass. I started walking to my seat and passed the gaming nerds:
“PEW-PEW! CRASH!”
“Aww man you killed me!”
“That wasn’t my fault.”
Then I passed the drama freaks:
“O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo? Deny thy
father and refuse thy name. Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn
my love, and I’ll no longer be a Capulet.”
“Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?”
Then I passed the overly cheesy couple:
“If I would be any superhero guess who I’d be?” the boy
asked.
“Superman?”
“No.”
“Spider-Man?”
“No.”
“Who then? I’m lost,” she asked with a frown.
“Your-man,” he said with a cheeky grin glued on his face.
“Aw, honey-bunny,” she said as she kissed his cheek, making his face turn scarlet red.
I sat down and made gagging noises, causing them to shoot
annoyed daggers at me. I sighed and turned towards the
window and fell asleep.
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A Deadly Decision
Abbey Guerrero

Chapter 1
						
March 27, 2020
Dear Mom,
As you know, I have been working on this amazing invention that will surely change Earth, as we know it. Here in
McLaughlin Labs, we’ve finally found the final piece to this
one of a kind teleportation device! There’s only one problem;
the only way we can get this resource is by mixing nuclear
chemicals and radioactive waste. I know this seems extreme,
but my lab team is highly skilled and careful. Please don’t freak
out, everything will be just fine. I love you, and wish me luck!
—Rhett McLaughlin
				
Head Scientist, McLaughlin Labs

I’m Rhett McLaughlin. I was born and raised in Nebraska.
I grew up in a small brick house on a farmland; it was my
uncle’s house. My parents, also from Nebraska, were not your
typical Nebraska folk. First of all, my father was a scientist.
When he was young, he always watched TV shows about
science and was inspired to learn everything about science.
Although his parents were farmers, that never stopped him
from his dream. He has always been my inspiration.
Second of all, education was always most important. Most
kids who grow up in a farm are usually homeschooled; not me.
I woke up at 4:00 a.m. every morning, and my parents made
the long drive to the nearest school. It’s a big reason I am who
I am today.
As a kid, I was always bullied. I was the nerdy, short farm
kid with no friends. That didn’t bother me because I spent
most of my time in the library; it was my happy place. I read
almost every book about science and engineering that they had
in the library!
In my junior year of high school, my grades started to go
downhill. My father had just died, and I couldn’t cope with
the thought of him not being in my life. I started to think that
nothing mattered, and I stopped trying in school. After my
first semester report card, my mother was furious with me. I
will always remember her facial expression as she scanned my
report card. She looked like a witch! She started to tear up.
“Rhett,” she cried. “I know this is not the real you, and I
know this isn’t your best. I also know it is hard for most kids
to deal with a lost parent, but this is unacceptable. Do you
think this is what your father would have wanted? Your father
and I both know you are capable of amazing things, and that
is only if you try your best. You may not see him, but he’s up
in heaven watching you, rooting for you, and believing in you.
Dedicate this next report card to him. Put in the same amount
of time and effort he used in raising you. You are special,
Rhett, just like your father.”
After my mother’s inspiring monologue, I knew I had to
step it up. The next report cards were flawless. A’s were all the
eyes could see. I even threw in some A-pluses! I also scored
amazingly on my SAT, and got accepted into Harvard.
At the time, my mother didn’t have the money to send me
to Harvard. I got a summer job and worked 7 days a week. I
managed to earn all we needed, and I flew to Boston.
Harvard was awesome! I met a lot of new people, tried
new food, and went to parties. I still graduated with a 4.0
GPA, and got a bunch of awards. I flew back to Nebraska and
decided to open up a lab in my hometown.
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Chapter 2
Dear Rhett,
I understand your excitement about making this deadly
material, and I too am excited. But don’t you think this may be
a bad idea? I mean this is how your father died. Well, it’s up
to you, and if you think you’ve got the right tools to complete
this task, go ahead. Either way, I will support you 100%.
					
—Mom
I do acknowledge my mother’s opinion, but I have no
doubt about my decision. I’ve been researching for 5 years to
find the longing answer. It’s time to finish this project.
The experiment is scheduled 15 minutes from now. There
are 15 scientists, and the lab is open to any spectators. I walk
into the lab.
“What’s going on, Mr. L? It’s the big day, huh?” my assistant Link happily asks. I met Link at Harvard and we both had
the idea to start a lab. We both started our own. The government shut down his lab because he stole private information
for an invention. He’s a nice and smart guy, so I let him be my
assistant.
“Yeah man, I’m so excited!” I reply, “Let’s get the experiment ready.”
As I walk into the experiment room, the nerves start to
gather in my body. My stomach churns until it’s tied in an
impossible knot, and my hands jitter out of control. When I
look at the canisters holding the deadly materials, my brain
goes into an unhappy place.
I’m back to reality as spectators start to arrive. I see my
mom, Link’s parents, my brother, and about 30-40 others.
Then my team of fifteen scientists walk through the door. I
look at my watch; it’s time. I put on my goggles and breathing
mask signaling that we will begin. I grab the tank that will be
used for the final product and place it under the two canisters.
“Open nuclear canister!” I yell. I hear my scientists cranking to open the canister. The chemicals fall safely into the
tank. “So far, so good,” I say in my head. I see Link nod his
head. There are enough nuclear chemicals in tank.
“Close nuclear canister!” I exclaim. I watch my scientists
struggle to crank the handle.
“CLOSE NUCLEAR CANISTER!” I repeat in a booming
voice. I’m starting to grow impatient with my scientists. If
this experiment fails, I will surely die. Link and my scientists
all will perish.
“CLOSE IT NOW!” I yell in my loudest voice. I feel my
stomach light on fire. Then the fire starts to get hotter and hotter. I was furious! The tank was going to blow!
I watched the scientist push with all of his might. “I can’t
do it boss! The handle is stuck!” he shrieks. I sigh, close my
eyes, and whisper, “Dad, if you are watching me, I just want
to say thank you for all of your love, support, and encouragement. I couldn’t have done any of this without you.” I notice
the tank and canister moving out of control. This is the end.
The canister finally bursts open. Nuclear chemicals flow
out everywhere. I go flying and slam into the glass separating
the spectators from the experiment. My life flashes before my
eyes, and my body falls on the floor. I open my eyes surprised
that I am not dead. For a split second I smile, but then my
eyes catch the most terrible scene I’ve seen in my life. People

are frantically running to escape the huge ocean of deadly
waste rushing towards them. Sounds of rapid footsteps and
horror surround me along with the images of dozens of bodies,
including Link’s, being eaten by the cruel, murdering, chemicals. “My mom and I must be the only survivors.” I think to
myself.
“Mom, I’m alive, WHERE ARE YOU?!” I shriek in terror,
“MOM!!!”
I look beside me to find a woman gasping for air. Her face
has blood red spots where skin has been burned off. I easily
recognize her. I look into her vibrant blue eyes and imagine
the woman like I’ve seen her every day before today. Bouncy,
curly brown hair, rosy red cheeks, loving blue eyes, and thousands of freckles. The features that only describe one amazing
person, my mother.
“RUN, RHETT!” she cries to me, “You have your whole
life ahead of you; please don’t say with me!” I clutch her
warm, red cheeks now red with battle wounds. Her tears fall
upon my hand like a heavy rain. I know I have to leave. She’s
right.
“I love you, Mom.” I whisper, trying not to burst into tears.
I kiss her for the last time in my life.
A large mass of green chemicals rushes at me like children
in a candy shop with free candy. Only this time the children
are green, bubbly, life-ending chemicals. I nod at my mom and
start running.
As I’m running, I try not to think about what is going on
behind me. I’m navigating my way out of the lab. It hits me
that I just killed a bunch of people, and I start sobbing. But
then I remember, how far I’ve come, all the battles I’ve won,
and all the fears I’ve overcome. I used to be the nerdy short
kid. Now I graduated Harvard and started my own lab. I guess
I might be special.
I finally find my way out of the lab, and I was happily surprised to find another survivor, my brother. I give him a huge
hug.
“I have to find another way. I have to make mom and dad
proud.” I say to him.
“Well, how? You said there was no other way.” he questions perplexed.
“I’ll find a way. After all, I’m special just like my dad and
my mom.”
THE END
Epilogue:
Rhett did in fact find another way. His brother was tired of
farming and moved to LA. Willing to take a risk, so did Rhett.
In LA, Rhett found love, and her name was Jessie. Jessie was
a Stanford alumni and was also a scientist. They opened a lab
together and finished the teleportation device! The couple soon
moved up to Malibu where Rhett finally proposed to Jessie.
They got married barefoot on the beach. Rhett’s mother was
buried next to his father. Rhett and Jessie visit Nebraska every
year.

The Cow Farm
Emanuel Borror

Welcome to the cow farm where the cows do absolutely
nothing all day. “Moo!” Say the cows. Hay and grass is the
only thing they eat. It smells of manure where they live. But
when they finally get some rest, that darn rooster always
messes things up. All the ruckus he causes is bad news for
Farmer Bob and Farmer Jeff. As they rush out onto the mucky,
slimy mud, the rooster runs like a roadrunner with an avalanche behind him. This particular day the rooster looked like
he was in a rodeo with the biggest, oldest cow, Old Betty.
“Well what in tarnation is that rooster up to now?” said
Farmer Bob to Farmer Jeff. “It looks like that darn rooster is
doing the Macarena on Old Betty’s back.
“I don’t know Farmer Bob, because I’m not the rooster.
But, I can tell you that it sure does look like it,” said Farmer
Jeff.
“Well of course you aren’t a rooster,” said Farmer Bob.
“Wait, what are we talking about again?” asked Farmer
Jeff.
“You aren’t a rooster. Now go get that rooster off Old
Betty! Go!” said Farmer Bob.
“Ok,” said Farmer Jeff as he ran to get the hose. He was
about to shoot the rooster off Old Betty.
Rounding the corner of the bright red barn, Farmer Jeff
was running with his knees high. At the snap of a finger
though the rooster jumped off Old Betty. He ran by Farmer
Jeff’s feet with his sparkling face and feathers. His sharp claws
were digging into the dirt as Farmer Jeff was about to spray
the hose. But wait! There was a little baby mouse on the back
of the rooster. (He saw this as the rooster ran by him). Next
thing he knows, the rooster’s dagger like claws had sliced the
hose in half as easily as a knife through butter. Jeff started
running back to Farmer Bob to tell him the bad news. While
he was running, he thought of how the little mouse might have
gotten onto the rooster’s back.
“What happened?” said Farmer Bob as Farmer Jeff returned.
“There is a little baby mouse on the back of the rooster,
and the rooster is going crazy because of that,” said Farmer
Jeff.
“Well where’s the hose?” asked Farmer Bob.
“The rooster got off Old Betty and sliced the hose while he
ran by me,” said Farmer Jeff.
“Well, at least Old Betty doesn’t have to go through the
pain of having that rooster around for the rest of today,” said
Farmer Bob. “Let’s go get that rooster.”
Again and again Farmer Bob and Farmer Jeff tried to
tackle that rooster, but the farmers were too slow. At last they
both gave up trying to tackle the rooster.
“OOF,” Farmer Jeff said. The rooster had just run up and
plunged into Farmer Jeff’s side. Farmer Jeff laughed as he
pulled the mouse off the rooster careful not to hurt anyone.
“What’s so funny Jeff?” asked Bob.
“It’s funny to think this little guy caused all this trouble,”
said Farmer Jeff. At that, Farmer Bob shrugged. After that,
they kept the mouse as a pet and everything went back to
normal.
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“Magician”

Story without using the letter “E”

Philip Venkov
I stand up on a platform. Kids and adults look up, scrutinizing my cloak. I know my top hat is sliding down my scalp.
I pull out my wand.
“Abra-cadabra!” I say. A rabbit puffs into my hand. A standing ovation. O.K, I’m not doing so badly. My palms damp
in fright. My following trick will stun both young and old. I
stomp with four sharp kicks. I vanish. I grin at hoots of admiration.
I’m standing in a hollow room, with a trapdoor on top. I blow
out air I did not know I was holding in. Though this trick
is small, it boosts my spirits. In body and mind, I am crisp.
Fright is not my lord now. I control illusion. I am a magician,
with magic at my will. I can do anything.
Two days following. I am still riding a rush of capability. I
think in ways I didn’t think. I am living in a fantasy. I walk
down a busy road. Now I don’t shy away from crowds as I
did. I mix within, all whilst I am original. I am an unusual
within a pond of common public. Now and again I do shows,
with comfort. Nothing can match my victory. My days pass by
as I think of that night.
Two months following. I am calm. My victory still rings
within my mind. But it now has a soft lining I didn’t catch. My
thoughts start to grow dark. I had no shows this month. This
dawn I had, could it turn into my swan song?
Six months following. I am not in control. Fright has won. I
shrink from magic. I slink into shadow, unwilling to look at
my fright with a bold look. Sorrow casts a shadow, a cloud
only on yours truly. I am thin air to all. You all flow by. Not
a worry. But I own no fix to my split mind and body. I am a
ghost. Sorrow and fright all in a ball. A torn ball of mind and
soul.
Two months following. My days pass as dark hours. I am
burnt out. I sang my swan song. Will it stop. This pain. Will.
It. Stop.
Two days following. Magic is not in my body. I am torn. My
soul isn’t within. My passion. Yours truly is fright’s shadow.
Mimicking its actions. I walk and I look at a dark world. Stray
dogs. Dirt. Sorrow. I look at pain similar to my own. I think
how I can fix things. Possibly I can fix things for such split
souls. Possibly.
Six days following. I walk again. I look at split souls. I must
fix things. I can try. By action or by thought, I must try. I will
find a way. I am changing. My sorrow is lifting.
Four days following. It is magical. Not this gradually dying
soul. No. My magic lost. This animal. This almost human.
This dog. This companion. My sorrow is lit up by a spark of
utopia.
Six months following. I am O.K. now. Houdini, my dog, has
lit up this dark room. My dog can push my cloud of sorrow
away. It has brought back my passion. I am a magician, with
magic at my will. I can do anything. I own passion.
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The Script
Mr. Schwartz

A few students turned to the back of the classroom, pretending to look at the clock or awkwardly stretch their necks.
But Mahdi knew they were checking on him. He slowly rolled
a pen with his fingertips, eyes on the tired flag in the corner.
It’s not my cue yet, he thought to himself. Let the supporting
players have their moment.
He knew the script. Allison in the front row will crinkle up
her eyebrows and in her whiny pained voice ask a question
that includes the words “prejudice,” “freedom,” and “ideals.”
Then Andrew will raise his oafish paw and make an ignorant
comment about terrorism and Muslims. Shushing the gasping
class, Mr. Evans will steer the discussion to safer waters, and
then it will be time for Mahdi. Everyone will be waiting for the
one Muslim student to share his perspective. They’ll wait for
Mahdi to deliver a soliloquy about his values, or his father’s
work to end discrimination against Muslims, or perhaps a
story showing how much he, Mahdi, the Muslim kid with a
foreign-sounding name, is a good and loyal American citizen.
But like a sitcom actor tired of the same stale role, he was
quitting.
Leaning on his desk, Mr. Evans continued the discussion.
“So these comments that Ben Carson made, and remember he’s
a Republican nominee for president, basically stated that in his
opinion a Muslim couldn’t be president. Okay, responses?”
A combination of bored and uncomfortable stirring took
hold of the room. Far away a gate was unlocked, the giant
chain clanging to the ground like coins spilling from a slot
machine.
Josh’s hand shot up. Apparently he would be taking the
Allison role today. “But isn’t that like a freedom of religion
kind of thing?” Josh asked, tapping his pencil eraser against
his chin. Next to him, Allison’s eyebrows showed her deep
concern.
“Well, it’s explicitly stated that there’s no ‘religious test’
for the presidency.” Mr. Evans scanned the room to assess the
class’s interest in continuing this discussion.
While Mr. Evans waited for a student comment, the grinding of an electric pencil sharpener from the room next door
got everyone’s attention. Griiinnnd. Stop. Griiinnnnd. Stop.
Silence. Then…griiinnnnd. A few students laughed.
And then as sure as the TV character set to accidentally
reveal a secret, or offend someone important, or reveal their
stupidity, up went the meaty paw of Andrew, and from his
vacant expression, Mahdi knew what was coming. And Mahdi
didn’t care.

Quincy
Leilani Poltorak

Annie fell to the ground. Her face slammed into the concrete and a small trickle of blood ran past her eye. The hum of
the Drones got louder. Closer.
She pushed herself to her feet. I’m not going to die here,
she thought. Not now.
Annie ran as fast as she could. Her head throbbed with
every step. Any regular person would faint. But Annie was no
regular person. There was no regular person left on Earth. For
all Annie knew, she may be the only person left alive.
It all started a few hours ago. Annie was walking with her
dad in Times Square.
“Annie,” her dad muttered in his low voice that demanded
focus. “When we get home, I’ll show you what I’ve been
working on in the basement.” He pulled out a key from his
jacket pocket.
Annie felt a rush of thrill. Her dad had been hiding something
in the basement for months, and she always wanted to know
what it was.
Suddenly, the air was filled with a high-pitched noise. Annie thrust her hands over her ears. She focused all her energy
to her brain to block out the sound.
Her father collapsed beside her. He was dead.
Annie fell to her knees next to her father. She knew that
she was crying, yet she was still in shock and didn’t feel sadness. The noise kept getting louder and louder. Annie thought
her head was going to explode. Then, as quickly as it began,
the noise stopped.
Annie looked up. Times Square was a mess. Bodies of
humans, dogs, and other animals lay on the ground.
I’m dreaming, Annie thought. I must be dreaming. She
pinched herself and felt all of the pain. This was all real. This
was the end of the world.
Now, a few hours later, Annie made an abrupt turn and
darted down an alley. She felt the wound in her head throb. It
hurt. A Drone rounded the corner and began shooting bullets
at her. She dodged it and the wall to her right exploded. Annie bent down to pick up a brick that fell and hurled it at the
Drone. It had no effect.
Annie turned to run, but found a solid wall in front of her.
She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Her powers were
very weak. Annie imagined the tall brick wall in front of her
melting into water. She touched the wall and opened her eyes.
Her hand had gone through the wall.
Annie’s eyes widened at the sight. She stepped forward and
saw her right foot disappear, too. A bullet whizzed past her ear.
Right. Annie thought. She pushed her whole body through
the wall.
She ended up in a master bedroom, probably belonging
to someone wealthy. Annie collapsed onto the bed. Her blood
stained the sheets red. She opened up her brown backpack and
pulled out what she had gone to such lengths to get.
Water. Bottles and bottles of it. She needed to reawaken
her powers.
Annie chugged down one bottle, then another, then another, and another until she felt the wound in her head heal.
Now, as mentioned before, Annie was not a regular person.
She was a Quincy.
Quincys are special types of humans that can access
unique abilities with the aid of water. From flying to turning
invisible, all they needed was water.
Annie threw the empty bottles of water on the ground and
put the full ones back into her backpack. She adjusted her

short, dark brown jacket and closed her eyes. Annie finally felt
like herself again.
Calmly, she left the house and found herself smack dab in
the middle of a large street. Cars sat still on the road, on but
unmoving. Every driver and passenger was slumped over on
the dashboard.
Annie looked at each of them carefully. Her heart sank
when she saw Yuki lying in the backseat of a car. Yuki had
been her best friend since kindergarten. She pulled open the
car door and held Yuki’s head in her lap. She concentrated her
energy to Yuki’s brain in hopes that it would revive her. Nothing happened.
Tears ran down Annie’s face. The effect of all that happened hit her. Her dad dying, her mom leaving for work and
never returning, Drones infesting New York, and now Yuki.
The hum of Drones filled the air. Annie ducked out of
the car and closed the door. She spun around to face a Drone
hovering in front of an abandoned mattress store. Blinking
through her tears, Annie concentrated. She pushed all her
energy to her hands. Looking down, Annie saw that her palms
had a bright blue circle of energy around them. Closing her
eyes, she pictured a bow and arrow in her hands. She opened
her eyes right as her energy field stopped the Drone’s bullet
from hitting her. A shimmering blue bow with an arrow on the
side was clutched between her fingers. Slowly, Annie raised
the glistening bow and aimed the arrow at the Drone. Taking a
deep breath, she let the arrow fly.
The Drone fell to the ground with a high-pitched squeal. It
sparked once and then shut down. Its hum stopped.
With the absence of the hum, Annie heard something else.
She thought she was hallucinating at first, but then she
realized she had heard correctly.
It was the sound of a bird.
Annie sprinted in the direction of the sound. All living
things had died off after The Noise. She rounded a corner and
found herself back in Times Square, where it all began. Annie
looked around to pinpoint the location of the chirp. Her heart
caught in her chest when she realized where it was coming from.
The sound was emitting from her father.
She bent down to him and patted her father down. There
was a lump in his pocket. His phone! Annie realized. She had
been under the impression that all electricity had been cut off
after The Noise.
Annie pulled out the phone and saw that he had received a
new text message. The chirp must have been his ringtone! She
opened up the message and was surprised to see that it had been
received not even a second after The Noise. The message read:
“At 12:00 P.M., Zero wrote: Jean, the basement has been
infiltrated! Get over here NOW!”
The basement! The key! The pieces began to click into
place in Annie’s mind. Jean was her dad’s name, but she had
never heard of Zero before.
“Excuse me?” a voice said.
Annie whirled around, her bow raised. The she froze.
Standing right in front of her was a boy who couldn’t be
much older than she was. His face was caked with dirt and
grime just like hers.
But, despite all that, this was the cutest boy she had ever seen.
Annie lowered the bow. “Who are you?” she asked, her
voice cracking. It had been hours since she had last spoken.
“My name’s Haku. What’s yours?”
“Annie.” Annie blushed. What the heck, girl! Her mind
shouted. It’s the end of the world and you have a crush on a
boy?! Annie ignored her mind.
“Hi Annie,” he replied, way too formally considering the
current state of Earth.
Annie turned back around, feeling uncomfortable. She
reached into her dad’s pocket and pulled out the key. It felt
cold in her sweaty palm.
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She looked at Haku, a newfound confidence in her. “Come
with me,” she commanded, and started sprinting off in the
direction of her home.
“How did you survive The Noise?” Haku shouted to her,
sprinting a few meters behind.
“You go first!” Annie shouted back.
Haku bit his lip. “I, uh, can do this weird thing…”
“Are you a Quincy?” Annie asked, slowing to a walk to let
him keep up.
Haku’s eyes widened. “How did you know?”
“’Cause I’m a Quincy too,” she replied. “I don’t know how
I got my powers, but I don’t think either of my parents were
Qunicys. My dad wasn’t, at least.”
“Both of my parents were Quincys, but they died before
The Noise.” Haku caught up to Annie and walked beside her.
“Oh, um, I’m sorry to hear that.” Annie said, feeling rotten.
“Well, anyways, we’re here!” She gestured to the building
behind her.
Haku looked up at the small house, out of place among the
towering apartment buildings that surrounded it. Annie gently
unlocked the door and pushed it open. Her house was exactly
how she had left it in the morning. She turned to the left and
stuck the key in the basement keyhole. Looking back to make
sure Haku was behind her, Annie twisted the key around.
The lock clicked. Annie pushed open the door.
A huge blast of blue light shot out of the basement. Both of
them jumped out of the way and ended up on opposite sides of
the stream. After a few more seconds of flaring, the light decreased to a small pulse. Annie and Haku both stuck their heads
through the door. Stairs led down to the basement floor, which
pulsed blue like the rest of the room. With each slow pulse, Annie thought she saw the outline of a human down there.
She placed her foot on the first step, sensing strong energy.
Haku conjured a gleaming blue sword behind her.
Slowly, Annie descended each step with Haku five steps
behind her.
“Annie?” Haku cautioned. Annie shushed him, her eyes
fixed on the shadow.
When she got to the last step, the pulse fully lit up the figure.
“MOM!” Annie cried. Suddenly, nothing mattered anymore. She rushed to embrace her mom…
Her mom was holding a sparkling blue knife, aiming it
straight at Annie’s heart.
“What? M-mom?” Annie looked up to her mother’s stone
hard face.
“ANNIE” yelled Haku. He threw his sword at Annie’s
mom. It missed her by a hair.
This can’t be real, Annie thought. My mom would never—
“Only Qunicys can kill Quincys, Annie.” Her mom threatened, taking a step forward.
“I don’t understand!” Annie cried. “Mom, please tell me
what’s going on!”
“She wants more power,” answered Haku. “If a Quincy
kills another, the victor will gain the loser’s abilities.” Haku
glared in disgust at Annie’s mother. “But why? How’s that going to help you?”
“I can bring everyone back to life. Only Annie’s powers
can do it,” her mom responded.
“Then just tell me how! I’ll do it, and you won’t have to
kill me!” Annie cried out.
“I need the full intent of your powers to be released all
at once,” her mom had a crazed look in her eyes. “It can be
accessed by great emotions of fear or anger.” She raised the
blade to deliver the killing blow…
The knife made contact with Annie’s force field. Annie
looked up at her mother.
“I’VE MADE IT TOO FAR TO DIE HERE!” Annie
screamed.
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Annie opened her clenched fist. A perfect blue sphere hovered slightly above her palm. With a huge scream, she thrust
the ball of energy into her mother.
Her mom looked down at the hole in her body and then
looked back up at Annie. She smiled kindly, exactly like she
used to when the world was right. Then, with one last pulse of
blue light, she was gone.
Annie stared at the space her mother had been just a second before. Haku walked over and touched her shoulder.
“There’s another emotion that can release your powers,”
Haku leaned in close to Annie.
“What?” Annie asked, liking him more than ever.
“Love~” Haku declared, kissing her.
Blue energy swirled around the two as, all at once, everyone in the world was revived and every Drone deactivated.
The energy got more intense, fiercer, and formed a protective
shell around both of them.
The world was right again.

We Can Save
the California
Drought
Kayden Graves

“Daddy,” Shane started, “why is the grass at home and at
school yellow and brown? In my kindergarten class the teacher
said G is for green grass, but G is not for green grass. Instead
it should be B is for brown grass.” From the moment my son
asked me this question I knew he was brilliant and smart, so I
had to explain to him about the drought.
I said, “Well, Shane, have you noticed it has been super hot
lately?”
“Yes, Dad. It feels like a trillion degrees outside and today
at playtime I felt like I was going to melt.”
I chuckled a little. “So basically, Shane, the sun is eating
a lot of our water and if the grass has no water, it won’t turn
green and grow.”
“Well, what if we ask the sun to give the grass its water
back?” Shane then asked.
“That’s a good idea, but who do you know has ever talked
to the sun?”
“No one,” Shane replied.
“Dad? Can we just talk about this later? I’m getting sleepy
and all this talk about the sun, brown grass, and no water is
making my brain hurt.”
“Sure thing, pal,” I said. If my 5-year-old son can realize
the damage that the drought has done and then bring it to my
attention, why can’t the rest of the world try and help out as
much as possible?
The next day was Shane’s third day of kindergarten. I
watched him walk into his classroom and he sat in the first seat
in front of the board. I knew that my son was just like me in
terms of intelligence. Next I saw that Shane had one eyebrow
up and the other one down. His eyes were looking dead at his
teacher’s eyes.
“Good morning class,” said the teacher.
“Good morning,” the class replied.
“Does anyone remember my name?” asked the teacher.
Shane immediately shot his hand up.
“Yes Shane,” she replied.
“Your name is Mrs. Liar!” Shane replied.
“Well, he still has some things he needs to work on,” I
thought to myself.

Inspired by Steinbeck

The Red Pony, the 1930s tale of harsh realities and hopeful possibilities, inspired these novel “extensions.”

The Mystery
of Gitano
Sydney Banks

In the midst of summer, the little boy Jody, although
should be playing and monkeying around like most boys his
age do in summer, was immobilized. He sat in the dining room
alone thinking while playing a game of jacks with a half full
glass of the signature summer drink, lemonade. He felt a ray
of sunshine caress his cheek which made him look up and
out the window. He saw the notorious great mountains and
believed that an old man with an old horse by the names of
Gitano and Easter were out there somewhere most likely dead.
He was too focused on this dreadful thought that he didn’t
notice Billy and Carl talking just outside.
Carl took a cigarette and lit it. “There has to be something
crazy about that damn Gitano.” He puffed out a cloud of
smoke. “I mean, claimed som’in else’s property and stealin
their horse too? That’s just not right.” He shook his head
slowly and Billy knew Carl was getting worked up. He tried to
calm him down.
“I, I agree with you sir. He was my father’s age and never
once did I hear him talkin about the old man with the jerking
heels,” proclaimed Billy. He went on, “Sure once or twice a
story about an old man with jerkin heels would come along
but that’s normal, have you seen an old man without em?”
“No, Billy I haven’t,” admitted Carl. “But if it’s not the
heels, something else was wrong. I can bet all my money
and more on it.” He threw his cigarette into the ash can and
stormed back into the house.
By the time Carl was back into the house, Jody was gone.
He had wandered over to the cypress tree to watch the little
shorebirds that were migrating from Baja. Jody loved the little
shorebirds. They reminded him there is always an ending to a
journey. Something his mother had taught him. He sat under
the tree and looked up at the mountains once more but this
time with the sound of chirping birds in the background.
Jody wondered if he really did know the old man after all.
He never admitted much and kept to himself for the most part.
Jody thought back to the rapier and what its story might have
held. He let his imagination run free. “Maybe it was the sword
King Author pulled out of the rock,” he conspired. “Or even
better, a rapier stolen by Indians waiting on the trails!” He
knew none of this was true, but his curiosity got the better of
him. Then, he remembered the burlap sack old Gitano left in
the bunk house. He thought there might just be a clue in there.
Out of nowhere, Billy came riding in on a black stallion,
Jody’s preference of horse.
“Hey there feller!” Billy said. “What have you been up
to?”
“I’ve been thinking about Gitano,” Jody said in an almost
benign whisper.
“Yeah? What about him?” Billy expressed this as a question even though he knew what his answer would be already.
“About what could’ve happened to him, and who he really
was,” Jody started.

“Go on.”
“But I’m not really sure,” Jody finished.
“Ah, just like what your old folk said,” Billy told him
remembering the conversation they had. Jody didn’t know
what he was saying but he was glad to hear that his father had
actually agreed with him.
“Yes,” Jody said. “Just like my old folk.”
As the day went by, Jody grew even more curious as to
what he now called, The Mystery of Gitano. He knew he was
missing something. As everyone was now seated around the
table for dinner, he helped himself to a heaping of leftover
meat and potatoes. This did not help anything. He slowly cut
his meat into small pieces just as Gitano did. Doing this, he
sat here for a million years staring all the way into space the
whole time. Then, he got up from his chair and went to bed.
There, he sat in bed and let time pass by. Still awake and
bored, Jody glanced at the time. The clock’s hand read 1:22
a.m. Jody lit his gas lamp and looked out the window to once
more find the great mountains calling out for him. This time,
however, he decided to answer it. Quiet as a dead mouse, he
crawled out of his bed and out the door.
Now in the hallway of the main entrance he looked backed
at his parents’ room. He was having second thoughts about
this. However, despite his guilty conscience, he proceeded out
the main door. He came to the point where the river bank was
on one side and the cypress tree on the other. He ran past the
cypress tree in order to get to the bunk house. He had gotten to
the bunk house and knocked on the door to make sure no one
was there. He slowly eased the door open to find the burlap
bag right where he last saw it.
He slowly approached it, thoughts racing through his head
as he did. He opened the sack. Two pairs of socks, two shirts,
cotton long underwear, and one pair of pants. Nothing else.
Jody felt a feeling of depression come over him, until he saw a
sliver of a white piece of paper tucked underneath a shirt. Jody
suddenly now feeling excited unfolding the paper. He couldn’t
believe his eyes. It was an unspent envelope. Jody carefully
opened it up. He was surprised to see it was addressed to him.
It read:
Dear Jody,
I haven’t always been truthful with
you and your folks since I arrived here.
I did not actually grow up here. I grew
up in Mexico City. I do not in fact have
a United States passport. However, I
thought if I act like I did you and your
folks would let me stay with you. I am
sorry if I misguided you.
				
			

Sincerely,
Gitano
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The Feat
Jacie Bryant

The mid-summer sun was just beginning to creep into
Jody’s humid bedroom on his family’s ranch in Northern
California. The little boy was sitting on the floor packing his
bag for what was going to be the biggest adventure of his life.
He was planning to travel to the Great Mountains that towered
over the border of the Tiflin ranch. Just the morning before,
Gitano left to the Great Mountains with the horse named
Easter. Ever since then, Jody had been formulating a plan to
adventure into the Great Mountains, find Gitano, and travel
with him beyond the ocean. There was only one flaw: his
parents didn’t know, so his last resort was to sneak out.
Jody was ready to go and sprinted across the front yard as
fast as flash and into the farm. He ran straight to the family’s
strongest mare, Nellie. She stood as tall as Mount Shasta. He
stroked her beautiful shining coat while simultaneously speaking softly and calmly to her. “Here Nellie, we’re gonna’ go for
a little ride, OK?” Her ears moved forward, indicating she was
anxious and curious and pleased. She had been saddled the
night before in a glistening bright red saddle. Jody hopped on
and they galloped their way out of the ranch and towards the
mountains. Just then there was a faint cry of his name.
“Jody, get back here right now, you will be sorry if you
don’t!” Carl Tiflin shouted.
“Come back, Jody, I don’t want you to get hurt,” Mrs.
Tiflin exclaimed in her worried voice.
Without looking back, Jody could already imagine his
mother’s eyes of anguish, but he rode on. It had been an hour
of riding a treacherous trail and Jody hadn’t seen any signs
of life besides a few twigs and bushes. Just then, Jody came
upon a beautiful clearing with a crystal clear river flowing
down from the top of the mountains, a field of sage, and a
giant cypress tree looming above everything else. Its branches
twisted and tangled like a giant knot of string. It reminded him
of his tree at his house where the pigs were scalded. There
was a pungent smell of sage wafting through the air and at the
banks of the river there was a sharp cool breeze. It reminded
him of back home and the water tub and how it was the place
he would always go to relax in peace. In the cypress tree,
there was a family of birds. The mother was working on a nest
while the two baby birds urged their mother to come and play
along with them. Jody tied Nellie onto the tree near the river
where she was lapping up the water as fast as Doubletree Mutt
could kill a mouse.
In the distance, Jody spotted a crooked silhouette. A lump
of joy formed in his heart and reached his throat. Without
thinking, Jody hollered, “Gitano! ” but there was no reply.
Jody went back towards Nellie and sat down. He buried his
face in his hands. His heart was filled with both disappointment and desire.
He spoke to Nellie sounding plaintive. “I came all this way
to see Gitano so we could travel together and he is not even
here,” he said with anger growing in his voice. “All this time
and effort I spent for nothing. Maybe I shouldn’t even came
here in the first place!”
Suddenly, a raspy voice spoke, “ Ah, I see your imagination has gotten the best of you.”
“Gitano!” the excited boy exclaimed. “You’re here!”
“Well, of course I am.”
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“Why have you come into the mountains, señor? Shouldn’t
you be with your
familia?”
“I have come for you. I want to travel and explore, not just
sit in my stupid house
and see none of the amazing creations of the world!”
“You are young and still have time to explore,” said the old
paisano. Stay with
your familia. It’s what is most important now. I have only just
learned this. Do not make the mistakes I once did.”
“You are right, but what about my family?” the boy asked.
“They will be furious with me. I will be grounded for the rest
of my life and never get to explore!”
“No, let’s go back together. I will now go visit my cousins
in Monterey and stay with them and try to make up for the
years I lost. Perhaps I can use your house as a pitstop.”
“You’re right. I should go back home, and it would be
unfair for me to leave them after everything they have done
for me. I would love for you to stay a bit, though.”
As Jody and Gitano gathered up their things, they took one
last glance at the sun’s bright rays of light reflecting off of the
glistening ocean. They took a moment to think about all the
things they accomplished and the adventures they would share
in the future. And in the distance an eagle joined its family
high up a tree limb, carrying along a piece of straw for their
nest.

Lemonade
Eliana Feinstein

Jody stepped back outside into the morning Spring light
holding a cold, icy glass of freshly squeezed lemonade. The
young boy was hit with a blast of dry, hot air as he walked
across the porch to the old, rickety rocking chair. His grey
eyes flashed and his hair, yellow like straw, whipped across his
face. The humidity was a presence hanging in the air and the
sky was blue without any clouds, as clean as a canvas without
any paint.
“Grandfather!” He called, “I have your lemonade!”
Grandfather, dressed all in black as if he was going to a
funeral, was standing by the porch railing looking at the ranch,
smoking his pipe. He turned around and eased himself back
into the rocking chair. “Why thank you, my boy,” he said,
“This will help me cope with the heat.”
A moment of silence passed. Grandfather stared at the rolling hills of the ranch and sighed. “Your father did a great job
with this place. I should have done something like this with
my life, instead of westering. Then I would have more stories
to tell, new and fresh.”
Carl Tiflin, passing the porch on the way to the barn swinging a gas lamp, stopped short. Grandfather’s words slapped
him in the face. After all the horrible things he just blurted out
about his father-in-law, Grandfather was complimenting him?
Carl remained standing there, out of sight and stunned.
Grandfather glanced back towards Jody. “You know what this
reminds me of?”
“I couldn’t say I do, Grandfather,” Jody replied.
Grandfather took off his straw hat, revealing his glowing
white hair, and placed it on the wooden ledge of the porch. “It
reminds me of a day much like this, 60 or so years ago, when
I was your age, drinking lemonade. My father, your Great-

Grandfather, told me something that has guided me through
my life.”
Jody leaned forward, intrigued. Grandfather rocked faster,
and the rocking chair squeaked with protest. Jody knew this
as a sign that he was agitated. “Father told me to always be
myself. And I have, all my life. Now, Jody, be true to yourself.
Never forget where you came from and who made you who
you are today. You’re made up of your parents and your family. And also your experiences and joys of life. This all makes
you, you. For you to know who you are, you need to know the
people you come from. Let your kids and grandkids know who
you are, where you come from, and where they come from.”
Grandfather paused for a moment. “And don’t let anyone
change who you are now. Don’t let anyone tell you where you
come from isn’t important, because it is. They might not know
the importance of where you came from and who made you
who you are, but never forget Jody. Never forget.”
Still out of sight, a clear, salty tear slid down the seemingly
unsympathetic, unfeeling, unemotional face of Carl Tiflin.
He wiped it away with a rough, calloused hand. He had never
intended to hurt anyone’s feelings. Perhaps he was a little
judgemental and harsh. And that was when it struck him. He
was getting older. And someday, he would have stories to tell
and he would want to tell them, about who made Carl Tiflin
the man he is today. Wheels were turning inside his head and
promptly he set down the lantern and walked briskly up the
porch steps.
Jody and Grandfather were startled by Carl’s sudden appearance. On the other hand, Carl leaned on the porch railing
with nonchalance. “Why don’t you tell me about your Indian
chases,” he remarked casually.
Grandfather and Carl Tiflin locked eyes for a moment.
The Tiflin ranch was not a place for softness or apologies at
that moment, nor any moment for that matter. But in that split
second, that one blink of an eye, Grandfather understood. He
had always understood. He eased back into the rocking chair,
picked up his pipe, and in his slow, drawling voice, began.
“Did I ever tell you about the time I was captured by a tribe in
the Midwest…”

The Relative
Renata Feinstein

Billy Buck, in his blue jeans and Stetson hat, strode
quickly and quietly to where Jody lay distraught in the grass
by the brush line on the Tiflin ranch, his blond hair sprinkling
the grass with yellow stripes. Billy went down on one knee
and tapped Jody lightly on the shoulder, “Son, I know that you
are upset. That old paisano left without telling any of us.” Jody
did not make any acknowledgement of him, but Billy kept
talking.
“He was interesting, wasn’t he? He knew so much about
those secretive mountains.” Billy Buck looked far off into
the edge of the valley where the sun had just broken over the
mountains. “Every summer I tell myself that I will take leave
and go figure out for myself what is in those mountains. But I
never have had the courage. This summer will be different.”
Jody lifted his head and looked at Billy Buck, “But I
thought that you didn’t believe there were ancient cities in the
mountains.”
“No, I don’t. But I believe that there are tremendous beauties and things in nature that are in those mountains. Let’s go,
you and me. We’ll go get Gitano back you and me, or at least

figure out why he left, and we will explore those mountains,
you and me.”
Jody jumped up in his excitement, but then paused, “What
about Father? He didn’t like Gitano, or the mountains!”
Billy Buck looked down at Jody, “We won’t tell him. Let’s go
now. You’ll be safe with me.”
The man and the boy were furtive in their collecting of
horses and food for the trip. Finally, they were ready and the
two set off. They had only gotten a few miles until they found
Easter crumpled and dehydrated in the middle of their path.
They gave him some water and started up again, leading Easter with them. Billy Buck was now extremely vigilant in the
search for Gitano.
The two explorers rode into a clearing where Gitano, his
mustache forever white on his dark skin, sat holding his radiant rapier close to his heart, “I wish I had told the truth. You
remind me, veraz, truthful one. Mule-tail told me where he
was, I found him but he does not know me, my son. I carried
the news but I did not give it. I wish that I could try again. Veraz, what should I do now with my life, there’s nothing, no one
left to live for.” Gitano brought the blade closer to his heart
with every word he spoke. Finally, the blade was an inch from
his heart.
Billy Buck cleared his throat, keeping Gitano from ending
his life, “Gitano, we found you, why did you leave?” Billy
Buck jumped off of his stallion and took a few long strides until he was standing next to Gitano. Jody kept watching, eager
to see how this confrontation would end.
Gitano began to explain as Billy listened skeptically, “I
came to your ranch because I was born there.” Billy Buck
kept waiting, “Fine, I will tell you the whole story. I adored a
lovely young woman in the town, named May. She loved me
as well and she became pregnant with our child. Alas, she had
to marry another, but I knew that I was the father. Love, love,
love, it’s the most difficult part of life there is.” Gitano had a
faraway look in his eye. “Sweet May died when the child was
born. Her husband was a government packer and he brought
my child up well, I believe. He was a very good friend of
mine.”
Gitano looked Billy Buck straight in the eye, “My little
boy is you, Billy Buck. I hope you will accept me Billy, my
boy. I love you just as any father would for his son.”
Billy Buck, now Gitano’s son, was speechless. He had just
found out that the man he had looked up to for his whole life,
Mule-tail Buck, was not his actual father. He started to tear up
but stopped himself and looked at Gitano, “ Drop that rapier
and listen to me, you do have someone to live for, me, your
son. I remember you from my childhood. You were always
friendly and always bumping into Father and me on trips to
town. I am glad to call you my father. Father, come home with
us.”
Gitano looked at Billy Buck with tears in his eyes. He
dropped the rapier and went and gave Billy a long, hard hug,
full of understanding and warmth that only they shared. Jody
walked to them, suggesting they should go back. Billy Buck
took his last look at the mountainous terrain, drinking in its
beauty. The three men took their horses and rode out to a lookout high above the Tiflin ranch, the birds singing their song of
family and connection.
Gitano and Billy Buck watched the sunset together, Billy
turned around, the sun’s rays peeking out from behind, making
it seem like he was glowing. Billy Buck looked at Gitano, “It’s
time for a new start, a new life. Father and son, side by side.”
They rode off, Jody following reluctantly behind.
“I’ll be back, you can count on that.”
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The Decision
Charlotte Mayer

The sun’s rays gave the cup of the ranch a hopeful light
even in the dark month of February. The little boy Jody sat
in the barn looking down at the panting foal and into its deep
navy blue eyes. He could not get Billy Buck’s haunting,
fatigued eyes out of his head. This situation was too much to
deal with, and just as he was about to start crying, Carl Tiflin
entered the barn.
“A stallion is never to be trusted. I know that you are already attached to the new foal, but I don’t want the burden of a
mischievous stallion. They don’t work, and are always getting
into fights,” Carl said. Jody was not surprised at this comment,
it was just like his father to come in and control a situation.
He had just gotten a new horse, and now Carl wanted to rip
that responsibility from him. Jody was overwhelmed, but with
a surge of courage stood up and walked over to Carl.
“You have no right to take Black Demon from me. I have
lived and dreamed about having a horse to call my own since I
was a young boy. You said that the only way to be a good hand
is to raise a colt. Why are you taking that opportunity away
from me?” Jody responded with a maturity that he never possessed before. Without a response from Carl, Jody ran out of
the barn and to the brush line, a place where nothing could go
wrong.
With tears streaming down his face, Jody looked up into
the sky. All that was in sight were gray misty clouds in the
distance and a lonely hawk soaring high above him. Although
his vision was blurred, Jody could still see Doubletree Mutt
come sulking towards him. His yellow eyes showed a sadness,
as if he understood the situation completely. Doubletree Mutt
laid down next to Jody and put his brown muzzle on Jody’s
stomach. Jody scratched his head and felt the moist blades
of grass beneath him. They felt like hundreds of little green
soldiers marching through his hands.
Inside the Tiflin house, Billy Buck, the ranch hand, asked
Carl why Jody wasn’t with the foal.
“We can’t keep the foal. He will grow to be a stallion,
and you know how much trouble they cause. Jody is taking
it pretty hard, so for right now, I need you to take care of the
colt,” Carl said plainly. Carl knew that something like his
might happen, but even he had the decency to think of Jody’s
feelings at a time like this.
“Carl, now I know that you dislike weakness, but now is
not a time to take away something that was just given to the
poor boy. He needs love and support. It may seem like a big
job for a little boy, but he has shown a good hand with horses
before, and I think that he may be able to raise this horse with
a little help from us. A stallion may be a burden for you, but
to him it could be his prize possession,” Billy Buck replied
softly.
Carl’s shoulders stiffened as he walked softly out to the
brush line where Jody lay. “Maybe I was wrong before. Billy
Buck has told me about how good you are with horses. This
could be a good experience for you. Teach you just how tough
the real world is,” Carl said. Jody jumped up, scaring old
Doubletree Mutt, and ran over to his father. For the first time
in his life, Jody embraced his dad. Carl Tiflin felt a joy inside
that he was ashamed of, for it didn’t fit with his tough lifestyle. Yet, Carl was proud of himself to finally have a paternal
moment with his son. He had always been jealous of Ruth
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because she was the one that Jody talked to and opened up to.
Without another word, he walked back to the house feeling as
though he had just won the Salinas County Horse Show. Jody
sat back down in the evergreen patch of grass, looking out to
the pastures. He saw his long legged, black colt barely standing next to Billy Buck. He breathed in the wild sharp smell of
sage in the mountains, and heard the dreamy sound of water
rushing into the rusty, old tub.

