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 A Note 
 

Welcome to our school’s literary anthology, The Literal 
Scorpion! Our 7th and 8th Grade PREP students have worked 
diligently to bring you our Winter Edition, filled with 
exciting, informational, thought-provoking, and suspenseful 
pieces of writing for your enjoyment.  

What has it taken to bring this fine work to you? 
Countless hours of writing, rewriting, conferencing, learning 
techniques and skills, critiquing, and finally… letting their 
finished pieces go. The students within this anthology have 
experienced what real authors do when writing for small 
press. They were introduced to, and used, the jargon authors 
use when discussing their work. They engaged in 
conversations professional writers engage in. They navigated 
through the entire process from conceptual creation to 
publication, like every published author does. I couldn’t be 
prouder of their motivation, drive, and perseverance. 

I hope you enjoy this Winter Edition created by the 
talented minds of our Kyrene Middle School students. Our 
Summer Edition will be available in May. Until then, enjoy! 

 
Ms. Rosenblum 
7th/8th Grade ELA PREP 
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Role Models of America 
Sofia W. 

 

Chapter One 
  

“Ww...who are you?” Sean King stammered.  
 The ominous figure approaching him did not respond. He only moved closer. 
 “What do you want? What have I done?” 
 A deep, gravelly voice said, “Too much.” 
 Frightened, Sean stepped back, as if space would banish his fear. “What do you 
mean?” He shook like a sapling in a summer storm, cornered against a wall.  
 Those were his last words.  
 

*** 
 

 Abigail was driving home from a friend’s house when she passed her neighbor, Sean’s 
house and saw his front door wide open. She climbed out of her car, tripping over her feet 
in the process. She wondered who had or who was at his house. After managing to walk up 
to the doorbell, she rang it. Sean King left his residence open to visitors, but never so late at 
night. 
 Sean’s mansion was vast and extravagant, far nicer than what Abigail was used to. As 
she walked inside, she noticed the lights lining the hallway leading to the living room were 
turned off.  
 The walls of the house were painted a cheerful yellow, yet the short walk seemed to 
take an eternity.  
 Once she entered the room, she ran her hands along the smooth walls until she found 
a light switch. She flicked it on to find a gruesome scene laid before her. 
 Sean’s body was laying on the ground, his blood staining the thick, expensive Persian 
carpet. A serrated knife lay next to him in a pool of crimson. His throat was slit. His dark 
skin shone with blood. 
 Abigail screamed. 

 
*** 

 
“What do you mean, he’s dead?” the detective asked.  
“He was found with his throat slit. A neighbor had wanted to see him, and she found 

him lying on the ground. She called 911,” the rookie policeman said, and exited the office, 
leaving Detective Alexander North alone.  

“Who would do that?” he whispered to himself. “Sean was kind to everyone.”  
As Alex drove home in his cherry red convertible, he pondered the idea. The killer 

must have had ulterior motives. He fumbled with the keys to his apartment. Sean was 
someone with importance. An authority figure. He was running for president. He managed 
to insert the key into the lock. That could be very important. 

Alex decided to go to bed.  
“It’ll make sense in the morning,” he muttered. “It’ll all make sense.” 
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With that thought in his mind, he entered the land of dreams.  
 

*** 
 

 The shadowed man’s silhouette stood in the doorway. “It’s done,” he said, in a deep 
and rough voice, as if he was disguising his true sound. He went to sit down next to the other 
man, Seth, on the sofa, but Seth blocked his way.  
 “Good. I was wondering when you would kill him. Now there’s no one in our way.” 
Seth looked up. “Are you sure you didn’t leave any clues?” 
 “Do you underestimate me? Of course I didn’t.” 

“You couldn’t do this without me, and you know it. We are both part of this. Just act 
normal in public. You shouldn’t know about the death yet.” 
 “But Seth, wouldn’t they have told me? My life’ll definitely change for the better now 
without Sean.” 
 

 *** 

 Alex woke up to bright light shining through his drapes. “Ugh. It’s too early.” He 
combed through his cropped brown hair with his fingers and blinked his watery eyes.  
 Last night’s experiences came back to him in a rush.  “Oh!” he yawned as he sat up 
and rubbed his eyes. He made his bed and dressed for the day, dreading the time when he’d 
have to go to work. As he opened the full-length curtains, he was welcomed by a cheerful 
picture. The birds were chirping, and it was a bright, cloudless day in the city below. 
Skyscrapers towered above everything, showing their prowess. New Tokyo was always 
beautiful, but it felt wrong that everything was so happy. Someone had been murdered! The 
world should not be celebrating. Even though the celebration seemed ill-timed, Alex took it 
as a message. Everything will be okay, it whispered. 
 As he strolled into the elevator, he felt confident. He could handle this case, no 
problem. He walked out of the apartment building. Anyone dumb enough to murder a 
presidential candidate would be easy to find. They must have left some clues. However, when 
he neared Sean’s house, nerves set in. Alex never liked to see still, cold bodies, although he 
had seen them dozens of times. It was necessary to find the culprit, though. The mansion 
loomed above Alex, seeming uninviting and foreboding. It had such a different atmosphere 
from when he had been there before, but as a friend, not a detective.  
 Like many people had done before, he took a deep breath and opened the door.  
 