The Cypress
Tree
Nina Polishook

Jody sat on the white, scratched up porch chair next to
Grandfather. The two sat in dead silence, Jody staring blankly
at the sky, and Grandfather watching over the ranch like a
guardian angel gazing at Heaven. Jody solemnly handed
Grandfather the lemonade, the old man almost flinching at
the touch of the cold glass. The lemonade sparkled in the sun
when Grandfather took a sip from the white-and-red striped
straw, reminding Jody of the peppermint candies he had sometimes at Christmas. The two relatives sat quietly until Grandfather placed a hand on Jody’s shoulder. Jody shrugged his hand
off, obviously not wanting any affection at the time.
“Listen Jody,” Grandfather said softly to Jody. When
Jody did not reply, the gray-haired man continued with, “Listen to the wind, whispering to you, filling every crevice and
hole on this ranch. When I crossed the plains and ended up
at the ocean I felt angry, because if I could have kept going, I
would have walked on water just for the experience. I was an
adventurer, eager for new sights,” Grandfather paused, as if he
was listening to his own story and wanted a moment to soak in
the new information.
Jody turned his head slightly to the old man, interested at
the chance to hear a story, signaling that Jody had a soft spot
for stories.
“But the wind is why I stopped. I listened to it, and stayed
on the beach separating the plains and the ocean. I built my
house, met your grandmother, and had a nice life. Over and
over I would tell the story of crossing the plains to everyone I
met. However, I wasn’t bragging. I was searching, searching
for someone so I could relate to them,” Grandfather stopped,
his head tilting towards the sky ever so slightly.
Jody smiled, and said, “I understand, Grandfather, why
you always tell that story. I bet when I’m your age, I will tell
the story of Gabilan to my family.”
“Well, Jody, you won’t be my age for a long time so get
ready,” said Grandfather with a small chuckle. The two sat like
that almost all day, telling stories and laughing. After dinner,
Jody walked around the ranch, ignoring his mother’s complaint for him to go to bed. Jody eventually stopped in front
of the black cypress tree, its magnificent branches casting
shadow on the moonlit grass. Jody sat down at the trunk, staring at the sky full of stars. In his head he named constellations
that he had learned in class the week before. One he had gone
through all possible options, Jody stared for one last second at
the navy blue sky. He closed his eyes, wanting to keep the image in his head forever. Jody looked up again, moments later,
and noticed a new shape in the sky he had not noticed before.
It was a horse. Even without the color to tell him so, Jody
knew it was Gabilan. Little boy Jody smiled, and walked back
down to his house. Never to be known by him, a moment later,
a shooting star passed through the sky.

The Runaway
Isabella Trask

The brisk mid-winter air woke up the little boy Jody,
leaving him to run for a jacket. He stood in his doorway,
hugging himself in his jacket until the breakfast triangle rang
out. Jody then walked down the squeaky stairs and sat at the
white oilcloth-lined table, watching as his father and Billy
Buck walked in, lacking the normal energy that they usually
had. The cold air had filled up the room’s silence until Billy
broke it.
“Hey, Jody,” began the ranch hand, “after breakfast you
should come with me to check on the colt. Maybe we could
make some warm mash for him on this cold morning. How’s
that sound?”
Jody had totally forgotten that the night before, Nellie had
died while giving birth to the new colt. “Yeah,” Jody paused
for a second, stunned. “Sure.”
“Don’t forget about Nellie,” Carl reminded Billy as he
started to serve himself some eggs. “We still need to plan a
funeral for her, something sentimental.”
Billy replied, “Sounds like a good plan. We’ll get started
after breakfast.” For the rest of breakfast they devised ideas
for Nellie’s funeral to be short and sweet. Some flowers and a
burial ceremony would be all that was needed.
Jody followed Billy up to the barn with some warm mash
that his mother had made for the colt. Once they had settled
with the colt and given him his food, Billy asked Jody, “What
will you name your new horse? He will need a name so that
we can teach him what it is.”
“I’m going to name him Black Demon. I’ve been thinking
about the name for quite some time now,” Jody replied excitedly.
“That’s an interesting name you’ve thought up there,” said
Carl as he walked into the barn unexpectedly. “But anyway,
Jody, why don’t you go look in the field for some nice flowers
to put on Nellie’s grave? Were going to bury her at sunset
tonight so she won’t keep the barn all stinky.”
The sun had burst through the morning dew, leaving the
whole ranch sparkling with a heavenly sensation. Jody started
his hunt for flowers near the mossy wooden tub where he
always went to drink. He found a spectacular, bright, and
beautiful bunch of purple cheery pansies. These were perfect.
On Jody’s way back to put the flowers in a vase, he noticed
two bunnies at the corner of his eye. They were both playing
around in the tall, dead grass. One was white; the other was a
dark brown, almost black. The darker one then suddenly left,
leaving the white one wondering where his friend went.
Right before supper, Carl and Billy had dug a hole big
enough for Nellie. They placed her carefully inside, covered
her up, and then Jody positioned the pansies on top of the
freshly-packed earth. Nellie was a good horse, one to always
remember. The whole ceremony was in silence as if the whole
world had paused. Supper was silent too.
Two years passed on and Black Demon and Jody had
shared a special bond. Jody was always able to communicate
to Demon and raised him with a great respect. They became
inseparable; Jody treated Black Demon like a child. On one
winter night, Jody was awaken by Billy telling him that Black
Demon had escaped out of the barn and had run away.

Jody ran for his life, screaming as loud as he could, “Black
Demon! Where did you go? Come back!” He ran all the way
till he was able to be up close to the Gabilan Mountains. Jody
was balling when Billy had finally caught up to him.
“But…but what did I ever do wrong to make him run?”
Jody could barely talk; he wasn’t even capable of obtaining
full breaths of air.
“It’s not your fault, Jody. Don’t think that this was your
fault.” Billy comforted Jody as much as he could, trying to
take the pain away from him.
“I can’t let him go! We have to go find him, please.” Jody
had gathered up all the hope he could and placed it all into that
one sentence.
“Jody, listen to me. If you love Black Demon enough,
you’ll be able to let him go.”
Six months had passed and it was late August. The air
was still warm and the leaves on the trees were still green
like a tree frog. As Jody was walking back from his afternoon
chores, he saw two bunnies. These must have been the same
ones from before. Jody stared at them playing with each other
for a minute, then left as soon as he heard his mother ring the
lunch bell.
At lunch it was only himself and his mother because his
father and Billy had been doing a job out of town that day.
“After you finish your meal and wash up, you should go down
the road and look for something Doubletree Mutt can play
with,” Jody’s mother said. “He been botherin’ me too much
today.”
“Will do, ma’am,” was Jody’s respectful reply.
Jody started his search down the road when he suddenly
heard a galloping noise, a gallop that sounded just like Black
Demon’s. He still had hope that Demon was making the
noise that was approaching him so he started to sprint down
the brightly lit path to get a better look. Indeed, it was Black
Demon, appearing out of nowhere like a flying fish leaping out
of the water. Jody started chanting, “Black Demon, Black Demon, Black Demon!” For Jody, each time he said it he became
happier. “It’s you! Black Demon!” Tears started to swell up
in Jody’s eyes. He ran into Demon and gave him a giant bear
hug. He was so happy to see him again because he thought
that he had lost him for good.
Jody walked Black Demon into the barn and gave him
some food. He stayed there with him till his mother rang the
bell for supper. He was so excited to tell the good news to
everyone, especially Billy, so that he would get to learn how
to ride Demon. After making sure to carefully tie up Demon so
that he would not run away again, he happily made his way to
dinner. After everyone had sat down at the white oilcloth-lined
table, he announced his good news.
“Mom, Dad, and Billy, I found Black Demon.”
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The Strength
Morguinn Fullove

March’s afternoon winds whistled through the screen door
and gently swept over Mrs. Tiflin’s tired face. She looked out
through the ranch’s window above the kitchen sink, at the
great Gabilan Mountains that, as a girl, she had once dreamt
of exploring. As she thought back to those distant years, she
washed her family’s dishes unconsciously, having memorized
this responsibility. When she married Carl, she had to give up
her dreams of galloping through the dry fields of her Salinas
home and achieving something as great and gallant as her
father had in the stories he told.
Carl Tiflin’s rage toward his father-in-law pained her
in the very few untouched and secret places she had left. The
old man’s stories that Carl had so publicly mocked had once
soothed Mrs. Tiflin to sleep. This wasn’t the only time she noticed Carl’s hatefulness towards the world, but it was the only
time she acknowledged it. When she married Carl, she was
so in love that she was ignorant of his continuous anger and
hypnotized by his grey eyes that now carried over to her son.
But now, as she stood there in the kitchen, her fingers brushed
against her wedding ring, a piece of memorabilia from a time
she was oblivious to all of the hatred she now faced. She was
tired of being the person that forgave and forgot.
“Carl?” Mrs. Tiflin asked shakily. Her eyes wandered
around the ranch and stopped on her father and Jody drinking
lemonade on the porch. Her husband was not with them. Step
by step, her feet led her to the closed barn doors. She hesitated, examining the scarred wooden doors, and asked herself,
“Do I really want to do this?” She had been holding back all
these years, and if she was to release her feelings toward Carl,
she wanted to do it right. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw
a rabbit run away from its mate. She wanted to be better than
that rabbit.
“Carl,” she repeated in a steady voice.
“What?” Carl answered from the hayloft. She smelled the
sweet alfalfa and was glad he was up there; she would not
have to face him. Even so, she looked down at the ground,
where her favorite barn cat, Lucy, rubbed against the milk
bucket, her fur glowing like thistle down in the light.
“I need to talk with you,” she began quickly. “The way things
are around here has got to change.” Despite her boldness, her
heart was beating out of her chest.
“Ruth, I’m sorry about what I said to your father, but I just
can’t hear those stories anymore,” Carl retorted.
“It’s not about my father,” Mrs. Tiflin responded sharply.
Carl was stunned at his wife’s sudden rebellion. “Your behavior with Jody, with Billy Buck, even with me, has been cold.
I can’t stand it.” The gray-haired woman was surprised at
herself; she did not believe she would follow through like this.
Carl was left tongue-tied. He hated weakness. Noticing her husband’s sudden silence, Mrs. Tiflin kept talking; her
mouth was full of unsaid words. “I am not here just to care
for Jody, cook and clean, and wait for you to come home. If I
were to leave—”
“God, Ruth, don’t leave,” Carl interrupted. “You don’t
have to tell me what I’d be missing. I know, I notice what you
do. I just don’t know why I don’t bother to say anything.”
Carl’s wife saw that he was frightened, and it made her want
to run to him and take back what she’d said. But she didn’t
move; she’d come too far to stop now. Carl wasn’t the only

56

person who hated weakness.
As the choking silence lay heavily on the old barn, the
perplexed woman spied a pair of barn owls sitting together on
a support beam near the ceiling. The female cooed softly and
nuzzled against her partner. The male returned her coo with a
sweet-sounding purr of happiness. Mrs. Tiflin contemplated
why two wonderful beings with the great power to fly away
from all discomfort would choose to stay together. They were
murmuring softly to each other, beginning to rouse themselves
from the day’s slumber. “Animals trust their first instincts. I
loved Carl when I met him, and I shouldn’t question that. But
things do need to change,” she said to herself. She said aloud,
“I love Jody, and I love you, but you have to understand that
you are not the only person that works, and you are quite the
job,” the woman said. She did not feel rebellious, but she did
not feel restricted. She felt right.
“Yes, Ruth,” Carl replied, respectfully.

The Letter
Makena Gichuru

The autumn leaves crunched under the little boy Jody’s
feet as he walked toward the bunkhouse. The gentle wind caressed his blond hair as he ran across the Northern California
ranch. His gray eyes reflected the clouds as they took refuge
behind the cliffs of the great mountains. Ever since the paisano
named Gitano came to the ranch and ran off to the great mountains with old Easter, the mysterious mountains bothered Jody.
Old Easter was the first horse of Jody’s Father, Carl Tiflin. As
Jody crept into the bunkhouse he saw that the room had been
left exactly the same. Gitano’s sack that held all of his belongings sat next to his bed. It only held a change of clothes and
some long underwear in case it got cold.
Jody heard a triangle ring shrilly, signaling dinner. Jody
peered out the window. The sun was starting to fall in the sky,
and the shadows started to climb up the Gabilan Mountains.
He saw Carl riding down the hillside, carrying what looked
like a letter in his hands. “He’s got a letter!” Jody exclaimed.
He sprinted out of the room, past the ranch house, avoiding the
evil, dead cypress tree, and into the kitchen. He expected the
letter to be read aloud and wanted to be the there to hear it. His
mother, Mrs. Tiflin, was finishing cooking dinner. He was the
first one at the dinner table when Carl walked in. Jody looked
up at his father inquisitively. “We’ve got a letter,” said Carl.
Billy Buck, the ranch hand, strode into the room. He took off
his hat and pushed back his withered hair that was course like
wire. He smelled of sweet grass. He had been working in the
lower pasture, caring for the horses.
“Who’s it from?” asked Mrs. Tiflin.
“It’s from that old paisano, Gitano,” Carl said with nonchalance in his voice.
He stared at the letter. It was in a cream-colored envelope
and was addressed to “The Tiflins.” Carl felt the grainy paper
between his fingers.
“Well…. What does it say?” asked Mrs. Tiflin. Carl slowly
opened the letter, careful not to damage the seal. He pulled out
a white paper with small cursive writing on it.
“It says… ‘Dear Tiflins, I am writing to you from a small
town just beyond the great mountains. I have been riding
Easter for miles, over the green hills. These mountains are
beautiful and scenic, covered with vegetation and are extremely beautiful during autumn. The leaves on the trees are turning

different shades of orange and gold. I have traveled a long
way from the ranch and I don’t remember the last time I have
eaten. I am growing weaker and weaker as the minutes go by.
I just had to make sure that you knew of what I have found on
this …” Carl hesitated, then continued. “This great journey. I
have made it safely to this town I’m staying with a gracious
family that will help me get my strength back. Sincerely, Gitano.”
There was a long pause. The wind suddenly stopped. Silence lingered throughout the room.
“Can we go after him Carl?” Jody exclaimed.
“We better just leave him alone,” Carl replied.
“But…”
“Now look here, Jody!” Carl interrupted. “I said we ain’t
goin’ after him, and that’s final. Drop it!”
Dreadfully silent was dinner that day. After eating, Jody
should have been in bed already, but he decided to go down to
the brush line. “Early to bed, early to rise,” his mother would
say. He had taken the letter off of the counter without anyone noticing. As he walked out of the house he saw buzzards
circling in the distance, far away over the great mountains.
The circle was driving down, getting closer and closer to the
earth. Jody sipped from the mossy water tub. The cold water
tasted fresh and sweet. Jody held the letter up above his eyes.
The feeling of the grainy paper comforted him. He noticed that
the letter stopped suddenly. Even the part that his father read
about getting to the town safely wasn’t there.
The letter ended where it said, “I just wanted to make sure
that you knew of this…”
Jody repeated the line to himself over and over again.

The Rapier
Dylan Tzung

The bright sun of a scorching hot summer afternoon
burned the mournful face of the little boy Jody as he lay in
the grass by the round tub at the brush line. He felt a longing
as deep and strong as the ocean for the lovely rapier, a small
knife with a gorgeous golden hilt.
Jody, a boy with dusty yellow hair and shy gray eyes, got
up and drank some of the water closest to the green mossy
wood, where it tasted best. After he had taken a big gulp, he
started to walk towards the bunkhouse located on his family’s
California ranch. As he passed the birds perched precariously
atop branches, he saw Doubletree Mutt, his good big dog,
attempting to dig out helpless gophers. He also saw the great
black kettle under the cypress tree. Finally, he reached the
door of the bunkhouse. He hesitated for a moment and then
flung open the door. Aside from the flies buzzing around, the
room lay still, as if in a deep sleep.
Jody walked into the little room and grabbed the oil lamp
and the sack lying on the floor. The sack contained an extra
pair of long cotton underwear, an extra pair of jeans, and three
pairs of worn socks. He went flying out of the door, past the
ranch house and the cypress tree. He heard the wind whirring
in his ears, and the bees buzzing past him. Jody’s pounding
footsteps came to a halt at the foot of the mountains. He stood
for a long moment to marvel at the mountains covered in
greenery.
As Jody started up the mountain, he became aware of

all the different sights and sounds. He heard hidden crickets
chirping all around him. He looked up and saw two old birds
silently resting together on a tree branch. The mountains were
pleasantly mysterious. He heard the sound of leaves and twigs
crunching beneath his feet, and saw the sunlight peeking
through the trees, giving the soft ground a mottled look. The
smell of fresh pine needles filled his nostrils.
Jody realized that he was getting tired. He looked up and
saw a gigantic cypress tree welcoming him to come and lie
down. Before he knew it, he had fallen asleep beneath the
tree. He awoke to someone shaking him. It was an old paisano
man with dark eyes, and a mustache that appeared blue-white
against his dark skin. “Gitano!” Jody cried. Quickly, Jody sat
up, bursting with excitement. He noticed the old horse Easter
standing behind Gitano. Immediately, he started to tell Gitano
of his travels in the mountains. Gitano sat down beside Jody,
and listened intently with a hint of amusement hidden behind
his dark eyes and defined features.
Jody handed Gitano his sack and asked to see the beautiful rapier. Gitano pulled it out of the deerskin covering and
handed it to Jody. The boy sat admiring the golden hilt until
Gitano asked, “Would you like to hear the story of how I came
across this glimmering rapier?” Jody replied that he would and
leaned back against the comforting tree.
Gitano began, “Long ago, when I was just a boy, living in
the adobe on the other side of the western ridge, I had to find
ways to entertain myself. I was always getting into trouble and
mischief. One day, I decided to go and explore the hillside. I
found animals to play with, rocks to throw, and sticks to use
as spears. When I got thirsty, I walked over to a small stream,
bent over, and began to drink. Then, something shiny, buried
beneath the rocks in the stream, caught my eye. I leaned over
to examine it closer, and started to move some of the rocks
away. I grasped the object, and pulled it out of the stream. The
golden hilt blinded me. I stuffed the rapier into my belt loop
and headed back towards the little adobe.”
Jody clapped politely after Gitano finished his story, but
his mind was lost somewhere else. He was caught in deep
wonder about the true story behind the rapier. Beside Jody
and Gitano, there was a loud thunk. They both looked over towards Easter, who had fallen to the ground. Jody rushed over
to the old horse nervously. He leaned in close and listened for
a heartbeat. After a long moment, Jody confirmed that the old
horse Easter had finally died. Jody glanced over at Gitano who
was taking the entire situation rather calmly. Jody asked him,
tears crawling out of his eyes, “Why aren’t you upset?”
Gitano responded, “All lives lived to the fullest must eventually come to an end.” Then, Gitano told Jody to go home,
and bring the rapier with him. He said, “Be sure to keep a
watchful eye over this wonderfully mysterious blade.”
As Jody began to walk home, he realized that the sun was
fading from the sky, and night was approaching, fast as a
freight train. Jody watched as the sun continued to fall from
the sky, and the dazzling stars began to appear. He felt a rush
of immense peaceful harmony. Easter had fulfilled his purpose
in life and finally had a chance to live among the stars.
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The Helping
Hands
Adah Hickert

It was the morning after the colt had been born, and Jody
was sitting quietly in his seat in
the school house, staring dully at his hands as the memory of
Billy Buck’s bloody face loomed in
his mind like a ghost haunting him. “You alright, Jody?” Jody
looked up, and his friend Jonny stared back at him. “You’re
lookin’ all distant. Didn’t the colt arrive alright?” Jody looked
up at the ceiling. “The colt’s fine, but Billy had to cut up Nellie to get ‘er out.” Jonny opened his mouth to say something,
but the words were stolen by the soft voice of a girl. “That’s
awful.” The girl stepped in and stood next to Jonny, who
glanced at Jody and grinned embarrassedly. “Jody, this is my
twin sister, Felicity.”
“Hey there,” she said gently.
Jody could easily see the similarities. Olive skin, messy
light brown hair, impish faces, and the large, startlingly bright
green eyes.
“Howdy,” Jody said, nodding softly in her direction. “So,
do you guys wanna come see the foal?”
“What, really?” They both asked in bewildered unison.
“Sure. We can head over after school, if you two want.”
The two shared a short look of excitement, then turned to
Jody and grinned two impish grins.
The three raced excitedly in the direction of Jody’s home
ranch, one twin on either side of Jody. Their chests heaved and
their arms flailed as the hurtled toward the ranch. Giggling
loudly, the three tumbled toward the barn and paused outside
the door to rest. All three were sweating and attempting to
catch their breath, all the running and giggling having worked
their lungs a bit too hard.
Chest still heaving, Jody pushed open the barn door and
led the twins inside before promptly closing it again. The three
hobbled toward the foal tiredly and let it trundle about the
barn, its legs seeming to shake from weakness just as much
as the children’s. The three all leaned on a large pile of hay,
finally controlling their breathing and steadying themselves on
the wall or the hay bale.
Felicity grinned. “It’s adorable. Do you know if it’s a mare
or a stallion yet?”
“Let’s take a look see,” Jonny said, pushing himself off of
the hay bale and plucking the foal up off the ground. He lifted
it up to eye level and studied it carefully before letting it trot
freely around the barn again. “Mare.”
The three laughed and chatted for many hours, only leaving the foal to help Jody with his chores. Soon enough, it was
after nightfall, and the three children were all tuckered out,
once again leaning tiredly upon the stack of hay bales, though
this time they didn’t even have enough energy to stand. Felicity and Jonny yawned loudly in unison, “We should head out.”
Jody heard Felicity say, but he was so tired that he couldn’t
hold his eyes open any longer. Jody toppled over into the dry
hay that covered the ground and fell asleep.
The morning was cold. You could tell without going outside that it would be cloudy and grey. Jody picked him-self up
off the ground and pulled away all the hay straws that had gotten stuck in his hair and on his face. Wiping drool away from
his cheek, he looked sleepily around the barn and suddenly
jolted awake with a startling realization: the foal and the twins
were gone.
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Jody quickly pulled him-self off the ground and bolted
out the barn door, prepared to run to the house and tell Billy
Buck, when he saw a large figure heading into the Gabilan
mountains. He raced towards the figure, ignoring everything
happening around him. Paid no mind to the rocks imbedded in
the path that he constantly tripped on, completely disregarding the vultures ripping apart a rat carcass. He needed to find
them. And he did.
In the distance he could just make out the figure. Jonny sat
proudly atop an unfamiliar horse, which was pulling a large
wooden wagon. Felicity was perched on top of a large pile
of clothes inside the wagon, which was full of goods; food,
drinks, blankets, meal for horses, and even a few small weapons. In Felicity’s arms was a small bundle, and in that bundle
was the foal.
Felicity noticed with a start that Jody was sprinting
towards them, and shouted nervously over her shoulder to
Jonny, who whipped the horse into a brisk gallop. “Wait!”
Jody cried. “What are you doing? Where are you going? Hey!
Wait!” he shouted desperately, losing energy as he screamed
and ran, running out of breath. Felicity’s eyes softened, and
she turned over her shoulder to look at Jonny. She said something to him, and for a couple moments he didn’t respond, but
then he pulled the horse to a stop, and Jody sprinted through
the last stretch, leaning heavily on the horse’s side to catch his
breath. Felicity quickly rifled through a basket and produced a
small canteen for him to drink from. He gratefully took it and
drained its contents.
“What are you guys doing? Why?” Jody asked between
large gulps of breath. Felicity looked away quietly, clearly too
ashamed to speak to him. Jonny fiddled quietly with the rains
of his horse, avoiding Jody’s impatient eyes. Finally, Felicity
took a deep, shaky breath.
“We’re leaving,” she said flatly, clearly neither of them
wished to explain themselves. There was an agonizing silence
as the three exchanged sad, concerned looks, then finally,
Felicity continued.
“We don’t have anything here. Going home at this point
just isn’t an option anymore.”
“But why?” Jody begged, prepared to beg on his knees for
them to stay.
“Father don’t want us around anymore, we should just
leave. Spare everyone else the trouble of having to take care of
us,” one said. Jody couldn’t keep track anymore, with all the
thoughts rushing through his head.
“Well, what about me? Don’t I matter at all to either of
you?” Jody huffed.
Jonny and Felicity exchanged a look, and Felicity turned
back to Jody and cautiously held out her hand. Jody blinked
at it, then back up at the girl attached to it. “What?” He asked
dumbly.
“Come with us,” she urged “You can help us take care of
the foal, and we can get us all our own ranch...” She trailed
off, entranced by her own vision. “Yeah, yeah you should
come with us. We’ll all take care of ourselves and no adults’ll
be there tellin’ us not to do what we want. We can do it, Jody,
come with us.”
Jody stared thoughtfully at Felicity’s hand. They had their
hearts set on this. There was no changing their minds. And
they wanted him to abandon his home, his friends, and his
family to run off to some place on the other side of the mountains; somewhere unknown beyond his farthest reaches.
His head slumped down, and finally, he shook his head.
“No. I’m sorry. I can’t do that,” he said sorrowfully “I just
can’t leave everything behind.”
Felicity’s eyes flashed, and she retracted her hand, closing it in a fist over her heart. “Alright...” She mumbled softly,

her eyes sad. Jody glanced back up at Jonny, who only looked
away, despair twisting his face. Jody stepped silently away
from the horse, struggling to hold him-self up. Felicity turned
down and stared into her lap, and Jonny turned to catch Jody’s
gaze. His eyes pooled with tears.
“See you around, Jody. We’ll be back in a few years’
time. Just you wait.” He then turned to face the mountains
and whipped the horse into a brisk gallop. Jody watched in an
overwhelmingly sad silence. When the horse rounded a final
boulder that blocked his view of the horse and wagon, he collapsed heavily on his knees and wept over the hoof prints.

The Vow
Jane Lovett

In the early morning of a cold winter day, the ranch hand,
Billy Buck appeared behind the cypress tree of the Tiflin
ranch with blood stained on his face and hands. His eyes were
plaintive, and his broad shoulders now sunk to the ground. He
held his tan Stetson straw hat in his right hand, and his white
shirt and blue jeans were blood red. His eyes were watery
gray, and his mustache was not gelled as usual, instead it was
filled with beady sweat. He walked into the bunkhouse and
saw Jody, sobbing in front of the dead mare, Nellie, and the
newborn colt, Black Demon. Jody, with hair like golden coins,
and innocent, gray eyes that were filled with painful sadness,
shivered at the sight of Nellie. His lower lip quivered and his
hands hung loosely beside him.
“Come on, Jody. This is the colt you asked for, and I gave
it to you. You have to accept the fact that Nellie is gone. We
have to bury her,” Billy Buck explained.
“At the brush line. That’s where we’ll dig the hole,” Jody
cried.
Jody’s heart was filled with a sharp loneliness as he and
Billy Buck picked up Nellie’s lifeless body. Jody and Billy
carried Nellie to the brush line, where the sharp sunrays just
peaked over the Gabilan Mountains. Carl Tiflin found Jody
and Billy Buck digging a large hole for Nellie. Carl was a tall,
strong man, and was a disciplinarian.
“This ain’t such a great idea,” Carl mentioned. “This is a
horse, and it don’t need no burial. Just take it up the hillside
and bury it there. We don’t need a dead horse so close to the
ranch.”
“NO! No way.” Jody exclaimed. “This is where I want
Nellie to be buried, and I took care of her, so I believe I should
get to decide!”
“Alright, if you really want to, but just think about the
consequences of you doing this. Every time you come up here,
you are going to think about Nellie,” Carl uttered.
But this is exactly what Jody wanted. He wanted to remember the soft fur that ran down Nellie’s strong back, and
the sound of her feet trotting on the ground. Jody stared into
his father’s emotionless, navy blue eyes. He wondered why
he was softening up on him. Usually, his father was stern, and
showed no sympathy. Jody pondered this thought, as he and
Billy Buck dug a hole for Nellie. Their shovels hit the ground
and made the sound that Nellies feet would, which made Jody
desolate. When they finished the digging, they put Nellie’s
delicate body into the hole, and covered it up.
“It’s time to move on,” Billy Buck said to Jody. “You
remember your new colt? It’s time to feed him. Go get the

bucket of water and steamy paste, while I clean up Black
Demon.”
Jody’s wistful eyes stared at Black Demon as he fed large
spoonfuls of food to him. The aroma of the food smelled like
the barn and cream.
“There there,” Jody crooned.
Billy Buck and Carl came into the barn where Jody was
comforting Black Demon. He could here the heeled boots on
his father, and they were going toward the porch. Jody was
afraid of the new responsibilities that he would have to have,
to keep his colt healthy.
He asked Billy Buck, “Are you going to help me take care
of my colt? The last time I had a horse of my own... well, you
know what happened. Are you sure Black Demon is going to
be healthy?”
Billy was hurt by this comment. He knew that both Gabilan and Nellie had died, but he did the best that he could.
“I’ll try my best, Jody. But sometimes my best isn’t
enough. I will try my hardest to keep your colt healthy. I
promise.”
Just hearing Billy promise to help take care of Black
Demon made Jody not feel as miserable as he was before. Just
as Billy said this, hawks flew restlessly overhead next to the
hopeful light of the evening sun. These hawks were a painful
reminder of Gabilan, and gave Jody a sense of confidence that
Black Demon would survive. Jody was going to take care of
his pony at his ultimate best, to redeem himself of Nellie and
Gabilan’s deaths.
“Thank you,” Jody murmured to Billy Buck.
Tears of joy filled his hopeful gray eyes, and Jody made
lemonade for the whole Tiflin family.

The Offer
Aidan Lee

The morning sunshine shone brightly through the Tiflin
house as the little boy Jody and his mother finished up making the lemonade. Jody brought the platter out to Grandfather
as Mrs. Tiflin went back to her work. The incipient spring
weather was perfect. A colorful hawk soared above the northern California ranch. Jody served Grandfather his lemonade.
In the distance, he saw the ranch hand Billy Buck handling the
colt, who wasn’t very cooperative.
“Thank you Jody,” said the old, bearded man as he finished
the last of his lemonade. “That was the most divine drink ever.
Now go have fun.” Jody took the pitcher and tray back into
the kitchen, and then went outside again. He decided the best
way to keep himself from dying of boredom was to kill the
mice in the rotting haystack. Grandfather continued to sit on
the steps, looking at the sky. Jody knew his father was trying
to settle a quarrel between the chickens and the quail, and he
wouldn’t want to talk. So Jody took his flail and went to the
ranch. On his way he saw a cat trudging through the grass
with its kitten on its back. The dusty hay, which smelled as if
hundreds of mice had done their business in it, couldn’t wait
to get the parasitic rodents out. Jody noticed a mouse on his
left. He smashed it with the flail. Instantly, three more scurried
out of the hay. The little boy managed to kill two, but had to
leave one to be scooped up by his dog’s mouth. He was about
to smash the rough and straw-like hay, but a colossal mouse
bolted out. That’s when Billy Buck entered with the black colt
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in his arms.
“Put him in his cradle,” he commanded listlessly, “and
make sure he gets a drink before he loses consciousness.
He’s pretty worn out from having being handled so roughly.”
Jody did as he was told, and put the black-as-night animal in
the seventy-five cent cradle his father had bought. Jody went
back to the haystack and killed a couple dozen more mice
before hearing Mrs. Tiflin ring the triangle. He guessed it was
for lunch. He went to the kitchen where, indeed, his mother
was serving a hearty meal. Billy, the bold man Carl Tiflin,
and Grandfather were already seated. Jody sat down next to
Grandfather, who was morosely gulping down the delicious
squash and pot roast, which really was tasty. The meal continued in silence, until Carl broke it.
“Grandfather, I’ve been wanting to apologize for what
I said this morning,” he said softly. “I should’ve kept my
thoughts to myself, even if I didn’t think you heard.” The old
man’s expression instantly brightened. His blue eyes opened
wider. His white eyebrows went up. His lips cracked a smile.
“Oh, it’s okay. You’re probably right. I thought about it
when I was on the steps. I’ll think of another story to tell, perhaps even make one up,” was Grandfather’s reply. “I’m sorry I
bored you out. It’s just without my wife, I get lonely, and need
to tell someone these things.” The old man looked sorrowful
again.
“Do you have more stories? We’d love to hear them,” said
Carl, before adding, “If you don’t, you can think of some next
time when you ride your horse down,” he suggested. Grandfather smiled again.
“Did I ever tell you how I became leader of the people?”
he asked, “It’s a great story, and only my wife got to hear it.”
“I don’t think you did,” said Carl, “so go ahead.”
“Well,” started Grandfather, “I met this wonderful man
named Gitano who gave me great advice, and…” he finished
the story. Carl said it was the best one he ever heard,
and offered Grandfather to stay as long as he wanted, and
also offered a new saddle for his horse. The dog barked with
triumph for catching an agile mouse. Mrs. Tiflin smiled. Her
plan had worked. A nice gesture for a bold man she thought.
The ranch and house would be happy.

The Return
Steven Price

The high-pitched ring of the triangle raced out to the far
reaches of the Northern California ranch. Jody yawned and got
out of his bed to go to breakfast. The little boy smiled as he
got into his clothes, happy for the weekend to finally come. He
glanced out the window to hear the calls of a migrating flock
of birds and see that early autumn had made the leaves turn
red and gold. Autumn was his favorite season, mainly because
of Thanksgiving break and the feast it entailed. He raced over
to the kitchen table to find a steaming plate of hot brown toast
and hard-boiled eggs. He heard his father’s and Billy’s boots
as they marched in. Carl muttered under his breath cursing
the leaves for being such a nuisance around the chicken coop.
“Hello Billy!” he exclaimed, still excited for fall. Jody wolfed
down his breakfast, eager to play outside.
Jody dashed out the door. He saw a squirrel run up a tree
only to come scampering down with a second squirrel chasing
him. He gazed over to the Great Mountains, with his eyes
slowly tracing down until he found a figure rigidly walking
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down the second ridge. Jody raced into the house knowing
who it is just by his walk. “Gitano’s returned!” he yelled excitedly. Carl Tiflin, with his freshly-shaven face and short brown
hair, was still finishing his breakfast with the farmhand. Billy
Buck, who had started to grow out a black beard to match
his black hair, was the first one to look over at the elated boy.
A frown slowly crept across his face as he contemplated it.
“Didn’t I tell that paisano to go to his cousins’?” asked Carl,
clearly annoyed about having to deal with the old man twice.
About twenty minutes later, Gitano arrived at the final
ridge. As Jody ran up to greet him, already filled with questions. “So what did you see on the other side of the mountains?” Jody asked. “Was it lush and green or barren and dry?”
To this, Gitano timelessly replied, “Later, I will tell you. First,
let me rest.”
Gitano and Jody slowly walked over to the house where
Carl Tiflin was glaring from the front porch. “I told you to
go to your cousins’ four weeks ago and that statement still
stands,” Carl snarled belligerently. “We don’t need another
mouth to feed.”
“I am not here to stay,” said Gitano calmly. “I am just here
to get my gunny sack with my items in it.”
At this, Carl softened a little. “Oh,” he said, slightly mollified. “Come in but don’t expect to die or get a meal here.”
“Oh no, I only want to talk to your boy and get my items,”
said Gitano. The paisano came in, grabbed his little gunny
sack and walked out to where Jody was waiting for him. “I
want to talk to you,” he stated.
“I know,” replied Jody, his curiosity still hungry for answers.
Gitano simply stated, “I know what’s on the other side of
the mountains.” At this, Jody nearly started bouncing, so eager
was he to get the answers he so desperately wanted.
Gitano started slow, talking about the trek up the cold
mountain and how he had to climb and climb and climb. He
talked of surviving off trapping small critters and how the old
horse named Easter died at the top. But then he talked of the
lush valley with the small creeks running through it. The story
unfolded around him with wild cows roaming the vast grassland around him as birds in flocks covered the sky like blankets covering a bed. Two hours had passed before Gitano’s
story began to close. He talked of realizing he had to share this
with the boy who so desperately wanted to know what was on
the other side of the mountain and coming back down.
By the time Gitano ended his story, the sun was already
overhead. He left by asking how old the little boy was and
Jody said he had just turned eleven. Gitano pressed his dark,
gleaming rapier into Jody’s hands and whispered to him, “This
is my gift to you. My father got it when he worked during the
Gold Rush.” And with tears in his eyes and a smile on his old
face, he left the little boy Jody on the porch with the gleaming
rapier in his hand to go to the Salinas Valley to his cousin.
Jody now watched dumbfounded as Gitano disappeared
over the ridge forever with nothing but a small gunny sack and
himself. He was humbled by the man who went up a mountain
and back for him. It was midafternoon now and the autumn
leaves danced in the wind like fire. A small bird watched him
curiously from one of the blazing autumn branches. Jody got
up and went back inside to examine his dark, gleaming new
sword.

The Forgiven
Paige Snepp

On a warm Sunday morning, a strong spring breeze was
gliding through the Tiflin ranch in northern California. The
boy Jody whipped back his straw-like mane that was blowing
about his head like a halo. He then as he gracefully strolled
over to hand the glass of glistening lemonade to his resting
relative. Jody watched the sparkling water droplets gather like
stardust on the outside of the cup. He sat down neatly and
handed the lemonade to his ancient grandfather. He looked
with big benign doe eyes at the Grandfather to see what he
thought of his freshly-squeezed masterpiece.
Grandfather’s vein-riddled hands shook as he brought the
drink up to his mouth. The drink suddenly slipped out of his
frail grasp and Jody instinctively whipped out his hand like
lightning to catch it. The old man’s eyes crinkled in a little
thankful smile as Jody handed the liquid gold back to him.
Jody felt a rush of affection for the old man.
He then
looked off in the distance, where he saw one little ginger farm
cat grooming a big white one. Another large cat who had a
coat of midnight then leaped over and began to groom the
white one as well.
“Father can be as mad as a bull sometimes, Grandfather.
You must forgive him,” the boy begged. “Deep down I know
he loves listening to your stories.”
Jody then stopped, and there were a few moments that
lasted an eternity. “Here, let’s take a little walk,” the boy suggested as he stared into Grandfather’s pale deep-set eyes in his
weathered leathery face.
Jody then lifted his little body up and then took the old
man’s large but fragile hand and strenuously struggled against
the man’s monumental mass. The two then tottered off behind
the house to the direction of the brush line. They finally made
it to the angelic water tub.
Jody instantly caught a whiff of the magnificent earthen
scent. The boy instantly felt his stress ebb away as he listened
to the water whisper as it fell into the mossy tub softly. He
then looked back at Grandfather and saw that his melancholic
expression disappeared and was replaced by repose.
Suddenly, his brows furrowed and his eyes narrowed into
focused slits as strained on some small figure in the distance.
Jody turned and felt a wave of anxiety overcome him as he
saw a gaunt figure trudging towards them. It was Carl Tiflin,
head of the ranch and Jody’s stony and stern father. He wore
an earnest expression as he sat next to Grandfather on the
springy sprigs of grass.
“It was a job for men, but boys want to hear about it,” Carl

said slowly, using the exact same words as the Grandfather
had used earlier. “So why don’t you tell me about the time
where you told each wagon to carry an iron plate to protect
against the Indians? I always felt amazed when you told that
part.”
“You said it yourself, Carl. I need to forget the past and
move on,” Grandfather moaned morosely. His tranquil expression melted into a depressed one once again. Jody looked and
saw that Grandfather’s eyes glistened with hurt and pain.
The hard lines on Carl’s face seemed to soften. “I was very
wrong. I always was really interested with your tales. I guess
I didn’t want to listen because I was ashamed and jealous that
I never reached the level of greatness you had. I am very sorry
for the way I acted,” Carl said with his eyes level with Grandfather’s.
Jody’s mouth fell open in shock. Grandfather seemed to
have finally hacked away the hard outer shell of Carl’s heart
after years of coldness. He looked to Grandfather, whose eyes
twinkled like stars.
The Grandfather began the tale with a kind of conviction
that he never possessed before. The whistling wind began to
die as the sun climbed higher in the sky. Grandfather fell into
his energetic storytelling groove and Carl was listening with
his eyes widening at just the right part, then relaxed again
when it slowed.
Just as Grandfather finished the story, a shrill shriek
sounded from the nearby bushes. Jody turned to find a
paunchy squirrel being chased by the ginger cat that Jody had
seen earlier. The cat’s eyes were glinting with a mad desire to
torture and kill, and the plump squirrel’s eyes were widened
with terror and panic.
Jody felt a sudden surge of protectiveness toward the
blubbery squirrel. He slapped his hands together; producing
a sound as loud as a thunderclap. The belligerent cat leapt a
good four feet in shock then turned and gave a petulant hiss at
Jody before bounding off into the distance.
He gave a tiny smile to the squirrel, and sank back down
into the emerald grass. Jody stared at the little droplets that
dazzled like diamonds on the lush green moss, and then
heaved a soft sigh of content.
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Abstract Paragraphs
Imagination
Kainoa Kanter

There was the smell of imagination in the air tonight.
What did imagination smell like? Like chocolate candies and camomile tea, but when imagination was dark
and scary, it smelled like the sweat of one who had just
witnessed a murder. And if you wondered what imagination sounded like, it sounded like a hummingbird
buzzing through a luscious field of flowers and dogs
giving you slobbery kisses, but it could also sound like
footsteps, going click, clack, click, clack, approaching
you, while there’s no one in sight. And, going further,
what did imagination look like? Imagination looked like
freshly blown bubbles, colors swirling, floating through
the air, but it could also look like your loved ones being
popped like balloons by big hands with white, silky
gloves. Then the hands, grasping needles, notice you,
pinning you down, like insects in a display case, as you
meet your demise. Light and dark, that is how imagination smelled and looked and sounded and tonight you
could almost touch imagination.

Adventure
Zsa Zsa Ivy Sherwood

There was the smell of adventure in the air tonight.
What did adventure smell like? Like mud and trees and
ocean. And if you wondered what adventure sounded
like, it sounded like waking up screaming as your
bedroom slowly began to come into focus and having no idea where you are and people shouting and the
sound of leaves crumpling under your feet as you sprint
through a dark forest and fire. And, going further, what
did adventure look like? Adventure looked like splashing down, down, down, into the jaws of the ocean only
to be saved by some sort of silver-gray creature split
seconds before drowning or falling straight through a
cloud at the speed of light barely having enough time
to pull on the dangling navy blue strap to open up your
parachute. That was how adventure smelled and looked
and sounded and tonight you could almost touch adventure.
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Glory

Oliver Pourmussa
There was the smell of Glory in the air tonight. What
did Glory smell like? Like flames and dirt and sweat.
And if you wondered what Glory sounded like, it
sounded like the thumping of a runner’s shoes rapidly
pounding against uneven ground, and paintbrushes
stroking and the claps and victorious shouts displayed
on bulky TV sets as a flag is pinned down into the
unearthly soil of that glowing crescent in the night sky,
and cheers. And going further, what did Glory look
like? Glory looked like a firefighter saving the life of a
hopeless girl suffocating in a dense layer of smoke and
ash, or the smile of accomplishment slowly crossing a
man’s face as a small flicker of light emerges in a glass
bulb and radiates across a dark room of mistakes and
errors. That was how Glory smelled and looked and
sounded, and tonight you could almost touch Glory.

Relaxation
Jaren Dacay

There was the smell of Relaxation in the air tonight.
What did Relaxation smell like? Like pillows and
air conditioning and lavender. And if you wondered
what Relaxation sounded like, it sounded like waves
of refreshing turquoise water tumbling onto the soft
tan powdery sand and birds chirping and an orchestra
playing lullabies to put hundreds of babies to sleep and
waterfalls. And, going further, what did Relaxation look
like? Relaxation looked like reading heartwarming stories on your parent’s lap near the crackle and pop of the
comforting fire place, or lying down on a couch made of
cotton candy after a satisfying Thanksgiving dinner, the
lingering taste of pumpkin, cinnamon, ground cloves,
and nutmeg filling your mouth, like an ongoing river
of flavors flowing gracefully through your mouth. That
was how Relaxation smelled and looked and sounded
and tonight you could almost touch Relaxation.

Dance
Laura Shelley

There was a smell of Dance in the air tonight. What did Dance
smell like? Like Windex and deodorant and hairspray. And if
you wondered what Dance sounded like, it sounded like hard
walloping on the ground and sweat dripping on the floor and
water bottle caps opening and disco music. And, going further,
what did Dance look like? Dance looked like points of the
toes inside your dance shoes as you leap across a meadow of
awards that you won, or wearing the shiniest costume as if a
fairy sprinkled you with magical dust. That was how Dance
smelled and looked and sounded like and tonight you could
almost touch Dance.

Imagination
Rebecca Whitaker

There was the smell of Imagination in the air tonight. What
did Imagination smell like? Like new shirts and campfires
and morning dew. And if you wondered what Imagination
sounded like, it sounded like the never-ending chirping of
birds when you wake up, all different types singing in perfect
harmony, and sparks igniting and the boom and crackle of a
reckless firework, bounding around in its cylinder until jumping upward, covering the hues of blue with gold and magenta
and sunlight. And going further, what did Imagination look
like? Imagination looked like crayons running across the page,
spiraling upwards and bursting like piñatas or Oompa Lompas
dancing in a hail of Everlasting Gobstoppers, catching them
in their mouths like snow. That was how Imagination smelled
and looked and sounded and tonight you could almost touch
Imagination.

Winter
Jennifer Hughes

There was the smell of winter in the air tonight. What did winter smell like? Like oranges and gingerbread and pine needles.
And if you wondered what winter sounded like, it sounded
like skates landing on the solid ice with a loud sharp crack
and the heater thumping on and the ding of the microwave
announcing that there was hot chocolate ready to be enjoyed
and an inner tube breaking the snow as it barreled down the
mountain. And, going further, what did winter look like? Winter looked like countless snowflakes falling from the gray blue
sky, the intricate patterns caught in the hands of an awestruck
child, or warm breath hanging in the cold crisp air like mistletoe. That was how winter smelled and looked and sounded and
tonight you could almost touch winter.

Loneliness
Sofia Iacovlev

There was the smell of Loneliness in the air tonight. What
did Loneliness smell like? Like rust and dirt and peeling
paint. And if you wondered what Loneliness sounded like, it
sounded like an echo trudging through an endless hallway and
statues crumbling and a high-pitched howl ripping through a
helpless, mother-less puppy’s throat and wind. And, going further, what did Loneliness look like? Loneliness looked like a
girl sitting on a cold bench, watching people clumsily skate by
in pairs and groups, her sighs coming out as puffs of vapor, or
the waves of a black ocean trying to curl their fingers around
an abandoned lighthouse. That was how Loneliness smelled
and looked and sounded and tonight you could almost touch
Loneliness.

Desperation
Pasha Zar

There was the smell of desperation in the air tonight. What did
desperation smell like? Like sweat and blood and tears. And if
you wondered what desperation sounded like, it sounded like
the panting of a person running from a sniper, and the crunch
of a slide tackle to win the ball and the thud of a boatful of
refugees crashing against the shore, and wailing. And going
further, what did desperation look like? Desperation looked
like anguish on the face of a miner who is trapped in a mine,
or a defender putting his head on the goal line to save a ball
from going into the goal. That’s how desperation smells and
looked and sounded, and tonight you could almost touch
desperation.

Fall

Alessandra Somer
There was the smell of fall in the air tonight. What did fall
smell like? Like the woods, and spices, and fog. And if you
wondered what fall sounded like, it sounded like the first
raindrops in months splashing down onto the roof like trees
falling down in a forest, loud and intense, and rustling leaves,
and someone snuggling up in a warm cozy blanket by the
crackling fire, and sparrows. And going further what did fall
look like? Fall looked like a chill in the air wafting away from
the steam of an apple cider, or the ginormous mountain of
candy on the floor, half just empty wrappers crumpled like a
writer’s discarded ideas thrown into a trash can. That was how
fall smelled, and looked, and sounded, and tonight you could
almost touch fall.
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Winter
Carlisle West

There was the smell of winter in the air tonight. What did
Winter smell like? Like pine trees and burning embers and
brand new skis. And if you wondered what Winter sounded
like, it sounded like a young girl, laughing hysterically after
getting hit by a snowball and the thrust of frigid air howling
behind us when we come inside and the heavy heave of the
ski lift as it carries people day and night and teeth chattering. And, going further, what did Winter look like? Winter
looked like a mother crying at the delayed flight gate, or a
toddler slyly eating cookie dough off a dented pan, like a
criminal swiping money from a vault. That was how Winter
smelled and looked and sounded and tonight you could
almost touch Winter.

Spring

Anticipation
Peter Klima

There was a smell of anticipation in the air tonight.
What did anticipation smell like? Like safety kits and
cookies in the oven and sweat. And if you wondered
what anticipation sounded like, it sounded like a cacophony of gasps and speculation and tiny feet jumping
up and down with excitement on Christmas morning
and the 10, 9, 8 to the first climb as lights flash in the
nail-biting control room and whispers. And, going
further, what did anticipation look like? Anticipation
looked like a worried face, raising a ridged eyebrow
in curiosity or it looked like a million eyeballs hyper
focused on a finish line, as if that line would determine
whether or not they would wake up happy the next day.
That was how anticipation smelled and sounded and
looked and tonight you could almost touch anticipation.

Sophia Klotz

There was the smell of spring in the air tonight. What did
spring smell like? Like mist and grass and bunnies. And
if you wondered what spring sounded like, it sounded like
children screaming as they ambitiously searched for their
Easter eggs hidden beneath the rustling leaves of lush trees
in a park and flowers blooming and confined chicks eagerly
pecking their way out of their shells and lemons. And going
further, what did spring look like? Spring looked like newly
born grizzly bears discovering the colorful, playful bugs
fluttering all around them, or the morning sun projecting a
marvelous rainbow over the Hawaiian rainforest, bouncing
light off of the misty trees and cobwebs, illuminating the
sky. That was how spring smelled and looked and sounded
and tonight you could almost touch spring.

Joy

Alice Hanscom
There was the smell of joy in the air tonight. What did joy
smell like? Like freshly cut grass and chlorine and roses.
And if you wondered what joy sounded like, it sounded
like a campfire popping and crackling and happy shrieks
and the splashing of shallow waves and squirrels. And going further, what did joy look like? Joy looked like watching your best friend dissolve into laughter from something
you said unknowingly and the sun sinking behind waves
to leave an inky blackness scattered with stars surrounding
a crescent moon wistfully waiting to be full. That was how
joy smells and looked and sounded and tonight you could
almost touch joy.
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Dance

Eleanor Weidman
There was the smell of dance in the air tonight. What
did dance smell like? Like over-buttered popcorn and
worn-out shoes and old cloth. And if you wondered
what dance sounded like, it sounded like large raindrops
plopping down on a desiccated field and fire sparking
to life with the bang of flint hitting wood and loud, distracting applause starting to freeze as though time itself
had abruptly stopped and the snapping of a whip cracking on hard ground as though to punish the concrete for
all its dangerous, high dents. And, going further, what
did dance look like? Dance looked like bright red roses
swaying slowly back and forth to the beat of the wind
like a child on a swing, or the Sun opening its bright eye
on a field and casting long shadows along the ground
as a giant would do to the Earth. That was how dance
smelled and looked and sounded and tonight you could
almost touch dance.

“My Name” Essays
Birke

Ethan Luckenbill
My middle name comes from my grandfather Birke.
Although it is not a meaningful name to other people, it is very
important to me. It gives a sparkle to my name. When I am
asked to write my name and I put in my middle name, it glides
across the page like a shooting star!
Being named after my grandfather is an honor. Birke, my
dad’s father, was awesome. Although I was never able to meet
him, I am proud to share his name. I have heard stories of
what an amazing man he was. I would like to be able to be the
way he was. I have seen him in pictures but not in person. In
my mind I see him as a plain humble man who shines through
his soft spoken body!
Our name means fortress. I think the name strongly represents him, myself, and my whole family because our goal is
to be able to protect each other. We try to keep each other safe
in the best and the worst times. I think this is why this name
means so much to me. It speak to who I am and who I want to
continue to be!
Overall, I am proud to have the name that I do. It is an
honor to be named after a superhero like my grandfather.
Even though I have never met him, he has done so many great
things for me, and the whole Luckenbill family. I am thankful
for being Ethan Birke Luckenbill. It’s the best name I could
ever ask for, and if I could tell my grandfather one thing, it
would be, thank you for putting me inside your fortress.

Generations
of Jonah
Jonah Kharrazi

My name is Jonah. My parents named me Jonah on October 19, 2002. In English, it means dove. My name comes
from the Hebrew prophet in the Bible, who was swallowed by
a whale, after God caused his ship to sink, and then tossed it
onto land, after 3 days and nights. I was named after my great
grandfather, who was always very shy and joyful. My parents
named me after him because he was the nicest man my parents
had ever met, and they wanted me to be just like him. My
mom, who has light brown hair and olive skin, especially liked
him and described him as sweet as sugar. Although I never got
to meet him, I could already tell how kind and loving my great
grandfather was to everyone around him. He is my motivation
to be nice and caring to everyone and has helped me become
a better person. Sailors usually refer to the name Jonah as a
person who brings bad luck, but listening to the stories about
my great grandfather makes me completely disagree with that
concept.
My family members told me a story about my grandfather that really inspired me. Wandering the streets, my great
grandfather came across a woman who was crying on the
ground. She had been running earlier and tripped over a rock,

and her leg was completely torn up. He helped her up and told
her, “ We need to get you to a hospital, and fast.” There were
no cars back then, so he picked her up, threw her over his back
and ran six blocks to the hospital. That woman turned out to
be his future wife. This story shows how lending a hand and
being caring could turn out to have an amazing ending. Hearing this story really blew me away and made me realize that
I was named after an amazing man and had to live up to his
name. I think my name fits me because I am a very shy person
and also am considered “The Nicest Person Ever” according
to my friends. If I could change my name, it would be Noah,
because Noah is a prophet in the Bible, and the celebration of
the prophet is very close to my birthday. But I would never
change my name because I am honored to be named after such
an incredible man.

Nayah?
Naya? Nia?
No, It’s Nyah!
Nyah Youabian

My name is Nyah. My name originated in Greece, but it
is most commonly used by African Americans. In English my
name means flowing river. It rolls off your tongue like water
flowing down the side of a mountain. It is soft and peaceful
like feathers. But it is the name that you can never find on
souvenir mugs or keychains. Like the number four, a pale pink
or purple. To strangers my name is a puzzle, both the spelling
and pronunciation. It is a complicated math problem waiting
to be solved, the word that is marked wrong on a spelling test.
But it is unique, and that’s all I could ever want in a name.
Besides, it is always fun watching people struggle writing my
birthday cards!
My parents found my name while watching a movie,
“Mission Impossible,” about five or six years before knowing
they were going to have my sister and I. Not having any kids
yet, they had time to watch movies like this one. The actress’
name was Nyah, which really hooked their ears. But they told
me that she was really a tall, blonde, skinny lady with bright
blue eyes. Suddenly, lots of thoughts went through their heads,
leading to a little discussion.
Oooooo that sounds like a nice name if we ever have a girl!
“Nyah, sounds beautiful!”
My mom and dad decided to keep it a secret so that the
name would stay a surprise. I’ve never actually seen the
movie, but I was told that it’s a five star, action-packed film!
My name fits me like a wrapper that hugs a chocolate bar.
It is like the baby joey in the kangaroo’s pouch, the way that
B fits between A and C. It is unique just like me, a name not
many people have heard of, a warming name. It is a name
that not even Webster’s dictionary knows the definition to.
My name is the name that all of the substitute teachers fail to
pronounce at school, the name that makes you feel befuddled.
Although it doesn’t have any real connection to my family or
its past, my name will create its own history as time goes on. I
am happy to be Nyah, it fits me just right!
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What My Name
Means to Me
Avi Malina

My name, “Avi Malina,” has a lot of meaning behind it.
My first name, Avi, means “my father” in Hebrew. My mom
was the biggest reason for my name. When she was pregnant
with me, she had to have an emergency operation on her appendix. While she was resting and recovering at the hospital,
my dad got her a bunch of baby-naming books. While reading one of them, she came across my name. My mom claims
she read the whole book and chose “Avi,” but my dad says
she didn’t read past the As, because she loved “Avi” so much.
They still joke about it.
My last name, “Malina,” is the Polish word for “raspberry.” While the word itself doesn’t have a very deep meaning,
it’s important to our family to have a Polish name. My ancestors on my dad’s side were Polish, and the country is a part of
us. I feel lucky that they came to America before World War II
began.
My middle name is “William.” That’s the only part of my
name that is specifically handed down to me from a relative.
My great-grandfather was named “William Malina.” He was
a belt maker who lived in Brooklyn, NY. He was nicer than a
flower. I never got to meet him, but I heard he was an amazing
person, and I feel like he lives on through my name.
I like my name because it is unique to me and I feel that
it fits me. If I had the chance to change my name I would not.
I like that my name represents my family and our story. My
family is Jewish, and it fits to have a Hebrew name.

It’s Not
That Simple
Ava Nusbaum

The first day of school, I walk into class and sit down. The
teacher reads aloud the attendance, as I know what’s coming.
She calls out my name pronouncing it E-va. “It’s A-va,” I say,
probably for the thousandth time in my life. “Oh and by the
way it’s not Ah-va either.”
My name is Ava Margot Nusbaum. As simple as my first
name may look, you’d be surprised at how so many people
spell and say it wrong. Whenever I go to Starbucks, I order
my drink, and then they ask for my name. I say, “My name is
Ava,” but when I pick it up, guess what name is on my cup,
Eva. Wow, my simple name Ava turned into Eva. Yeah, my
name is way more complicated than one would think.
In the story “All Names Are American Names” by Kie Ho,
Kie talks about when he was first sworn in as an American
citizen. He could’ve changed to a more “American sounding” name like Keith Ho or Kenneth Ho, but no, he was proud
of his Chinese name. He believed that his name was just as
American as any other name. Kie did have some problems
with his co-workers mispronouncing and spelling his name
wrong. They also sometimes made inappropriate, racist com-
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ments, but Kie stayed strong. He loves his name.
In the story “My Name” a girl named Esperanza inherited her
great-grandmother’s name, the one who was kidnapped and
forced into marriage. She doesn’t like the fact that her name
represents such a sad and lonely life.
Esperanza wishes she could change it. Since the name is
Spanish, people who pronounce it in English say it horribly
wrong and it bothers her. Esperanza wishes she could change
her name into something more happy and easy to say. I like
my name very much but I’m tired of always having to correct
people. It’s just A-V-A. Well, I guess it’s not that simple.

All Names
Should Be
Acceptable
Christopher Pedersen

A name. A cluster of letters. So simple yet they can have
many meanings. A name portrays who we are. Our history.
Our family. Our ancestry. They can be good or bad. Legacies
and stereotypes. We are who we are. I am Christopher.
In Sandra Cisneros’ short story, “My Name,” the character,
Esperanza, explains how we have no power in deciding our
name. She was named after her great-grandmother, a woman
taken and forced to marry, unhappy the rest of her life. Our
parents give us our name. We may be unhappy about it but it
has meaning. Whether the name is to honor someone or start
something new, it is given for a reason. My name was chosen
from a Danish name book. I needed an “acceptable” name
in Denmark and in the USA. That’s exactly the point Kie Ho
brings up in his article, “All Names Are American Names.”
In the article, “All Names Are American Names,” written
by Kie Ho, he says that all names should be acceptable. He
explains how he was stereotyped because he had a Chinese
name but only knew two words in Chinese. I could have been
named something like Agot, but my parents decided to name
me Christopher because they thought that anything else would
be “sociably” unacceptable. In many ways I think that is true.
There will always be people looking to make fun of somebody
or stereotype him or her. But I am proud of my heritage and
who I am. We are all unique in one way or another.
My name in Greek means carrier of Christ. My parents chose
my name because I needed to be eligible for a Danish passport. There are also many nicknames that could be used as
well as other variations.
All names should be acceptable everywhere. Foreign or
native, we are who we are, and that can’t change.

Historical Fiction
D-d-d-dead?
Skylar Ball

Selene’s P.O.V.
“CRRRRACK!” The whip snapped and the wind whistled
in my ears. I hitched up my fancy sheath dress and sprinted
down the Nile, water spraying in my face. “I didn’t mean to!”
I cried. But that was not enough. My tormentor was angry, and
when I say angry I mean angry. Sorry, that’s an understatement.
When I say angry I mean vexed. Irate. Hopping mad. That’s still
an understatement. But a little better. Who was my tormentor,
you may ask? My mother. And who is my mother? Well, I have
some difficulty explaining… I’ll just get it over with.
Cleopatra.
My mother is Cleopatra.
Aren’t I proud?
No.
The greatest woman pharaoh in all of Egypt. All of Egypt!
She’s got mad fighting skills. Lucky for me. I’m just a little girl
and I can’t do anything about it. ANYTHING!
“How could Cleopatra be evil?” you may wonder. Hmm.
Let me see now... besides the fact that she didn’t want me when
I was born, I don’t even know! When I was two she locked me
in a closet for a day. When I was seven she didn’t let me go to
school. And now, at age 12, she’s chasing me down the Nile
threatening me with a whip. And daggers. And... a slingshot.
What a loving mother.
It’s not like I have a job, though I volunteer at the funerals
for mummies. And sometimes I pose as a mourner. I’m in the
luxury class, but when I die it’s not like my mom will pay to
have me mummified. Maybe she’ll be dead, though... Or maybe
she’ll be the one to kill me. Kill me right now. Torture is her
specialty. Such a wonderful mother, and a great woman in general. That’s what I get for being Ms. Wonderful Lovely Amazing
Pharaoh’s Daughter. Oh well. Better not complain!
I don’t know why my mom hates me. I’m smart, shy and I
don’t talk a lot. I guess I’m a nice kid, like I said already... I’m
not really sure. I like foxes and tigers and turtles and the color
purple. I’m pretty shy, and I have a couple of good friends. I’m
a vegetarian and a good student...or was one, until my mom cut
off my education.
I like to read, draw, and volunteer. I used to do a lot of community service but now I have to evade my mom killing me so
it’s not like I have much free time. I used to love school. And
even now, I draw out math problems on papyrus scraps that my
mom throws out. But if she ever saw me doing it.. I wouldn’t
be here. Having a turtle would probably be more work for my
mom. But of course she hates me. Maybe she wasn’t ready for
a kid. Or maybe she just hates kids in general. Whatever the
reason, it must be good. I’m not that easy to dislike... or am I?
It’s probably him. Yes, of course he was the perfect little baby. I
was just the quiet one. The one that was okay… until little Alex
went and FELL INTO THE NILE. That was the day my life was
RUINED…
Stupid Alex. Ruined my life, and the darn kid never even
acknowledged me...
It’s weird. She liked my brother just fine. At least I suppose
she did. He died at age two. He was my twin. His name was
Alexander Helios. He was exploring when he fell into the Nile.
It was that day she locked me into the closet. She was overwhelmed with grief. She had liked me until that day. I guess I’m

a symbol of him. He was always her favorite, but to try to kill
her own daughter...
Cleopatra’s P.O.V.
I remember the day I gave birth to two twins. Alexander Helios
and Cleopatra Selene. The perfect little babies. One was cute
and outgoing. The other was sweet and clever. They were the
best children a mother could ask for… until the incident.
I had gone inside to get my papyrus scroll, to read while I
watched Alex. “Ma-Ma! Watch! I can be a big fishy! Splashy
fishies are going swimmy and I can be a splashy fishy!” Then I
heard shrieking. “Mama! Alex is gonna go be a fishy!” I looked
up from my bookshelf. “Alex! Stay where you are and don’t
move a muscle!” Then I heard a splash.
I rushed outside but it was too late. Alex was floating bellyup in the Nile. The current carried him downstream. Overwhelmed with grief, I wept.
Now Selene is a living reminder of Alex. I can’t bear to be
around her. It’s terrible. She seems like a nice girl, I just can’t…
She looks so much like her brother.
Selene’s P.O.V.
I studied the book of the dead in my short education. I found
a copy left out by the Nile and now I study it vigorously. But
there’s not much I can do, with me having memorized the whole
thing.
We live in a huge mansion by the Nile. And of course, my
bedroom is a moldy toolshed. It also serves as the DUMPSTER.
“Cleopatra SELENE!” my mom yelled. “You get back here.
THIS. INSTANT!” Oh yeah, I’m kind of... running away. I
decided it was too much to deal with her anger. She pulled a
lethal looking dagger out of the sleeve of her dress and threw it
like a frisbee. “You useless girl! I’ll be glad to see you dead and
in your rightful place! You deserve to die, nasty scum! You’ll
be sorry when you have this hit your head!” I ducked and the
dagger nicked my ear. “#@$%”, I muttered under my breath.
“And don’t curse!” She was about to kill me and she cared
about my language? I wondered why she was chasing me. She
wanted me to die, didn’t she? I puzzled over this for a second,
before realizing that it would reflect badly on the kingdom if her
own daughter ran away. Yes, much better to have her die of a
“heart attack”. Yeah right. I turned my head sideways to avoid
the water spraying in my face and saw Anpu talking to his dad.
Anpu... so many memories. I guess you could say he was my
boyfriend... or more.
I remember when I had met him at almadrasa, or school.
It was a few years ago... He was the only person who hadn’t
tormented me or called me a weirdo. I had walked up to the almadrasa doors, expecting to get tormented. He was a little older
than me, I was 6 and he was 8. He smiled at me with those periwinkle eyes and that awesome black tunic he was wearing, and
that rebel-goth black hair. We were in the same class, because I
was very far ahead. He kept glancing over at me and asking me
if I was okay. I nodded. When I left school he walked me home.
But about 100 feet from our stupid luxury mansion I told him it
would be best if he left here.
“But,” he said in that bold voice, “No.”
I insisted, “It’s good of you to walk me home, but you don’t
want to see where I live. He nodded.
“Money problems? I understand.” I shook my head.
“I don’t really like attention at all. But I guess I can tell you
that my mom is… is… is…”
“It’s okay,” he coaxed.
“Cleopatra. My name is actually Cleopatra Selene. I go by
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just Selene.” I blurted.
“Um. You don’t—It would be better if—You should really—
I don’t mean to be offending but I think you should go.” He
nodded.
“All right... I get it. I’ll go now. That’s what’s best.” After
that I looked forward to going to school. But one day, my mom
caught me walking home with him and that was it. No more
school for me. We continued to meet in secret, though.
Our relationship grew to more than just friends. I was 11, about
five years after I’d met him, and we met in the Temple of Horus,
on the East Nile. I must have done something silly because he
kissed me...
But this was the last time I saw him. My mom, curious to
where I was going, followed me to the temple. As I was walking
home she jumped out from behind a papyrus plant.
“Aha! Hasalat ealayk alan!” she cried, which means “got
you now” in Arabic. That was when I decided to run away.
She cracked the whip again. Was she going to kill me now?
“ANPU!” I cried. He glanced over. He knew about my mom, for
sure, but was he going to do anything about it was the question... Of course.
He came running to the rescue. But in his haste, he slipped
on wet sand and hit his head on a rock. A large gash appeared on
his hairline. “No!” I cried.
“Anpu, don’t leave me… now…” I knelt down by his side.
“I’m happy to die…” he wheezed, “by someone I know will
stay in my heart forever…” I screamed and felt his pulse. Gone.
Then my mom snuck up on me.
“Cleopatra Selene, kunt fi l ‘annah alan!” she shrieked. I’m
in for it now? Well... I thought. Wow. This was the best day
ever! Not. Then she raised the dagger. My last thought was literally, “I’m dead” before I… well… died.
I remembered the time that we had gone to school and realized that there was no school as it was a Teacher Development
Day. We were about 7 and 9, I think. We had snuck into all the
pyramids and examined all the hieroglyphs. I was worried at
the time that this would add to the weight of our heart with bad
deeds. But Anpu’s calming smile soothed me and I stopped worrying.
And the time that we played qaeidat mutarada with Bast and
Akher Okosutio. They had both won, but it was fun… oh the
memories!
When I was ten, I met my best friend Bast Okosutio. Anpu
and I had gone over to the Okosutio household on a summer
morning. Bast was my best friend, and Akher was Anpu’s. We
had asked to go in politely and Aum, their mother, and A’lab,
their dad, had nicely let us in. Their baby sister Laila was playing with Bast, and it was such a nice scene for me to see… a
family that loved each other.
Flash Back
“Bast! Bast! Bast! Let’s play qaeidat mutarada! You love
that game, right?”
“Selene! Hi! Yeah, let’s play! Anpu and Akher can be on a
team, so WE CAN BE TOGETHER!” I grinned. Bast was the
total goofball, but in some ways she was really smart. She could
be an amazing scholar, but she’d rather use her many talents on
something else, like art. She’ll most likely be a priestess when
she grows up. She likes to sing. But that might be too boring for
her. I really don’t know!
We played our game and since they have such a big yard, it
was really fun. Akher must have a direct pipeline to the gods!
It’s like he channeled powers. He should have been named
Wahi, for Oracle! Akher actually means something about connecting to the gods though, so it’s fitting.
But what was really nice about it was that it felt like home.
Unlike our mansion, Bayt Klyubatira, it actually felt like
somewhere safe! I went over to Bast’s a lot after that, but nothing was like that one time. Ironic, really. The first time I go to
someone’s house, it feels the most like home.
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It was weird. I was surprised. It didn’t turn out to be that
bad! All that really happened was that I felt like I was inside
a bubble. My ka extinguished immediately. It felt like a flame
ran out of my body. Wait. Was I dead? I stood up gingerly and
looked around. My mom was yelling at Anpu’s dad. Apparently
I wasn’t dead. Then I looked down and saw my body, limp and
lifeless. I felt light, lighter than air, yet I couldn’t fly or anything. Bummer. That would be awesome. But back to reality.
I screamed. What was happening? I could see myself
clearly. And I saw Anpu’s dead body. I glanced up and saw him
standing over his body. He wasn’t completely solid and was
flickering. I guess that was what I looked like. “Anpu!” I cried.
He looked up. “Anpu! What are we going to do? I think we’re
DEAD! And if we really ARE, then we can’t… we won’t…” He
held his hand up. “Selene.” I stopped. “Yes?” I whispered. “It’s
gonna be okay.” he soothed. I trembled. “No, it’s not, it’s not
okay, we’re DEAD, Anpu!” My ba seemed to be on the verge of
leaving my body. It felt like something was popping. Weird.
Anpu’s dad started sobbing over Anpu’s dead body. He
stared the fading dot in the distance that was my mom, who was
walking home. Then he picked up both of our bodies. “See? My
dad will give us a proper burial. He’ll pay for luxury mummies.” I burst out in tears and hugged Anpu. “Tha-th-Thanks,” I
sniffled. He lugged us off and we were automatically compelled
to come along.
We were at an ibu, or a tent of purification. It smelled like
dried blood and, well, dead bodies. Which is not an amazing
smell. It was frightening and I didn’t want to stay but…this
was so interesting. Like a story, but so much more interesting.
Anpu’s dad opened his satchel and pulled out linen. He handed
it over to the priest. I leaned back against Anpu.
My burial was luxury. I didn’t want it to draw a lot of attention. But unfortunately, it did. They would probably say I had
a heart attack or something. Of course my mom JUST HAPPENED to be the best at charisma in all of Egypt. Just my luck.
And I saw myself be embalmed. This was one of the most
unsettling experiences of my life - sorry, death. This priest man
came up to my dead body and stuck a knife down the left side of
it! Call me squeamish and girly. But would you be creeped out
if a random guy stuck a knife in you? I think so.
Then the guy just ran off. Coward! And the other priests
threw stones at him. This made no sense to me. I’d studied
embalming, and I don’t remember that being in there!
After that they pulled out my organs. It was too much and I
vomited all over dead Anpu. It was really embarrassing, but
what was I supposed to do? He understood. And no one saw but
him. And it technically didn’t even exist.
They put my organs in canopic jars, along Anpu. We were
embalmed side by side, just the way I would always want it to
be. It was washed with palm wine and soaked. Then they left it
in the natron for forty days, but it only felt like a couple minutes. I guess time goes by more quickly. It was so weird!
Then we were checked for moisture and they wrapped our
intestines in linen. They put the canopic jars in a canopic chest.
They took us to Per Nefer, which was actually kind of fun compared to everything else! They “beautified” us, and after that we
almost looked alive! It was a strange experience, though, watching your dead self get made to look alive.
When I was ten and my mom took me to the spa Hatahwur
Albayt, it was a lot like this. I suppose she figured that maybe
she would enjoy my presence if I was beautiful or something.
I don’t spend too much time contemplating my mom because I
fear my head might explode. She’s insane, I swear. They laid me
out on a bed of water and turned on these mist spewer things.
The lighting was bluish purple. They laid out cucumbers and
oatmeal on my face and lay me there for about ten minutes.
It’s SO boring. Never go to any spa dedicated to the goddess
Hathor, like I did.
Then one of the employees dropped to the floor wheezing.
“Sadri! Sadri, yatamazzaq!” She gasped and her eyes rolled up
in her head. I ran. My mom found me shuddering and coughing
behind a papyrus bush on the east side of the Nile. I was muttering

Egyptian curses, not the spell kind. I’ve always been shy of death.
And here I am, dead. Ironic.
They mummified my body by wrapping me from the head
down. I got a luxury wrapping. This whole time I was leaning
against Anpu’s tall figure. He hugged me from the back and that
was enough to know that I would never be alone. They put an
Ankh on my forehead and another one on Anpu’s chest. They
laid down a scarab on my chest and another scarab on top of
Anpu’s ankh. They put a Djed Pillar on each of our right legs
for stability and an eye of Horus on our necks. And of course a
cartouche bearing our names, over our shoulders. I don’t know
why shoulders, but it was fine with me.
When they placed the scarab beetle over my heart, all the
priests were chanting, “tabarak ‘annaha ‘iilaa ‘abd alabadayn .
qad qalat ‘annaha takun wadaeat lilrrahat fi salam tabarak ‘annaha.”
My portrait mask was beautiful. It was very similar to
Cleopatra’s, I noticed when I was in the afterlife. It was gold
plated and had blue stripes. It was embellished with beautiful
big eyes and large lips. It looked nothing like me, but I guess the
priests had never seen me before, so they had nothing to work by.
My sarcophagus was very intricate. My arms were crossed
over my chest and depicted wearing large blue bangles. I had
ornate hieroglyphs carved on my torso, saying “eternal is she.”
It was all very advanced. I didn’t deserve this much! Anpu’s dad
had done so much for me!
The funeral was weird. Of course Mom came and pretended
to be sad. But I could see that subtle smirk. It was very unsettling. Anpu’s dad was there and so was his mom. The priests
were chanting some embarrassing stuff, like “‘Annahum ‘ahabbu bedhm albaed , warubbama habbahum albaqa’ ‘iilaa al’abad
fi nufusihim . qad yuhibbun wayaeishun fi alakhira . aledyd min
al’aemal aleazimat alty satafeal maeaan . eindama tuuffi , matuu
fi ‘ahdan alhabb w alllah .” Awkward! It basically means “They
died enveloped in true love. Their bond will never be broken.”
They picked up our sarcophaguses and dragged us to a
tomb. Then they started to carve pictures of me and Anpu battling monsters and doing great deeds. There were hieroglyphs
that said “They will rest together.” Then they laid down our
sarcophaguses and canopic chests, and I thought we were finally
on our journey to the afterlife.
And we did! I was so excited. Everything got really bright,
and then we were in a crazy dark world. A man with the head
of a jackal, who I presumed was Anubis, led us to a scale. Then
he STUCK HIS HAND THROUGH MY CHEST and pulled
out my heart. It was quite traumatic. He weighed it against the
Feather of Truth and the heart instantly rose to the top! It was
really surprising. But I guess it made sense because I’ve always
been a good person. The same thing happened with Anpu. That,
though, wasn’t surprising. He’s always been literally an angel.
The Anubis guy told us to go back to our world and have the
priest open our mouth.
The priest touched our lips with sacred tools that seemed
pretty unsanitary. Then all my life forces came back into my
body. It felt like I was on fire. Anpu seemed to be having the
same reaction. I felt stronger, more powerful. I thought about it
some more and realized that I was in the form of my Ka… this
was too hard to comprehend.
Anpu’s father Aayan and his mother Nenet brought us lots of
offerings. They brought me a shabti! They were SO much nicer
than my own mom. You know what she brought me? A LIMA
BEAN. What kind of mom gives her dead daughter a LIMA
BEAN? Ugh!
My trip to the afterlife was really nice. We battled our way
across the Other Nile, the name for the river in the Afterlife. On
the west side of it is all horrific monsters. On the east is paradise.
My tomb was never discovered. Ever. It stayed in pristine
condition. No grave robbers. No tomb raiders. No archaeologists. I died with Anpu and that was my lifetime (sorry, death)
wish. I learned that things can go terribly in life. But things turn
out the best for the people who make the best of the way things
turn out.

Daya’s Diary
Sarah Kim

February 17, 1184
Dear Diary,
My name is Daya Orcheon. I am 12 years of age and
live in the rich side of Troy. My sister Andromache (sound
familiar?) is Prince Hector’s wife, so therefore, I am royalty.
To be truthful, I am in love with Hector, but since Andromache
is older than me, she got to marry him. Hector is kind to me
but often treats me like a child. Andromache is 20, and can
sometimes be bossy but she treats me kindly. In fact, for my
upcoming birthday, she promised to get me that beautiful slave
girl at the agora.
Do you want to know about her? Her name is Leroni and
was taken from Ithaca. Why are all of the beautiful women
from Ithaca? I don’t look hideous, at least, that’s what Chrincoro says. Who is Chrincoro? Do you really want to know?
Oh, all right. He is my arranged husband. I know, gross. I am
not allowed to choose who I want to marry. I wouldn’t mind
if he were handsome and smart but unfortunately, he is not
the smartest chip on the block is definitely not as handsome
as Hector. But, I cannot worry about that right now. I know I
should have said this before but somehow forgot. Hector, and
Chrincoro are at war. Well, Chrincoro ran away somewhere.
The coward. Hector, on the other hand, is fighting valiantly
after the death of Patroklos, Achilles’ friend. I however, am
worried. Hector’s life is fated to close here. I hope he will
listen to Andromache and come inside.
However, then Achilles cannot die and Troy will lose. This
is all Helen and Paris’ fault. If only he gave Helen back. Stupid fate. Wait. What is that sound? Andromache? Why are you
wailing so? Oh, no. Is he… No, he can’t be. He is too great,
too strong. This is not happening. No, this is a dream. I never
saw Achilles step onto the battlefield, I never saw my mother
in-law call out to him when he left, I did not see Astyanax cry
as his blood-soaked father said goodbye.
No, unfortunately, this is reality. I should have expected
this, but my heart aches so. He was so strong, so brave. A
pillar on the Parthenon. The flame of Olympus. The heart of
Heracles. Why, why did fate choose him? Why, of all people,
Hector, the one I love!? Do the Three Fates enjoy my sorrow?
Are you happy with your job? Ending lives before their fullest? Breaking hearts, tearing souls apart? Do you enjoy ending
lives at the short like my younger brother? Not giving people
a chance at life? Oh, I am sorry. I got carried away. I must
go. The mourning is starting soon and if I don’t do something
quick, Andromache will tear herself apart.
February 29, 1184
Dear Diary,
My father in-law/King Priam managed to get Hector’s
body back from Achilles. Oh, how dishonored he was. His
body cut and dirtied by the feet of the Greek soldiers, his neck
sliced through by the sword of Achilles. Oh, how sad he looks.
Andromache will not leave his side. Andromache is, well, she
will not eat, drink, or speak to anyone. Even me. King Priam is
still mourning with Queen Hecuba in their room. Then, there’s
Paris. Of course, Paris is in the next room with Helen “mourning” over Hector’s passing. Mourning. Ha! I’d sooner believe
a donkey went and chopped Achilles’ head off.
But, it seems that the Greeks have left. All that is left of
their existence is the gigantic horse on the beach that was
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brought in this morning. There was a note. I am proud to
say that I read it in front of the council today. It said that the
Greeks have given up, and are giving us the horse as a present.
I don’t believe it. Just last night, you could hear the death cries
of tens of hundreds of men in the battlefield. Helen, also thinking something was wrong, spoke out to the horse in the most
melodic voice i’ve ever heard from her. I could have sworn I
heard something move in the great horse but no one reacted.
So, I guess someone kicked a rock or something. It is almost
time for bed. The torches are slowly dying and King Priam has
retired to his chamber. I may be the only one awake.
However, I cannot sleep. The thought of an unguarded
Greek item on Troy’s land is...disturbing in a way. I wonder
why. What was that?! I…I heard something outside! Oh, gods!
Are they our soldiers? What are they doing at this time of
night? What is that flare for? No, those are no soldiers, they
are the Greeks! I must wake the others. But, it is too late.
We were tricked, fooled! I am running and screaming for the
others to wake. Everyone in town must be awake. Are those
screams I hear? Oh, Zeus. The houses are on fire! I see blood
and women and children being dragged away. The main gate
has been destroyed! Soldiers are running in left and right.
They are in the palace! I must leave. Andromache gave me
Astyanax and told me to run. I must.
Otherwise, I will die. Astyanax will die. The reign of Troy
will die. I will save Astyanax with my life if I must. I am going to the temple of Athena to pray. Did they see me? They
have. No! Not Astyanax! Let him go! Take me instead. I am
being dragged away by my hair and taken to the courtyard.
Andromache has Astyanax, she told me that if this happened,
she would hide the child in Hector’s tomb but, Andromache
is on the city walls. What is she doing?! Hide! Before it’s too
late. Is that..? Oh, dear. The lords of Olympus have betrayed
me. I see red as Neoptolemus, the supposed son of Achilles,
grabs Astyanax by the foot and hurls him off the edge of the
walls. I cannot close my eyes. I cannot bear to see it happen
but why do I still see that fragile body fall, fall, fall to the
ground. My sight blurs, I hear Astyanax’s cries of laughter ring
through the halls, I see his handsome face smiling up at me. I
cannot bear it anymore. I close my eyes and fall into darkness.
March 1, 1185
Dear Diary,
It has been awhile. A year to be exact. I am now the
adopted daughter of Aranochus and Eronicus. Eronicus, my
supposed father is a merchant who sells practically everything
and Aranochus, is, well, you know how Athenians are, without
men, nothing can survive, blah, blah, blah. My sister, Erin, is
six years of age and in my opinion is quite a strange child. Do
you want to know why? She falls in love with every single boy
she sees. Attractive or not. She’s six! But, lately, she’s quite
somber. She was attacked one day while walking home. I managed to save her just in time though. Ugh, Athenian women.
I’m probably the strongest female in all of Athens. What was
that? Am I happy? Do I sound happy? No, of course I’m not
happy. I’ve been chewing my insides out every night with that
scene playing over and over in my head. The last time I got a
good night’s sleep was the day I got adopted.
Aranochus and Eronicus drugged my food, seemingly
knowing my past, and I fell asleep almost immediately. I have
to be honest, I’m slightly thankful for that. Nightmares constantly rattle my mind when I sleep. I can’t get that vision out
of my head. To be truthful, I didn’t want to write in this. Ever
again. I knew that, if I did, I would have to relive the horrors
of that night. However, my nightmares have gotten a little better. I am writing in this to let out my thoughts and try to relax
my mind. I try to forget about my past.
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In fact, for a small period of time, I pretended to have
amnesia and not remember my past. It only made it worse.
I haven’t seen Andromache in a year and I don’t plan on it
either. If I did see her, I would face the guilt all over again. I
wouldn’t survive another night. Anyways, she’s now Neoptolemus’ concubine and has three children. Three! You would
think that I would want to go visit Troy. Though I am allowed
to go on a boat to see Troy’s remains, I can’t see that place
again. I can’t see anything that reminds me of home without
breaking down. The doctor is here. I think he is attracted to
me. Eugh. He is possibly the ugliest man I have ever seen in
my entire life. The doctor is here because, well, I am ill with a
common illness here in Athens.
The problem is that my body is not used to it, so I am
very affected. But, the doctor says it may be too late to treat it
and that I may drop dead at any second. That’s nice to know
isn’t it. I can’t guarantee another diary entry. I may die at any
second after all. Anyway, goodbye, diary, maybe someone will
read you one day, and know what it is like to be a Trojan girl
during the Trojan War, and feel sympathy toward us. Maybe,
just maybe, we can be forgiven.

Death of
the General
Josh Kovacs

“Everyone be quiet,” I whispered.
“Thump,” I heard as I threw a rock to the left of the guard.
“Over here!” my co-general said as he ran to the right of the
guard. Then when the soldier charged my co-general I stabbed
the soldier in the back. When I went to open the door (that the
soldier was guarding) and saw the stolen gold (gold that the
persians stole from Egypt) my eyesight faded, as I realized one
of my soldiers stabbed me in the head. As the knife was pushed
into my head I realized I wouldn’t see my wife and my kids
in my regular life again I tear dribbled down my face. Blood
dripped off my head as I felt my body go numb and I started to
fall.
Then my comrades attacked the traitor yelling, “We will
avenge your death!” I floated out of my body and noticed I had
wings, so I knew I was the “ba” (the spirit of my personality).
Then my “akh” (my glorified soul) floated out of my body and
yelled “see you later” to me. I heard my “ka”’s voice (my life
force)say “I’m staying in here.” Once my comrades defeated
the traitor they took the stolen gold and picked up my lifeless,
motionless body. They climbed the escape rope (the one where
I and headed back to thought I would also be going up) back to
Egypt. I followed them on my wings. Once I was home, priests
immediately started preparing my body for the afterlife (the
embalming process). Before I died I told my family to pay for
a luxury embalming (but not if they couldn’t afford it) if I were
to die.
Seventy days later, it was time for my funeral. I saw my son
Akins Jr., my daughter Bao, and my beautiful wife Isis standing there putting offerings down. I wanted to cry even though
I didn’t have a body as I realized I wouldn’t see them grow up.
Bao was buried into Isis’s leg and Akins Jr. and Isis were looking at ,y body with their eyes watering. Then the “opening of
the mouth” ceremony began. The priest touched my lips with
symbolic tools to restore my senses and allow my departed soul
to return. Then it was time to go to the weighing of the heart
ceremony. I remember before my death I told my family what
to get for my embalming and they asked me if they should put a
scarab beetle over my heart for the “weighing of the heart” ceremony. I said I wanted to play it fair. Then suddenly I was gone.