 
 Alex walked down the dimly lit hallway. The walls tightened around him, making him 
dizzy. He stumbled at the entryway to the living room, but straightened. He swayed at the 
sight lying before him.  

He saw the corpse covered in dried blood.  
He saw the deadly knife laying on the ground. 
He saw his friend’s eyes, forever staring. 
Alex crouched, putting his head between his knees. A wave of nausea hit his stomach. 

He had the urge to rest on the floor. He knew that if he did that, he would not get up. With 
resolve, he stood up and started his investigation.  
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*** 
 

“I took everything from the house I thought mattered,” Alex said, leaning back on a 
seat across from his co-worker, in the police station.  “There was nothing physically wrong 
with the security cameras ean had set up. Did you find anything on them?” He put his feet 
up on the cold, metal chair next to him.  

The chief, Ryan, looked apologetic. “No. The footage went out for approximately ten 
minutes. At first glance, it seemed like a glitch in the system, nothing more, but it can’t be.” 

“Whoever did this must have a good hacker. Who would have access to the resources 
needed to do something like this?” Alex tapped his pen on his chin. They must have money 
and are well-known. They didn’t want Sean to be president.” 

“That’s a lot of assuming. I’ll see what I can dig out about who could have killed him.” 
Chief Ryan hesitated. “I can ask some teammates on the force to find some suspects, then 
we can interview them.” 

“Alright. Meanwhile, we need to break the news to the public. I’ll handle the press.”  
Ryan looked up. “Are you sure? That’s huge news. Do you want all the attention? No 

one saw him die. We can keep it a secret for a bit longer.” 
“I don’t want people to be mad. You know how they can react when there is a huge 

secret affecting them. Sean hasn’t been seen for a while, so some people might be suspicious 
anyway. If you can handle it, then you should.” Alex sighed. “My hands are full with this 
case, and I don’t want them to overflow.” 

 
*** 

 
 Alex had already spent hours reviewing evidence results from the labs. He stood and 
stretched. Most of the items and decorations had no meaning, but the knife had the most.  
 There weren’t any fingerprints on it. The blade was from a well-known and high-end 
knife company. They sold weapons for hunting, but not for combat. The company had no 
records of anyone buying a knife of the type in the last year, because they’d stopped selling 
it. Why wasn’t there at least one fingerprint? People were too smart for their own good. 
 Alex rubbed his eyes, bleary from looking at a computer screen for so long. He glanced 
at the digital clock on the wall. How was it past five already? He had dinner plans with some 
friends, in high places, who already knew about the murder. They were people Alex could 
finally talk freely to, without fear of information being leaked to the press. Maybe someone 
at the dinner would have an idea about who a suspect might be. That would help with the 
case immensely.  

 
*** 

 
Alex walked into the practically famous restaurant with a smile stretching across his 

face. He asked a waiter for his comrade, Jacob’s table, and was led to a booth. Alex sat down 
on the stylish black leather seat, absorbing the happy atmosphere he knew this place always 
had. After all, there was a reason he loved coming here. 

Everyone looked up and greeted Alex. Jacob saw the expression on his face and 
silently urged him to spill. Alex eagerly obliged.   
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“I’ve been looking forward to this,” Alex said. “I have so much going through my head 
right now. I need to let it all out.” He proceeded to tell his friends what had happened, from 
the night of the murder to earlier that day, searching for clues.  

One man, who he didn’t really know, whose name was James, seemed very nervous. 
He kept fidgeting and fixing his silvery-gray hair. When Alex turned to scrutinize him, he 
turned away. Why was James so anxious? What had Alex said to make him so 
uncomfortable? 