I was in a chamber and saw a humongous scale in the
middle of the room. It was just like the room in the book of the
dead. Then I saw Anubis (God of embalming), Thoth (God of
writing) , and Ammut (monster that eats your heart if it weighs
more than the feather of truth). I thought I would’ve been scared
seeing Ammut knowing that he might devour my heart but
strangely I felt so confident it would go well. I bowed. Then
Anubis barked and I saw my heart flow out of me onto the scale.
Nothing had shocked me more in my life! Then they placed the
feather on the other side. My heart was very high but I saw it go
a little shorter because when I was seven, I stole my brother’s
sword that he made for the army. Anubis then announced, “You
have passed. Next you will go to the court of justice where the
judges will show you your options and you’ll decide how you’re
afterlife will be, now, be gone!”
I suddenly was in a courtroom and there was Osiris ( the God of
the underworld and death) next to Thoth. I couldn’t believe all
these gods were here just for me.
Osiris then said, “There are different paths you can take
after death that depend on how good you were in life. Thoth,
take it from here.” Osiris disappeared and Thoth started looking through his files while saying, “Let’s see Akins, Akins, ah,
here. General of the Egyptian cavalry, high government official.
You were the son of an Artisan and when you were eight you
told your parents you wanted to be a general. They said you
couldn’t. So you told them you’ll sneak onto an army training
camp. So they had a going away social gathering, gave you a
nice sword they made themselves, and then you left. No one
found out, you became the best student at the training camp,
and you became a cavalry general. You never went anywhere
without that sword. You made many friends in the capital of
Egypt, and when you weren’t in war you were sparring or riding
horses until you fell in love with a young women, Isis and had
three children. You were told that Persia stole from Egypt by
the pharaoh but it wasn’t true, he just knew you wouldn’t steal
from Persia so he told you a lie. You went to Persia to steal it
back with your comrades on a stealth mission. You made it there
but one of your comrades struck you in the head. You died, your
other comrades defeated the traitor, and they took you back to
Egypt to be embalmed. Is that true?” I was astounded! I had
know idea they payed this much attention to me. Then I felt like
I was an idiot, obviously their underlings had been watching me
and reported my life.
“Yes.” I said.
“You lived and honest and respectful life so you have one of
the best choices. They are: Live in eternal peace in a cozy home
where nothing ever big happens and you go about your daily
routines, be reincarnated so you can try to have a better life and
better options at death, or join the Anubis tournament where if
you win you can live in the islands of the heroes where you can
watch over your loved ones, have many great adventures and
your family can automatically go after death to the islands of
heroes and if any of your family has already died they can accompany you. Those are your options but remember if you join
the tournament how you do will represent how you’ll live your
afterlife. Make your decision!”
The best choice was so obvious I couldn’t believe it. “I’ll
join the Anubis tournament!” I knew the first choice was the
safest but I knew I couldn’t live without adventure for eternity.
The second choice made sure I could have a better afterlife but
I didn’t want to go through with the sufferings of living again.
Then suddenly I vanished and appeared in an Arena and saw
on an upper balcony was Anubis. Other deceased warriors were
beside me.
“Welcome to the tournament of Anubis! The way it works
is there is a series of challenges you have to win. You lose one
you’re out. Before you start you will be put in groups. After
every challenge the winners of each group will move on and
will be put into new groups. The last man standing wins!” I
was scared and excited at the same time. I was scared because I
knew there was a chance I could lose in the first round and have
a horrible afterlife but I was also excited because it meant that

all the things I wanted to happen could happen and there was
about to be an exciting adventure!
Then I disappeared and appeared at the bottom of a mountain. It had a windy road going to the top where there was a flag.
I was in a small group of warriors. I heard Anubis’ voice boom,
“Welcome to the first challenge! If you get to the top of the
mountain first you win. Go!”
I immediately took off all my armor instinctively because I
knew it would slow me down and started running up the road.
I knew the other competitors would play dirty so I decided to
get an early lead so I wouldn’t get caught with cheaters. That
was the easy part. I knew I couldn’t run up the whole mountain
so I started thinking of shortcuts as I ran. Then I had an idea. I
knocked on the mountain and realized it was hollow so I knew
there had to be a secret entrance. I then saw a crack. I put my
hand in it and pushed down. Then a hallway appeared in front of
me. I threw a rock in it and arrows shot out from all directions.
Once all the arrows had been shot I blended over to avoid the
arrows in the walls and walked in. I saw two rocks and rubbed
them together, it made a fire. I then lit a stick with it. Before I
left to go to the army training camp I had gone with my dad and
brother once a week to wilderness so I had handy skills. Now I
had a fire. I saw light at the end of the corridor. When I came to
the light I saw a narrow tunnel going up and a rope. At the top I
saw a flag. I felt like I was climbing up to heaven. So I grabbed
the rope, put my feet on the wall, and started walking up. When
I came to the top I saw that I was the first there. So I climbed
out of the tunnel and grabbed the flag and held it high. Everything just felt right.
“Someone has made it up! If you weren’t that person you
will disappear.” Anubis’ voice boomed. Then I saw him appear in front of me. “You will be transported to the arena again
where you will be put in a group and start the next challenge.
Good luck!” I couldn’t believe I won the first challenge out of
all those people. I was so happy I felt unstoppable.
I won challenge after challenge seeing the groups getting
smaller and smaller and I was getting happier and happier. Then
there was a group of six and we were in a small arena. Everyone looked very different from each other. Anubis then yelled,
“ Welcome to the next stage. This is the combat stage. You all
will fight in two on two matches until knockout. The winners
will be their teammates for a three on three match against other
groups.” I couldn’t believe it, this was the fantasy I had when I
was a kid. I couldn’t wait to begin. But then something tugged
at my stomach and I realized what if I lost. I switched modes.
Now I was dead serious.
We were assigned who we were going to fight and were
led to mini fighting chambers. I was fighting a huge man
who could’ve been the brother of an elephant! A normal man
would’ve been scared like hell but I was completely calm
because I had fought and beat men huger than him. Then Anubis
said, “Go!” The man charged me so I grabbed his arm and
flipped him using his own strength and momentum against him. I
thought what a piece of cake.
I disappeared and was back in the arena with two other men
from my past group. One was a small boy but I could tell he
would be a great help because he looked like he could analyze
a situation and think of the best solution just by his eyes. My
other partner was a tall man with a strong build. I always liked
thinking of superhero groups as a kid and I thought of me as
the leader, the small guy as the brains, and the big guy as the
muscle. Anubis said, “ Change of plans. This will be your group
till the end and all three of you can win. Now get ready to face
another group!”
I said, “I’m Akins, general of the Egyptian army’s cavalry,
who are you?”
The little guy said, “I’m Akil, son of an experienced Artisan
stone carver. I died from hunger.”
The big guy said, “I’m Adofo, an Egyptian infantry general.”
“ Oh my god Adofo, long time no see!” I couldn’t believe it,
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it was my old friend Adofo. We were best friends when we were
kids and we escaped to the army training camp together and we
were best friends but lost touch after he was appointed infantry
general and I was appointed cavalry general.
“Sup.” I felt relieved because Adofo and I are great working
together and he is a great fighter.
We disappeared and then were in a small arena with another
group in front of us. Anubis yelled, “ You will fight each other
one on one, one at a time. Whenever one of your teammates
is knocked out you choose another person to fight. Last team
standing wins! I couldn’t really tell whether the other team were
any good because I couldn’t see any obvious strength and keenness. But I hated these kind of tournaments because they wore
you down so much and were brutal but in spite of that I was
really good at them.
We decided to put Adofo in first. He was fighting a tall lean
man. “Begin!”
His opponent did a low kick to Adofo’s left leg. As Adofo
fell he grabbed his opponent’s shoulder and dragged him to
the ground and then Adofo fell on him. Adofo got up, lifted his
opponent’s leg and threw him over. His opponent, severely hurt,
tapped out to signal the match was over. “1-0,” Anubis’ voice
boomed. I wasn’t surprised because out of over 100,000 kids
Adofo and I were the best hand-to-hand combat fighters fro, our
army training camp.
“Nice job, Adofo,” Akil and I said.
Then they put out a medium build, short dude. He immediately charged Adofo. Adofo backed away and then tackled him
forcing him to the ground. Adofo put him in a headlock and
strangled him until he passed out. “2-0,” Anubis’ voice boomed.
We high fived Adofo for his second victory. I was overjoyed
Adofo was taking them down one by one.
After that they put out a tall medium build woman. As they
circled each other she noticed him limping because of the kick
he took in the first fight. She faked a right jab and then back
kicked his left leg right where the first guy hit him. Adofo fell
and couldn’t get up. She repeatedly kicked him in the gut until
he tapped out. “2-1,” Anubis’ voice boomed. I was sad but I was
happy I would get to fight. I wasn’t worried about Adofo though
because I knew he had been through much worse fights and had
gotten past it.
“It’s okay,” I told him.
“You still did good,” Akil said. “Trust me, let me take her
down.” Akil said.
“Are you sure?” I asked.
“Yep,” he replied confidently.
So we put up Akil. I didn’t realize how he, a 12-year-old
young boy could beat her. She charged him. He went through
her legs, grabbed one and lifted it up forcing her to fall, pinned
her, and forced his elbow on her neck until she passed out.
“3-1! Akins, Adofo, and Akil win!” I was so shocked I couldn’t
believe my eyes. We all congratulated ourselves. Then, we vanished.
We were back in the arena where only four teams remained.
“Congratulations! You few have made it to the semi-finals! This
time you will go with another team into a maze. First team to
get out wins. There will be many obstacles and the walls will
move. The mazes are alive! Begin!” yelled Anubis. I was happy
because I was confident that Akil would know what to do.
We were suddenly in a maze. I had gotten used to suddenly
disappearing and appearing. We didn’t even know which team
we were facing. Adofo and I exchanged looks. “You’re leading
us. Tell us what to do and we’ll do it.” Adofo and I told Akil.
“You’re sure?” he asked.
“Positive,” we said.
“Okay, the way I see it is it’s a sculpture and it has a carving
that has a pattern. We figure out the pattern, we know how to get
out. So let’s just start going down paths and looking for patterns.”
“Yes sir!” we said. I was happy that Akil knew what to do
but I couldn’t trust someone completely in something like this
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even if I knew them my whole life. So we started walking down
the path until it came down to five passageways. Adofo and I
were clueless but Akil was perfectly calm. He picked up five
rocks and threw each one down each passageway. One burst
into flames, another shot arrows from every direction. The one
in the middle’s floor collapsed. The one on the very end closed.
The last one stayed exactly the same and there was a light at the
end of it. Akil pointed to the one with the collapsed floor.
So we shrugged and followed him in. It just really felt right.
It turned out to have a stairway going up but the torches went
out and the sound was from the other passageways. We went up
and then saw another collection of passageways. Akil did the
same thing and pointed to a booby trapped passageway but it
turned out to be a trick on our eyes again. He did this over and
over again each time and it worked each time.
“The pattern is simple. They try to fool you with fake sounds
and illusions. Each time the right passageway leads up.”
“Okay,” Adofo and I said. I couldn’t believe how smart he
was at such a young age.
We followed the pattern and were out in know time. “Winner! Congratulations. You made it to the finals. Good luck,” said
Anubis. My mind was exploding, this was my chance!
We then were back in the arena and there was only one other
team than us. We then saw all the other players sitting in the
chairs in the arena. “The rules are simple. Three on three, the
last team standing wins.” boomed Anubis. I saw him back on
the balcony. “Begin!” he announced.
I jumped into gear. My leading instincts took over. “Adofo,
get on the wide build, tall man. Akil, get on the medium build,
girl. I’ll take the guy in the middle,” I yelled.
I ran up to my guy, rolled threw his legs, and struck him in
the back. He sidestepped my hit and kicked me in my side. I
bent over pretending like I was stopping for air. When he came
in I kneed him in the gut. I then palmed him in the solar plexus.
He stepped back. I roundhouse kicked him in his leg. He fell. I
pinned him and forced my knee into his chest. I then got him in
a headlock and strangled him. Better at fighting than the others
I faced in this tournament but not great. When he passed out I
checked out how my friends were doing.
Adofo was repeatedly punching his opponent in the side. I
knew he could take care of it so I checked on Akil. He was pinned
goin nuts doing everything he could to get up. I grabbed the girl
and threw her off him. I then helped him up. She pulled up a knife
and then I smiled. Adofo was sneaking up on her. He pressed on a
part of her neck and she fainted. That trick came in handy.
“Winner! Akins, Akil, and Adofo. Congratulations! You won
the Anubis tournament. You can now go to the islands of the
heroes!” I was so happy I couldn’t wait to see what the islands
of heroes was like!
We vanished and appeared in a tropical island in front of a
beautiful house. We all checked it out and found out all our stuff
was there. We had a party. Then all our deceased family, friends,
and pets (who were also family) appeared. They were astonished. We all explained the whole story. Then we looked at how
are families were doing who were alive. Then we checked out
our neighbors.
Over the years Isis came and then followed was Adofo’s
wife, Akil’s best friend, Adofo and my best friends. Then Adofo
and my kids came. We all had different houses, one for Adofo
and his family, one for his parents, one for my family and
my parents, one for Akil and his parents, and one for all their
friends. And also all of our pets. I felt amazing, knowing that all
my loved ones were with me and that there were many adventures to come.
I could look at my pyramid any time I wanted. It was huge
and colorful. The hieroglyphics and pictures told all about
my brave adventures when I was alive but I knew the biggest
adventure I had was after I died. Hundreds of years later I only
aged how much I wanted to and no one touched my tomb. It
wasn’t touched for thousands and thousands of years. During my
afterlife I was having new adventure after new adventure with
my family and friends. Life or really afterlife was just great.

The Pharoah’s
Death
Sean Eshraghi

“PHARAOH SEAN THE SECOND, YOUR KINGDOM
IS FALLING APART”. My servant George ran into my room.
“The general of the army, Bob Outback, has created a revolt
against you! He told people that you were not chosen by the
gods to rule over Egypt! He wants to take your throne!” “THIS
CANNOT BE TRUE!” “I HAVE BEEN A TRUE PHARAOH!
I SHALL GO OUT OF THE PALACE AND KILL THE
GENERAL AND THE PEOPLE WHO WANT TO TAKE ME
DOWN!” I ran down the main hall, passing George’s room,
my cook’s room, and finally, the grand ballroom. Only me
and my serevent George knew that there was a trapdoor under
the ballroom. I switched up a hidden switch and a tiny slot
opened under my feet. I was sliding down a long tunnel until
I reached my destination, The Weapons Room. I walked down
to the biggest closet. I opened the two doors and brought out a
sword, The Shining Pearl. I then touched a button hidden under one of my smelliest shoes. Then, the real surprise emerged.
The closet turned around and showed my most prized possession, my suit of armor, The Dragon. Handcrafted with the
finest quality rubies, and passed down five generations starting
with King Menes. I ran out of my palace, racing towards the
angry mob. I ran with my sword and my armor. I met face to
face to Bob, the general of the army. I then shouted, “Why
would you do this to me?”. He replied, “It’s the circle of life
Sean The II, now it’s my time to be pharaoh!” “Never!” I hollered. I then did something that caused my death.
I released my sword from it’s holder. I swung it towards
Bob’s direction, and with all my might, I decapitated him.
Then one of the men came towards me with a bow and arrow.
He laughed like a hyena hollering, “Say your last words, Sean
the II!” Well, I would have, except for the fact that he never
let me have the chance. He just shot the arrow into my heart.
So, the armor was not actually “made with the finest quality
rubies.” Well, I’m dead and I just entered the afterlife. I never
actually had the chance to say my last words alive! My life on
Earth was quite crummy if you ask me.
My job is being the supreme ruler of Egypt. I am in the
highest part of the royal class. Because I’m on top of the social
pyramid, it means that I get to boss anyone around who is
under my class, which is everyone. I get to boss around my
government officials, priests, scribes, artisans, peasants, and
slaves.
I am a ruthless pharaoh, willing to go to the extreme to
conquer more and more land. I am known to slaughter my
enemies and would do anything to get what I want. I am a
devoted father and husband to my family. I will protect my
family at any cost, even willing to give up half an inch of land
for their safety. But if they are held hostage and the person
asks for a ransom of half of a square mile of my land for my
family’s return, I would just let the person have them.
I enjoy long walks in my beautiful garden named The
Garden of Sean. I enjoy eating grapes, expanding my kingdom, and fighting with my army. The fun of having your army
is that you can fight with anyone, and by chance you kill the
person, you have another million to fight with. The people that
I practice fight don’t carry weapons, they just try to run away
to survive. Being a pharaoh is quite an easy and fun job.
I was a young man when I died and it was so sudden that I
didn’t have the chance too. I would have read the whole book
in my cozy room, with a large plate of rice, lamb, and walnuts.
I would also have my serevent George listening to my bidding.

I would also make sure that people put enchanted scrabs and
pins. I would also have my cat, Jake, killed to bring me company in the afterlife.
I lived in a vast and rich kingdom called The Safari Kingdom, present day Africa. My great, great, great grandfather
King Pat, was the first person to rule Safari Land. The throne
has been passed down five generations to get to me. The sad
thing was that all my children died a day after my death because of an horrendous plague that wiped out two thirds of the
population. Since I don’t have any heirs to follow after me, my
family can’t take my place of pharaoh of Safari Land.
Today I died because my general of the army, Bob, had
created an angry mob of my people, screaming that I was not
chosen by the gods to rule Safari Land. Bob wanted me dead
because he wanted to have the chance to become pharaoh. The
scene of the crime was right outside of my palace’s front gate.
I was murdered by one of my people because I decapitated the
head of Bob.
When I died my three spirits left my body and arrived to
the scale by Anubis were my heart was weighed against the
feather of truth.The three spirits are your Ba, Ka, and Akh. My
Ba is my life force, my Ka is my personality, and my Akh is
my glorified soul.
When the priests came for my body they burned sweet
smelling incense, recite prayers, and perfume the openingof-the-mouth ceremony. During the opening of the mouth
ceremony, my priest touched my lips with symbolic tools to
restore my senses and my soul.
Based on my social class my burial was quite extravagant
because I was pharaoh. My tomb was made out of solid gold
and had expensive stones like diamonds, rubies, and sapphires
engraved in the tomb. I also had a large feast during my burial,
which allowed all social classes to take part.
My embalming was a long and not easy process. First, I
was cut by a tool called a slicer so my internal organs could
come out. My organs were embalmed separately although my
heart was still left in my body. My organs were then put in
canopic jars,each organ in a different jar. My body was then
washed out with palm wine and soaked in natron salt for forty
days to dry out.After the forty days, my skin looks like a piece
of leather. My skin was then rubbed with oils to make it soft.
My skin is later filled with mud from tiny cuts in my body. I
then had false eyes and false hair. The embalmers work is now
done.
They mummified my body by wrapping my body with
more than twenty layers of linen to become a mummy. Most
people save linen throughout their life, but since I’m pharaoh,
I got free linen for free. Next, a portrait mask was placed on
my head. Finally, many amulets are wrapped in the linen.
Most importantly, the scarab amulet was placed on top of my
heart.
They placed a scarab beetle over my heart so when my
heart was weighed against the feather of truth, my secrets
would be let out, and my heart would not be heavy. Thankfully, when my heart was balanced with the feather of truth, it
was balanced so I was able to enter the afterlife.
My portrait mask looks me when I was in my early twenties because that was when I looked best during my reign as
pharaoh. My portrait mask was made out of gold and painted
to make my face.
My sarcophagus looks like me. It was made entirely out
of solid gold and was painted with the most expensive paints
in the world and painted by the most professional artist at the
time.
My funeral was a magnificent site to see, because it was
a celebration. The reason that my people were celebration
was that I was dead. They thought that I was an unfair leader
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and deserved to die. The person who now became pharaoh
was that man who shot me in the heart with a bow and arrow.
During my funeral, people were laughing, doing the limbo,
stuffing their faces with expensive food (especially my servant
George because he was not allowed to eat anything after my
death). The only good thing that came from my funeral was
that the new pharaoh (my murderer) choked on a bird’s beak.
That’s the one good thing that happened during my funeral.
My pyramid looks like the Great Pyramid Of Giza, in size. My
pyramid is different then all of the previous pyramids because
it was made out of solid gold and diamonds surrounded with
diamonds. The funny thing is that the cost of the pyramid
caused my kingdom to go bankrupt. Another hilarious thing
was that my kingdom went to war with the Persians and lost,
meaning the Persians were in control of my pyramid and all of
my kingdom’s wealth.
The walls are decorated with paintings and hieroglyphics
that tell all about how I was a great leader to my people and
was able to conquer much land without losing an inch. The
pictures show how I brought my kingdom together by setting
rules that were fair and not mostly supporting one class from
another. The pictures also show the scene of my death, outside
of my palace.
At the weighing of the heart ceremony my heart was
weighed against the feather of truth. Thankfully, when I was
embalmed with the scarab beetle on my heart so my secrets
would not leak out. I passed the test so since I was a pharaoh, I
live in luxury in the afterlife.
At the opening of the mouth ceremony a priest touched
my lips with symbolic tools to restore my senses and allow
my departed soul to return to me in the afterlife. This all took
place in front of my tomb.
My Ba and Ka are both spirits. My Ba is the spirit of my
personality and is able to leave the tomb during the day but
returns at night. My Ka is my spirit double and remains with
me at all times.
My people and my family bring me offerings so I don’t
go hungry. I will only enjoy everlasting life as long as people
remember me and speak of my name.
My trip to the afterlife was an amazing experience because
now I don’t have to worry about being killed just for someone
to take my place because I’m already dead. The awesome
thing is that in the afterlife, I get to rule a kingdom called The
Dead Kingdom.
It has been a few years and my tomb has not been touched
by any robbers nor disturbed. I hope that I will get a never
ending afterlife.
After hundreds of years, there was a 9.9 earthquake and
my tomb was right on top of the fault line. It was horrible
because my solid gold pyramid was completely destroyed
and the whole structure fell on my tomb, damaging me. This
pyramid took more than 9.8 trillion dollars to create. My burial
place, my only comfort of my afterlife, had to be destroyed.
It has been thousands of years and my tomb has not yet been
discovered by these so called archeologists who dig up old and
important things to find out about the past. I hope that they
don’t discover my solid gold pyramid. But for right now, I
think I will receive a never-ending afterlife.
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A Journey to
Remember
Anna Schow

The moon still lay in the sky, and all was quiet, except the
Brown’s house. Bangs of pots, and chatter filled the night’s
silence. “Eric sweetie, aren’t you a bit young to go on this Hajj
thing?” croaked an old voice.
“No, Mom, I’m 28. I can handle it,” Eric said. Eric was
a young black bear who lived with his parents in Mt. Rainer,
Washington. He was planning to go on his hajj for two years
and he wouldn’t let anything ruin it. First, he must take a two
day train ride to Maine. Next, he will take a week and two day
long boat ride to the Nile Delta. Then, he will take a bus to
Medina, and finally, he will walk to Mecca. Eric grabbed his
suitcase and stood near the door. His mother ran up to him and
gave him a big bear hug. An old bear crouched over his cane
and slowly waked over and hugged him too. He whispered,
“Now you be safe my son.” Eric exited the door and his parents
followed him for a last goodbye.
“Goodbye, Mom and Dad—love you!” Eric said. His mother
blew a kiss and waved goodbye.
Eric sat on a bench at the train station. Night still lived on the
land above, but the land below was crowded and awake. Eric
waited until he heard a speaker say “Train 265993 has arrived.”
Eric bounced to his feet and walked quickly, for he did not want
to miss it. He found His seat and sat down next to the window.
Outside he saw running and rushing, but one stood out. A little
raccoon rushing through the crowd. This caught Eric’s eye, and
he watched him as he squeezed through the closing doors. The
little raccoon rushed in the isle past Eric and then turned around
and looked at Eric. “Move your bag man, this is my seat.” Eric
gestured to himself and the raccoon replied saying, “Yes you,
Dumbo.” His voice was quick, sharp and he talked in a New
York accent. The little raccoon wore a suit and sipped his coffee. “So what brings you on this train?” Eric asked calmly.
“Business,” he replied quickly
“What ty…” the raccoon handed him a business card. It said
“Cheepo’s Car Lot.” Below that it said “Used cars for a crazy
low price! Owned by: Frankie Fink” Eric silently chuckled to
himself, now knowing that all of the stereotypes that were told
about new Yorkers were true. He put in his head phones and
songs of adventure blasted in his head, and then he wrote in his
journal…
Day one: It’s 9:00 a.m. and I am very tired but my excitement is keeping me awake. I have already met a new friend…
kind of, but God would rather me say he is a friend than an
enemy.
Eric awoke to a tiny finger poking him in the arm. He opened
his eyes and he heard Frankie saying, “Hey buddy, buddy, are
you ok?” Eric turned his head and Frankie said, “Oh, I didn’t
know what happened to you. It’s12:00 in the afternoon.” Eric
replied, “That’s how bears sleep.” The train continued on its
track, and the journey seemed endless. Frankie once again was
in his suit and sipping his morning coffee. The speaker in the
train said, “We will be arriving in Maine in ten minutes.” Eric
felt excited.
The train stopped; there was bustling outside the doors. Eric
popped up, grabbed his bag, and exited. He stepped out of the
train and smelled the fresh air. He smiled, and started walking.
Eric walked all the way to the sea. When he arrived, he saw
a large harbor with boats floating in it. He walked down and
studied the boats, until he found a boat labeled “Mohammad.”
He walked over to the boat and talked to the captain. Eric said,
“This is my ticket.” He handed it to the captain and walked up
onto the boat. It was a very large boat; it looked like it could

hold one thousand people. Once Eric got on, he smiled for two
reasons: first, he had never been on a boat and also, he was surrounded by his people, Muslims. For the first couple days Eric
enjoyed talking to his people about himself and their religion.
They would awake early to pray, and they would stop what they
are doing to pray five times a day. Eric would tell god to give
health to his parents and to himself. One morning, something
didn’t seem right. Eric continued on and prayed, but something
was wrong. All the hungry men and women walked into the
lunch area to see that there was no food. The captain spoke on
the loudspeaker and said, “My fellow Muslims, we have run out
of food. Please remain calm, if we see another boat we will call
for help.”
Eric’s fellow Muslims ran around like mad men, but Eric remained calm. He knew that they could survive the last two days
of the journey if they didn’t lose their heads. At that moment,
Eric knew what he must do. He ran up to the ship’s cabin. Eric
took the speaker and said, “God loves us for going on this journey, and if you doubt that god will help us, and then maybe you
shouldn’t be here. We only have two more days, and the worst
thing you could do right now is go crazy. We must stay civilized, and then god will help us.” Eric walked out of the cabin
and saw hundreds of people cheering for him. Eric commented
in his journal…
Day nine: We exited the boat and split our ways. Some took
a train and some took a bus. I met many new friends on this trip,
and when I made my speech on the boat, I could feel god inside
me. Throughout this trip I have gotten much closer to god; well,
that’s what this trip is for. I am only nine days in and I’ve never
learned so many lessons.
Eric stepped into the old bus. With each step he took, the
bus shook a bit. The sun heated the inside of the bus enough
so all the creatures on it were sweating like pigs. Eric repeated
in his head, “Do it for God.” The bus ride was boring and hot.
Outside, the hills of sand and dried mountains looked endless,
but there was no turning back now. Fifty people crowded the
bus; some were tall, some short, and some were young and
some were old, but either way, they were all his people. The bus
pulled off the freeway and Eric dreaded the next part. He must
walk from Medina to Mecca. He stepped off the bus with his
fellow Muslims. Foreign voices were everywhere.
Eric saw a man standing and saying, “Desert Hajj Tours!!”
said the guide Eric Walked up to this man and said. “I signed up
online.”
“Great. And you are…”
“Eric, Eric Brown,” Eric said.
“Well our groups over here, I think you are the last person
on my list.”
Eric looked at the group; some were tall, some were short, but
whatever ethnicity of height or age wouldn’t change Eric’s mind
that this were his people. The tour guide pulled over three camels
and said, “Give your luggage to me, and I will strap it on the
camel.” The guide stacked the luggage as high as the sky. Then
the guide said, “Well, let’s walk and talk. I am guide Steven, and
all of you should speak English. I am a part of a group called
DHT, or Desert Hajj Tours, and I always do this same trip with
English speakers. Now tell me your name, where you come
from, and why you’re here now.” The first in line was a young
squirrel. She said, “Hello everyone, my name is Natasha and I
am from Ireland,” in a chipper voice. “I am here because I wanted to go on my hajj as soon as possible, so my parents grabbed
some money out of their bank account and now I am here.”
Next in line was a middle-aged kangaroo. “’Ello everybody,
my name is Tanya and I am from Australia. My husband is
Jewish, or else he would be here with me. As soon as we saved
enough money, I flew in!” she said. The next in line was an old
tortoise. He said, “Hello, my name is Edward, and I am from an
English community in Morocco.” His voice was cracked and
dry. “My wife and I have been saving up to go on the hajj our
whole life. Sadly, she passed six months ago.” 		

“And why I’m here,” he paused for a second, “I am here for my
wife.” He continued to walk.
“How about you son?” the old voice creaked.
“My name is Eric and I am from the U.S.,” said Eric. “I am
here because I believe in the Islamic culture. I am not going just
to go, or because God will get mad at me if I don’t. I am going
to get closer to God and learn the experience that Muhammad
had.”
The tortoise carried a bag on his back, and Eric said, “If you
are getting tired of carrying that, I could take it and put it on the
camel?”
The tortoise stepped away.
“No, Muhammad did it this way, so therefore I shall do it
this way,” the tortoise said wisely.
“Well, I will not let you go through your pain alone,” Eric
said. He took his backpack off the camel and walked alongside
the tortoise. The tortoise walked slowly with his cane. Then,
out of nowhere, the tortoise fell to his knees and wheezed. He
started to say, “All…Allah.” Edward hit the ground. Eric bent
down and said, “Akbar, Allah Akbar.” A tear rolled down Eric’s
cheek.
“May he be among God, and his wife, now.” Eric scooped
the body up and walked up to the rest of the group. Eric stood
behind them and cleared his throat. The line of people turned
their heads and gasped.
“We shall bury him,” said Natasha. All of them stopped, and
the guide and Tanya dug a hole. Eric placed the old tortoise in
the hole, but the old tortoise’s cane was still in Eric’s hand.
“We must keep moving,” said the guide. “There is a sand
storm coming our way, and if we hurry, we will get in front of
it.” They quickly pushed sand over the tortoise and moved. Eric
wrote a new journal entry…
I did not steal Edward’s cane, for stealing is a sin. I am
keeping it so I can place it in front of the Ka’ba in memory of
him.
Eric saw a city ahead and he smiled. The guide said, “Welcome to Mecca.” They walked down into the streets. A city of
tents was appearing. Once they entered the city of tents, Eric
looked at a color-coded map to find where the U.S. tents were.
He searched and searched until he found his area. He walked in
and started his first day of the Hajj; the day of prayer. He prayed
about his family, his friends, and Edward until sundown. At sundown he sat eating dinner with new Muslims. They explained
their journeys getting here, and their troubles.
On the day of Arafat, Eric stood on Mount Arafat and admitted all is sins to God, and spent the whole day fasting. From
dawn till dusk, Eric asked God for forgiveness. Some cried and
some stayed strong. This is day for all Muslims are meant to
fast, and to devote the day to prayer. This day is meant to be a
day of forgiveness, where all past sins will be forgiven.
After I admitted all my sins, I felt very refreshed, as if I had
a clean plate.
That night, Eric stayed in a town called Muzdalifa and collected stones and pebbles for the following day’s activity. He
put them in a pouch and was off to his tent. Eric commentated…
Day twelve: Through all my journeys, this is by far the best
of all, because it involves my religion and travel. I feel that god
has gone from watching over me to standing right beside me
through all my prayer and warship. On the train I felt as if I was
taking a leap for Allah, then as I got on the boat I realized that I
could make a difference. The bus ride was long and tedious, but
that taught me patience, and on the walk, I learned that it is better for you to suffer with someone than have them suffer alone.
I came here for god and I get both closer to god and learn about
myself.
The next day Eric awoke early and walked miles to the three
stone pillars for the stoning of Satan. Eric will take one stone
from his pouch at a time, and throw it at the stone pillars to
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keep Satan out of their lives. Eric approached one of the three
stone pillars. As he approached he saw a jackrabbit lying on the
ground. Eric hurried over and picked up the jackrabbit.
“Are you ok?”
“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,” the rabbit said.
Eric helped him walk to the pillar, for the rabbit was hurt.
They threw the stones at the pillar and left to go back to Medina. Eric and his new rabbit friend, Larson, walked back to the
camp together, and Larson explained how he got stampeded and
how he got there. Larson was from Britain, and he was 27. The
two became very good friends. Eric wrote…
Larson and I have a weird connection. We have similar
lives. I think I may have found my new best friend.
Eric continued back to Mina for the first day of Eid al-Adha.
This means the “feast of the sacrifice.” This is a holiday where
Muslims will slaughter a ram or a sheep and give the meat to the
poor. Also on this day, men shave their heads or cut their hair
short. Women are only required to cut a lock of hair. Eric cut his
hair extra short on this day. He helped distribute the meat to the
poor along the streets of Mecca.
I felt as if I was a hero, for I gave food to the needy, in
remembrance of the prophet Abraham.
Eric returned to Mecca for the final tawaf—the circling of the
Ka’aba. Eric was required to circle the Ka’aba seven times and
pray. The Ka’aba is where all Muslims face when they pray. It
was told that it was originally built by the prophet Adam, the first
man created by God. At the end of the day, Eric placed the old
tortoise’s cane at the front of the entrance to the large mosque.
Today not only did I feel God by my side, I felt all of the
prophets with me, too. I placed the old tortoise’s cane at the entrance to the mosque because he told me that he always wanted
to go to Mecca, and if he were to die somewhere, it would be at
Mecca. So, as long as his spirit lives in his cane, he is forever a
part of Mecca.

Wûshi

(WARRIOR)
Samantha Faith Spivak

Morgan Hillenbrand

Chang’an, April 5, 200, Dawn

Lee is an idiot. It’s his fault we are even in this mess. If we
even screw up one more time, we definitely will not have our
lives! Let me start from the beginning…

It is past dawn on a brisk day. The sky’s light is blue with a
cold, crisp feeling that scrapes my cheek. My warm breath can
be seen in the cold fog as clear as I am different. I’m thirteen and
have brown short hair. My brown eyes, with some green or blue
in them, are considered wide. My face is always dirty as well my
arms and legs. Everyone can tell I am not from here, as much as
they can tell the same with Lee.
Lee has wide brown eyes too, with black sooty hair that curls
around his face and barely touches his broad shoulders. Lee is a
month older than me, yet I doubt he could survive one day without me. He wouldn’t want to get away from me. I am his personal
punching bag. Unlike other boys, who beat me up when I was
little, Lee punched with his lame, sarcastic, jokes. He would stick
to me like glue, annoying me to death. My personal opinion was:
He was a pain in the pigu.
It was, at the most, 4 o’clock in the morning, which was
fine by me. I didn’t need much sleep anyway. That or, I couldn’t
sleep. One, maybe because we’re were guarding three caravans
on the Silk Road which I only heard of in legends. Or it was that
Lee was snoring so loud you could hear it all through the China.
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That brings me to my second reason. Lee. He was known to screw
up everything. But, this was a two-man job so he was all I got.
I shivered as the cold air hit me. Spring was a month-tobe over, but the chilly winter air still lingered. We lived near the
natural bay of Wuhuan. In a tree. Yep. Great huh? There is a beautiful sunset over the water right now. I see several hues cascade
across it. That is my dream, to travel freely as a cat can do. As I
watch the sunrise slowly, I thought hits me.
“Gāisî de Lee!”
Lee runs over. He looks confused. I mean, of course the idiots
confused. He is Lee anyway. He ate a little too much of the food
last night because crumbs are pretty much indented into his face
and his breath stinks. We only have one roll of bread left! Idiot!
How the heck did I let him eat that much. We have bigger fish
to catch because it’s already four and we haven’t even left to
Chang’an!
I punched his face.
“Ow! What was that for Mao!” Lee moaned.
I scowled at him. “You should have been up three hours ago!”
“Don’t cha’ mean we, should have been up three hours ago!”
“This is the last time Lǎn lǘ!” I scuffled and slid down the tree
bark. A sharp pain rose in my back, as the tree bark skinned my
back.
“This is the last time Lǎn lǘ!” Lee said under his breath as he
rolled over off the tree and hit his face on the dirt ground. “Tā mā
de!”
“Well, what did you expect idiot! And stop mocking me!” I
said now completely annoyed.
I gave him a kick of dust in his idiotic, expressionless face.
He scoffed, and threw me a glance, as well as a rock. I caught it
with my right hand as he spat at the ground, muttered a few curses
and picked himself up. He didn’t speak as I burrowed through
the dirt barrier made seven years ago. I picked out this spot for
a reason. It was out of distance from the place I was abandoned
from, and had good soil with many natural resources. The roots of
this tree were big and spread out deep beneath the earth, creating
a small hut underneath it. I stored the only things that were from
my past, so long ago. I took out a small patch of silk. It was dirty
gray and was mixed with cotton and some paper, so you could
feel the hard corners. I grabbed it up stuffing some ink as well in
bread rolls inside the cloth. I put the majority of my possessions
inside, which was not that much. I then stood up and hollered to
Lee, “Grab the rope-”
Lee cut me off, “and hoist the sails!” He exploded into laughter,
and then scurried up the tree and untied the double knotted, double
braiding, rope. Then quickly folded it and threw it down to me.
“Shénme tā mā de, what does that mean?” I scoffed, as I
picked up the rope Lee had hastily thrown on the floor.
“I don’t know. I think I heard it somewhere-”
That was when I slapped him in the gāisǐ, face. “What did we
talk about?” I asked grabbing his wrist so he wouldn’t retaliate.
I had told Lee countless times not to trust the people from inside
the Han dynasty. We were soldiers in the varsity division. We
didn’t have anyplace to live. We were assigned missions from
people who needed our help. That was that.
“Yeah, yeah. I remember that day when you kept spouting words from your mouth nonstop. Oh, you were so boring!
History, history. Oh yeah, since you a shé, what is your favorite
subject? Hisstory! Haha get it-”
Lee froze. He knew when he pushed me so far. He knew in
this mode I was Shǒuhù Jìnchéng now. I raised my fist, and then
I lowered. I jumped down from the tree and tightened the rope
on our bag and slung it over my left shoulder, as I picked up the
weapons. I had my bow, arrow, and dagger. Lee scooped up his
weaponry which was...let’s just say, weird. His weapon was his
wits to make anything happen as well as his hurtful words.
He hurried up and jumped off the tree, this time, not planting
his face on the ground. We had to go 500 miles in order to get
there. And we had to do it fast. Lee was right. I was crazy about
rules but this was an occasion. “Lee, can you hatch a plan in 2.4
seconds.” Lee smiled that evil smile of his. “Because we need a
horse!”
Lee was already on it in seconds, so that why we are lost. I
forgot in my moment of triumph, Lee’s plans never go well. First,
there was the time about the quail, and he burnt half my now-

short-hair. He gave himself a second-degree burn in the pigu. All I
said on that July morning was, “Those birds, I wish I could scare
them away!”
It had been very close to winter, and these dumbbell birds, I
felt, were mocking me. My dream was to fly away from this horrible place, and find a person who actually cares for me. My dream
became known to me as the birds called out in a taunting way. I
silently said to the bird, or more to myself, “I will come soon.”
I climbed my way down the tree and landed next to the dirt
barrier. I could almost see the wooden bow and the iron tipped arrows gleaming in the sun. I looked up at the birds, who were, as if
studying me with their eyes full of wonder. The dirt packed barrier
separated my intentions and my dignity. Without it, that very day,
I would grab my bow and shoot down the soft blue quail mercilessly. I looked back at the sky blue quail and shook my head.
I was almost 12 then, and my sanity was breaking. It wasn’t
because of Lee or anyone else. I was my own brain that was driving my sanity apart. I was thinking about the task ahead when I
heard an explosion, and was soon, sent flying through the air.
This time, I almost ate a boulder. The explosion rang in my
ears like an alarm of enemy invaders attacking the village. I was
sent flying through the air, and then sliding on the ground for two
minutes. The rocks pounded my face and I tasted blood in my
mouth as the ground shredded my skin. I had almost swallowed
the boulder when I spat out dirt that was crowding into my mouth.
My ears were bleeding as the ringing continued. I could smell
smoke in the air air and heard Lee’s two year old screaming. I
couldn’t feel my body or even my breath in the cold air. I spat out
the dirt in my mouth as well as a couple liters of blood. I muttered
a few curses as I realized my ankle was turned. I got onto my
knees, using the support of a nearby tree, and shook my hair ash
out of the remaining bits of my hair. My whole body was aching
and a sharp pain rose in my side where a stick went through a bit
of my side. I pulled it out, when one thought hit my mind, “Lee!”
I yelled but there was no response. I was getting worried. The
pain must have gotten to me because I started tearing up. That
was, until I heard the screaming,
Lee was ten feet away running with his butt on fire. He was
screaming like a maniac, setting everything he touched on fire.
For a second though the fire seemed to spark up as if some of
Lee’s gas spilled into the flaming mix., as if he farted or something. He kept screaming as he ran in the tall dry grass. He ran
over to the bay, I once used to watch colors cascade across, and
jumped butt first into the water saying a refreshing “Ahhh!”
I started laughing, but then stopped, as a dead blue quail fell
into my arms.
Lee opened his bag filled with his personal items. He took out
three pieces of rope, our only bread roll, and picked up a stick
from a nearby tree. The stick was covered with dried up flaky
blood and with some dust webs as well. Usually, when Lee would
start one of his “inventions,” I would sit by and watch with intrigue to make sure he didn’t set me on fire but, this was different
we were on a deadline.
“Can I do anything?” I asked.
“You can shut up!” Lee said cheerfully.
I shrugged the insult off and repeated the question.
“The ropes need to be tied together the strung to one of your
arrows and around us. Then tie it to the tree.”
I nodded and worked ‘till sweat beaded my forehead. Before
long we were done. “Hey. How long can you notch and arrow?”
Lee challenged.
I smirked as I pulled back the strings and let the arrow fly. I
hooked Lee and I onto the rope and we both held the stick. We
jumped and rode the zipline.
After an hour of notching arrows over and over again, we
finally made it to Ch’ang. My arm felt it was falling off and my
face was red. I was used to the cold weather back in Wuyuan
bay, but this, this was fire. Yeah, I’m thirteen and have burned of
twenty things in my life, including my hair, arms, hands, and feet,
but this wasn’t quick like fire. It carved into my back through the
shade of the bustling city of Ch’ang. I’m sure some people looked
at me and Lee saying, “Hey! Look someone left free items, let’s
sell them on the silk road.” I felt like a baked maize that had
been roasted to almost burning. Sweat that was bedded down my

forehead, dripped to my chin and splattered in a puddle. I didn’t
realize I was huffing until Lee said, “Hey, you okay?”
I scowled at him. “I’d say the same thing to you.” Lee’s
hair was flattened up, like mine, with sweat. His eyes were pink
compared to his skin. His shirt was now tattered and he had some
scratches on his arms.
Lee chuckled and looked up. “Do you mind?” He said in an
obvious sarcastic kind of way.
“Oh!” I said out loud, which made me feel pretty stupid. I
stood up and stuck my thumb straight into the air. The shadows
pointed straight up telling me what time it was. “Lee,” I said, getting his immediate attention. “Can I have that stick?”
Lee reluctantly handed me the stick as if it was something
he prized. His face was priceless. I laughed. “Don’t be glum, I’ll
give it back!” Lee looked at me like I said a joke, then nodded his
head off to the right. I looked where he nodded and saw a large
caravan. There was wood on the outside, covered with, what
looked like a silk tapestry. I turned my attention to the sand and
drew fa in it. The wind picked up the sand and it swirled around
the caravan. This was a trick called the Yùnqì fēngchuī. Fa means
luck. When you draw the symbol of luck in loose sand. When
wind blows the sand, that is the way which will be your destination and will give you more luck. When it pointed to the caravan,
I knew that would be our destination.
Lee stood up. “There! Mao. Grab the lettering.”
I nodded.
The lettering was the agreement, and the proof we were the
soldiers. The letter we had received from a Han messenger. How
they knew where we lived, I did not know. I stood up feeling the
burn of the sun on my calves. We started walking through the bustling city.
We were two feet from the caravan, when a rabid bunny attacked.
Lee tumbled over as the thing smacked him right upside the
head. He tumbled into a buffy looking dude. He tall and muscular
with black short hair in a ponytail. He wasn’t buff looking but a
Sogdian sword fell at his side. He wore a rice pickers hat and a
stern expression on his face. His slim eyes were brown and soft.
My overall opinion was: He was Rè huàidàn.
Next to him another man grabbed Lee by his tattered clothes
and the bunny, which was actually a sewn doll animal. “Does this
belong to anyone?” People snickered. “Hey! Who wants to see
a sword pass through a human body?” He snickered, as he got
everyone around him to his attention.
Lee struggled as the man put him in a chokehold. “This man,”
said the man, “Needs offerings for his death.”
Many people throw money at the man to see the show as
Lee struggled to get free. I took and arrow from my quiver and
pointed it toward the man.
“You ready?” the man hollered, “For Chuluun!”
Chuluun grabbed his sword and I grabbed my string and
pulled it back. It hit Chuluun sword and gave a blow to him, sending him flying into a booth. The crowds parted as I walked up and
grabbed Lee’s hand. He took it, as Chuluun bellowed in rage.
“Sword, now!” I said.
Lee whipped out his sword, and we charged.
I was about to strike when the strange man grabbed my wrist.
I looked into his soft brown eyes and almost blushed. He then
used his Sogdian sword to block Chuluun attack. Lee, was on the
ground holding his head, because the strange man punched him in
the face. I flipped my wrist around and aimed my arrow towards
Chuluun.
“You wouldn’t do that would you?” said the strange man.
I almost dropped my bow then took a rock and threw it at
Chuluun who collapsed.
“Come on Lee!” I said staring the strange man down.
Lee got up and he now had a small bruise on his forehead.
Pretty lame. Worse than that, he was holding the bunny.
I strode towards the caravan with Lee behind me, until the
strange man appeared in front of me. “What is your name?” he
asked.
“What’s it to you?” Lee scoffed. “You’re not going to answer
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it, are you?”
“We a soldiers on a classified mission. We would not like
anymore interferences.” I said calmly.
“Excuse me sir, can I have my rabbit back?”
A small girl stood lean will a puzzled expression on her face.
She was completely white and had black hair in two innocent
braids. “I am looking for Mao Wûshi and Lee Shou Lang.”
When I thought Lee’s face was priceless then I was totally
wrong. His eyes were wide displaying every emotion. Happiness like, “Oooh! Another victim!” Sadness like, “Oh! We are off
now!” Anger like, “HEY PUNK, WHO ARE YOU TO POINT
ME OUT!” He was probably thinking other things because his
jaw was dropped saying, “Hottie! In his boy language. His eyes
were wide with fear as if the girl was a monster who had just
devoured his invention, spat it out, and ate a human because he
soon gripped by arm very tight. I assured him with a squeeze
of the hand it was fine, but he still held his grip. His knees were
trembling and you could hear the quiet knocking.
I gave Lee a stern look. You could tell he didn’t want to give
away the rabbit but he reluctantly threw it in the dirt, in front of
the girl. Everything after that was in slow motion. The strange
man from before slug out his sword and jutted the butt of it into
Lee’s side. Lee coughed up some blood and was sent flying
in the dirt. He scraped his back along the floor. My hair blew
back almost immediately, as I thought, “Gāisǐ de tā hěn kě’ài! I
wouldn’t want him to be my enemy!” His sodian sword was out
of his shell, and was made of iron with a curled tip. The shell was
leather on the outside but really gold in the inside. I jumped out of
the way as he spun his sword out towards me and then put it back
into the shell.
Lee vociferated as blood trickled onto the white sand. The
strange man pointed his sword at the scowling Lee and said,
“Báichī! Nǐ bù gōngjí wǔ yuè huā fūrén! You should bow before
her you insignificant scum!” The girl tilted her head sideways and
picked up the small rabbit doll.
I grabbed the hilt on my dagger tight before pulling it out and
holding it against the strange man’s throat. “Make one move I
will slit your throat!” I said menacingly.
He smiled and dropped his sword on the ground. He then spun
around and put my own dagger to my throat and held up my remaining hand. “Make one more move, and I will slit your throat.”
I scoffed. “The only one who should be making a move is
you.”
I tripped wired him threw myself to the ground and pressed
the dagger to his throat.
“Stop!”
I looked ahead as the girl who was in front started crying. Her
braids blew off to the left in the wind. Face was pink around her
eyes she was gripping the bunny animal. I lowered my dagger to
my waist, when the man flipped my wrist over, pinning my arms
to my back with a knotted rope. He then shoved me on my knees
and did the same with Lee. I tired to say something when the man
slapped my face. I scoffed.
Lee was acting strange. He would have been blabbing his
mouth real good, right about now but instead his eyes were focused on the horizon. I looked over to him and saw his fingers at
work knotting the knot. I smiled and started on mine when I realized, my bag with all my belongings was two feet away in front
of the strange man’s feet. He picked it up and started rummaging
through it. He took out our stamped envelope and tried to read it
when I broke the knot and charged at him. I got two feet when he
said, “Sorry!”
I stopped my punch, realizing he was on one knee.
“Yul Sanfozi! Captain of the varsity Sogdian soldier army. At
your service.”
I looked at Yul and said, “Mìngmíng duānkǒu! What business
do you have with us.”
He responded, “I am to guard the caravans with you.”
Ok. Let’s say I hate my job. I just now met Xin Qian who
is apparently a merchant. She is leading the caravans as well as
Yul. Since Yul is a Sogdian from Markanda in Kushan of Asia,
he is the leader of the caravan. He knows everyone on board’s
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strengths and weaknesses except me and Lee who do not wish to
exploit our tactics. He can always tell when it is good to break,
but the thing is, he is Sogdian. Since he is captain of the varsity
solider military, he knows Sogdian ways, which one of them is to
respect the higher class. He is higher than me and Lee, but almost
everyone else in the caravans is high or middle class. That’s
where Xin Qian comes in. She is a Chinese government official’s
daughter. Which is pretty hard to find. She is the leader and is
very familiar with astrology. She also has a pretty face and a loud
voice. She has black long, straight, hair that curls up near the
ends. Following with black open eyes that change mood almost
immediately. In some of her hair, there are small brown streaks
that match her brown freckles hidden in her smile. Her lips are
plush pink. She is very agitated when angry but very pleaseful
when nice. Both Yul and XIn Qian are also the Caravan Guide.
Both have unique measures when trying to find where they are
and the direction they are headed but sometimes they have a onesided fit about it.
Of course, these are not the only people who I have met. Qi
Na is the Chinese government official traveling with us. She
said she is from the Han dynasty. I disliked her immediately. She
had white pale skin and menacing, piercing eyes. She is skinny
and wears a red robe with cufflings and several hidden layers.
There are many painted flowers on the red dress and she carries a bamboo notepad. She has a string and plans to string them
together and fill the insides with more paper. She has red lips and
bosses the lot around, muttering in a weird type of Chinese. She
has a mean face and a loud shrieking voice that scatters even the
mightiest of beasts.
Pi Lin is also a merchant. He has a scrawny little body for a
man, but his eyes show much age and trade. He has said he has
been on the Silk road many times but only for a mile or so. I think
he is lamer than Lee because half the things he says are completely made up. He has black bowl cut hair mixed in with some greys
and whites. He is very scrawny and looks almost like a problem
waiting to happen.
How I met them all is different story because, after things
cleared up with Yul he brought me to the caravans. Well their was
on canopied caravan with white cloth covering the top and both
sides. It was mostly wooden with very light wood. The inside was
also wood but extremely cool. There were tons of boxes and several potted plants as well as some gods and goddess statues. There
were no people in the caravan. Under a loose floorboard their
was some hidden area which then opened up to the bottom of the
caravan. Everywhere else there are thousands of camels with big
packs over each one.
I cringed. “Hey you gonna puke, cringeworthy?” Lee said
laughing.
Yul hit him in the face. “One in the same class as another the
older one his higher.”
I cracked up as Lee muttered something to himself.
Xin Qian hugged me as we approached a small shop called
Shuí zàihū nǐ shì bù huì qù gǔgē fānyì fānyì zhège. Yeah. Long
Name. Xin Qian was in their. She was wearing a yellow Chinese
dress that looks, as if buckled up with a belt. It had a small design
on it of flowers that matched the pendant in her hair. Her hair was
in braids that lead to one big braid. The dress consisted of a small
mini skirt with pants following.
“Oh, look! A rabbit’s foot!” Xin said picking up the thing.
“Ms. Qian, that is not necessary!” Qi yelled.
That’s right, the one person who didn’t listen to Qi Na so far
was Xin. She was more a kid than the leader. She did know how
to lead when she lead, but she also had that 11 year old side. She
was 15 so it made sense. Qi Na was wearing a red cuffing dress
with many flowers on top. She had a gold brooch that resembled
a beetle from foreign land. Her hair was tied up in a perfect updo
with a golden clip that resembled a peacock.
“How about this Qi?” Qi looked at Xin with a puzzled look.
“It is called the Àiqíng yàoshuǐ xìngyùn fú. It can help you find
your love-” Xin didn’t even finish before Qian face turned hot
red. Steam came out of her ears. Then, she calmly said, “We are
leaving Mrs. Qian!”
Xin grumbled and huffed herself out of the store. When we
came around, the first thought hit Lee’s mind. Xin Qian was beautiful to him. I mean, when I first saw her I was impressed. She

even looked cute when she was angry. Lee said, “Wow!”
I laughed as he glared at me. Xin Qian brushed a loose hair
out of her face and smiled directly at Lee. Lee blushed as Xin
Qian whispered to Qi, “He’s cute.”
Qi stared Lee down when Yul introduced us. “My fair lady Qi,
the soldiers from the Han you requested. Are here. Mao Wushi,
and Lee Shou Lang.” He bowed and Qi Na smiled, as if saying
oh? Her smile was evil and strict but she smiled.
“Let’s get going then!” Qi Na said in a sarcastic tone. She
knocked the love potion out of Xin Qian hand and gave it to the
storekeeper.
I darted my eyes over to the basket where we used to keep our
food, until Lee ate all of it! There is still some snow peas in there
though. All the meat is in the caravan, dried out of course. We
are now getting ready to go. Lee says why I have this notebook.
And he is right. No one will really care who I am gone. The road
looks horrible from the map, Xin found but we have to carry on.
It is about 1000 miles, and it takes me four minutes to run one so
about 4000 minutes to get to our next destination in Dunhuang.
Of course, there might be delays on our passage, and we might
never come back but my dad was a varsity soldier who traveled
this path. If he might be here, I will risk anything to find out
where he is.
“Hello, Mao. Please help Lee gather our things and put them
in the caravans. I would like to get going as soon as possible.”
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Daimyo
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Oma, Shimokita-Gun, Aomori
Japan 039-4601

Zachary Ritts

Dear Mr.Yukata:
There is a reason why my name means wicked demon. I
have once killed fifteen ninjas and five samurai while trying to
protect my master when I was still in training. Before my master died, he told me I would become one of the most powerful
Samurai ever. My previous daimyo was under my guard for
over fifteen years before he decided to commit seppuku. In my
training, I have mastered the hardest forms of martial arts and
sword fighting there is. I know you like a samurai who is intelligent, so I would be the perfect fit for you because I have been
studying the art of meditation my whole life. Along with this, I
have perfected my skills of playing the shakuhachi bamboo flute.
I have achieved mastery in Bojutsu, Kyudo, Kendo, Laijutsu,
Sojutsu, Yabusame, and Karate. I deserve the honor to be your
Samurai because I will be able to stop anybody who wants
to kill or hurt you. If you ask the top masters of martial arts
around the country what they think about me, they will all say
that I am a true natural. I will also do whatever you want me to
do, even if that means committing seppuku.
If you want to interview me, I can go to your home or you
can come to mine. If you come over to my home, I will show
you where I train so you can approve. I am available at any
time to meet with you.
Sincerely yours,
Neikan Akki

Enclosure: resume

Name: Neikan Akki (Zachary Ritts)
Position Desired: I am applying to be a Samurai. I am qualified for the job because of my devotion to training every day
and night. I have also mastered the hardest skills in martial arts
and sword fighting, including Karate and Kendo.
Previous Experience: I was my previous daimyo’s head Samurai. Whenever he would need to tell a Samurai something
important, he would always come to me first. On one occasion four ninjas tried to kill the daimyo at night, but I knocked
all of them out with one swing of my Bo staff. He decided
to commit seppuku because of the bad job he was doing as
a feudal leader. He specifically told me not to commit seppuku before he did. So I followed the Bushido code and did as
instructed by my daimyo.
Martial Arts: The martial arts skills I have mastered are
Bojutsu (art of the Bo staff), Kyudo (way of the bow), Kendo
(way of the sword), Laijutsu (art of drawing the Japanese
sword), Sojutsu (art of the spear), Yabusame (art of archery
on horseback), and Karate (the way of the empty hand). With
these skills I can do things such as swing a Bo staff, shoot a
bow on the ground or on a horse, control a spear, fight with my
bear hands, and most importantly know how to quickly draw
and wield my katana. With these skills I can without a doubt
protect you from an invader.
Weaponry Skills: I have been taught to use the Wakizashi
sword, the Katana sword, the Tachi sword, the Yumi bow, the
Yari spear, the Jo staff, the Bo staff, and the Tanto knife for
seppuku. In my training, I have learned several sword techniques such as the continuous cut and the red leaf cut. With
these techniques, I can kill enemies and follow the Bushido
code at the same time.
Education: I attended the Nichinan First-Class Champion
Academy of Martial Arts and Education. At this academy,
they taught me every skill I know such as, Kyudo and Kendo.
My trainers were very strict, which taught me to take what I
was learning seriously. Also at this academy, they strive for
academic success. My professors would whack my desk with a
Jo staff whenever I would look away from him. This academy
also taught me how to be unemotional.
Awards & Honors: I have won many different awards such
as Samurai of the Century, Cold Blooded Killer, Best Armor,
Best Wood Carver, and Calmest Meditator. I have also won
many competitions such as The Annual All-Country Kendo
Tournament, The Bo Staff Battle Tournament, The Ultimate
Yumi Archer Tournament, The Katashi H. Yuki Semi-Annual
Jo Staff Tournament, and The Extreme Yari Heaving Contest.
These awards and contest wins have made me well known
around the country.
Special Interests: As a hobby, I like to play the shakuhachi
flute. This instrument makes a very nice sound when it is
played right. I also like to write haiku poetry. My life goal has
been to write one poem a day, and so far I have achieved my
goal. I also like horseback riding. This hobby is useful because
I can train my horse and relax at the same time.
Career Objectives: As your Samurai, my number one priority
is to keep you safe. If I become your Samurai, I will want to
improve my overall skills. I would also want to get to know
you very well so you can trust me with anything. When you
are around me, I want you to feel completely relaxed and safe
because if anyone tries to hurt you, I will make sure to get rid
of them.
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Responses to Literature
Determination
to Dream
Sharla Steinman

Everyone has a dream or a goal they want to accomplish.
Everyone strives for success; everyone has the will and hope.
In order to accomplish a dream determination is essential.
Determination found through either being independent or with
the help of others is essential in order to prosper. “The Rose
that Grew from Concrete” by Tupac Shakur and “Four Skinny
Trees” by Sandra Cisneros demonstrate that determination can
sometimes be found from within.
Determination is key to success; you have to want it in
order to thrive. Shakur writes, “Funny it seems but by keeping
its dreams it learned 2 breathe fresh air,” Shakur found determination from within himself to hold onto his dreams, so in
the end when he found success he could finally lift the weight
off his shoulders. Shakur used the rose to symbolize himself
and he wrote, “Long live the rose that grew from concrete
when no one else even cared.” The quote demonstrates, he
had no foundation, no proper nourishment, no encouragement,
nothing, but he kept his dream alive and remained determined
then evidently found success.
Determination can also be found from within yourself with
the support of others. Cisneros writes, “Keep, keep, keep, the
trees say when I sleep. They teach.” The trees are a symbol
for a group of friends that found support from each other.
They strived to keep determined and to fight through struggles
together. Cisneros says, “When there is nothing left to look at
on this street. Four who grew despite concrete.” As you can
see, both authors used concrete—a very tough foundation—to
symbolize struggle. The tree goes to his friends for guidance,
as an example, someone to idolize, and someone to be determined to be.
Determination is essential to succeed, grow and prosper.
Sometimes determination can be compared to independence,
in “The Rose that Grew from Concrete” it is but in “Four
Skinny Trees” quite the opposite is expressed. Cisneros used
a group of trees to symbolize friends and similes like “Let
one forget his reason for being, they’d all droop like tulips in
a glass,” is comparing what life would be like without each
other’s support. The trees supported each other, they were
very vulnerable, and used each other for guidance in order to
persevere. Shakur used a rose to symbolize himself, he personified the rose by saying, “learned 2 walk,” and “learned 2
breathe fresh air.” Shakur had no support, he was independent,
he had to fight and drive to succeed.
Whether or not you choose to be independent or find
strength in numbers determination is essential to success.
The rose had no support and no one to keep him motivated
but nonetheless it was still able to succeed. The trees had a
“family”; they motivated each other and gave strength to keep
determined. How do you keep determined, strength in numbers or independently?
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Freedom
Ansel Trevino

In life, you will have to meet face to face with many tough
decisions and obstacles. Nonetheless, you must overcome
these obstacles, for if you don’t, your life will be far more difficult. The autobiographical poem “The Rose that Grew from
Concrete” by Tupac Shakur and the essay “Four Skinny Trees”
by Sandra Cisneros both propose the profound idea that you
must subdue the many hardships in life by powering through
and eventually freeing yourself.
Mr. Shakur’s poem, “The Rose that Grew from Concrete,”
is a wonderful and inspiring tale in which a rose takes advantage of its surroundings and frees itself from the menacing
clutches of the concrete. In the text, Mr. Shakur states that the
rose “learned 2 breathe fresh air.” This personification means
that the rose broke through the concrete and blossomed into
a beautiful and equally breathtaking rose. The personification
relates to Mr. Shakur’s life through the idea of him having
to overcome the many obstacles he faced. One such obstacle
being people he knew refusing the idea of Shakur becoming
the successful rapper we know today. In a way, the people who
doubted Shakers abilities are like the concrete Shakur must
break through.
In Cisneros’ essay, “Four Skinny Trees,” the four trees
are freeing each other from the obstacles they have to face in
life. For example, in the text Cisneros states, “When I am too
sad to keep keeping, when I am a tiny thing against so many
bricks, then it is I look at trees,” symbolizing that the trees
help each other out when they need it most. The quote also
can be interpreted in a more literal term as the trees having to
brake through the concrete. After all, freedom is nothing but a
chance to be better.
Though these two literary pieces may seem incredibly
similar, they are actually more different than alike. For starters, Mr. Shakur describes the rose as blossoming when “no
one else even cared,” where as the four trees supported each
other through the tough times in life. Another example of how
these two works differ is how in Cisneros’ essay, she takes a
more aggressive approach in which she portrays the trees as
biting “the sky with violent teeth and never [quitting] their
anger.” Obviously trees can’t bite the sky because they don’t
have teeth, none the less mouths, so why would Cisneros use
this personification to represent trees? Maybe it is because she
is trying to portray these four trees as being incredibly eager
to free themselves from the tough life they must endure daily.
Over all, they are not only dissimilar in the sense of the tone
of the writing, but also in the sense of how in one story, the
protagonist is determined and is tested on the strength of itself,
and in the other piece, they are tested on the strength of the
masses.
In conclusion, freedom is never given. Freedom is earned
and awarded to through hard work and determination. If you
follow this one simple lesson, your life will be much more
rewarding and insightful.

The Passion
of Plants
Leo Bookey

Sometimes in life it is hard to complete what you need
to complete. You may want to step back, slow down, take a
minute. But you need to keep on going. You need passion to
drive you. The poems “The Rose That Grew from Concrete”
by Tupac Shakur and “Four Skinny Trees” by Sandra Cisneros
both portray that with the passion you need, you can get anywhere. You needn’t much else. For in the end, passion always
leads you in the right direction.
Shakur’s poem truly shows passion using the rose. A rose
that was able to fight, able to break through the thought-tobe-impassable concrete, and to become what it had fought to
be—free. This shows passion as how passion gave the rose
this human ability to fight for its place in society. The rose itself may empower you, as it shows how far a little passion can
carry you. Shakur uses personification to show the passion this
flower supplied by having it, or as many see it, having Shakur
“learn 2 walk without having feet” in what is surely interpreted as an awfully peculiar act. Yet still, toward freedom this
rose, now identified as Shakur, went, toward that glimmer of
hope, that one “crack in the concrete.” The passion that must
take? Truly miraculous. And definitely worth understanding
as it gives people something they can support. It lets you look
up toward the flower, lets you aspire to be the flower, and even
perhaps could let you ignite your own little spark of passion.
As aforementioned, with enough of it, passion will carry you.
And this flower had enough passion. And this flower achieved
what it had set out to achieve.
Cisneros’ poem holds promise with passion too—you just
have to delve in a tad deeper. Now, instead of a lone rose, Cisneros uses four trees, fighting passionately to live. These “raggedy excuses” for plants were not built for the city, yet with
their passion they can and they will make it. For these trees, it
is they four against the world. “Their strength is their secret.”
Their passion is their secret. Passion is, after all, what got
them growing in the barren city in the first place, and passion
is what got them looking skyward to reach “and do not forget
to reach.” How many do think would make it half as far as
they? They have to suffer from the bad city soil, of the smoggy
air, of the competition with three others, and the lack of nutrition, any one of which could fall a man. Yet here we have four
that had enough passion in their engines to just keep on going,
while without this unique and powerful gift, they might just
“droop like tulips in a glass.” Four trees whose only purpose is
“to be and be.” Think of all we could learn of these lone trees,
but then again, there will always be those who won’t give a
care, similar to “Nenny … (who) sleeps and doesn’t appreciate
these things.” How the world would be better if everybody just
put one minute to this poem. If everybody could appreciate
those sad excuses for plants.
Yes, it is true that both poems show how passion can carry
you, yet in subtle ways these two seemingly identical poems
are vastly different. The trees, for example, were far more
assertive than the rose—sending “ferocious roots beneath the
ground… (and) biting the sky with violent teeth.” The rose,
contrary to the trees, appears mellow, in no hurry, and it took
its sweet, sweet time. Unlike the trees, the rose doesn’t need
to be taking the world by the tail and making it in one go. The
rose first learned to walk, then it learned to dream—and then,
it set its eyes on the prize. It fought for that freedom, not so
tooth and nail as the trees did, but the rose fought nonetheless.
And with passion as its guide it made it. Another key difference and great help that the trees had and the rose didn’t was

family. Together, with their passion, the trees had the world
in their hands. They, in happy times, would go on fighting
their continuous battle for their survival, as the rose did, but
in times of sorrow they had eachother, “each with their arms
around the other.” And so, thankfully, they got on just fine.
The flower, though lacking family, had everything it needed
summed up in one word (said already too many times, but
one more couldn’t hurt): passion. Another point to be made
is how passion is the cornerstone of many other traits other
have mentioned. Some say how the rose persevered, and I’m
not that that is wrong, it’s just that do you not need passion to
persevere? Without passion, where would that leave perseverance? This is true in many other circumstances. Determination. Passion drives determination. Passion is the base of all
the other student mentioned traits. Why they didn’t write of
passion? That’s the million dollar question.
You are reading this to learn of two outstanding poems.
Both of them are beautifully intertwined by passion, and both
are terribly likely to go down in history, continually compared to one another. Yes, I’d say this essay was a success.
How if you look deep enough into common objects, you find
hidden beauty. You can find passion in every little sprig and
leaf. However, this beautiful display of passion is too often
overlooked. The rose and the trees, for example. They fought
through everything, “when no one else even cared.”

Hope
Erica Bagby

Have you ever stopped and thought about how you were
going to overcome the next obstacle you come across? In both
“The Rose That Grew From Concrete” by Tupac Shakur and
“Four Skinny Trees” by Sandra Cisneros, the authors show
that having hope when facing an obstacle is a main factor
in overcoming it. Hope can help you get through an uneasy
period in your life and help you have a positive mindset even
in the worst of times.
“The Rose that Grew From Concrete” is an autobiographical poem. In this poem, Shakur writes about the struggles he
faced in his early life and how he was able to push through
them with the hope he held onto. In the second stanza of the
poem, Shakur writes, “It learned 2 walk without having feet.”
He also writes, “Funny it seems but by keeping its dreams it
learned 2 breathe fresh air.” Shakur uses personification to
indicate that the rose symbolizes himself. Both of these quotes
show that even a small amount of hope can have a big impact.
They explain that humans should grow up with the support of
their family, and this rose did not. All there was for Shakur to
grasp onto was hope.
“Four Skinny Trees” is a poem also written about the
author herself and how the hope that was left in her helped her
stay positive. In the first stanza of the poem, Cisneros writes,
“Four raggedy excuses planted by the city,” showing that the
trees were misplaced and aren’t comfortable with where they
are. She also writes, “Four skinny trees with skinny necks and
pointy elbows,” showing that the trees symbolize Cisneros
herself. With all of the struggle in her life, she was able to
remain strong and have hope. This is shown when she writes,
“Their strength is their secret.” Cisneros had many struggles
in her life but with the hope she had, she was able to overcome
the difficult phases in her life.
In both these poems, the authors have shown that having
hope can permit us to overcome challenges. Hope can allow us
to stay positive in difficult situations and help us push
through them.
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The Strength of
Not Giving Up

Grown from
Concrete

Sometimes when people face hardship, they give up.
Some, however, have the mental and physical strength to keep
trying. Some people may think strength only comes from
working out and exercising, but real strength comes from not
giving up when you encounter an obstacle. In the poem “The
Rose that Grew from Concrete” by Tupac Shakur and the story
“Four Skinny Trees” by Sandra Cisneros, the main message is
to stay strong even when people, ability, appearances, or your
surroundings discourage or don’t support you.
“The Rose That Grew from Concrete” shows you that even
if your family and surroundings don’t support you in what
you do, you can still be successful. Shakur writes, “Funny
it seems but by keeping its dreams it learned 2 breathe fresh
air,” in his autobiographical poem. This quote uses personification to describe “it”, which is the rose, which symbolizes
Shakur himself. This tells you that he was able to succeed, or
“breathe fresh air”, by never giving up on what he wanted to
do. Another quote, “Proving nature’s laws wrong it learned to
walk without having feet,” shows that (with personification)
he proved the people that discouraged him wrong, by succeeding. These two quotes show you that even if you don’t always
have encouragement and support, you must get the strength to
succeed from yourself.
The story “Four Skinny Trees” tells you that sometimes
one person’s ability isn’t good enough to accomplish something, but maybe working together with someone else may
help them succeed. In addition, this story tells you that even
if your appearances are unwelcomed and made fun of, you can
still show strength by accomplishing what your discouragers
deem impossible. One quote that shows strength in numbers
is, “Let one forget his reason for being, they’d all droop like
tulips in a glass,” Cisneros is telling you through personification that if one tree’s ability falters, “Let one forget his reason
for being,” then all the other trees will die, since they depend
on each others strength to survive. The quote, “Four skinny
trees with skinny necks and pointy elbows like mine. Four
who do not belong here but are here” shows that the main
character despises her appearance, because she probably is
bullied because of that. The next quote shows that the trees
never give up and that is the only reason they are still alive,
“Their strength is their secret. They send ferocious roots
beneath the ground. They grow up and they grow down and
grab the earth between violent teeth and never quit their anger.” This story tells you that if your own ability is not enough
then working in a team will help you succeed, and that even if
your appearances are bad you can still succeed.
In both “The Rose that Grew from Concrete” and “Four
Skinny Trees” the authors uses plants to symbolize strength.
Shakur uses the rose to show strength by telling you that it
grew from a crack in the concrete. Cisneros tells you that the
trees have strength, “Their strength is their secret”, and then
continues to tell you why, “They send ferocious roots beneath
the ground. They grow up and they grow down and grab the
earth between violent teeth and never quit their anger.” Both
authors use symbol to show strength.
In “The Rose that Grew from Concrete” and “Four Skinny
Trees,” the authors use symbolism to tell you about strength.
They tell you to never give up if you are discouraged or unsupported. They also tell you that there is strength in working
together. Next time you feel like giving up, remember real
strength means to continue fighting against your obstacle.

Has there ever been a time when times got tough and
you just wanted to quit, but you stayed strong and were able
to achieve what you thought was impossible? The autobiographical poem “The Rose that Grew from Concrete” and the
short essay “Four Skinny Trees” both demonstrate that staying
strong and never giving up can help you overcome the toughest obstacles.
In Tupac Shakur’s “The Rose that Grew from Concrete,”
Shakur’s uses the rose to represent how he overcame seemingly impossible challenges in his life. In the poem, Shakur says,
“Proving nature’s laws wrong it learned to walk,” showing
that the mighty rose proved even nature wrong. Shakur also
writes, “by keeping its dreams it learned to breathe fresh air,”
showing that by just holding onto its dreams, the rose was able
to accomplish its goal of surviving.
In Sandra Cisneros’s “Four Skinny Trees,” Cisneros
describes the trees as, “Four raggedy excuses planted by the
city,” showing that the trees look weak and pathetic to the
ones that don’t “understand the trees.” Despite this, the trees
stay strong and keep persevering. They “send ferocious roots
beneath the ground. They grow up and they grow down and
grab the earth between their hairy toes and bite the sky with
violent teeth and never quit their anger.” This quote shows
that although the trees aren’t perceived as much, they never let
up and always “keep keeping.”
Although both works demonstrate the importance of persevering and never giving up, Shakur’s “The Rose that Grew
from Concrete,” celebrates the rose’s accomplishments and
how it thrived “when no one else even cared!” However, in
Cisneros’s “Four Skinny Trees,” it demonstrates that the author and the trees draw strength from each other to keep going.
In conclusion, it is important to stay strong and never give
up, no matter what challenges you face or how tough they are.
In both works, the authors use a variety of figurative language.
For example, in “The Rose that Grew from Concrete,” Shakur
personifies the rose by saying, “it learned to walk without
having feet.” This is used to emphasize the challenges faced
by the rose. In addition, Shakur uses the rose as a symbol of
himself and how he overcame the tough challenges that life
threw at him. In Cisneros’s “Four Skinny Trees,” Cisneros
uses the metaphors “hairy toes and violent teeth” to intensify
the resilience of the trees.

Brian Yang
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Amanda Kim

They Grew from
Hard Times
Lily Estes

At some point in time everybody will face some sort of
obstacle or challenge whether it be getting fired from a job or
starting a new school. It is always helpful to have support. In
Tupac Shakur’s “The Rose that Grew from Concrete,” the rose
persevered without any support from anybody and in Sandra
Cisneros’ “Four Skinny Trees” the trees grow and persevere
by working together and having little to no support from the
outside world. Both texts show us that no matter what or how
hard a situation may be you can always persevere and come
out strong even under tough circumstances.

The rose grew despite the odds and persevered through
all its challenges by working hard and working alone. The
rose was planted underneath concrete, yet it still found a way
to grow into a strong beautiful flower despite the doubters.
“Proving natures laws wrong” this quote shows how the rose
was not expected to grow, but it did and succeeded all alone.
“But by keeping its dreams,” the rose persevered by never giving up on its dreams and working hard even though it got no
help. No matter how hard a situation may be you can always
pull through.
However, in Cisneros’ ‘Four Skinny Trees,” the trees
had each other to help stay strong and persevere. This story
teaches us that in order to persevere and “keep keeping” you
must work together. “Four who grew despite the concrete,” the
trees grew even though they faced hard challenges. “They’d
all droop like tulips in a glass,” all four trees work as a team to
stay strong and to persevere even though they were cast aside
by the city for being different. This story shows how you can
persevere with very little support as long as you work as a
team.
Both texts teach us how perseverance is the key to success. Both texts use plants as symbols, the rose and the trees,
this is because plants are quiet but strong and that is what
both authors wanted to portray, strength which is needed to
persevere. Both authors also personify their symbols in order
to give the reader a clearer picture, “It learned to walk without
having feet,” a quote from “The Rose that Grew from Concrete,” implies that the rose is walking. “Skinny necks and
pointy elbows like mine,” a quote from “Four Skinny Trees,”
last time I checked trees did not have elbows or necks so they
were defiantly personified. What is different about the texts is
that in “The Rose that Grew from Concrete” the rose is fighting alone and was working hard with no help or support at all,
and in “Four Skinny Trees,” the trees were fighting together to
stay strong and keep keeping.
So in the end both texts show illustrate that in order to be
happy and successful you need to persevere through all your
challenges. Both texts demonstrate that no matter how hard a
situation can get you will always come out strong as long as
you persevere.

Beauty at
Its Fullest
Malia Reiss

Sometimes life can be dark, feeling impossible. Sometimes
life can be beautiful. But to accomplish this state of beauty,
you must deal with the rain. Tupac Shakur’s poem “The Rose
that Grew from Concrete,” and Sandra Cisneros’ “Four Skinny
Trees,” both convey that no matter the hardships, no matter the
obstacles, if you never give up, your true beauty will shine.
In “The Rose that Grew from Concrete,” the rose in the
poem started out small, but was able to attain its true beauty.
The rose starts out in a hard life underneath concrete, but
was able to grow through a crack in the concrete. The rose is
really a symbol of Shakur himself and his miraculous journey through life. Shakur writes that “by keeping its dreams
it learned 2 breathe fresh air.” This is a metaphor of Shakur
and his determination to break through his own concrete. He
was able to accomplish his goals, and reach his own beauty.
He could finally have a beautiful life, no more suffering. The
“rose” never gave up on its dreams and “grew from concrete
when no one else even cared.” Even though no once cared
the rose kept believing and never faltered. It was able to push

through the concrete and was brought from the dark to the
fresh air. The rose became its beautiful, glorious self. Because
Shakur never gave up on his dreams, he was able to thrive
beautifully in the world.
The “Four Skinny Trees,” are also able to accomplish
beauty. The four gawky trees are on a dark, lonely street and
“do not belong here but are here.” Even though they don’t
belong there, they still are able to thrive and grow in the
concrete. The four never give up and just keep growing. They
work together to stay alive. Without each other, they would
not survive. It is beautiful the way that they bind together and
never give up. They are the “four who grew despite concrete.
Four who reach and do not forget to reach. Four whose only
reason is to be and be.” Cisneros uses this personification to
show that the trees never forget to keep believing; they never
forget to reach. That is their ultimate beauty.
In “Four Skinny Trees,” and “The Rose that Grew From
Concrete,” both plants never falter and are able to achieve
beauty. The rose is able to accomplish this through breaking
through the concrete into the fresh air. The four trees reach
beauty by binding beautifully together. They never give up
and are able to push through their own concrete. They reach,
and because of their reaching, they reach beauty. They achieve
success by not giving up or ever doubting themselves.
Both extraordinary poems teach that even though life is
tough, if you never give up on your dreams, you can accomplish beauty. Never let anything get in the way of your dreams.
The “rose” and the four trees are able to succeed, despite their
fragility and obstacles. They grew through the concrete and
were able to accomplish the impossible.

The Two Ends
of the Spectrum
Hayden Shain

In the book The Outsiders, the author S.E. Hinton introduces the Socs (short for “Socials”), who live on the west side
and are rich, and the greasers, the poor east side kids. These
two groups might seem very different at first, but later we
learn they are not so different after all. According to Ponyboy,
the greaser who narrates the story, “Greasers are almost like
hoods; we steal things and drive old souped-up cars.” This
quote shows that when comparing the greasers and the Socs,
the greasers are more of the poor, less privileged group, while
the Socs are the fancy rich kids who are reckless and waste
most of their time. For example, “the Socs had so much spare
time and money that they jumped us and each other for kicks.”
In addition, the greasers are more emotional while the Socs
feel nothing and think they are cool.
Even though there are differences between the greasers and
the Socs, they actually have many similarities. Both of these
groups are willing to break the law, yet they are loyal to their
friends. This similarity demonstrates how both sides disrespect
the law, but also how they respect their friends. Some of the
greasers like to fight, get crazy, or drink booze. Also, just like
the greasers, the Socs like to jump or fight people and get rowdy. The Socs and the greasers rebuke each other constantly.
Furthermore, each group lives in the same city as one another
and attend the same school. Ponyboy, one of the greasers, remarks, “Maybe the two different worlds we lived in weren’t so
different. We saw the same sunset.” This is a perfect example
of how the Socs and the greasers aren’t so different after all,
and that they share many of the same views.
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Threads of
Three Great
Speeches
Skye Frazer

There have been many great speakers in the history of our
country. Some of the most memorable speeches were written
by John F. Kennedy, Abraham Lincoln, and Martin Luther
King Jr. Each of their most famous speeches, Kennedy’s
Inaugural Address, Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address, and King’s
“I Have a Dream” speech, all have interesting similarities
in content and style. All of these three speeches include the
inspiring theme of peace, use anaphora (repetition), and metaphors to captivate their listeners. All three of these devices
served to make these speeches some of the most powerful and
memorable in our nation’s history.
Each of these speakers chose to include peace as one of
their main themes, to inspire and unify their audience. For example in Kennedy’s speech, he states, “Finally to those nations
who make themselves our adversary, we offer not a pledge,
but a request that both sides begin anew the quest for peace
before the dark powers of destruction unleashed by science
engulf all humanity in planned or accidental self-destruction.”
Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address is entirely focused on bringing the country back together again in peace, and reuniting
North and South. In King’s speech we once again hear a great
speaker call for peace, “Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst for
freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred.
We must forever conduct our struggle on the high plain of
dignity and discipline. We must not allow our creative protest
to degenerate into physical violence. Again and again we must
rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul
force.” As evidenced by these quotes, these powerful speakers
used the inspiration of peace to strongly influence their audience and the world.
Another device used in each of these speeches is anaphora,
or repetition, to emphasize their major points and influence
their listeners. We see anaphora in Kennedy’s speech, in
which he starts three paragraphs with the phrase, “To those,”
saying, “To those old allies . . . To those new States . . . To
those peoples . . . . “ Lincoln also uses anaphora to create a
powerful crescendo, “that government of the people, by the
people, for the people shall not perish from the earth.” In
King’s speech, he used anaphora to create a phrase now synonymous with his name, “I have a dream.” As you can clearly
see, anaphora is a powerful tool, using repetition to create
progressively greater impact.
Lastly, each of these speeches includes the use of metaphors, which capture the attention of the listener through their
poetic and vivid qualities. For example, Kennedy refers to,
“a far more iron tyranny.” In turning to Lincoln’s speech, he
also uses metaphor declaring, “that this nation, under God,
shall have a new birth of freedom.” King is probably the most
generous with metaphors in his speech, describing, “the table
of brotherhood,” “mountain of despair,” “stone of hope” and
many more poetic uses of metaphor that drive his points home
powerfully to his audience. Each of these speakers understood
and used metaphor to strongly connect at an emotional level
with their audiences to convey their messages.
Overall, it is clear that these three speeches used powerful
writing techniques to intensify their message and convince
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their listeners. The use of an inspirational theme like peace
motivated and unified their audiences. Further, each of these
speakers used writing devices such as anaphora and metaphor to intensify the emotional impact of their message, and
persuade their audiences. People who want to write powerful
and persuasive speeches would do well to study the techniques
used by our nation’s most charismatic speakers, John F. Kennedy, Abraham Lincoln, and Martin Luther King, Jr.

The Lessons
of Kino
and Callie
Ethan Hamid

A wise man once said that a man who is poor, yet rich with
generosity and happiness, can instantly become a rich man, yet
greedy and unhappy. This statement is clearly shown in John
Steinbeck’s novel The Pearl and also in two articles in the
Telegraph newspaper.
In The Pearl, the main characters Kino and his wife Juana
are penniless peasants surviving on cheap corncakes and fish
caught off Kino’s boat. Instantly, Kino becomes the wealthiest person in his community. This happens when Kino finds a
gigantic pearl “as large as a seagull’s egg. It was the greatest
pearl in the world.” A similar thing happens to a sixteen year
old girl named Callie Rogers who worked at a low paying
co-op in England, struggling to make a living. One day, Callie
won The National Lottery jackpot, worth almost two million
pounds. According to the Telegraph newspaper, Callie started
“jumping and screaming when she realized she had won.”
Kino, the now wealthy, poor man decides he wants to buy
clothes for his family, pay for a proper wedding, and send his
son Coyotito to school for a proper education. Callie, on the
other hand, decides to buy a wheelchair for her foster mother,
a motorcycle for her brother, and a suitcase for her sister.
She also plans on finishing her education. According to the
Telegraph newspaper, Callie says, “Hopefully, I will make us
all comfortable. I want to help my family, but I won’t change.
I just want a normal home; nothing posh. I just want a normal
car as well.”
Unfortunately, money cannot buy happiness. Kino and
Juana decide that the pearl “is nothing but evil.” The “evil
pearl” causes Kino’s house to burn down and breaks his only
source of food and transportation, his canoe. The pearl also
causes Kino to get robbed and stabbed, and also leads to the
death of someone he dearly loves. Callie also decides that
wealth is evil. After she won the lottery, Callie got robbed,
separated from her father, broke up from two relationships,
faced accusations in two newspapers for stealing a girl’s boyfriend, and was threatened for blackmail. Obviously, money
has brought nothing but trouble for both Kino and Callie.
Hopefully, Kino and Callie at least learn a lesson following
their unfortunate events after becoming wealthy people. Kino
should learn to take caution because almost everyone is his
enemy. Callie should also learn to trust no one, at least until
she knows for sure that they are deserving of her trust.

Research Reports
Human &
Civil Rights
Activists

Strata Kim Hannah Landau

Introduction to Activism
You hear of great people throughout the ages. Their mighty
accomplishments. The legends they have become. But no one
truly knows their humble beginnings. Their lively childhoods.
The traumatic tragedies of their lives. And yet still they are highly
credited in any case. Civil and human activists fight for what they
think and know is right. They work long and hard for the better of
the people around them. Their influence blows through citizens’
minds and the like of other activists.
Human rights activists fight for the general welfare and rights
of humans. Human rights are the rights believed to belong to
every person. You are entitled to human rights from the moment
you are born. The unfortunate thing is that not everyone follows
human rights. Those people abuse, reject, murder others, and the
list of abominations goes on. But that is the reason that Mahatma
Gandhi made a difference in this corrupted world.
Civil rights activists fight for the rights of citizens to political and
social freedom and equality. They are against inequality, unfair
treatment, and discrimination. Unlike human rights, civil rights
apply only to citizens. But, like human rights, not everyone has,
or follows civil rights. There are multiple countries without civil
rights. But that is the reason that Martin Luther King, Jr., Cesar
Chavez, Oprah Winfrey, and Helen Keller made a difference.
Mahatma GandhI
Human Rights Activist
“Be the change you want to see in the world.”
Born on October 2, 1869, in Porbandar, British India. He was
originally born with the name of Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi.
When he was a child he wanted to study medicine, but his father
had him study law instead.
Gandhi was originally a Hindu Brahmin in India. At the
age of 13 he was married to a girl around the same age named
Kasturba(i). They had an arranged marriage. When he was 19 he
left India so he could study law at the Inner Temple in London,
England. In 1891 he served, for a brief period, as a lawyer for
the Prince of Porbandar. But this was a failure and so he went to
South Africa for about 25 years to learn (about law). Gandhi was
heavily influenced by Jainism from his mother, who knew some
Jain monks. These life-changing influences included asceticism,
vegetarianism, and compassion for all living things; which is the
main reason that Gandhi is known for his invention of the peaceful protest.
He was an Indian revolutionary leader who used his religious
power for political and social reform. He was against the Hindu
caste system because he believed and knew that it was unfair and
brought no social harmony to the world (as in popular Hindu belief, if you do the duties of your caste, then you shall help achieve
social harmony). The lowest level of the caste are the pariahs, or
untouchables. Gandhi sought to better their lives (and others’ in
the process) by giving up his royal status of brahmin (brahmins

are Hindu priests and have the highest level of the caste
system) and stepping up.
He undertook a many hunger strikes and boycotts.
He was imprisoned many times in his pursuit of equality.
Mahatma Gandhi used peaceful protest methods to make
his opinion clear to the Indian government. But sadly, on
January 30, 1948, Gandhi was assassinated in Delhi, India.
But Gandhi’s legacy was not over yet. Gandhi influenced
many other human and civil rights activists alike; including
Martin Luther King, Jr. and Cesar Chavez. To add, Gandhi
also had a daughter several years before he died. Her name
was Indira Gandhi; she followed in her father’s footsteps
for peace and human rights for all people. You see now, the
world is different because of Mahatma Gandhi.
Martin Luther King, Jr.
Civil Rights Activist
“Hate cannot drive out hate, only love can do that.”
Born on January 15, 1929, in Atlanta, Georgia. Young
Martin’s father was a Baptist minister. Martin’s highly-influential father fought strongly against racism and segregation,
because he believed it was against God’s will. The Kings
grew up in a nice house, and were never thought of much.
Years later, Martin attended Booker T. Washington High
School. He was such an academic genius that he skipped
the ninth grade. Then, he skipped eleventh grade. When he
was only 15 years old, Martin attended Morehouse College
in Atlanta, Georgia; he in turn became a popular student
there. As Martin got older, he began to question the religion
that his family so deeply followed. He was against segregation, of course; but there had to be a better motivation
than “God’s hand” at work. His father was dismayed when
Martin told him he did not want to join the ministry as he
had. But later in his college years, Martin took a Bible class,
renewed his faith in God and told his overjoyed father that
he would join the ministry.
Through the many ups and downs, successes and failures. He has become one of the greatest and most revolutionary civil rights activists in the world. On August 28,
1963, Martin Luther King, Jr. leads the Washington March.
He then gives his legendary “I Have a Dream” speech on the
shadow of the Lincoln Memorial.. His influential words fall
upon thousands of years in the crowd, and around America.
For his valiant battle for black people’s rights, he is awarded
the Nobel Peace Prize in 1964. All that peace is about to be
shattered. . . due to some unfortunate confrontations. The
white flag has begun to be stained red with blood. Martin’s
home was bombed by white finatics. Also, some of his
peaceful protest marches went awry and the police brutality
was severe.
The path of stepping stones continues as Martin Luther
King, Jr. becomes a leader and a revolutionary man. Martin
Luther King, Jr. was standing on the balcony of his room at
the Lorraine Motel. Suddenly, the most revolutionary black
leader falls dead on April 3, 1968. There is a two-year-long
international manhunt for his killer. James Earl Ray is the
man that killed Martin that terrible day. But King had made
it clear to the world that what others saw as unchangeable;
he saw a time for change. To persevere where no one had
dared. He is the reason that America is the way it is.
Fair. Free. United.
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Cesar Chavez
Civil Rights Activist
“Our ambitions must be broad enough to include the aspirations and needs of others.”
Born on March 31, 1927 near Yuma, Arizona. Cesar was
a Mexican American boy. He and his family started out with
their own grocery store and ranch. But sadly they lost all of
their land during the Great Depression because they had no
money. Then, they had to travel around California as migrant
farm workers. The Chavezes moved often and could never
stay in one place for long. But young Cesar had a sister and a
good family.
Cesar went to school and got a decent education. But the
problem was that he could only speak Spanish, but his teachers wouldn’t let him because they wanted him to speak English in school. So he learned and studied English, basic math,
some science and a bit of history at his schools. But Cesar
never really got to get a full education because of the fact that
they had to move very frequently and he would have to switch
schools. Unfortunately, the conditions on the fields and in the
small living spaces provided to the many migrant farm workers were very poor. The sanitation was bad, there was little
clean water, there was not much salary earned, and there were
many more problems that other migrant farm workers, including Cesar, noticed.
But Cesar Chavez was the first one to successfully step up
and out to stand for those problems. In 1962, Chavez founded
the National Farm Workers Association (NFWA) with the help
of fellow civil rights activist Dolores Huerta. In the year of
1965, the NFWA joined together with the Agricultural Workers Organizing Committee (AWOC) on a strike against grape
growers in California. In 1966, the NFWA and the AWOC
merged and was renamed as the United Farm Workers in 1972.
In 1968, Chavez (led) a national boycott against California’s
grape growers. They won many victories over most of the
Californian grape growing plantations for improved working
conditions for migrant farm workers. But many more challenges were to come; such as the resentment of other growers and a labor group called the International Brotherhood
of Teamsters (IBT). But unrelentingly, Chavez led numerous
marches, boycotts, and hunger strikes to support his cause.
Still, Chavez persevered for years to come until his death on
April 2, 1993 in San Luis, Arizona. It is believed by many that
his hunger strikes may have contributed to the reason of his
death. But Cesar Chavez fought for a good purpose; for the
benefit of his people and other people. He succeeded in bringing up the dangers of pesticides on workers. He succeeded in
getting improved sanitation, water, salary, and working hours.
Oprah Winfrey
Civil Rights Activist
“Go ahead. Fall down. The world looks different from
the ground.”

Born on January 29, 1954, in Kosciusko, Mississippi. She
lived the first couple years of her life in that rural town. But
unfortunately, her mother’s friends and male relatives abused
her. So Oprah and her father, Vernon Winfrey, moved away
from her mother to Nashville, Tennessee. There, Oprah was
safer and could live a full childhood.
In 1971, Oprah attended Tennessee State University. She
also started working in radio and television broadcasting in
Nashville around this time. In 1976, Oprah and her father
moved to Baltimore, Maryland. There, she was the host of
a television talk show called People Are Talking; which she
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turned into a hit show and stayed on it for a total of about 8
years. Until she was hired by a Chicago television station to
begin her own morning television talk show: A.M. Chicago.
Under the span of just a few months, Oprah had won over 100
thousand viewers. Her charming, open personality was a hit
and A.M. Chicago had risen up to the first place talk show.
This in turn was a national sensation. This also got her
a role in Steven Spielberg’s 1985 film The Color Purple; in
which she was nominated for an Academy Award for Best
Supporting Actress. In 1986, Oprah started The Oprah Winfrey
Show. By one year of its launch, her show had made around
$125 million, from which Oprah got $30 million out of. She
bought ownership of her show from ABC. Oprah Winfrey was
making more money every year. In 1994, the talk shows of
that time were decreasingly interesting. Viewer percentage for
The Oprah Winfrey Show dropped, but still kept its place as
the top-rated talk show. A surprising uplift in ratings and viewers sparked the show back up.
Oprah Winfrey is known as the richest African American
of the 1900s. Her charity program, Oprah’s Angel Network,
raised more than $51 million for civil rights programs, including girl’s education and relief for Hurricane Katrina’s victims.
In 1994, U.S. President Bill Clinton made a nationwide database of child abusers; due largely in part to Oprah Winfrey’s
proposal to Congress. Oprah also made (makes) contributions
to Tennessee State University; her past university. Oprah Winfrey’s donations to civil rights causes and organizations make
a difference; even today.
Helen Keller
Civil Rights Activist
“The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot be
seen or even touched, they must be felt with the heart.”

Born on June 27, 1880, in Tuscumbia, Alabama. The
Kellers were not terribly wealthy, and got income off of their
cotton plantation in Alabama. Helen was born with all of her
five senses. She was amazing even before she became deaf
and blind. She started walking at age one and talking at only
six months.
At only 19 months old, Helen contracted an unknown illness. The Keller’s family doctor called it “brain fever”. But
nobody really knows what it was. Today’s scientists believe
that Helen’s fatal illness may have been scarlet fever or meningitis; but the exact details of the illness are still unknown.
Anyhow, several days after the alleged “brain fever” broke,
Helen’s mother noticed that her daughter wasn’t responding to
the things she usually responded to; like a doorbell ringing or
a hand waving in front of her face. Helen had become deaf and
blind.
At around 6 years old, Helen would kick and scream,
and laugh crazily. Her relatives felt it was best she become
institutionalized; but her parents weren’t going to let her go.
Helen traveled to the Perkins Institute for the Blind in Boston,
Massachusetts. Helen returned home with one of the institute’s
more recent graduates: Anne Sullivan. On March 3 of 1887,
Anne Sullivan went to young Helen’s Alabama home. The
next few weeks or months that followed; Helen would break
out in fiery tantrums; which led Sullivan to isolate the two of
them from everything and everyone else that proved too much
a distraction. Helen’s most well-known word which she was
taught is that of the simple word “water.” Sullivan brought
Helen over to the water pump and placed her hand under the
spout as she turned on the water. As the water flowed into
Helen’s hand, Sullivan spelled out “w-a-t-e-r” in her other
hand. Helen could now make the connection between word
and object.
When she was about 10, Helen went to the Horace Mann

School for the Deaf in Boston, Massachusetts to take speech
lessons. It would take 25 years until Helen could speak in a
way so that others could understand her. Later, from 1894
to 1896, Helen went to the Wright-Humason School for the
Deaf in New York City to work on her communication skills
as well as common academic subjects (math, science, literature, history, etc.). Then, she went to the Cambridge School
for Young Ladies in 1896, a ladies preparatory school. Later,
Helen attended Radcliffe College. Sullivan stayed by Helen’s
side the whole time. By around this time, Helen learned and
knew several different kinds of communication: fingerspelling,
speech, Braille (a reading system of bumps; read by touch),
typing, and touch-lip reading. The Story of My Life, Helen’s
first book, which she wrote with the help of Sullivan and Sullivan’s future husband John Macy. The book spanned from
her childhood years to the 21-year-old college student she was
when she completed the book. Helen graduated from Radcliffe
College in 1904 at the age of 24.
After finishing her academic years, Helen traveled off to
see more of the world and also to see how she could make a
difference. By now, Helen’s amazing story had spread out of
the United States. She transformed into a celebrity worldwide.
She shared her life’s experiences with audiences and she
helped many other people with disabilities. Throughout 1900
to the 1950s, Helen fought social and political issues, general
women’s rights, and the welfare of the blind and deaf. In
1936, Anne Sullivan passed away. The event was very hard for
Helen. But she peacefully lived her last years in her home in
Connecticut. She passed away in her sleep on June 1, 1968.
Conclusion to Activism
You have heard of those legends. Now you know their
stories. Where they came from. How they got here. What their
motivation truly was. What drove them to greatness. They
climbed the mountain. Reached the peak. But you know the
falls they went through on the way up. These people have
spawned generations of followers in the wake of their accomplishments.
Mahatma Gandhi created the peaceful protest, and many
others used it as well; including Martin Luther King, Jr.
and Cesar Chavez. Oprah Winfrey wakes up the people of
America and many others of the world to a new day. Helen
Keller inspired millions of people. She flowered hope in the
discouraged minds of others. Her drive and determination was
unmatched.
All of these activists strove for the benefit of the people
surrounding them. Human rights are different now. Civil rights
are different now. But they are not enforced strongly enough.
Many try, and you can, too. Donate, march, protest, become a
civil or human rights activist. Whatever it takes to make this
world a better place. For you and me; for others to be free.
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What Is Teen
Activism?
Corey Ehrlich

What is teen activism? Some teens sit around all day,
watch television, and play video games while others try to
help change the world. Teen activists are very important in
society today. Some activists stand up to terrorism and some
activists fight life threatening obstacles. Many amazing teens
try their absolute hardest to succeed in the world. Some great
examples of teen activism are Malala Yousafzi and Jake
Olson. Both had some effect on someone’s life. Malala stood
up to the Taliban and was shot in the head, but survived. Jake
Olson had a rare form of cancer that caused him to go blind.
He now plays college football.
Malala Yousafzi
“Let us make our future now, and let us make our dreams
tomorrow’s reality!”

Most countries in the Middle East do not respect women
the way they should be treated. For instance, in Pakistan and
Afghanistan most women do not have the right to go school.
Malala loves to learn. Her Dad is a very intelligent man, he
also runs a chain of schools named the “Khushal” Public
schools. Ziauddin Yousafzi, Malala’s father, had a big influence on her. He helped Malala to learn and succeed in school,
because of him, she loves to learn. Malala also loves going
to school, even though it is not practical for a young girl her
age to be going to school in Pakistan. Throughout her life, she
became an advocate for girls’ education. The Taliban did not
believe that girls should be going to school. Malala was promoting girls education throughout Pakistan, so that made her a
target for the Taliban.
The Taliban desperately wanted Malala dead so they sent
in gunmen to attempt to assassinate her. On October 9, 2012,
Malala was coming home from school in an aired out school
bus when all of sudden she heard men screaming, “Where is
Malala, Who is Malala!?” Everyone pointed to her. “POW”
Malala was shot in the head. The bullet ricacaded off her head
and right into her shoulder. As soon as emergency services
arrived, she was transferred to the Queen Elizabeth hospital in
England. The surgery took 72 hours! She recovered very well,
and by January 4, 2013 she was discharged from the hospital
in Birmingham.
When the Taliban tried to assassinate Malala, she was not
frightened. She simply fought back by promoting girls education throughout the world and starting her own fund. Malala
started her own fund called the Malala Fund. The fund lets
people donate money from all over the world. The fund is for
helping girls around the world who don’t have the chance to
go school, to attend school. There are 5 million children in
Pakistan who do not attend school. 62 percent of those young
children are girls. Go to www.Malala.org and you can help donate today! Malala wants all of those girls to attend and enjoy
school. She raised 7 million dollars in her fund. She ended up
creating a big educational project throughout the remote areas
of the country Pakistan. Malala has become a sensational hero
throughout the world. Children and adults admire her, and she
inspires them. Malala has her own book, movie, fund, and day
dedicated to her. She has really become a true inspiration to all
children and adults around the world!
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Jake Olson
“Prove them wrong!”

When Jake was eight months old, he was diagnosed with
a very rare form of cancer called, retinoblastoma. He became
very ill and doctors had to surgically remove his vision from
his left eye before the age of one. A couple years later, when
he was twelve years old, he learned that his vision in his right
eye had to be surgically removed too.
Jake had been a huge fan of the USC football team. His
wish was to watch the USC Trojans play football as much as
he can before he went blind. Pete Carroll, the Trojans coach
at the time had heard about Jake. He invited Jake’s family to
meet the team. In 2009, Jake and his family were invited to
a Trojan football team meeting. He walked in and said hello
to the starting quarterback, and walked back to the room and
observed everything. Pete Carroll then introduced Jake and his
family to the whole team. The whole team started chanting his
name, “JAKE, JAKE, JAKE!” After the team settled down,
Carroll escorted Jake to a seat next to his favorite player, Kris
O’Dowd. Jake became part of the family. He attended most of
the team’s practices and strategy meetings.
The last day before the surgery had finally come. Jake and
his family decided to go down to the practice field and watch
the team practice one last time. His spirits were lifted when
he left the field and went home. The big day had finally came.
Jake went into surgery thinking about what he had experienced in the last few weeks. The surgery went very smoothly
and he was quick to recover. Five days after the big surgery, he
was back playing flag football with his friends, of course with
some guidance. Soon after the surgery, Pete Carroll left USC
to go coach the Seattle Seahawks, an NFL team. Most of his
friends he made at USC became professional football players.
Still, months after the surgery, Jake still kept in touch with his
favorite players Kris O’Dowd and Matt Barkley. Matt Barkley
didn’t leave USC that year because he was only a freshman.
Jake visited coach Carroll many times in Seattle, including the
Super Bowl!
Jake soon started high school. He sat in the stands as his
high school team, Orange Lutheran High play football. Jake
was tired of sitting on the sidelines. He wanted to play football, not watch it. Near the end of the 2012 season, he asked
the football coach if he could join the team. Coach Chuck Peterson replied, “Return after the team has finished the season.”
The season had ended and it was now spring. Olson showed
up and asked again for an opportunity. The coach told Jake
that he had to earn his spot on the team. Jake became a long
snapper. A long snapper is the person who snaps the ball to the
kicker or the punter. He worked relentlessly in practice and
gained the starting position. He continued to work very hard
and started to excel at the position.
Jake was then accepted to USC with a 4.3 GPA, and was
awarded the Swim With Mike scholarship in 2015. This scholarship is awarded annually to a physically challenged athlete.
Jake had made the USC Trojan football team. After all he’s
been through, his dream is finally coming true, to play football
at the University of Southern California! Everyone told Jake
throughout his life that he can never play football again but
Jake didn’t listen to all of those people, he believed in himself
and excelled!
Becoming a teen activist can help change the world!

To become a teen activist, you have to stand up for yourself and believe in yourself. You also should spread the word
about something you want changed, if you want something to
be changed tell someone, don’t keep it in. Both the people I
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just wrote about stood up for themselves and believed in themselves. Don’t let other people decide who you are! You have
to follow your dreams and you will succeed. You always have
to have a growth mindset if you want to become an activist.
Never stop believing in yourself and you can help change the
world!
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One Woman
Who Changed
Many
Jennifer Gipson

Ellen Lee DeGeneres inspired many around the world with
her leadership, charm, courage and perseverance. She was
born on January 26,1958 in Metairie, Louisiana to her parents
Betty and Elliot DeGeneres. Ellen later became a talk show
host, comedian, and as we all know a prominent gay/lesbian
role model. She inspired many people around the world to express their sexuality, but it wasn’t easy for her to fight for what
she wanted.
Ellen faced a major obstacle when she was a teenager, her
parents Betty and Elliot got a divorce. Their family was torn
apart. Ellen mollified her mother from her heartbreak by using
her comedic talents. In 1974, Ellen and her mother left New
Orleans and moved to the small town Atlanta, Texas leaving
her father and brother Vance.
Later in her life during her sitcom, society reproached Ellen, they did not accept her. Her life was at risk for announcing
her sexuality but that didn’t stop her, “Find out who you are
and figure out what you believe in. Even if it is different from
what your parents believe in. Stay true to yourself. Have your
own opinion. Don’t worry about what people say about you or
think about you. Let the naysayers nay. They will eventually
grow tired of naying.” When life knocked her down, she came
back stronger.
With half of society against her and the other half supporting her, Ellen DeGeneres fought until she got what was right,
respect for being gay/lesbian. She continued to fight and that
fight inspired many around the world to be proud of who they
are, “When I heard her voice I knew that something better was
going to happen.” This was said by an audience member at
the talk show. Ellen showed so many people that they should
be proud of who they are and being themselves can lead to
something better.
Along with her leadership, Ellen has also had a huge
impact on people with her sense of humor. Ever since she was
13, she has been cracking jokes left and right. Ellen is the type
of person that can make a sad day happy for anyone. She has
been able to show her humor through a sitcom and talkshow
by “singing, dancing, playing ridiculous games” (College
candy) and more.
People around the world have supported her and joined her
with her fight. Years and years of staying strong has opened up
many gateways for gays/lesbians all around the world. Today,
she is married to Portia de Rossi because of fighting for gay/
lesbian rights. She was scared but did not regret her decision

at any time, “ Courage is doing something in spite of the fact
that you are scared of it.” Ellen DeGeneres said this and it is
exactly what she did and is why she is the one woman who
changed many.
Bibliography
College Candy. 3 Dec. 2015
<htp://www.collegecandy.com>
DeGeneres, Ellen. Seriously, I’m Kidding. 1st ed. New York: Grand Central
Publishing, Inc.,1976
The Ellen DeGeneres Show. 3 Dec. 2015
<http://www.ellentv.com>

“Call Me
Caitlyn”
Rachael Namvar

Caitlyn Marie Jenner is a remarkable influence to many
young, old, and in between people today. She was originally
born as a boy named William Bruce Jenner on October 28,
1949 in Mount Kisco, New York. She is known for being the
very first transgender woman to come out on national television, as her life is recorded and she has little to no privacy.
Caitlyn had to overcome many obstacles during her transition,
which have made her—and the world—stronger.
Caitlyn Jenner’s obstacles are not common with many
other celebrities. She had to overcome “coming out” to her
family and the whole world. She also had to explain her 22year divorce with her ex-wife, Kris Jenner. She also had to tell
her six children, Kendall, Kylie, Brody, Casey, Brandon, and
Burt Jenner, and her four stepchildren, Kourtney, Rob, Kim,
and Khloe Kardashian. The kids took it relatively well, but
many in the media gave Caitlyn a lot of hate. Teen actor Drake
Bell reacted to the Vanity Fair “Call Me Caitlyn” cover story
by tweeting “Sorry…Still calling you Bruce.” In the magazine
article, Caitlyn asks, “After all the confusion and shame and
self-conflict and dishonesty for virtually 65 years, was this the
right decision? Could I go on living as I had?” (Vanity Fair
26).
Caitlyn did have to give her family some time to process.
Kendall said on her reality TV show “Keeping Up With the
Kardashians,” season 11, “At first I didn’t know what to think.
I wasn’t quite ready to let go of my dad.” She continues,
“After a while I had to accept the fact that I don’t have a dad
anymore. But I still know that I have someone that loves me
just the same as my dad did. She just looks a little different.”
Caitlyn did, however, get a lot a lot of support from her
friends, family, and other famous people. She also got support
form a lot of YouTubers, people on social media, such as Twitter, Instagram and Facebook. Because of all this support she
won a Teen Choice Award for “Social Media Queen.”
Caitlyn’s transition came with more than just obstacles.
Her perseverance to continue to strive has made impacts on
many people’s lives. She was once arguably the most athletic
man ever. She had won the Olympics, with a gold medal in
1972 Decathlon. She loved sports all through high school.
Vanity Fair says, “Everything had seemed perfect then, or
as close to perfect as it can be when you are pretending your
way through life, conforming to the vision of millions because
that’s what they expect, and that’s exactly what you give them
because you are good at it, scary good” (Vanity Fair 1).
Most of the transgender people today are usually indigent
which means they don’t have the wealth that Caitlyn had
during her transition. This concerned many people when Cait
came out. This is also why Caitlyn had a group of friends
come over to discuss their stories. They were all transgender

women, like Cait. She took them on vacation and they went to
an organization where they discussed their transgender stories.
On buzfeed.com, some transgender people had reacted
to Caitlyn Jenner’s transition. They boys and girls had been
transgender for a long time now, but they didn’t have the support that Caitlyn did. On buzzfeed.com, one of the girls said,
“It’s the first time that we’ve been given a chance to change
the way the media perceives us.” Another reaction was on
YouTube, by the Fine Bros. Entertainment channel. On one
episode, they had teens react to Caitlyn’s coming out. As
Caitlyn says, “I am a woman, even though I have all the male
parts.” A teen replies, “Personally I hope he is not using his
fame for the wrong things.” Of course, on many article and
websites, Caitlyn continues to insist that her motivations are
sincere.
Caitlyn Jenner will be a remarkable human in the present
and future. People now will look to Caitlyn as a role model.
Caitlyn says, “If I was lying on my deathbed and I kept this a
secret and didn’t do anything about it, I would be lying there
saying ‘you just blew your entire life, you never dealt with
yourself’” (Cosmopolitan 7). Perhaps another thing that Cait
says in Cosmopolitan magazine really captured the full picture
of her full experience: “I’m not doing this to be interesting,
I’m doing this to live.”
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The Master
of Marvel
Deanna Chun

Many of the most famous Marvel superheroes would have
not been possible without Stan Lee. Stanley Martin Lieber was
born on December 28, 1922 in Manhattan. He is best known
for creating some of the most famous Marvel characters of all
time, including Spider-Man, Iron Man, Hulk, Thor and many
more. Stan Lee’s characters have inspired and entertained
countless fans all over the world.
Even though Stan became very successful, he did have
hardships as a child. His father was unemployed most of the
time. According to an online article from Inc Magazine, Stan
Lee stated, “My earliest recollections were of my parents
talking about what they would do if they didn’t have the rent
money.” Stan also said in the article, “But my father was
unemployed most of the time. He had been a dress cutter, and
during the Depression, there wasn’t much need for dress cutters.” Because of the Depression, he had to start working when
he was in high school. At one point, he was an office boy. He
would also work as an usher.
Stan Lee then talked to his cousin’s husband, Martin Goodman. He had a company called Timely Publications that was
looking for an assistant. He was the only person who applied
for the job. There were only two guys there: Joe Simon the
editor and Jack Kirby the artist. They were the creators of
Captain America.
After about 20 years on the job, Stan is quoted in Inc. as

89

saying to his wife, ”I don’t think I’m getting anywhere. I think
I’d like to quit.” She replied, “Why not write one book the
way you’d like to, instead of the way Martin wants you to?
Get it out of your system. The worst thing that will happen is
he’ll fire you but you want to quit anyway.” Stan decided to
create the X-Men and The Hulk when Martin wanted Stan to
come up with more superheroes.
Stan Lee then started to work for Marvel, and eventually
became a famous Marvel character creator. When Stan Lee
wanted to make Spider-Man, he needed help to illustrate his
creation. He asked Jack Kirby to illustrate the story. However,
Jack made Peter Parker look too gallant and daunting, so he
asked Steve Ditko to help out. Stan Lee has said that he never
really owned Spider-Man, but he created him.
Stan Lee had stated that he never thought he’d be writing
comic books for a living. Stan Lee has stated on The Guardian, “Comics were just another form of entertainment to me,
but it got to be more and more interesting every day.” Stan
said that he was delighted that he got to work with Disney, as
the studio was behind some of his childhood icons. Stan has
said, “I learned early on that I’m not that different from most
other people. So if I come up with a character that I think is
exciting, there’s a compulsion on my part to learn more about
this character. I figure a lot of people maybe will have the
same taste I do.”
Stan Lee’s impact has been great on Marvel. In the book,
Stan Lee and the Rise and Fall of the American Comic Book,
it states, “Now the empire Lee brought forth, Marvel Comics, is hitting its stride as a wellspring for motion pictures, TV
shows and major licensing efforts.” His characters have been
put into comics and movies that will be seen for many years
after they were created. As said in Stan Lee and the Rise and
Fall of the American Comic Book, “Lee unleashed a legion of
characters that rank among our most enduring fantasy icons.”
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A Rare Ruby
Oona McDermott

Ruby Bridges’ story has changed many lives and inspired
people across the globe. Born in Tylertown, Mississippi on
September 8, 1954, Ruby Nell Bridges remembered moving to New Orleans, Louisiana without any knowledge of
the racial hatred in the area. She is remembered as the first
African-American student to attend an all-white school. Put in
an almost impossible or even life-threatening situation, Ruby
defied the odds and has impacted almost everyone around her.
On November 14, 1960 Ruby, who was just an innocuous
little girl, was to attend school at William Frantz Elementary,
an all-white school. Outside the school were hundreds of
white men and women protesting against the integration. To
them, Ruby was a poison; it was dangerous for their children
to attend a school with a black child. To keep Ruby safe, U.S.
marshals had to escort Ruby to and from school and she would
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have class alone with a teacher on a whole separate floor from
the other kids.
The protests went on throughout the city and not just
in front of the school. “As I sat quietly huddled with Mrs.
Henry, mobs of protesters roamed the streets,” she wrote in
her autobiography (Bridges 32). Mobs would go to AfricanAmerican communities and flip cars over and toss flaming
cans of gasoline on the streets. Members of mobs like the Ku
Klux Klan would put up burning crosses as warnings to tell
people to leave. The streets of New Orleans were dangerous. Emergency rooms filled up with black and white people.
Ruby’s family members were under the watch of the police
at all times to ensure their safety but they were still in grave
danger. Even though she had many hardships, she was always
rueful towards the white people who tried to kill her.
Despite the danger, Ruby Bridges made it through the
first grade. In fact, she graduated high school and received an
honorary degree at the College of New Rochelle. She never
went to college due to her brother Milton being shot and the
family’s financial struggles.
Overcoming obstacles was just the beginning of Ruby
Bridges’ achievements. Ruby announces that “Racism is a
grown-up disease and we must stop using our children to
spread it!” stated Wikipedia.org. With this motto, Ruby Bridges started the Ruby Bridges Foundation in 1999 to promote
“the values of tolerance, respect, and the appreciation of all
our differences,” states Britannica.com. Her organization has
helped promote many things including LGBT rights, integration in schools and helping orphaned children.
To Ruby, her purpose in life was as simple as black and
white, and that purpose was to help those in need. “I now
know that experience comes to us for a purpose, and if we follow the guidance of the spirit within us, we will probably find
that the purpose is a good one,” she writes (Bridges 61).
She also travels across the United States to talk to schools
about the struggles of racism. Her volunteer work is recognized all over the country and still inspires people to take a
stand. Ruby once said, “Don’t follow a path, go where there is
no path and start a trail” (Bridges 27). She still works at William Frantz Elementary with the children and supports three
orphan children in her home, and works as a part time foster
mother for kids in need.
Many years after this one, Ruby Bridges will still be a
part of the lives of countless people. Without Ruby Bridges,
school today would be a very different experience. Of all the
people who have written about her, perhaps Harry Belafonte
sums it up best when he writes, “By this simple act of courage,
Ruby moved the hearts and opened the minds of millions of
people. Her story is an inspiration” (Bridges 3).
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Shark
Survivor
Eva Buck

According to many of her fans, Bethany Hamilton has
saltwater in her veins. Bethany is a strong, outrageous and
innocuous woman who can get right back up when she falls
down. Bethany was born on February 8, 2015 1990, and raised
in Lihue, Hawaii, USA. Bethany is most famous for being a
young, competitive surfer in Hawaii who, over ten years ago,
lost an arm to a 14ft tiger shark. Now she is famous for her
well-known autobiography, “Soul Surfers.” She won awards
and continues to inspire by, along with her Christian faith
encourages other amputees offering hope and inspiration.
The morning of October 31, 2003, Bethany Hamilton was
out on the ocean on a usual training session. This Halloween
morning, she was paddling out with her best friend, Alana
Blanchard, Alana’s father and her brother, when a large tiger
shark attacked her. “That’s all it took, almost half a second. I
felt a lot of pressure and a couple of lightning fast tugs. Then
I watched in shock as the water around me turned bright red.
Somehow, I stayed calm. My left arm was gone almost to the
armpit, along with a huge crescent-shaped chunk of my red,
white and blue surfboard…” Her friends helped her get back
to shore and to hospital, losing 60 percent of her blood by the
time she got there. A paramedic whispered in her ear “God
will never leave you or forsake you.” She took her father’s
place in the operating theater. He was there for knee surgery.
Despite the terrible tragedy, Bethany wanted to help others,
and show them that they should never ever give up. Bethany
was physically scarred and disabled by the shark attack, but she
refused to let it stop her or make her scared about her future.
Rather than live in fear, she returned to her board just three
weeks after the accident.“It was my own personal tsunami. In
the days, weeks, and months that followed I had a lot of cleaning up to do. Often, it was scary or trying. And I won’t lie to
you, in some ways it still is.”
Bethany loved to surf, so she could not wait to go surfing
again. She was always a determined person and to learn how
to surf with one arm was not easy but she did it. “It’s not about
how many times you get knocked down that counts, it’s about
how many times you get back up,” she said. Just over one year
later, she won her first national surfing title, and then went on
to win other professional competitions.
What people can learn from Bethany is that, “whoever we
are, wherever we come from, being a determined and positive
person in life can make a big difference. Whatever your situation might be, set your mind to whatever you want to do and
put a good attitude in it, and I believe that you can succeed.
You are not going to get anywhere just sitting on your butt and
moping around.” She advises. People should surround themselves with others who will help and support them too. Life is
for living and you do not have to be alone. “life is like surfing.
When you get caught in the impact zone, you need to get right
back up because you never know what is over the next wave,
and if you have faith, anything is possible. Anything at all.”
How Bethany helped others was through her “Friends of
Bethany” charity that reaches out to encourage a broken world
by offering hope through Jesus Christ. She hold events such as
“Life to the Fullest” to help kids with problems such as depression, as well as “Beautifully Flawed,” a 4-day camp, designed
for young women ages 14-24 who have experienced the loss of
at least one limb. “She finds joy in being an example of other
young amputees—and for girls in general.”
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Snowboarding
Superstar
Gracie Binder

2012 Para-Snowboard World Champion Amy Purdy is
an extraordinary disabled snowboarder. She was born on
November 7, 1979, in Las Vegas, Nevada. She has loved to
snowboard ever since she was fifteen. Amy Purdy influences
many people, disabled or not, through her singular story and
climactic adventure.
The turning point of her story came in 1999 when she was
diagnosed with bacterial meningitis. According to amypurdy.
com, “when she entered the hospital she was given less than
a 2% chance of survival, put on life support and placed into a
coma.” As she described it, “I felt as if I was being pulled out
of my body and found myself in a boundless dark space. I felt
weightless, as if I was floating. I wasn’t aware of my physical
body anymore. It was clear to me what had happened—I died…”
Her gallant survival of the disease led to many other tough
struggles that she overcame. For one thing, it was hard to walk
and snowboard again, since she lost her legs (below the knee)
and feet. To help fix that problem, Amy Purdy made prosthetic
legs. After the legs started to settle in, she tried to snowboard.
Once the time came, she finally began to snowboard again!
Later, she won a bronze medal at the Paralympics in 2014,
which inspired so many people because she was the only double-leg amputee to compete at a world-class level. Also in that
same year, Amy Purdy was on season 18 of “Dancing with the
Stars” and came in second place. She had never danced before
and did her absolute best. Elizabeth Gilbert, the author of
Eat, Pray, Love, is one of the many people influenced by Amy
Purdy. As she mentioned on the back cover of her book, “Amy
Purdy is far more than an Olympic champion. She is a pioneer
and beacon of strength. Her honest and sharply written memoir leaves me feeling as uplifted as I do when I spend time in
her presence.”
Amy Purdy is also the co-founder of Adaptive Action
Sports. It’s a “non-profit organization that helps those with
permanent disabilities get involved in action sports” (amypurdy.com). She also works with ESPN to create the winter
and summer adaptive action sports competitions. “She is a
spokesperson for the Challenged Athletes Foundation, an
organization that provides grants for training, competition and
equipment for athletes with disabilities” (teamusa.org).
Generations to come will be inspired by Amy Purdy’s
story, just like people are today. She has worked hard to get
where she is now and definitely lifted off her feet during the
way. In her book On My Own Two Feet, she declares, “My
legs haven’t disabled me. If anything, they’ve enabled me.”
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“Linsanity”
Kai Wang

Jeremy Lin is an inspiration to Asian people all over the
world. He is the one of the first Asian-Americans to ever play
in the National Basketball Association and he still plays today.
His parents came from China seeking prosperity and settled
in California, and on August 23, 1988 Jeremy was born in the
small city of Torrance. As Jeremy grew up, he faced many
arduous obstacles that he had to overcome to become the
basketball-playing machine that he is today.
Both of Jeremy’s parents were only 5’7”. According to his
biography, Linspired, when Jeremy began high school, “he
was one of the smallest players on the team . . . [but] by his
junior year, he had sprouted nine inches to reach the magic
number— six feet.” How this happened, people don’t know.
Maybe it’s because he ate healthily and drank an excessive
amount of milk? Even if it is never figured out, Jeremy Lin
had defied the laws of physics. If he hadn’t grown to 6’3”, he
might not have even made it to the college level of basketball.
In addition to his great work ethic, Jeremy also displays
perseverance. According to “Just Lin, Baby! 10 Lessons
Jeremy Lin Can Teach Us Before We Go to Work Monday
Morning,” Lin is a model in “believing in yourself when no
one else does.” Even though he got traded to two teams and
had to play in the Development League, Jeremy still overcame
the haters and delivered when needed. When the New York
Knicks were facing the New Jersey Nets, Jeremy came off the
bench and scored a whopping 25 points. As it says in the article
on biography.com, “he quickly became an instrumental part
of a seven-game winning streak, earning more points than the
legendary Kobe Bryant in a match-up against the L.A. Lakers.”
Little did the NBA know, Linsanity was just getting started.
Jeremy Lin is not only a basketball player, but he is also a
disciple of God. He manages to devote his life to both religion
and sports. Each time before every game, he attends a service
held in the locker rooms for Christians like Jeremy. Players from both teams are free to join if they want. During this
service, the players pray and recite verses from the Bible. It
is difficult to dedicate yourself to both of these subjects, and
still be successful in them. He even involved his friends and
collage roommates in his religious life. As it says in Linspired,
“He loved his roommates, spending lots of intense one-on-one
time with them, leading investigative Bible studies with them,
and just plain hanging out with them.”
Jeremy Lin truly is an inspiration. He has showed that he
could play basketball, while at the same time, devoting himself
to God. He has inspired all kinds of people with his good workethic and perseverance, and has shocked the whole world by
showing them that Asians are not only good at math, but could
also do well in sports (other than ping pong). Even though Jeremy isn’t the best in the NBA, he can still be considered one of
the most intimidating point guards in the league. He will most
likely continue to be successful for many years to come.
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The Influence
of Gronk
Ethan Weiss

“Touchdown Patriots!” just about every commentator for
the NFL says. “Brady connects with Gronk again!” Gronk, the
nickname given to Rob Gronkowski, was born in Williamsville, New York on May 14, 1989. Gronk, who is only in the
fifth year in the league, is considered one of the greatest tight
ends of all time!
Gronk grew up as a youth playing tight end, but one day
he moved from the suburb of Buffalo to suburban Pittsburgh
where he was initially ruled inedible to play. However, Gronk
overcame this and exploded in high school. Approaching
college, Gronk was being considered by many colleges like
the Ohio State Buckeyes and the Louisville Cardinals. Gronk,
however, went to play for the Arizona Wildcats.
Later, Rob Gronkowski was drafted by the New England
Patriots in the second round—and by Bill Belichick, who always seems to be a step ahead of everyone. The coach’s move
was right as Gronk exploded his rookie year with Tom Brady
as quarterback. The Patriots clinched the AFC’s top seed and
a bye before losing to the division rival Jets. The next year
Gronk broke the record for most touchdowns by a tight end in
a single season as the Patriots went on to the Super Bowl to
rematch Eli Manning and the New York Giants.
Gronk, however, had his second obstacle when he tore
both his MCL and ACL during the 2013 season game, and then
missed the rest of the season including the playoffs. During this
time Gronk has had infections in the injured areas and could
have missed the 2014 opener. His family took the care away
from the Patriots doctors and got him recovered. The Patriots
once again fell in the playoffs to Season MVP Peyton Manning
(Eli’s older brother) and the Denver Broncos in the AFC championship game who were in turn destroyed in Super Bowl 48.
Gronk later returned in the 2014 season as the Patriots
dominated the league with a 12-4 record. Gronk had broken
his own records as the Patriots dominated once again. The
divisional playoff ended with a comeback win against the
Baltimore Ravens. However, in the AFC championship game
against the Colts, the Patriots were caught deflating the footballs. Gronk was innocent as a tight end cannot control this.
The Patriots played the Seahawks who won with controversy
themselves, against the Green Bay Packers but the Packers with more controversy beat the Cowboys on what even
a Packers fan can agree was a completed catch. The Patriots
and the Seahawks continued to battle but “Congrats to Tom
Brady and his New England Patriots who are your Super Bowl
Champions.” During the awards Gronk won the comeback
player of the year award. It only got better in the ongoing
2015 as Gronk continues his legacy.
Gronk is notable for being fun to be around and for his
positive energy. He is also a cat lover. He is a big part in the
Patriots comeback from past failures haunting New England
like the 2007 season. He is generally considered as the man
that revived Tom Brady, which revived the Patriots as a team
according to many ESPN analysts, and is Tom Brady’s number
one target. He restored hope to the Patriots and Gronk still has
a long career ahead of him.
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Hart’s World
of Laughter
Aaron Benyamini

Kevin Darnell Hart has brought joy to millions of people
all over the world. He was born on July 6, 1979 in North
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Those who know the full extent
of Kevin Hart may reproach him or look at him in a weird
way, but those who look beyond his past can see the better of
him. He was able to triumph over all the horrible things that
have happened to him in his past and now he shares laughter
throughout the world even to this day.
Kevin Hart’s first obstacle was in his early childhood.
According to boomsbeat.com, “His father Henry Robert
Witherspoon was in and out of jail due to cocaine addiction
during most of Kevin’s childhood.” Kevin never had a normal
childhood because of his father. “My dad said I was supposed
to be on drugs,” Kevin said. “I was like, ‘Dad, shut up,’ but
then I thought about it and it was stupid, but it made sense.
He was saying that basically he was my example to never go
down that road,” Kevin said. Ironically, Hart was arrested on
suspicion of drunk driving after his car almost collided with a
tanker truck on April 14, 2013, according to Wikipedia.
Kevin Hart fought hard to get where he is today, but he
didn’t go straight to stand up comedy. According to Wikipedia, Hart first completed his education. “He had first gone to
George Washington High School in Northeast Philadelphia
and Temple University for two years. Then he moved to New
York City to attend community college, graduating two years
later. He then moved to Brockton, Massachusetts, and after
found work as a shoe salesman.” After being a salesman, he
began pursuing a career in stand up comedy after performing
at an amateur night at a club in Philadelphia, which led him to
be conspicuous.
Of course, Kevin Hart did more than just overcome obstacles. He set the standard of how anyone with a tough life
can become one of the most famous people and that nothing
is impossible when they give it their best. Keith Robinson,
veteran comedian and former mentor of the comedian, explained how “Kevin Hart was confused and didn’t know what
to do, but later on, using his life experiences, he developed his
unique style, which was a huge success.”
Kevin Hart continues to make a huge impact on the world
for he inspires kids to do what’s right and not to do what’s
wrong. According to boomsbeat.com, he donated $250,000 to
a school district in Philadelphia because of all the trouble the
school district was going through. He has put joy in people’s
lives in stand up comedy, TV shows, and in movies for he is
considered by some fans to be the most hilarious person in the
world.
Long into the future, people will read, listen, and watch
about the impact Kevin Darnell Hart has brought to this world.
People have said many great things about him, including his
fellow comedians. According to Time Magazine, Chris Rock
said, “He made Madison Square Garden feel like a small
comedy club. When he wanted them to, he had the audience
screaming. And when he wanted them to pay attention, they
were quieter than a football player at a murder trial.”
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The Greatest
Robby Haiem

Muhammad Ali is one of the most recognizable sports
figures of the past 100 years. He is an American former professional boxer, known for his fancy footwork and lightning
speed in the ring, and as one of the greatest heavyweights
in the history of the sport. He was born as Cassius Marcellus Clay Jr. on January 17, 1942 in Louisville, Kentucky.
Ali became an Olympic gold medalist in 1960 and the world
heavyweight boxing champion in 1964. He also achieved the
heavyweight title two more times during the 1970s. Growing
in the segregated South, he experienced racial prejudice and
discrimination firsthand which contributed to his passion for
boxing.
During the Vietnam War, in 1967, Muhammad Ali
refused to join the U.S. Armed Forces, because he disagreed
with American involvement and due to his religious beliefs,
because he had converted to Sunni Islam in 1964. Ali was
arrested for draft evasion and the New York State Athletic
Commission suspended his boxing license and revoked his
heavyweight belt. He was sentenced to the maximum of five
years in prison and a $10,000 fine, but he remained free while
the conviction was appealed. But, he lost a crucial time in
his career because he was not permitted to fight for nearly 4
years. Meanwhile, Ali spoke out against the Vietnam War and
advocated for African American pride and racial justice on
college campuses. In 1970 the New York State Supreme Court
ordered his boxing license reinstated, and the following year
the U.S. Supreme Court overturned his conviction. As people’s
opinion changed about the Vietnam War, Ali’s point of view
gained popularity. “No, I am not going 10,000 miles to help
murder, kill, and burn other people to simply help continue the
domination of white slavemasters over dark people the world
over. This is the day and age when such evil injustice must
come to an end.”
Ali’s actions as a conscientious citizen objecting to the
war made him an icon for that era’s generation. He inspired
countless black Americans and others to question America’s
involvement in the Vietnam War and how the Black Americans were subjugated by whites. “I remember the teachers at
my high school didn’t like Ali because he was so anti-establishment and he kind of thumbed his nose at authority and got
away with it. The fact that he was proud to be a Black man
and that he had so much talent ... made some people think that
he was dangerous. But for those very reasons I enjoyed him.”
As a world champion boxer and social activist, Ali has
been the subject of numerous books, films and other creative
works. Ali defeated every top heavyweight in his era, which
was known as the golden age of heavyweight boxing. He
was named “Fighter of the Year” five times by Ring Magazine, more than any other boxer, and he was inducted into the
International Boxing Hall of Fame in 1990. Ali’s charisma and
commitment to social and political causes made him become
one of the most famous people in the 20th century, at a time
when black people lacked basic civil rights in America.
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Cat Surprise
Vera Fang

Ever heard of a man’s best friend, the dog? Well, there’s a
woman’s best friend: the cat.
Cats are amazing animals. Did you know kittens are
always born with blue eyes? The color may change or stay the
same throughout a cat’s life. Felines can survive enormous
falls and escape without a scratch. Sadly, people had thought
this to be so amazing, that in ancient times, Belgians threw
cats out of towers for people to demonstrate how they escape.
They still do it, but now with toy cats!
The senses of a cat are 14 times better than a human’s. They
can smell a mouse and other cat’s scent marking, where we just
stumble through and smell nothing unusual at all! When a cat
hunts, it will pad softly through undergrowth, and watch with
their keen eyes. They will also use their amazing sense of taste
and smell of nose and mouth. Yes, a cat will use its mouth!
There is a special organ in a cat’s mouth called the Jacobson
(vomeronasal) organ in their mouths that will activate when
drawing breath through it. This sense is very sensitive and is
used to hunt and detect predators, as well as other cats and their
status; such as male or female, solitary or group.
Although a cat is absolutely wonderful, and an excellent
companion (since being domesticated by the Ancient Egyptians), a cat cannot see right under their chins. That’s why
sometimes if you put something right under their head they
don’t react (only if your cat doesn’t see you doing it). A cat
will rely on its wonderful sense of touch and smell to detect
the object placed under it.
When a cat is in a rush – either getting to someplace or
running from somewhere – you will be amazed by how fast
and elegantly it can cut corners. The reason for this is because
a cat’s tail will act like a counterbalance. So when a cat is cutting a corner, it will have its tail leaning one way and its body
leaning in the opposite direction. When the corner is cut, then
the cat will right itself again, for if it doesn’t, the cat will slip
or turn around.
A cat prefers salty, bitter, and sour foods. It will avoid sweets,
since some are bad for them, and they can’t really taste sweet.
A cat may be able to fall from high places and survive
with or without a cut, but if it gets hurt from the fall, it is
called High Rise Syndrome. A cat will always land on its feet,
because it has a sense in its ear that tells the cat how to right
itself in mid-air.
A cat’s eyes are very special. People assume that cats can
see in the dark, which is completely false. This may happen
because 1) when a cat’s eyes fail it, other senses kick in. Or 2)
people know cats hunt at night. We humans just assume that
cats can see in the dark. A cat’s eyes are amazing though. They
dilate when the light is scarce, which will toggle the “glowing
in dark eyes” feeling.
When you are watching TV with your cat you wonder,
“Does my cat really understand the things happening on the
screen?” The answer is no. When cats watch the TV, they’re
really looking at things on the screen we can’t see. It just goes
to show how much better a cat’s eyes are.
Kitten hood is very important to a cat’s life in the wild. If a
kitten is abandoned before the first 2 weeks of its life, it might
not survive. Two to seven weeks of a kitten’s life, the creature
will develop its senses and very vulnerable and tasty to predators. Weeks 5 – 7, the cat will have developed his/her senses
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and has started playing with litter-mates better. At weeks 8 12, the cat – in – training will have moved to new homes, and
left their parents. Finally, at 6 – 18 months, the kitten will have
become an adolescent and is ready to take on life.
Not many people like cats because of their aloofness and
untrainable personalities. Truly, a cat can be trained. It may not
be as easy as a dog (because a dog is a pack animal and used
to having a leader to listen to), but with patience and a kind
heart, your cat will be a gold medal champion. Dog owners
say that a cat has less intelligence than that of a dog because
a dog is more trainable. Cat owners say teaching a dog tricks
makes a dog a follower, which may not be smart. Cats are the
leader of themselves. Cats will not work for anybody, it will
want you to work for it.
Cats have been around for many years. They have been
here since “King” Hatshepsut. The most ancient cat breed is
the Siamese. I believe that it accompanied Egyptians throughout the empire’s long existence. Cats were used as rat repellants, were sometimes called gods. In Egypt, there was a cat
goddess, Bast. Cats have been with human society since 8000
B.C.E! Unfortunately, the tide turned against cats in the Middle Ages of Europe, and they were slaughtered en masse. Cats
almost vanished of extinction in 1400 B.C.E. Soon, though,
the rat population increased, and not enough cats were around
to control them. Plagues overwhelmed the lands. There was no
choice, but to bring back cats. Laws of animal mistreatment
were passed, and cats thrive happily to this day.

Aztec Sacrifice
Nathan Khalifian

The Aztecs practiced sacrificing because they thought
that without sacrifice, the gods would go unnourished and the
world the would would come to an end. The Aztecs thought
that the gods caused everything. It was the gods that either
created a good harvest or sent a devastating earthquake. The
Aztecs believed that without continuous nourishment of the
Aztec’s sun god, Huitzilopitchli, the sun would stop rising and
the world would end. By nourishing Huitzilopitchli through
sacrifices, the sun would continue to rise and the world
wouldn’t end.
The Aztecs held numerous rituals and ceremonies to please
the gods by sacrificing humans, blood, and humans hearts.
The Aztecs believed that the way to keep the sun strong was
to nourish the Aztec’s sun god, Huitzilopitchli, in the form
of blood. Most Aztec rituals included some sort of blood
sacrifice. The Aztecs valued the sacrifice of warriors in battle
because the blood of the strong warriors was especially nourishing. The Aztecs would sacrifice several thousand people
each year. Four priests would pin down the victim to the stone
in front of Huitzilopitchli’s temple, then another priest would
cut out the living, bloody heart of the victim.
Sacrificing should be viewed with respect for a civilization
practicing its religion in a world that was unpredictable. The
Aztecs sacrificed people because that is what they believed
was right. They thought that the only way to prevent the world
from ending was to sacrifice people and blood to the gods.
They didn’t know any better; sacrificing was part of their
religion. Additionally, the world was unpredictable. They
thought that the world would end if they stopped sacrificing
so they didn’t. In conclusion, the Aztecs sacrificed thousands
of people a year and what they did should be viewed in a
respected manner.

The Sacrificial
Populace Puzzle
Toulmin Jahncke

In the times of the Aztec Empire, overpopulation led to
the sacrifice of thousands of people. The priests and emperors
lied to the people and told them it was for the greater good,
when in truth it was to kill all of the extra people who were
slowing down the empire. The priests were not as innocent as
they seemed to be and used their god-like qualities to deceive
the population of the empire. It was the ultimate betrayal. A
common estimate of about 20,000 people were sacrificed each
year. Along with overpopulation, there was famine. In Tenochtitlan, the Aztecs used the bodies to feed the starving people.
The bodies were then thrown down the temple and the limbs
were cut off and made into a form of stew.
The god they were making these sacrifices for was named
Huitzilopochtli. Huitzilopochtli needed blood to survive, thus
the hearts of the victims being torn out and held up to the sky.
There was no science to prove the Aztecs were incorrect, so
the people had to believe the Emperor and priests were always
correct. The priests, and sometimes emperors, were by far more
educated than the average person in the empire. So naturally
the people thought the priests were all knowing, and in some
ways were the prophets of God. These priests claimed that sacrifice was a practice to Huitzilopochtli and if not performed the
sun would not rise again and the world would end. The people
believed them, which lead to sacrifices being unopposed.
Sacrificing should be viewed as a barbaric strategy used
to decrease famine and overpopulation in the Aztec empire. It
was a supposed religious practice to the god Huitzilopochtli
to make the sun rise in the mornings. Rather, it was to decrease the empire’s population, lack of protein, and famine.
Instead of sacrifice, it was a deranged and psychotic means. It
was alternatively used to intimidate enemies, and frighten its
own people in order to control them. It was killing two birds
with one stone, or should I say sacrificing two people with
one knife. No one would ever speak against it, for they did
not want to fall victim to this insane practice. Many innocent
people lost their lives to this brutal weapon that should only
have been used in the most dire of circumstances.

The Great
Pyramid of Giza
Ludia Bang

The Great Pyramid of Giza’s position is in the northern
edge of the Giza Plateau. It was constructed as a vault for
Egyptian King Khufu. It is also called the Pyramid of Khufu.
Next to the pyramid is the Pyramid of Khafre and next to that
is the Pyramid of Menkaure. Pyramid of Khufu is the largest
pyramid of Egypt. The Great Pyramid of Giza was the tallest
and biggest structure in the world for about 4,000 years. The
height was 481ft. Today it stands to about 449.5 because it lost
31feet from erosion. The weight of the pyramid is 6.5 million
tons. The pyramid might look like a triangle, but the shape at
the bottom is a square. Which makes each side the same so
the sides are all 756 feet. The whole square at the bottom is 13
acres. In other terms it is 13 football fields. The pyramid slants
at exactly 51 degrees. Now each side of the pyramid or the
triangle shape is 5.5 acres.

The pyramid is rounded to have 2,300,000 stone blocks
that each one weighs over 50 tons. The inner part of the
pyramid leans 200c . The casket was made of a block of solid
granite. This would have expert the bronzes saws 8-9ft. Microscopic analysis of the casket uncovers that it was built with a
set point drill that was exploited hard jewel pieces and a drilling brunt of 2 tons. The pyramid had a hinge threshold entry
at one time. The groundwork at the foot of the pyramid have a
ball and socket construction, which helps with heat diffusion
and earthquakes. The four faces of the pyramid are slightly
concave. It is the only pyramid that was built this way. It was
built 2580-2560 BC.
The Great Pyramid of Giza was built in less than 30 years.
The pyramid is the last standing from the Seven Wonders of
the World. Some believe that it took ten years just to build
the ramp that would lead to the Nile valley floors. Others say
it took twenty years to build the pyramid by itself. Experts
debated how Egyptians moved the stones. The stone was from
two nearby quarries and as far away as 500 miles. The belief
is that they used sloping ramps, built out of mud, stone, and
wood for transportation. The pyramid was the tallest monument building in the word for centuries.
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Aztec
Sacrifice
Sarah Slavkin

Craziness. The Aztec Empire believed that the sun would
not continue to come everyday without the sight of flowing
exposed human blood. The Aztecs believed that to please the
sun god Huitzilopochtli, they had to pull the heart out of a
human and raise it to the sun. Another theory that was proposed for the reason of human sacrifice in the Meso-American
Empire is that the Aztecs were cannibals and could have used
sacrifice as a way to get that protein. Numerous slaves, certain
children, prisoners of war, and others were sacrificed for various reasons. Before the children were sacrificed, they were
taken out of their normal lives and treated with special care.
They were also given jobs for the future when they were with
the gods for after sacrifice. The Aztecs also believed that once
you had been sacrificed, you would become a hummingbird
or butterfly and return to the earth or become a helper of the
sun. When the Aztecs made their sacrifices, as far as they were
concerned, they were keeping the sun from halting in the sun’s
orbit. Studies on bones and paintings show that cannibalism
may have occurred with the bodies that had been used for
sacrifice.
The Aztecs used human sacrifice to get closer to the
gods and to please the gods. Sacrifice was so important to
the Aztecs because they believed that without sacrifice, the
gods would go unnourished and the world would come to an
end. The Aztecs believed that without constant nourishment
of the god Huitzilopochtli, the sun would cease to rise. The
Aztecs would “please” the gods by holding a human down
and pulling the heart out of the body, then showing it to the
sun. The Aztecs also believed that everything is made from the
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sacrificed bodies, fingers, blood, or the heads of the sacrificed
Gods. Sacrifice was the Aztecs’ way of repaying their debt to
the gods.
Sacrificing should be viewed as a barbaric strategy used
by rulers and priests to intimidate and control populations and
social structures. Sacrificing is gruesome and disgusting. The
fact that people believed that the sun would not come up the
next day if they did not rip out the hearts of people is crazy.
If sacrificing was just being used for controlling populations,
they could have taken a less horrendous approach. If these
civilizations were exposed to science, sacrificing would not be
necessary. Sacrificing helped these civilizations adapt to their
everyday life in different ways. One way was when a child
was sacrificed, that family would be glorified and would become popular for their child being with the gods. Furthermore,
sacrificing was an insane practice in the Aztec Empire. Sacrificing was used to please the gods, and to keep the universe
moving. According to modern science and western philosophy,
we have concluded that human sacrifice is not necessary to
please gods and to keep the Sun in orbit.
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Oenone
Julia Abbott

Oenone, Oenone, forgotten throughout history
Your name sometimes rings a bell to readers of the Odyssey or Iliad
Other times it does not
History has erased you from its pages
Why? Was it because you were a woman
Or, because after Paris left you, you did not heal him
You refused to forgive the great wrong he did to you
He betrayed you, yet he is still remembered
How can history banish such a brave girl?
Oenone, Oenone, punished throughout history
You were lovely and sweet, living a happy life with your love
On Mount Ida
Then the goddesses fought on mount Olympus
The cause of all their bickering? A small apple
Of discord
For really the apple that tore lives apart was just that
An apple
And you suffered because they bribed Paris
And Paris, young and naive, chose Aphrodite
Chose Helen of Sparta, now Helen of Troy
How could the gods be this cruel to a young water nymph?
Oenone, Oenone, arrogant throughout history
You promised to heal Paris if he was ever wounded in war
Yet, in a fit of anger, when Paris was mortally wounded, you refused to
heal him
Then, you relented but it was too late
The man you loved had died, because you were too stubborn to heal him
You died on his burning funeral pyre
No one’s pride should be worth another man’s life
Oenone, Oenone, fragile through history
You knew what would happen if Paris left Mount Ida
You warned him, and yet he disregarded you
His miscarriage of judgement caused the Trojan War
Why did he leave you when you both were happy?
Would your heart ever heal?
Should you want Paris back?
So many questions, and you did not have a single answer
Oenone, Oenone, remembered through history
Maybe someday, everyone will remember your name along with Helen
and Andromache
Until then we can only hope that someday, oneday
You will be remembered as a brave girl who died trying to repent
Maybe the world will realise the reason you made your choice was
because you had your heart broken
Soon the world will cement you firmly in history
If we do our part
Oenone, Paris, Achilles, Andromache, Patroclus, Menelaus, Hector,
Agamemnon, Helen, Homer, and the Trojan War will live on forever
Do your part
Remember the mistakes of the past, so that they will not be repeated
Oenone Oenone

Ominously
Approaching
Tomas Espana

Ominously in the early hours it appears
Face filled with horror
Eyes devoid of order
Body racked with tears
A ghost telling of old fears
Silently it weeps
There are no words left to speak
Reflected back in that broken mirror
Ominously approaching in the eve
It creeps ever forward that darkness inside
A haunting word
Left to grieve
Nowhere left to hide

Sadness
Aurora Dair

A thunderstorm
comes crashing down
the emotion
swirling in your heart.
Flashes of confusion
loud thunderclaps of hurt
is all you feel.
All you can do
is wait it out.
Tears come pouring down
drizzling or in sheets.
But it all comes to an end
as the clouds fade away.
And the sun shines again
as sadness starts to end.
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Your Circus Life
Ella Novie

Life is a circus, waiting to surprise you
at any moment.
Sometimes life keeps you on edge,
keeps you holding your breath waiting
for something to happen.
Life’s a balancing act, any sudden move
and down you go.
You make choices carefully and with thought,
but you also want to go, go, go, and on with the act.
Life flips and spins around,
but as long as you have a supportive family,
you will always land on your feet.
Life is a circus, giving you joy and laughter
without hesitation.

My Favorite
Color
Grace Smith

Orange is…the color of leaves in the fall
Orange is…an amber stone
Orange is…the color of Garfield
Orange is…a ripe pumpkin
Orange is…a piece of candy corn
Orange smells like…a fire’s ashes
Orange sounds like…the roar of a tiger
Orange feels like…a juicy orange
Orange looks like…a sunset
Orange makes me…happy
Orange is…my favorite color
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A Second Home
(Inspired by The Outsiders)
Adam Amster
The church is a place for Ponyboy and Johnny to stay.
A place of security where the fuzz is away
It was a place to relax, a place to read
A dead-silent place where they can smoke weed
All the Socs are gone, that’s a big relief
But, reflecting on the death of Bob causes Ponyboy and
Johnny grief
An independent area where they are free to roam
The church is a second home

The Phoenix
Ava Gardner

Running from home,
like a runaway slave,
from the bricks that kept me safe all these long years,
the house from my childhood,
like it was something that would hurt me,
as if it were a menace.
How evil is the human race,
ripping my home, and my city from my grasp,
sending my father out
into the dreadful massacre known as a war,
just because they could,
pure evil.
The thick smoke locked in my throat,
the flames secured in my mind,
the blackness of the sky,
like the dark of the night.
Although something of fantasy,
the Phoenix has set my house afire,
turning it to ashes.
The ashes that could never rebuild my home.

War and Peace
Poetry Club

Words are flaring, and guns are blaring
Peace can’t be achieved, until war is not believed
War is never right; it’s a never ending fight
For those fallen that we loved, their souls fly high
No more violence, at last there is silence
The sun is bright; a dove is in flight; then a lasting, starry night
We lived through the heat, now we live for the peace

Pets Are Dumb
Gustav King

Dogs are dumb, they yip and yap,
All they do is bark and nap.
They chase their hiney, beg and are whiney
Dogs are dumb

Dazzling
Ulysses Martinez

A small candle ignited
Carting a shining bright light
In the stygian night
A sense of safety united
The brilliant flames of the waxen torch
Held its own against the gloom
When the night advanced the candle scorched
A sun rose from its cave
Now the candle wasn’t alone
Both a sign of brightness
The candle didn’t have to do its job on its own
Throughout the night the candle was brave
No more darkness

Cats are dumb, they have no loyalty
The Egyptians were weird for making them royalty,
They slish and slash, steal your cash,
Cats are dumb
Pigs are dumb, they roll in the mud,
I definitely don’t want to give one a hug,
They’re pretty smart, but boy do they fart,
Pigs are dumb
Birds are dumb they tweet and poop,
They make a bad pet but very good soup,
They are so annoying and not enjoying,
Birds are dumb
Fish are dumb, they are so boring,
And their tanks are so easy for pouring
They can’t remember anything, at least the bird
could fly and sing,
Fish are dumb
Snakes are dumb, they slither and fight
They could kill you in just one bite,
They smell with their tongue, are zero fun,
Snakes are dumb
Turtles are dumb, they are so lazy,
They just eat lettuce and maizey
All they do is sleep and poo,
I am dumb and so are you.

Dazzling
Sara Kazemini

There is a sweet sense of mystical air
In which is dark, yet light
But very closing, yet bright
Trapping comets of sparkling ice, beware
She clenches her teeth and it blows through her hair
Sending a heavy pounding shiver down her spine
There are pastel blues and whites creating spirals and
clusters of lines
Which bellow and soar throughout her crunched lair
A lair of freedom and creative mind
Where shining crystals and prisms of iridescence chime
And icy indigo comets bellow beneath amber crescent moons
It shines below as striking as ever, blinding her eyes like
the emeralds of lime
This sort of imagination bends time and crushes humankind
As is, she lies as the cluster of sapphire starts explode deep
in her heart, creating utter doom.
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Ironically
Maddie Pechacek

The bird with wings can’t seem to fly
I wonder what keeps it down
Watching I cannot help but frown
The grounded bird will surely die

My Brain

The government prints the money, but always says it’s broke
It spends and spends
Without an end
What I get for my taxes feels like a joke

The gears twisting and turning
A thousand ideas a minute
Whoosh Whoosh
Clink clink
The ideas flow out of me
Whoosh Whoosh
Clink clink
And when the city goes to bed
My mind turns off
But...
In the morning
New ideas
New possibilities

The world is full of things that don’t make sense
Irony abounds
Up is down and we can’t predict how the story ends
Nothing we hear is as it sounds
And that can make us tense
Alas, the crazy world knows not the message it sends

Thomas from
The Maze
Runner
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Jamie Robertson

Summer

(Inspired by To Kill a Mockingbird)

Jake Herrera

Jamila Piri

My mind is like a blank space
With nothing written on it
My friends are like my brothers
Because they are the only people
I’ve seen
My feet are like bullets
That I use for running the maze
My home is like a jail
That I can’t get out of
My heart holds curiosity
As strong as a weightlifter
Because I can’t
Remember
Anything
I live in the glade
As lonely as a box
And we are trying to get out
Through
The Maze

Summer and Jem and Dill and Scout
Blue linen and Ms. Maudie’s cake
Cal will let the children out
Please be safe, for God’s sake
You be Tarzan, I’ll be Jane
Jem’s jealous, don’t you think so?
Go ask Atticus, don’t be a pain
Can we go to a picture show?
Deer’s Pasture, overalls
Outside until dinner time
from the house, Cal calls
“Coming,” our voices chime
Hurried feet come through the door
Waiting for tomorrow, for fun once more

A Pencil
Cedar Powers

Slashes at the paper
leaving terrible grey scars
Always coming back
sharper each time
Double sided
One side removes old wounds
the other creating deadlier ones
One after another
both sides strike
over and over
And over and over

Freedom
Ashley Ramos

Freedom
I can feel but cannot see
Like a spirit soaring around me
I am wandering around being surprised
By the good sensation I feel
Like a bird soaring high
It takes my mind to a new world
And I twirl and twirl
Until I fall and laugh
From the amazing feeling of freedom
That I can’t ever leave
And when I die
And fly like a bird
In the sky
I will miss my life of freedom

The empty page
doesn’t stand a chance
for a pencil is a deadly weapon

My Lunch
Kayla Sadaghiani

Excuses
Julia Cicconi

When I got my homework,
I simply put it away.
But when somebody stole it,
I didn’t know what to say.
When I started my homework,
It blew away at the park.
My mother spilled her coffee on it,
Leaving a permanent mark.
I put it in my pocket,
But it dropped in a pool.
So I didn’t get to finish it,
Because I had no paper after school.

Oh, how hungry I am since I have nothing for lunch,
My empty lunch bag has not a crumb to munch.
When I don’t get enough calories, I tend to gruff,
For the food in my lunch bag is never enough.
I crave energizing, sweet chocolate cakes to eat,
So that all of my next classes I’ll be able to beat.
I’m just wondering if it’s too hard to pack a cream puff,
Since the food in my lunch bag is never enough.
My sweet mother, I don’t mean to criticize,
But the more you try to starve me, the more my hunger will rise.
I do believe pleasing ungrateful teenagers can be rough,
Although the food in my lunch bag is never enough.
Yes, it’s true my lunch time is only thirty minutes a day,
And yes, I understand eating too much is not okay.
Mother dear, I know packing my lunch can be tough,
But unfortunately, the food in my lunch bag is never enough.
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Provincial
Preserving
Sweta Tummala

Day in and day out
The solemn wait
For the one who’s always late
As the night becomes a blackout
The clock chimes midnight
It’s getting late
It must be fate
I just hope he sees the light
For I have something to give
Something that I kept
So long that it is time to pass it on
For I will not forgive
Nor accept
The destruction of the China Swan

Alette Wells

The sun lays its warmth over our grassy green fields
There are no clouds blocking our view
The workers are spread across the field, the sky above so blue
Summer is a divine season that has our souls all healed
In the fall, the leaves color this damp, dreary ground
Now this bleak sky does not incite our fear
The corn is ready to be pulled; harvest time is here
We stare out across the endless fields, whose colors now astound
The seasons come and go each year
A cycle in which we find solace
At the end of each year we are rewarded
The fruits of our labor, flawless
Though our homes may be plain and austere,
There is no place we would rather have boarded

Sunny
Moments
Josephine Chae

The sun stretches across the sky
as the moon falls into a deep sleep.
She opens her eyes
to flood the city with her warm light.
She yawns and pushes the darkness
into his little corner
while the people below start to wake.
As time progresses she gets happier
and the whole sky brightens.
The clouds, with their little chubby cheeks
start up at the sound of her voice
and spread across the blue sky.
The sun starts to tire and her eyelids droop,
covering the city with darkness
as she sinks down for a long awaited rest.
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So Long
Kiara Zarabian

So many mixed emotions
Sadness
Excitement
Betrayal
Hope
Like a tornado
Spinning out of control
Sadness for leaving my country
My home
Suddenly so far away
Excitement for adventures to come
In a brave new land
Betrayal
leaving the past behind
Never looking back
Hope of feeling safe
Hope of starting over
Don’t know what’s to come...
Don’t know what’s to be...
Now I can finally be me

Children
Emily Gavilanes

We use our imagination
To make everyday seem more fun
And create games that can be played by everyone
That spread lively sensations
Friends, only We can see
And two finger guns
When your “it” everybody runs
“Let’s hide behind that big tree!”
We can fly
We have powers
And monsters do exist
Animals say, “Hi” and “Goodbye”
Fairies live in flowers
I can show you these things, if you insist

New York City
Luke Wiener

Beep beep!
Honk honk!
A taxi flies by,
spraying murky water onto my face.
I rub my eyes, disgusted and then the city lights come into focus.
In the distance I can see the Empire State Building,
standing upright like a giant blazing spear,
illuminating the city for everyone.
The Statue of Liberty,
gift of France and a beacon of hope for the new and old residents of
this great country.
All the tall buildings seem to scrape the sky.
I quickly ponder the thought of what the city would look like if the
Twin Towers were still standing.
I feel remorse and melancholy for those who were in those buildings
15 years ago.
All of a sudden the ground rumbles beneath me,
the subway.
The infectious energy of the city spreads like leaves in a storm.
This city, this big apple is New York City,
the greatest city of all.

Chess
Is a War
Keanu Nahmi Natan

You and your opponent
Are the kings of the
Game
Commanding an army
Of plastic soldiers
Against one another
Fighting on a battlefield
Of black and white wood
In a game between
War and mind
With just one big fight
Forcing you
To make each battle plan
With extreme precision
With just a few right moves
The war could be over
But the game
Never ends
Not till one
Of players says
The immortal words
“Check Mate”
Immediately ending the war
Forever
Crushing the spirit
Till the game
Begins again
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Odes
Ode to
Stephen Curry
Darren Boyd

Screen, shot,splash
Stephen Curry you are one of the splash bros,
You make every shot that you shoot,
You are a leader,
You lead the Warriors to the championship and won,
You and the Warriors are the reigning champs,
You have the Midas touch of basketball.
Cross, step back, splash
You have the handles of a pro, people say,
“Take my umbrella, it is going to rain,
Stephen Curry is splashing today”
When you get your rhythm it is almost impossible to
stop you

Ode to Surfing
Aspyn Bernstein

Sunshine on my wet skin
Going places sharks have been
Walking up onto the nose
Doing my fashionable little pose
This is an ode to surfing
As I pop up, the world becomes clear
Not sheading a single tear
I do a quick cutback
As I’m thrown on my back
This is an ode to surfing
I can see the sharp rocks beneath me,
And I know this is where I’m meant to be
As I glide over the clear water
Everybody wonders who taught her
This is an ode to surfing

Cross, spin, lay up
Curry, everyone wants to be like you
But there is only one you
You work hard and play hard
You are the result of you

Hooting and hollering is what I get,
As I become I triple threat
To all the other girl breakers
You rock! You are wave shakers
This is an ode to surfing

Behind the back, spin move, shot, splash
Curry you are one of the people who doesn’t dunk
I wonder why?
I think it has to do with being a show off
I don’t know, only you know

When I hike up to the showers
I realize I had been surfing for hours
The sun goes down as I hop in the car
The moon goes up and I know I’m a star
This is an ode to surfing

Screen, run, layup
Curry you are a point guard
You are a playmaker
You have a special talent
You are a valuable player to the Warriors
Screen, pivot, splash
Stephen Curry you are going to do great things
You look good with your team
Screen, shot, splash
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Ode to the One
and Only Disney
Will Rene

O Disney, Walt Disney, what a successful man you came to be
From humble beginnings to rising as a hero who will be known for centuries.
Bored of school by age ten,
Failing all of your classes you reigned at sixteen.
O Disney, Walt Disney, what a patriot you came to be
As a soldier you fought on the battlefield,
and supported your troops as a medic
Before using your imagination and talent to bring joy to people of all nations.
O Disney, Walt Disney what a cartoonist you came to be,
Creating six thousand brilliantly remarkable characters
First at a tiny film company, animation took you far,
Steamboat Willie, perhaps your greatest, with Cinderella close behind.
O Disney, Walt Disney what an imagineer you came to be,
Dreaming at a bench in Griffith Park, the picture emerged in your mind
A place for families to enjoy, a park filled with rides
Characters roaming and themes to be set!
O Disney, Walt Disney, what an entrepreneur you came to be,
Films earning twenty-two Academy Awards, making Oscar your new best friend.
Disneyland drawing millions to its gates
Struggling at times due to the wars and depressions, yet enduring today.
O Disney, Walt Disney what an amazing person you were,
Cancer clipped your life too soon
Yet you still impact today, your contribution
Bringing joy to millions ‘round the world.

Ode to My Cat, Miao Miao
Jenny Qiao

You are the sunshine that brightens my day
You are the most vibrant flower in the bouquet
You are you smile on a cheerful face
Every part of you is full of bliss and grace
I adore the way you look
Your striped tail curled like a hook
Your belly colored like fresh snow
Little pink jelly beans under every toe
Your vast feline eyes are an amazing sight
Both pupils expanding at twilight
Your irises a gorgeous shade of emerald green
Your intelligent gaze so keen

The way you act makes me smile
When your tail puffs out, you can sprint a mile
How your neck vibrates when you purr
How adorable you are and were
You are the only perfect living being in a world of flaws
I love your soft, pink nose and your little paws
I love your brilliant eyes and silky fur
I love your long, thin whiskers and your melodious purr
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Ode to Aphrodite
Eva Salas

O stunning Aphrodite, at your beauty we marvel
Risen from the sea
Riding upon sea foam
With no parents
Yet you are still the most beautiful of Olympus.
O vain Aphrodite, your narcissism earns our disapproval
You offered a war-bringing gift
To retrieve an apple
“For the Fairest”
And to anger your rivals.
O dishonest Aphrodite, your unfaithfulness we reprimand
You had a chosen husband, Hephaestus
You were pampered with gems and jewelry
Yet to him you were not true
And so the gods punished you.
O jealous Aphrodite, your envy is astounding
Jealous of the mortal Psyche,
You ordered your son, Eros, to make her fall in love
With the ugliest beast on Earth.
O powerful Aphrodite, your wrath is feared
Glaucus insulted you
You fed his horses a sacred herb, the night before a race
They went crazy and crashed his chariot, killing him,
And then they ate their master.
O wonderful Aphrodite, your help is praised
You helped Pygmalion, a worshipper
Find love in a statue
He created to keep him company
Her name was Galatea
O great Aphrodite, you help faithful followers
Melanion begged you for help to get Atlanta of the fleet foot
He had to win an impossible race against her
So you devised a plan.
Three golden apples, you gave him
To distract Atlanta
And Melanion won the race.
O youthful Aphrodite, you stay young and beautiful always
Risen from the sea off the shore of Cythera
The Graces dressed you in fine silks
And around flocked doves and sparrows.
You return there each year to refresh yourself
O beautiful Aphrodite, you bring happiness to the world
In the form of love
And help all
Despite your imperfections,
You are a favorite goddess among us.
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Ode to Athena
Shayda Shafa

Athena, Oh Athena
The Goddess of Wisdom
You sprung right out from your father’s head
wearing a robe and helmet
You were the favorite child of Zeus, your father
depended on you for your wise council
All dressed in armor, you were ready to fight
Athena, Oh Athena
Advisor of armies
Your endless friend, Nike, the spirit of victory
at your side
You led armies that fought only for fair causes
Athena, Oh Athena
Master of crafts
You supported the artists of Greece and taught them
noble and helpful arts
You had great confidence and were proud of your own
skills at the loom and the potter’s wheel
You were happy to see your pupils exceed
To the extent that your pupils respected you
Athena, Oh Athena
Transformer of figures
As an immortal hiding your true identity
to stop commotion
Assisting others in time of need
Athena, Oh Athena
Aid in Homer’s epics
You inspired Telemachus to go on a journey
to find his father
And to get rid of the wooers in his house
You influenced Odysseus to build the wooden horse
and win
the Trojan War
You guided Odysseus to find his way home
and get back to his land
Athena, Oh Athena
Creator of Athens
You fought for the City against your uncle, Poseidon
and won
You gave the City a gift by planting an olive tree
in a crack on a rock
To worship you, your City made you a beautiful temple
on top of the Acropolis

Ode to Sushi
Fiona Engstad

Sushi
Oh sushi you fill my starved stomach
With all your fishy galore
With the soy sauce drizzled all over
With flavors in my mouth you pour
This is an ode to sushi
A juicy piece of seafood
Resting on sticky, white rice
Tied together with thin green seaweed
The presentation is concise
This is an ode to sushi
How it is such a chore to hold you
As you always fall apart
I must touch you with two small sticks
Whoever thought of that idea was not at all smart
This is an ode to sushi
A glorious odor rises up through my nose
Of cooked crustaceans and salty soy
It feels as though I am out to sea
My taste for sushi is a delectable joy
The feeling of devouring sushi fills my heart
As if an angle from fish heaven touches my hungry soul
Such as even a lick of it brightens my day entirely
The essence simply a desire I wish to taste every day
Thus is an ode to sushi
You are the butter to my bread
You get me out of bed
You are my prized possession
I might have an obsession
This is an ode to sushi

Thank you Athena, for all that you have done!
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Ode to Jim Henson
Jonlyn Oscarson

Oh, Jim Henson, you left a legacy
You were born in Mississippi
You had an older brother that died in a car accident
You met a girl named Jane Neble and ended up marrying her
You became a father of five children
Oh, Jim Henson, you loved experimenting
You liked experimenting by sewing
You innavated puppet making
You had your own puppet show
You invented a new way of filming puppet shows
Oh, Jim Henson, you created the Muppets
Your first TV show was Sam & Friends
You gave life and sensitivity to your puppets
You created the Muppets and they got their own show
The Muppets were entertainment for everybody
You created many movies featuring these special puppets
Oh, Jim Henson, you made The Dark Crystal
You had trouble with designing the Gelflings
Some of the puppets had to be worn like costumes
You made the Gelflings, Mystics, and the Skeckies
Jen the Gelfling had to heal the crystal
Oh, Jim Henson, you helped make Sesame Street
A person had to get inside Big Bird to operate him
Sesame Street was one of your most popular works
You made Elmo, Grover, Bert, and Ernie
These characters taught children about letters and numbers
Oh, Jim Henson, you created Kermit the Frog
You first made hm out of an old green sweater
You made his eyes out of ping-pong balls
He was almost always one of your main characters
You would always play the part of him
Oh, Jim Henson, you created Miss Piggy
She’s a diva pig that uses French phrases
She knows karate
Her voice is played by a man
She is romantically linked with Kermit
Oh, Jim Henson, you left a legacy
You were always very positive
You worked with Disney
You died in 1990
Oh, Jim Henson
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Ode to Poseidon
Bruck Setu

Oh, Poseidon, God of the sea
You rule all oceans and salt water
You shake the earth with terrifying earthquakes
You are the only ruler of the ocean
Oh, Poseidon of almighty Zeus
You take orders from Zeus without a question
You are loyal and kind to fellow gods and goddesses
You are a loving brother of Zeus
Oh, Poseidon, father of seven
Your children are Theseus, Triton, Polyphemus, Belus,
Agenor, Neleus, and Atlas
You treat them with love and care
You are a father of seven
Poseidon, friend of a sea animals
You can speak to all animals in the sea
You use your seahorses to pull you chariots
You love the animals of the ocean
Poseidon, you are fond of the Greeks
You interfered in the Trojan war when Zeus said not to
You took the chance to be expelled from Mount Olympus
You led the Greeks to a comeback win against the Trojans.
Poseidon, you are strong
You are powerful
You are kind and loving
You swim across the sea with ease
You are the almighty Poseidon of the Sea

Ode to Poseidon
Bear Brooks

Sea waves crash, earthquakes rumble as horses dash,
Oh, mighty Poseidon, your strong muscles glare
As you fight mighty Atlas with your long thick blond hair
Sea waves crash, clouds thunder and a loud bang comes from your Triton’s thrash,
Oh, mighty Poseidon, don’t let this hurricane last
Sea waves crash, swords clash,
Oh, mighty Poseidon, why did your anger make this long war start?
Sea waves crash, your riches never end,
Oh, mighty Poseidon who would not want to live in your beautiful castle
On the ocean floor made of coral and precious gem?
Sea waves crash, Poseidon is mad, oh, mighty Poseidon,
Why did you delay the return of Odysseus from the Trojan War,
Causing his boat to be shipwrecked?
Sea waves crash, and tidal pools swirl, oh, mighty Poseidon, whom do you like best
Out of all your five siblings, Zeus, Hades, Hestia, Hera or Demeter?
Sea waves crash, the sea is yours, oh, mighty Poseidon,
You must love how dolphins and sea creatures will always swim by your side
Sea waves crash, earthquakes rumble and horses dash,
Oh, mighty Poseidon, we are right back were we started from
Sea waves crash, Poseidon is tired,
Oh, mighty Poseidon get a long rest for a new day tomorrow.

Ode to Kelly Slater
Ava Cooper

Slater, Oh Slater, champion of the waves
You walk on water with no fear
Craving what the ocean holds
Breaking records with every rip from a toddler to a man
Perfect scores are yours and yours alone

Slater, Oh Slater, champion of mind and body
Using “wormholes of research” to bring knowledge
to the masses
Mindful and passionate of what we take from this earth
Kombucha and Chia and Purps serve your purpose

Slater, Oh Slater, champion of our planet
Eco-warrior from Taghazout to Tavarua
Immersed in the ocean, body and soul
Shepherd of the sea, crusading to keep our planet whole.

Slater, Oh Slater, champion and friend
Inspiring me to find my own mission
You’ve not only opened my wings, but also my heart
and mind
My journey is just beginning
While yours has no end.

Slater, Oh Slater, champion of humanity
A nomad on a mission
Not just chasing waves around the globe
Taking Outerknown to outer reaches
Uplifting spirits along the way
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Ode to Rain
An Ode to
Beaver Lake
Ella Hobert

Beaver Lake has breathtaking views
Blue water glass surrounds
Perfect temperature everyday
Plenty to do, recreation abounds
Beaver Lake makes me scream
As the boat whips around
I’m bound to go down
Into the mucky water of dreams
Beaver Lake has many games
Like bowling, football and pool
I play till’ I sleep, 7 hours at least
As I lose to my brother and scream like a fool
Breakfasts are astonishing at Beaver Lake
With eggs, bacon and coffee cake
We line up to eat, one at a time
As I beam with excitement at the front of the line

Maya Frank

Rain has many forms of sadness and life
It catches my eye
As it cries its sorrowful tears down from the sky
The rain is a beauty with nothing to hide.
The rainclouds give off its streaks of electricity and light
And gives people a form of fright
But I think it’s like a party
On a summer night.
I spend hours and hours
Watching the rain give its angelic showers
As if the rain has dazzling powers
It feeds the plants and the flowers.
Invisible Rain Warriors attack my window
This annoys me because I need to see the upcoming rainbow
The Warriors trip and fall into the meadow
I’m glad they stopped breaking my fragile window.
The rain gets ready to go to bed
As I scratch my sleepy head
The storm prepares to settle down
I put on my silky nightgown
The rain is ready to make its final splashing sound.

In the summer we go to Chenequa
A country club that’s just up the road
The adults party and down shots of tequila
As I do the Cha Cha and dance like a diva
Beaver Lake in the winter is just how the song describes
A wonderland that’s full of snow and many Christmas vibes
We set up the rink on the ice cold lake
As we skate till’ we drop like a fly in the rain
As I start to board the very large plane
I realize I’m leaving this marvelous lake
I’m happy going home to my pets and my school
Yet, deep down I never want to leave this wondrous place
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Ode to Books
Dylan Ladopoulos

Books are wonderful...
They fill your mind with pictures only you can imagine.
You are taken to worlds very different from reality.
Your imagination expands when you read its text.
A clear picture forms in your mind.

Books are creative...
They are full of magical animals and locations.
Legends and myths full of heroes and creatures.
The ancient Greeks were obsessed with these stories.
Goblins, dragons, sorcerers, gods, wizards, and more.
It seems impossible to squeeze all of this into one book!

Books are illustrated...
So many pictures full of dazzling colors of the rainbow.
Full of details the artist took hours to make.
Perfect strokes and straight lines from a pen.
Small little spots and lines combine to create a big picture.
Pictures match with the text to create a better understanding of the story.
Books are expansive...
A wide selection of books that you could choose to read.
Anyone could choose the genre of book that suits them.
Do you prefer a realistic book? Or a scientific book?
Or maybe even a fantasy book? I prefer Greek legends.
With such an expansive variety of books, its hard to choose.

Books are magical...
A magical Pegasus, a giant Titan, a thunder god, you name it!
Spells are countered, curses are broken, and prayers are granted.
So many enchantments and spells that can change the story.
Wizards, witches, warlocks and wands in magical books like Harry Potter.
Books are dangerous...
So many battles and wars and attacks.
Blood was shed onto the battlefield, armor was stripped from dead men.
The fierce Trojans and the fearless Greeks fought a great war
in The Children’s Homer.
Who will win? Who will be the last standing victorious?
Only the gods know what fate will come to each of the mightiest heroes.
Books are important...
Reading is important in modern society.
Almost everything we see in our daily lives contains writing.
You need to read signs, forms, price tags, and more.
Books can prepare and train you for the future when reading is crucial.

Ode to
the Pier

Annaliese Gehringer
When my mom says we’re
going to the pier
I give out a glorious cheer.
When we get there
I just stand and stare.
This is an ode to the pier.
After the bumper cars
We go listen to the guitars.
On the Ferris wheel
I adore the view I steal.
This is an ode to the pier.
When I feel the water
I give out a holler.
The wind in my face
“Man,” I love this place!
This is an ode to the pier.
The burgers are great
Don’t forget the milkshakes.
Churros, hotdogs, and more
Oh no! I dropped my
ice cream on the floor.
This is an ode to the pier.
The pier is a wonderful place
There is a smile on my face.
We had an outstanding day
I look out to the beautiful
blue bay.
This is an ode to the pier

Books are different...
Each book has a different story, set of characters, and setting.
The characters advance in the story as they go on adventures.
They could be going to NYC or to a magical island, anything can happen!
The characters face enemies, obstacles, and challenges as they continue the journey.
In books, anything can happen! There is no limit to your imagination.
Books are amazing...
So many adventures, so much exploration.
Great legends and tales we wish to hear millions of times.
Wars and battles so devastating we could never imagine them happening today.
It’s impossible to read every single book, since there are so many types.
Books are one of the greatest pleasures in the world!
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Ode to Books
Jessica Jacobs

Books, oh books, your musty pages form a smile
The redolent smell of the black ink pressed against the pages yank us into a magical world of fantasy
The lace white stitched binding touches our eager fingers as we flip the crisp white pages
We get caught in a mystery, and have escaped the present, longing to stay in the story forever
Books, oh books, your musty pages form a tear
The crunch, as a dagger cuts off a limb of a young boy who we have traveled a journey with
The crackle of fire burning a school you’ve heard so many things about
The last breath of the character who stole your heart from the beginning
Books, oh books, your musty pages form a frown
Your coal black words indicating that the bad team has triumphed
The swish of a wand as a dreadful spell is croaked from the killer’s lips
The tear of the dress as cinderella sprints from her true love, leaving without a name
Books, oh books, we thank you dearly
We give thanks for the tears, the laughs, and the smiles
The whimpers, screams, and the sighs
We thank you for pulling us away from our boring dull lives
The ones filled with buzzing gadgets, and whirling machines
The ones filled with drama and headaches, and the messy rooms and phones
We thank you for the memories, smells, and the love put into every page
No matter what age, and what technology, books will never leave this world, it all started with books
Right?

Ode to Blue
Lily Keep
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You are the color of the sea,
You are the color of the sky
Your presence has enchanted me
I’ve got you in my eye

Red white and blue adorn our countries flag
And that’s a very honorable thing
You’re one of our countries great icons
You are truly a color king

I’m not the only one you know
Who adores you quite this much
Although I try with all my might
To keep you within your clutch

You’re the color of my favorite fruit
The delicious blueberry
I like them more than other fruits
Because they’re just the size for me

You’re on her shirt, you’re on his hat
You’re even in my hair
It’s very hard to ignore the fact
That your practically everywhere

This is my ode to the lovely blue
I hope you all enjoyed
I wish for this to inspire you
To go and spread its joy

Ode to Winter
Livia Rosenmayr
A magical season
Brings joy to my heart
Warms me up
Even If it’s cold
I love you so much, Winter!
An incense stick
Lit
Around the house it wanders
Shooing away evil spirits
Cleaning the house
For a wonderful season like Winter
Christmas and presents
A majestic tree covered in
Chocolate
Stuffed animals
Candles and more
The pine scent seeping in
Outside
The air is pure
Cold
Sugar coated trees
Sprinkling me with flakes
My breath is a flame
Freezing in clouds
I can’t feel my fingers
The ground is covered in ice
Swirly patterns on the pavement

Up on a hill
A rickety red sled by my side
I hop on
The snowflakes stinging my face
I speed down
Happiness ringing out
I love you so much Winter
In another place
A different time
Money and cards
On a green table
A small apartment filled with thousands of relatives
Deep into the night
Money and cards
I love you so much Winter!
This ancient city
With small curvy streets
Chestnuts are roasted
Rain pouring down
Tourists are everywhere
The shop windows
Full of Christmas decorations
I love you so much Winter!
My toes frozen
My hands in mittens
But I don’t care because it’s cold
I love you so much Winter!

A wonderful smell
Fills my nose
A big pig wrapped in bread
Ready to be served
Christmas time
I love you so much, Winter!

Yes yes
“Sunny California”
Doesn’t anyone ever miss the cold
I like the beach
I like the sun
But it doesn’t ever snow!

Little stands
In a huddle
With wooden figures
Woolen clothes
Pastries
On its top
A sweet orange spiced drink
Burns my throat warming me up
Warmth flows off me

Winter, winter
You are too short
If you were longer
I probably wouldn’t enjoy you so much
I love you so much Winter!
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Narrative Poems
The Chase
EEERRR
Quincy Brumley

I raced home from the hospital on my bike
My dad was outside waiting to greet me
Not with a smile on his face
Threw my bike out in the street
Ran over it like fresh meat
EEERRR...Crushed!
Under the weight of his truck
Walking around town
Days felt like years
Then one day
In my friends back yard
I found something
So magical
So majestic
A bike part
I have been on a quest
to build a bike
Over time
I found enough parts to rebuild my bike
The quest took many year to complete
OK it only took two weeks but it felt like it
Then she was finished
A mighty fine beauty was she
Happily my dad didn’t run over this bike
He was very proud of me
Now he had a smile on his face
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Jasmine Yi

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
I see hyenas and coyotes
And they’re looking for a bite
As I stared at their hungry eyes
I turned around and decided to run
We ran through water and over rocks, but
They chased me thinking that it was fun
I ran out of breath and took a rest
The hyenas found me
And they bit my neck
I struggled to breathe and saw a bee
The hyenas ran away and scared off the bee
I thought, “I survived, so hurray!”
I lay down and took a breath
The wind came and took me away

Stitches
Erik Abramson

Blood
Pain
Tears
Is all she could see
With the red goo rushing
Out of my head
When she took my hand
Was her first time in an ambulance
Crying
Was all she could hear
The cry from her son
Trying to forget this
Her kid lived on
Though this scene still haunts them
Both

How Can
I Help?
Zelda Adams

The first day she became mine,
I felt divine.
My love for her has never decreased,
It has grown.
Within this continuous love,
There are the imperfections.
I can’t help but feel invisible,
When she gives me no invitations
To her secrets she hides about her life.
What shall I do?
Who knows what she’s doing?
Where has she been?
And how can I help?
As a mother I would love to be her friend,
Her partner in crime,
The person she can do anything with.
My mind is clogged with the thoughts of helping.
I want to be there for her.
How can I help?

Gone Away
Elliot Tabibian

“My boy, you must work,” I did say.
He did not listen and for this had to pay.
So I beat him until a lesson he learned,
This beating I truly believe he had earned.
Pondering and pondering where he had gone,
I heard a knock on the door.
Expecting my son I opened the latch,
But it was not my son.
It was some men, all dressed in black.
They told me they were there to take my child away.
I wept at this news and begged them to let him stay.
Then I watched him ride away.
I felt as if I had been stabbed in the back,
By my very own son.
Weeping and sobbing I heard another knock.
It was men with uniforms and badges,
And said that in my house I could no longer stay.
From my own home I was removed,
Not to return until I served enough time,
To make up for this heinous crime.

Cruel
Black Eyes
Lulu Weisz

Thump thump thump
What do I hear
Sound of foot steps
Inching closer
Every time I breath
Something touches me
I freeze
My heart is racing
Who can that be
I turn back
Ahhh
I scream
These eyes
I never forget
Cruel black eyes
Follow me to the ground
The midday sun
Taken over by blackness
Just seconds ago
I saw my family
Playing
Having fun
The white cotton candy clouds
Now black
As cruel black eyes
Enter my mind once more
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Inspiration
My Daughter
Who Grows
Amy Avila

I saw her eyes
Staring into mine
I saw her first smile
I smiled back.
Each year that goes by
One year greater than the year before
She grows as the days go.
I think back
When I held her
In my arms sound asleep
Until now.
I have watched her grow up
My wonderful daughter
She has matured and left my arms
For a new man she loves.
I see her smile
Once again
All the memories
Come back again
And I smile back.

Chiara Vinzoni

Thud,
My tears slowly fall of my face
Like raindrops falling from a stormy sky,
The only sounds were whispers
Telling me
“You won’t last just one minute in the fields
Let all of the big boys do all the work.”
I ran with the voices taunting me quietly ,
“You’re not good enough...”
Crash,
Just lying there
Who knew a bed could be so supportive?
It drains out all the noise
Still I like my dreams
Like glass
So delicate
Then someone took a rock
It shattered,
I got up and thought,
“I just won’t stop!”
Boom
A surge of inspiration filled me,
I picked up my magnifying glass
My pencil
Then
I wrote

Life Here
Dorian Elyahouzadeh
Coming from a foreign land
I have never been in the sand
Not knowing where to go
Some people just don’t know
Escaping from a tragic war
Coming here to find more
And now I’m opening up a new door
Turning left and right
I see new sights
Life here is rough
Also kind of tough
Life here in America

118

The Field
of Life
Daddy’s
Little Girl
Madeline Glenn

Oh, there she is,
Daddy’s little girl,
All grown up,
Giving herself a twirl.
Look, there she is,
My little athlete.
I miss her little giggles,
So soft, so sweet.
Hey, there she is,
The happy, joyful jokester.
I remember the time,
We rode a 255 foot tall roller
coaster.
See, there she is,
Her sparkling little smile.
I miss her sporty tomboy look,
Or her girly cute style.
Oh, there she is,
Daddy’s little girl.
All grown up,
Giving herself a twirl.

Letting Go
Adam Sadigh

Packing up to go away,
I remember when we used to play,
Batman versus Superman,
Baby blanket as a cape.
Packing up to go away,
I remember when he used to say,
“There are monsters below my bed.”
I would say, “Put this pillow below your head.”
All these things plus family photos,
He’s packing up and going to college.
Packing up to go away.

Matthew Gottesman
I step up to the plate
Here comes the pitch
A nice and slow, straight pitch
First at bat

I swing
The ball goes soaring
Defenders, obstacles, stand in my way
They try to hold me back
Try to knock me down
But I keep running
It’s so wonderful
More defenders swarm near me
I hit third base
Older now
Grow and keep going
More defenders come
I am coming towards home
Elementary school is almost over
My hit sails over the fence
As I slide into home
YES!
I step up again
Middle school is starting
Whoa!
A curveball comes my way
I am perplexed for only a second
I smack it
The ball goes soaring
I run
First base is approaching
I am in the present now
In class
I see the ball soaring closer to the fence
It’s going, going,
My eyes widen
I hear my feet pounding
My heart beating
It’s almost at the fence
Everything turns dark
I can see nothing
The future
I do not know what is next
But I can’t wait to find out
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The First Time
Isabelle Huang

It was a cold snowy winter day,
My cousin and I went outside to play.
I was five years old,
And outside playing with snow.
We played a snowball fight.
Smack, Smack, Smack.
But then we got bored.
Thinking, wondering what to do,
Finally, I had a clue.
A snowman! I thought.
My cousin said, “Why not?”
We started with a big round ball,
On top a smaller ball.
Hopefully it was not going to fall.
A snowman needs a hat,
I knew where to find that.
I showed my cousin,
And took a bright yellow hat.
No buttons for eyes,
We had to improvise.
Taking a tree stick from the ground,
And bending it nice and round.
We did the same for the mouth.
Snowman needs a carrot for a nose,
I had to ask grandma to get those.
After getting a carrot,
We took it outside to put on the snowman.
We put it on the snowman,
And to finish it off, a blue scarf.
The snowman looked as warm as summer.
Sadly though, it was going to melt,
That was a bummer.
Finally, the snowman was done.
My cousin and I had so much fun.
We learned how to build a snowman
as we go,
Also experiencing the fun of it.
First time ever, building a snowman,
Well, for my cousin and I.
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Past Runaways
Brandon Heiman

Older, taller, smarter, more mature
I’ve watched him grow, but he still has nightmares
Nightmares of our times as runaways on the streets
He continues to feel insecure, as if we are still on the run
in the streets
My son and I may be free citizens
But the horror and reality of it all will never escape his mind
He says he can still smell the garbage cans in the dark alleys
And feel the monsters scratching at the insides
of his empty stomach
But Son, no matter what you feel, I’ve got you
No matter what happens I’ve got your back

Wasn’t I
Here Before?
Riley Hillenbrand

I’m back at school,
I’m over 50 with twins in the sixth grade.
A wine glass in hand I reflect on the endless
homework and chores.
It was 1974.
I was 11, carefree, riding my bike to school
without a backpack to hold,
playing on the playground was work
and I had the entire afternoon for it.
In 1997 and 1999 again I was back at 11
with my girls Catherine and Sara,
finding myself straddling a new career,
buying colored pencils and folders
for each school subject.
It is 2016.
I’ve returned to sixth grade again,
now repeating lessons already learned
with my 11 year old boy and girl twins,
navigating iPads with electronic word programs
for texts and emails
when paper and pencils used to suffice,
wondering to myself, “Why, I’ve been here
more than twice?!”

Emotional
Rollercoaster
Netaniel Daee

My mouth is as dry as an empty well
I fight back the tears as he steps onto the camp bus
I see him tearing
Pouring like rain in a hurricane
I feel a storm coming
It is like nothing I have felt before
It is the first drop on my emotional rollercoaster
The bee colored bus closes its doors
My heart races as the bus pulls away onto the speeding highway
My body drops like the sinking of the Titanic
My heart feels like it is made of rock
Finally I release my emotions and cry.
Four weeks seems like an eternity.

Teach Me
to See
Maximillian Burger

All those days I walked by the school house,
They acted like I was nothing but a mouse.
They ask me why I can’t come and read.
Well, I will tell them indeed.
The first day they sent me to the fields,
I knew no one so I put up my shields.
I saw kids at school filling their minds with knowledge.
They were dreaming of college.
Meanwhile I’m stuck here,
Left to shear.
So people don’t you see?
I want a better life for my kid and me.
If you want me to come in and read,
You’ll have to teach me the letters starting with A,B and C.
Now if you want to help me see what you see on that page,
As we go into the next age,
Then have at it,
Teach me
Teach me to see.

The Time My
Parents Met
Sayra Ramirez

My sister Cindy is hosting a party
and I accidentally came tardy.
She pulled me away,
and took me to meet a friend.
She introduced us
We hung out and danced together
talked and talked
all night.
He gave me nice compliments
I was so happy I had met him
Enjoying the rest of the party together
He drove me home at the end of the night
We dated for a whole year
And then one day at the beach
He whispered in my ear
Would you marry me?
On the day of the wedding
The lights went out
So he left his own wedding
And he brought back the light
When it was time for the cake
I tripped over my dress
Falling on my knees
The cake fell as well
The cake landed without making a mess
I picked up my cake
Acted like nothing had happened
And enjoyed the rest of the party
So glad that we met
At my sister’s party that day
Excitement and joy
On my wedding day
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Storm
Naomi Macey

The first I saw was a flash,
Illuminating the clouds,
A glimpse.
I hurried down from the rocky hill,
Whispering to myself,
‘A storm’.
I thought I knew what was coming.
The storm lizard hatched, but I didn’t know
How big it would grow.
The first I heard was a rumble,
The cry of a far-off beast,
A roar.
Upon a jutting rock I waited,
Perching like an eagle on her nest,
A guardian.
I thought I knew what was coming.
The storm lizard grew, but I didn’t know
How big it would grow.
The first I felt was a drop,
Gentle, soft, a whispered secret from the sky,
A gift.
The clouds, dark against the sky,
Soon let loose an ocean of rain with
A vengeance.
I thought I knew what was coming.
The storm lizard was grown, but I didn’t know
How big it would grow.
Lightning danced, crossing the sky,
Each bolt shining like
A sun.
Roaring after lightning, thunder boomed,
A thousand drums beaten together,
An orchestra.
Only now did I know what was coming.
The storm lizard was a dragon,
And it had grown.
Rain poured down, soaking the earth,
Rivulets swelled as they cascaded down
A hill.
And amidst it all I stood,
In great awe of nature’s power
A child.
Only now did I know what was coming.
The storm lizard was a dragon,
And it had grown.
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When the sun rose, the storm had departed,
But, lingering, something stayed,
A memory.
For the awe of the storm,
Is something not to be forgotten,
A gem.
For now I know what was coming.
The storm lizard was a dragon,
And it has left something with me.

The Mom
Who Ran
Kayla Hakimi

I would run.
I would hide.
I would run with my children.
One by one we would be taken away.
As I saw my children watch their father
taken to a concentration camp.
Tears run down their faces.
They ask me “ Will I be next?”
I look at them.
I tell them it will be okay.
I lied.
We would run till daylight dawned upon us.
I begged, I pleaded for people to take us
into their homes.
Then, the day that we feared the most.
They found us.
They took us.
Then we saw no hope.

“Life Is...” Poems
Ryder Williams

Anne Vinetz

Life is an amusement park ride,
A shocking surprise on every corner.
You can’t predict it if you tried.
Ride it well, for soon all you have are mourners.

Life is like a swimming pool,
From the surface it’s blue as the skies.
But underneath lives a ghoul,
A deceitful monster named lies

Justin Shafa

Margot Barrett

Zachary Weiss

Life is like a big camera.
You get the good times caught.
If something comes to drama,
Then take another shot.

Life is like a wave.
Enjoy it while it lasts.
Sometimes they concave,
But riding is a blast.

Life is like a shade of gray.
There is no black nor white.
Anything can go two ways.
Don’t think you’re always right.

Kylie Wagner

Foujan Toloueninia

Life is a complicated story
Being told through the unique eyes of one.
At times it won’t be full of glory
But often as bold and bright as the sun.

Life is filled with dos and don’ts.
You learn from your many mistakes.
There are also woulds and won’ts.
But these are the chances you take.
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Morgan Taylor

Tom Simpson

Z Ramirez

Life is a journey.
You make the path.
Try not to worry,
And often laugh!

Life can be full of mixed emotions,
That on some days may break you,
But those times you ignore commotion,
Your wildest dreams may come true.

Life is like a race.
So run it fast,
Stay at a good pace,
And you will last!

John Robb

Ennia Kvizhinadze

Life is a minuscule time between birth and death.
A track that takes you up and down; side-to-side.
It is what each must do before one’s final breath.
Just like all coasters there is an end to the ride

Life is a story what’s yours about?
Is it filled with your glory?
Or is it filled with all of your doubts.
You control your own story.

Abigail Sheridan

Reicher Bergstein

Julia Sansing

Life is like a long flowing river,
A never-ending running stream.
It will most likely make you shiver,
But sometimes it can be a dream.

Life is an amusement park ride,
With twists and turns galore.
Even when no one’s by your side,
It’s worth the ride for sure.

Life is like a beautiful ocean.
From the surface it may look fine.
Underneath there is commotion.
The commotion is hard to define.
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Henry Jugan

Ellie Hiyar

Life is like a photograph.
You need the negatives to develop.
They help you to choose your path.
So you are able to hold your head up

Life is always what you make it.
Get ready for the ups and downs.
If you can’t make it then fake it.
And happiness will be found.

Emily Bunnapradist

Ryan Catalano

Life is often very confusing.
Things might not always go just your way.
You might feel as if you are loosing.
Eventually its all okay.

Life is like the big ocean sea.
It is calm and still, but also very rough.
It will be scary you will see,
But you will get through it because you are tough.

Caleigh Crossman
Life is often very confusing.
Things might not always go just your way.
You might feel as if you are losing.
Eventually, it’s all okay.
Krishna Biniwale

Charles Bjorlin Vandervliet

Life is unpredictable
It can go any way.
But staying strong and stable
Will get you through your day.

Life is like a book
Each one tells a different story.
The path may have a crook.
At the end, there will be glory

Niko Dakhlia

Maya De Ganyar

Life is just like a game
Where everything is full of action.
People fight over fame
And new scenes are filled with abstraction.

Life is a sea full of tears,
When you’re happy or sad.
Sobbing when you’re facing fears,
And giggling when you’re glad.
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Hallie McRae

Sania Harris

Justine Legaspi

Life is such an exciting game!
But you only get one chance.
So go ahead and take your aim,
And get ready to advance.

Life is like a race.
So run it fast,
Stay at a good pace.
And you will last!

Life is full of different journeys
Which may be good or bad.
Some can make you start to worry,
But others make you glad.

Jadyn Laski

Ryan Gouche

Life is full of good and bad.
When it’s good stay humble.
When it’s average just stay glad.
When it’s bad don’t crumble!

Life is empty and meaningless,
Full of tricks and lies.
We all walk around reasonless.
Then you grow old and die!

Jessica Garff

Javier Gurrola

Dylan Lambert

Life is what you make of it.
Find the joy in each event.
When you’re down, never quit.
You’ll not regret life’s content.

Life can be a chore,
Like making your own bed.
Sometimes it’s a bore.
But it can also shred!

Life is to be blessed.
You only get one shot.
Don’t make it a mess.
Don’t be someone you’re not.
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Rachel Kruglyak

Trace Kasick

Life is a lot of twists and turns
You never know what will come your way.
You have to deal with your concerns
Because things will often go astray!

Life is the journey, not the destinations.
It’s the challenges you face.
It’s how you live through all the variations.
In the end, it’s not a race.

Inspired by Longfellow

These works start with the first two lines of “The Day Is Done,” an 1844 poem about the importance of poetry.

The Fear

The Day Is Done

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
It’s dark as the night sky
Faint lights of lanterns in sight

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of the night
The moon glows strong above the city
Afraid to look down because of the height

But now I must go to sleep
This is the part of the day I dread
And I see that tomorrow’s a new day
If I’m not yet dead

People lay on the itchy, green grass
And look up at the flickering maze
“oohs” and “ahhs” can be heard from miles away
It’s the perfect night to stargaze

The night sky is bright
While the dark gives children fright
Cause it the dark to see
And their fears belong to the night

Flora and fauna become restful
Crickets begin to chirp and sing
Talking fades to whispers
Birds take a break from loudly pecking

At night is when I’m a boy
And morning is when I’m a man
Tomorrow is coming
And I need a new plan

The sun says, “Fairwell” and “Goodbye” to the moon
As the moon says the same to the sun
Twinkling constellations become visible
All is well and happy because the day is done

Raul Salazar

Haley Hansen

Warriors of Night
Marina G. Caro

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
The fallen warriors emerge
Eyes shield the precious light

They are the warriors of night
The nightmares kept at bay
They are protectors of your dreams
An endless price to pay

Their duty done, the war is fraught
And rest is well deserved
They fight to be remembered
And they fight to be preserved

The bruises, scars and fatal wounds
Are proud trophies of war
They are the sentinels of hope
Of times forever more
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The Day Is Done
Shabnam Shemtoub
The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
As I look out of the window
A full moon is in sight

A gentle breeze in my face
A hundred stars in the sky
I sit alone, thinking
As time flies by

I breathe in fresh air
Enjoy this time
For right here and right now
The whole world is mine

Some think it’s weary
The gloom and the cold
Though I find it comforting
If truth be told

Finding
the Light

Rise from
the Ashes

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
I feel the pain inside
And I year to see the light

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
The darkness consumes all good
And there is nothing left, not even light

I sit and think a moment
The light is part of me
And in that very moment
The light, I have set free

As the hero rises from the ashes
He answers the call for help
You can almost hear the scream
Of children, as they yelp and yelp

It danced and spun around
It brightened up the room
I feel love and joy
Now there’s no more gloom

All it takes is one last blow
But the hero arrives, to answer the call
Before the villain takes a strike
The hero makes him fall

So listen here a moment
The light is part of you
And whenever you need
That light will sure shine through

Fall, fall, fall to his knees
Begging for mercy on his soul
The hero takes pity on him
Because to kill him wasn’t his goal

Gabriela Vahanian
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Kamran Allahverdy

Light

Saoirse Conboy
The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
I sit in bed, waiting
For the fun to show its light
The frost of night lingers in the air
But the sun comes up and washes away the cold
The goosebumps of the night fade away
And the colors of the day shine so bold
I lay down embracing the sun
And the dreams of the night come over me
I close my eyes and remember
Jumping and running and leaping so free
I jump up and claim this day
By jumping and running and leaping so free
Just like my dream because dreams can come true
And this life is for me

The Senses
of Darkness
Melody Perez

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
As the stars above come to life
Oh what a beautiful, terrific sight
I see huge lights across my way
Big, huge figures are standing tall
They look like big, fat, cats
But in reality, they’re just walls
Faint music, I hear in the distance
Singing quietly through my ears
The quiet melody in my head
As they wash away my fears
The smell of sweets everywhere
You see them on the ground
Laying down as everyone steps on them
In the quiet darkness going round

The Restful Sleep
Hayley Sanchez

The day is done and the darkness
Falls from the wings of night
I will have to be strong and courageous
To face my fear with all my might

I am now a free person
I will not feel scared or depressed
I know that I can take down my fear
I’ve achieved my goal, I confess

Though people see me as a short and weak person
I will show them who I am and what I’m capable of
The tears I’ve been crying will now dry
Because I will take them down with all my love

So now that darkness falls over me
I will finally get a peaceful rest
Because I know that I’m safe and sound
And have past another of Life’s Tests
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“Two Voices” Poems

The speakers in the two works come from the 1976 novel Roll of Thunder, Hear My Cry by Mildred D. Taylor.

Cassie
&
Little
Jean

CASSIE: 		

LITTLE JEAN:

Being a girl is a pain

Being a girl is a joy

I am black

I am white

I’ll happily explain—

I’ll happily explain—being white is easy for me
because black kids and adults have to call me Miss
being black is hard in 1933, I
have to do what white kids like Little Jean tell me to do.
I go to school

Zarha Stanton

Nadia Hernandez

I go to school
It’s tough
I have this old-looking school and we
use trashed books from white schools
My school is beautiful with all new
books and classrooms

At home, I have to work the cotton fields

At home, I play with my brothers

But I never gave up on fighting back

My dad grabbed Cassie and pushed her
for not stepping off the sidewalk to let me pass

I got into a fight with Little Jean a month later
				
I never give up

I couldn’t get up until I apologized
I had forgotten everything I had done to her
Truly being a white girl is the

Truly being a black little girl was the

Best

Worst
Of all lives						

130

Of all lives

T. J.
&
Stacey

from the novel
Roll of Thunder,
Hear My Cry

T. J. : I am . . .						

STACEY: I am . . .

Mean, I don’t care about any one else besides myself

Caring, I help my family and friends do better

I have to redo Mrs. Logan’s class

I am embarrassed to go into my mom’s class

The bus for the white kids splashed me!
I don’t care

I want revenge

We have siblings

I couldn’t care less about my brother, but I get out of
trouble by blaming him for going to the Wallace store

I love my siblings and I don’t blame them for my bad actions

I am confident

I can get the cool items I want by tricking Stacey
Sophie Drey

I know a lot

I like to tell secrets that I overhear
				
I am a cheater
Iris Berman

I think I can handle the “night men”

TJ tells me secrets about the “night men”
I always tell the truth, even if it gets me in trouble

I steal the answers for the test Mrs. Logan
gives to make sure I don’t fail

I tried to stop TJ from cheating, but I got caught

I convinced Stacey to give me his new coat

My family’s land burned for TJ

I made Ms. Logan get fired because she failed me on the test
We are black

I think ditching my friendship with TJ would be best

I hang out with the Jeremy Simm’s white older brothers
R.W. and Melvin now

I hang out with my family and Jeremy Simms who is white
But Jeremy doesn’t hate black people no matter what his family says

R.W. And Melvin Simms really like me and they
Give me anything I want.

I know R.W, and Melvin tease TJ behind his back

I am special

Hanging out with R.W. and Melvin makes me better
because they are white

I know that the whites are wrong to hate me because of my skin color

We are different

I am proud to be friends with the mean white kids

I am proud to be African American
and I don’t care what people think
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Inspired by the Dark Ages
The Last
Winter
Maya Demontreux

600 A.D. I’m cold.
A thick snow has engulfed our town
Sending all the residents far into their homes
To shelter from the frigid winter.
This is by far the worst winter we’ve ever had.
The air is thick.
We cannot leave our house for the snow is piled high
outside our doors.
Our crops, ruined, and frozen solid.
I haven’t eaten for several days now.
I’m too weak and too hungry to make an effort to live.
All around me I’m surrounded by people suffering the
same peril.
We cluster together in an effort to warm ourselves.
A clump of dead bodies lie together by the door.
Those who have succumbed to the wrath of winter.
I am destined to join them myself.
At this moment i feel as if i’m being eaten by the inside
out and sucked into the dark corners of the dead.

May Death
Do Us Part
Kylie Swartz

Life
There is so little of it and no time to flourish
How long before it is over, before you perish from a
lump on your neck
People dying, withering pain wrapped like a blanket
around your body
When you are all alone, no one for comfort
No one around
I am alone, in 500 AD
My sister was 1, too young to understand life
My brother was 4, life just getting started
I struggle to take care of myself, trying to stay away
from the others
There are no others now
I am only a child
I need love and care
I have none, In 500 AD
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The Plague
Luca Anna

Once we were well
Then a sickness came in 590 AD
It spread so quick
Coughing up blood with fever and chills
My sister got this plague
My mother, my father, and I came down with it too
The headaches and chest pain made it so hard to breathe.
There was darkness all around me
God, can you hear my plea?
Help my family and please help me.
People dying in my village
While I fight to live
But the pain is so great.
Will I ever get well?
It feels like I’m living in hell.

The Blood
Kimberly Arevalo

The blood,
As it drips from her neck
Flowing like a crimson river
As I watch the dog pierce through her flesh
The blood,
Staining the white cloth she had on
All I see is, Red
Innocuous and peaceful was she
The blood,
As it fell, droplet after droplet
Onto the stone steps of 626 A.D
Lugubrious, was this moment
The blood,
Mixing into the mud on this rainy day
She was murdered brutally
Rest in peace, Penelope

One by One
Nicole Starkman

I see one by one people dying
I hear the coughs getting closer
My beautiful village full of nature and life slowly dies
I see all my friends with coughs and bumps
One by one my village is shrinking
What once was a happy place is now dark
I hear all the crying
I am getting scared
First my mother then my father
I know I am next
I try to run but everywhere I go I hear the cries
Bumps, bumps, everywhere around me why did this
have to happen
Will this ever stop
I am so young to die only 12 years old
But I know here in my village in 522
I am meant to die

A Dance
Sidney Brody

He runs the cold rocky paths
With weak legs as he breathes heavily
The smell of decomposing bodies fill the air of 654 AD
Thuds echo through the streets
Dead bodies drop by the second
He picks up a familiar doll and holds it close
to his beating chest
His body overflows with emotion
Anger, sadness, pain, desperation
He sees his daughter, clammy hands, dilated eyes
His weak arms pick her up while his legs shiver
to the ground
He thinks of her running around the house doing a dance
He shuts his eyes
Hot tears well up behind his eyelids
A sharp pain in his chest
He gasps for his last breath
Silence

The Suffering
of the Dark Ages
Gabriel Benartzi

my stomach is eating me up from the inside
bodies lie on the ground.
flies swarm their corpses
the people coughing and moaning.
my eyes are not clear
my head is expanding
mouths water at the sight of bodies.
I cannot take this burning
my fever is killing me.
pain.
my stomach is ripping me apart
I fall
paralyzed.
the world blackens
my hearing fades
I take my final breath.

Think Happy
Thoughts
Deborah Soleimani

Think happy thoughts, I tell myself
As I watch my family suffer.
People screaming and running for their lives
Blood and bodies everywhere
Is this a nightmare?
I will open my eyes and everything will be okay
Mama, Papa, friends, family—gone.
Think happy thoughts, think happy thoughts.
Why? Why does this happen to me?
I howl and cry,
Watching my village being attacked
Watching all the people, being stabbed and killed
Piles of dead bodies, dead families.
Dead everything in 589
I think happy thoughts
As my life is taken as well.
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Descending
Ysabelle Sibley

Ominous clouds loom over my dismal village.
Death approaches fast.
Too fast.
Death seized the helpless, and fed the savage beast of
starvation.
My village had succumbed to the decay of civilization
The one who ate me from inside was hunger.
I was desperate.
Cravings of anything tangible clouded my mind.
Empty was my stomach and was endless pit.
Starvation had the upper hand.
Unbearable was the pain.
The smell of rotten corpses suffocate my lungs.
My throat is sandpaper, lacking water
To the dismay of my dear sister, death relieved me of my
burden
My fire of life had been extinguished
Finally I closed my eyes and descended into darkness.

Would It
Matter?
Michelle Corpeno

Would it Matter?
If I am filled with fear
That I don’t want to be killed by a spear
That I hear screams and crying
Would it Matter?
If I only think about my turn to get killed
Only barbarians would be thrilled
That I am alone
Would it Matter?
If I am starving in a dark room
If I am still bleeding, wounded by a sword
If I have nothing and I will go nowhere
Would it Matter?
If in these last breaths,
The last sufferings
I start figuring out that I am starting to close my…
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The New One
Mason Cadden

As a big family food was short
And then a new one came, the new child
He was weak vulnerable and trying to fight for survival
In a deadly land
He was sitting watching the others play, he gets snatched
It looked like a wolf
That was rare to even see one in these days 521 AD
I see a blood streak across the ground
I follow it deep into the woods
Then I start seeing red eyes pop up around me
Then I see my brother dead
He looked like he had been chewed up and spit out
They start to growl, attack
Darkness

Hungry
Wolf Pack
Cheyanne Shariat

Approaching from the mountain side
Staring at my family with ferocious, grassy-green eyes
Slowly coming closer in full stealth silence
I knew something was about to commence
My family ran, faster than we ever had
“ROARR!”
But it wasn’t fast enough, the wolf pack was too mad
The first one sinking its yellow-white teeth
into my mothers lower neck
I was pinned down, clean, shiny white fur with outer
space black outlines on top of me, I knew I was next
People were running towards the mainland screaming,”
Go, run as fast as you can!” trying to escape
I am only 12, its too early, but I am too late
669 A.D., why so soon?
Before I could finish, I was dead, lying in a pool of
strawberry-red blood
Laying there, staring at the yellow shining stars, and
bright full moon.

Happiness

Destruction

Black Fog

My whole body trembles
Tears roll down my face
I cry for the first time in 679
The blood stains feel cold in my
hands as I eat my sister’s remains
Noise
Everybody outside screams in agony
My mother’s carcass lies beside me
I am the only one
I am my only friend
Nobody will ever come for me
There is no savior
I grab the blade
I feel it as it slices through my chest
For the first time I feel
Happiness

Why have these Vikings
So rudely plundered our village
Killing everyone in sight?
When we tried to fight back
My older brother got stabbed.
I held his hand while he died,
His face beaded with sweat
His final words to me were
“Survive at all costs.”
After he said that,
I picked up his weapon
And joined the fight
To take back my village.

Cold and dark
590 A.D.
The sound of fear
Family, friends
Lives lost
Flesh and bone
Mother, Father, Sister, Brother
ll lives stolen by the Black Fog
I run
I jump
I hide
But it catches me
I looked out into the distance
The black darkness moves
fast and quick
A flash of red light
crawls to my eyes
And everything was gone

Ariel Dardashti

Christopher Mirfin

Night

Jasmine Lopez
We were scared and terrorized,
No home nor shelter for days and nights.
Finally, as the night was born again once more
Everyone shivered in fright
Men, women, and children screaming
As they were attacked then killed
by the Howling Vicious eyed sharp needle
Clawed monster
that attacked our village
And as the night went by, I saw
My friend Killed and beaten
And I knew by then
The Night as well
Would also
Be eaten.
730 A.D
The Night I Died

Sean Vercos

Fear

Rachel Kalt
Daylight is falling in the year of 673.
I close my eyes, I hear screaming.
Children and adults crying for help.
People scared of their own shadows.
Pools of blood.
Dead people thrown on top of each other.
I am coughing.
The world is in slow motion; I see them kill my mother.
My eyes tearing up as I see them throw her
on top of all the other innocent people killed.
I cry…
I ask “why” as I see all of my other family members dying.
“Why are we here, why is this happening to us God?”
I start to feel dizzy.
I am slowly dying.
I fear…
I fear the year of 673.
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Blood, Sweat
and Hopelessness
Xander Karafin

The clicking of hooves
The shouting and yelling
The greedy Muslims ready
To destroy out little dwelling
Looking out my window
I see a wall of armored beasts
It might be for the greater good for
We have nothing on which to feast

My Final Breath
Ethan Sartory

Blood, disease and rotting flesh fill the streets
Bodies line the road
As I grow weak and weary with every step
Trudging forward in this terrible world
For Saxonburgh in 783 is a truly horrible age and place to be
The stench of the dead inhabits the village square
Another scream another corpse for the fire
First came my brothers and sisters
Then came my grieving father and mother
All gone as I wander the town alone
With a sudden stab to my heart I fall to my knees
And examine my skin for sores
I fear I’ve caught this terrible disease
As I feel my self slipping into a slow death
When will I draw my final breath?

Our village will be forgotten
Here in 864
Everything smells like sweat and blood
No food tastes good anymore
I pray to Jesus one last time
With my dusty hands
I walk outside only to find
Not a single living man

No More Hope
Rose Morris

The Bitter End
Ethan Samadi

In the year 661 A.D.
The whole village became infected by a deadly disease
people on the roads moaning and groaning for mercy
The terrible fever in your forehead that burns
The sore throat that doesn’t let you talk
My mother on the floor dying
I try and help her but it’s too late
My mother dies in my hands that day
My whole family dead from that viscous disease
Suddenly I fell light headed
A huge burning sensation in my forehead
A dry feeling in my throat
I fall on the floor begging for help
Slowly I die
a death I would not wish on my enemy!

136

I look out of the window of our small house
I see and hear the pounding of footsteps
I see invaders come down the streets, hunting
Will they come for me?
I smell the stench of the blood
I see the bloody people struggling to get away
No more hope
510 A.D. I watch my village get slaughtered
by the barbarians
Will I ever escape this madness?
Suddenly I feel pain
I can’t tell where it is in my body
What is happening?
I slowly sink to the ground
The pain is unbearable
Now I watch as I lay on the floor
I am seeing the death of my village,
My only home

Definitely “Ambivalent”
Attius Vernacchio

Lena Jones

I am not sure what word to choose for this assignment
In fact I am not even sure what to write
I am going to lose 100 points for this;
I am in quite a flight
My teacher it seems has sentenced me to consignment.

Can an unclear future speak beside?
My present time predicament
Guide me through each incident
To hold firm to Life’s sheer mountainside

I hope you like reading absolutely nothing
Because that is all you are going to find
In this terrible poem of mine
And no amount of huffing and puffing
Can you get me out of this situation?
It’s too hard, I should probably stop right now
Maybe I could write something Roman
You know what, I should give up and move to Macao
Which will no doubt stop the endless fixation
Oh wait, look I’ve written a poem

The direction I am drown toward
Is hazy with complications
A curse of each generation
To fall back as others trudge forward
Pushing one’s self to divination
May be the lowest of prospects
That- I however lost-have come to see
Though I fathom not what to expect
Just don’t give in to the temptation
Of becoming “the one that could not be”

Farzana Fahima
Ethan Bennett
The sorrow of joy is ambivalent
When the day is bright
But the intentions are a falling kite
And your mind is a very malevolent
The clouds are very high
But that kite is still on the ground
Do you take the dog from the pound
Or let the animal suffer and die?
I still don’t know the boss
The sun in the sky or the toy broken down
I am still so very ambivalent
Do I keep and wear the crown
Or give in to the horrible loss
Both sides of my mind are equivalent

I come from school upset and confused
As I sit down I just think and think
Listening to a calming melody that comes from a link
Yet, I’m not sure I’m amused
In frustration I turn off my phone
Still my head is cluttered with this notion
I arrive home and my head is filled with commotion
In depression, I moan
As I walk to my room, I lay on the bed
Wanting to take a step back
I toss and turn as I groan
Still, thinking of the things I lack
As I visualize my feelings, my cheeks turn red
I’ll try to figure this out all on my own
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“I Am” Poems
Lauren Dardashti
I am a soccer ball being
kicked into the winning goal.

Nicole Andres

I am Mahtab, Siamak, Evan,
David, and also Lola.

I am
A violin that can’t stop playing or an artist
that draws every time she opens her eyes

I am pasta and sushi at least
once a week, and Mc Donald
smoothies on Tuesday afternoons.

I am
The voice of reason that
Angel on your shoulder

I am the deep sound of a cello
playing in an orchestra.

I am
Chris and Jonny
And of course Gina and Helmer

I am Taylor Swift, Selena Gomez,
and Five Seconds of Summer.
I am YouTube, Snapchat, and
Dubsmash, posting for hours.
I am Narnia and Pitch Perfect
playing on a huge movie screen.
I am Divergent, Heroes of Olympus,
books of great adventure.
I am a wrapped gift waiting to be
opened next to a menorah glistening
with light.
I am a descendant of the six
million who died.
I am friday night, candle lights,
shabbat dinner with grandparents
and cousins.
I am Lauren Dardashti.

I am
That ray of sunshine after a
Week of rain that sister you look up to
I am
The water that never dries or
That flower that never dies
I am
That book that keeps you on
the edge of your seat
I am
The slam of your hand and the volley ball
Or the sound the soccer ball makes
Every time it makes a goal
I am
The voice you hear every time that song
Comes on or that song that is stuck in your head
I am
“ Do your homework” or “ Clean up your room”
I am
The 100% Latino girl that feels like breaking
the rules but knows better not to
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I am
the boy who watches Sportsnet LA,
camera of Bobby Crosby, mic of Vin Scully,
and pencil of Dr. Seuss.
Spencer Jung

I am
the bat of a baseball player,
glove of a pitcher,
and mask of a catcher.
I am
the racket of a tennis player,
club that belongs to a golf player,
and a pair of cleats on a soccer player’s
feet.

Justin Bahari
I am from cologne
From Axe and Old Spice
I am from the soft drawer
That smells like Axe, and feels clean
I am from the red and pink flowers in front of my house
The palm trees in my neighborhood with huge leaves
I remember them as if they were my own
I am from Friday night traditional dinner
And going to temple for Jewish holidays
From my parents shiva and Ramin
I’m from cleaning my room and having fun,
Also from working together as a family
I’m from “Never quit in life” and “Never give up” as a child
And the pop songs my sister listened to a lot when I was little
I’m from Persian food
I’m from Los Angeles and I am Persian like my ancestors
I’m from kabob and gurmahsubzi
From the grandfather that rode a camel
All the way from Iran to Turkey
My grandpa was my mom’s dad
He had to ride a camel out of Iran
Because they wouldn’t let anybody out
A picture of my grandparents
in my living room sits on a hutch

I am
the mouthpiece of a trumpet
and a black belt to a
boy that does Tae Kwon Do.
I am
the son of a woman who
refuses to write her name in red
because people from Korea
believe it means death.
I am
a bowl of Kimchi,
bag of Galbi (Korean bbq),
and a sack of rice.
I am
the marker of a professor,
book to a reader, and a paper,
to a writer.
I am
the son of a man who says
“Come down here mister” and
“Did you do your homework!?”
I am
the boy that cries
“I am hungry!!!“ when I come home
and “What’s for dinner?!!”
I am
the sad boy who has
never seen his grandfather
on his dad’s side. But, I still think
positive. You should, too!
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Jamie McRae
I am the New Yorkers who passed away during 9/11
I am my brother and sister 3,000 miles away in college
I am my dogs running up to me whenever I come home wanting to play and be active
I am the night music and the cuddles from my family saying goodnight
I am the Broadway playlists playing on repeat, on my way to auditions
I am the “I love you” and “How are you?” From my smiling parents,
Always making sure that I am safe and sound
I am matzah ball soup and challah on Shabbat, and salad and pasta on other nights
I am the “Fairy Spice” and “Wilbur” to my best friend
I am every audition, callback, booking, and every hour of training
I am the tears that miss my Grandpa in heaven

Emma Faramarzi
I am generous and caring
I wonder about my future
I hear the sun’s laughter
I see Unitopia
I want to see the future
I am generous and caring
I pretend I am a fairy
I feel a Pegaus’ feather
I touch a winter breeze
I worry about wars
I cry for my bunny
I am generous and caring
I understand why life gives us challenges
I say magic is real
I dream for snow in L.A.
I try to get fabulous grades
I hope to go to UCLA
I am generous and caring
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Abbie Harooni
I am America
America is diverse
I am diverse
I have different cultural backgrounds
America is a big country
With different people
Including me
Opportunities are given to everyone in America
I am unique
I am different just like everyone else
Yet we are part of something
Something bigger
A country that unites us
America is part of me
I am part of America
I am an American citizen
I am America

I am America.
I am the artists that bring out the true depth and beauty of the world.
I am the political figures that have guided America throughout the years.
I am the dancers that love to express themselves through movement.
I am the farmers that provide us with the food we eat.
I am the actors that preform with all their hearts.
I am the scientists that revolutionize the world.
I am the musicians that sing the songs that lift your spirits.
I am the architects that design the future.
Malia Mitchell
I am the engineers that love solving problems on a daily basis.
I am the collage students that cram to get a degree.
I am the kids who love superheroes and comic cons.
I am the best friends on road trips singing at the top of their lungs and way off key.
I am the class clowns that love nothing more than to make their friends laugh.
I am the people that’ll never stop loving Disney no matter how old they get.
I am the children that have a special way of adding joy to everyday.
I am the mothers that can hear a sneeze through closed doors in the middle of the night from 3 rooms over.
I am the fathers that throws footballs in the yard and has princess tea party’s with their kids.
I am the grandmothers that give you big bear hugs.
I am the grandfathers that love to tell stories about when they were younger.
I am the baby just being born and seeing a whole new world for the very first time.
I am the ones who knows that the best revenge is massive success.
I am the ones who know to work hard then play hard.
I am the ones who know not to dwell in the past or dream of the future but to focus on the present.
I am the ones who know to work hard and dream big.
I am the ones who know to never let anyone take away their sparkle.
I am the ones that know that good things take time.
I am the ones that know that Stars can’t shine without darkness.
I am the ones that know to inhale confidence and exhale doubt.
I am the ones who know that in the end, we only regret the chances we didn’t take in life.
I am the ones who know to be who they want and not who the world says they should be.
I am the dreamers that need the realists to help keep me from soaring to close to the sun.
I am the realists who needs the dreamers to help lift me off the ground.
I am America.

I am America
I may not play baseball
I may not have light skin
But I am America
I am the Statue of Liberty
I stand tall and proud
I soar like an eagle
I am free

Sophia Lemus

I am America
My future is promising and bright
I ice skate, I learn, I dream
I always believe I can be the best person I can be
I am the American Dream
I am America

I, too, am America
I am the melting pot
African, German, French
Giselle Williams
Cherokee, Blackfoot.
I am gumbo, I am corn,
I am yams and quinoa.
I was born from this land and others
To make a better America
To help her meet her promise
I see a land where all is fair
All is equal, and struggle is not in vain
At its best we are hugging arms around the world
At its worst, we are drowning in a pool of fear and paranoia
Everything that is, or ever was, started with a dream
America is that dream
Everyone strives to be that dream
I am that dream
Because I, too, am America
Liberty rings, equality sings,
God shed His grace on thee
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Theme Poems
Flames No More
Kallen Paige

A final fire burning bright;
The last flame of the candle light.
Like a problem that’s about to disappear,
it slowly melts away at the end of the night.
With flames no more,
that burned off with dispatch,
the candle’s fire disappeared;
We have to light another match.

These works show how “Change Is Inevitable.”

The End to a
Wonderful Day
Cyrus Kolahi

My sisters love to pick flowers
They love to pick flowers by the hour
Every minute of every day
Until the sun goes away.
The flowers are diamonds to their eyes
With colors as bright as fireflies.
As the Sun gives way to the Moon,
Petals fade to the mood of gray.
They sulk with tears of sadness and dismay
For their wondrous day must part way.

Transitions
Jaxon Marsh

One by one, drops of delicate ice fall from the sky.
A sea of white falls and fills the air.
It covers houses, covers trees...even covers bees.
Kids play with spheres of white, rolling it up, creating
snowmen.
The trees become frozen.
They are cold, covered in ice, helpless.
Animals too, look to save themselves,
from the growing cold they know could be their end.
Despite their hunger, they seek shelter,
knowing they must do so before the cold overtakes them.
The sun finally, at last, bears down warmly,
and the trees begin to drip away their white blankets.
As the snow melts and water flows,
free of Winter’s oppression,
animals, both predator and prey, come out in droves,
liberated once again!
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Life Is a Recital
Sara Selwyn

A happy and exciting moment you get up on stage
And everything is going great
You just stand there waiting for the music to begin
Waiting as patiently as a dog waits for their food
The music starts to play
And you begin to dance
Performing with feeling
But then
You don’t know what happened
You were in the middle of a turn
And next thing you know
There you were on the ground
Embarrassed and confused
Your eyes are glaciers
Releasing loads of water
Now you are there
On the ground with tears running down your cheeks
Not knowing what to do
You continue dancing
As if nothing had happened
When the music ends you immediately run offstage
What had happened
No one will know but just remember
Nothing lasts forever.

Two Sisters
Ava Welch

Two sisters are always together.
January 31,2016
They are like two peas in a pod.
As they grow up and play dress up
and have tea parties,
everything changes.
Their puppy becomes old and passes away.
The rag dolls and plastic teacups
are in cardboard boxes replaced by red lipstick
and celebrity posters.
But one thing remains the same:
their love for each other never changes.
They graduate from college and each becomes engaged,
things change again.
They struggle to pay bills and rent begins to pile,
drowning them in in a sea of debts,
but this too shall pass since nothing in life is permanent
and one thing is still the same:
their love for each other never changes.
As they become old and weak
and each of their own children leaves home,
one of the sisters becomes ill with cancer.
Sadly, she does not survive.
When the other sister goes to her funeral,
she whispers to her grave,
“You are still in my heart and I will love you forever.”
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Poetry Potpourri
Tristan Lucas

ACROSTIC:

Whether people will help them at wilL
Having the same genes as the African lIon
I nside the safe zoO
They have a rare color mutatioN
Exciting to see the very last oneS

ACROSTIC:
Mikaela Ray
Doing the best moves
Arching and prancing around
New moves to learn
Come out and watch
Entertaining the audience
Super duper fun – I will dance until I’m 91

MESOSTIC:

Panets in our solar system
We live in the MiLky Way
Out of all the plAnets, Earth is the most inhabitable
My favorite is Neptune because of its color
I would nEver go into space
All astronauTs are very brave
All the planets orbit around the Sun
There are many
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Sydney Meskin

TANKA:

Close your eyes and dream
Feel the wind brush by your face
The air on your wings
As you soar high in the sky
Open your eyes and it’s gone

Boom! Look at the sky
Like crayons floating with pride
The guy with a match
He smiles with delight
It is the Fourth of July

Cinquain:

Cinquain:

Angel Reed

Panthera tigris tigris
Orange, black
Fast, stalking, killing
An eating machine in India’s mangrove forests
Bengal Tiger

Free Verse RiddLE:
I come in many generations
I may be an energy weapon
I can be used in close combat
Or from afar
Maybe you own me
Or maybe not
What am I you may ask?

Robert Hayes

Zanae Woods

Mummies
Scary, weird
Dying, wrapping, decaying
From the ancient world
Pharaohs

Rhyming RiddLE:

Azi Hale
I sport my own holiday
Totally better than mile-day
I have a trilogy of two
Although my movies are more than a few
Many cool characters are there
It almost doesn’t seem fair
Who am I you may ask?
… Star Wars

TANKA:

Abigail Aguilar
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… a laser rifle to be exact
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