Alex sat back in his chair and pretended to be enthralled with the menu, while 
occasionally peeking over the top. James seemed more relaxed.  
 Odd, Alex thought. He put the menu down on the wooden table and listened to the 
ongoing conversations. Two women, Sarah and Christina, were discussing the president’s 
latest fashion choices. Both of them were state representatives, so Alex was surprised they 
would talk of something so petty.   
 The other men at the table were talking about the new people in Senate, while James 
sat in awkward silence, staring at his intertwined hands. It seemed he was almost… 
shameful. 
 “Hey, James! How are you doing?” Alex said. 
 “Fine.” 
 “How do you feel about Sean’s death? I was devastated. You know, he was my friend.” 
 James mumbled. “I… I—”  
 “That’s okay. I know what you mean.” You killed him, Alex thought. You killed Sean 
in cold blood. “I miss him, too.” 
 James looked up. “Yeah. I miss him.” 
 Their conversation ended abruptly with the arrival of the appetizers. 
 

*** 
 
 “I know who murdered Sean,” Alex said, as soon as he arrived at Chief Ryan’s office.  
 “What? Who?” He jumped out of his seat. “You know?” 
 “Well, I think I know.” 
 “Well, tell me!” 
 “I believe it’s James Smith. He acted awkwardly at dinner, when I talked about Sean’s 
death.” 
 “We can question him. If you don’t have any hard evidence, then we can’t arrest him. 
At least we have a suspect now.”  
 Alex sighed. “If you can get him in here tomorrow, then I’d like to ask him some 
questions. Somebody killed Sean, and I intend to find out who.” 
 
 

Chapter Two 
 

 
 When James walked through the doorway of the police station early the next 
morning, he looked like he was headed to his execution.  
 “Why am I here?” he said.  
 Alex stood up from his seat in the waiting area. “Come with me. We’d like to ask you 
a few questions.” 
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 “You and who else?” James asked.  
 “May I introduce you to my friend Ryan?” 
 Alex approached the office. James stood frozen by the entry, petrified. 
 James looked up sheepishly. “I’m coming,” he said. 
 

*** 
 

 When James stumbled out the door an hour later, he looked haggard. He had been 
asked so many questions that he had to rack his brain for the answers. Alex had inquired of 
his alibi, and of how well he knew Sean. Was he ever jealous of Sean, or was he offended? 
 Alex and Ryan murmured over their laptops. They had recorded everything James 
had said, yet Alex felt as if they were missing something. 
 “He couldn’t have done it by himself! What about the hacker? We never asked about 
that!” Alex exclaimed. 
 “He never mentioned anything. He seemed scared out of his wits. I’m surprised he 
didn’t call his lawyer. We can’t just pull James in again for a couple answers,” Ryan said. 
“We just can’t. It’s… unlawful.” 

Alex groaned. “I’ll use what I have, but I’m afraid there’s no solid evidence that he 
committed the crime.”  

 
*** 

 
“Have they found any information?” Seth asked. 
“No. They have no proof. At least I don’t think they do.” 
“Be sure. No mistakes can happen.” 

 “None will happen, Seth.” 
 

*** 
 

A week passed with no new discoveries. Alex became restless. He’d searched through 
every word James had said. He dived into his memories to remember something, anything 
James had done. There was just no evidence. Alex slumped in his seat next to his apartment’s 
best view. He stared at the television. The reporter was interviewing President Watson, the 
current leader. She was running for a second term. With Sean gone, others had no chance. 
Mara Watson was definitely the main competitor. Everyone knew that. He closed his eyes. 

The phone next to him rang, scaring him out of his stupor. It was Chief Ryan. Maybe 
he had news. 

“Hello?” 
“Alex! I found something. I intercepted a message meant for James. It said to come 

to a place downtown, in the suburbs. On the edge of New Tokyo. We should go there.” 
“Whoa, slow down.” Alex rubbed his temple. “We’re going into a killer’s hideout? Is 

this a good idea?” 
“Do you want to see if it’s James or not?” 
“Of course! I’ll come to your office right away.” 
 
 
As they approached the time they’d storm the murderer’s castle, nerves set in. 
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“You’re bringing your gun, right?” Alex said. 
Chief Ryan lifted his coat to reveal his pistol. “Definitely.” 
He paced the small room, cluttered with papers and computers. Alex noticed a rifle 

under an article about alien abductions. Sometimes Ryan surprised him, which was why he 
was fun to be around. 
 “It’s time. Let’s go,” Alex said. 

Ryan didn’t drive the police cruiser; he’d brought a sleek, dark sports car.  
Oh, well. At least I can worry in comfort.  
They pulled up to the shaded building. Alex closed his eyes and took a deep breath. 

The sun was setting, hiding the entryway in shadow. The sight matched his situation. 
Darkness loomed, threatening to take over Alex’s life. With a heavy heart, he pulled the old, 
tarnished doorknob and walked inside.   

From deep inside the decrepit structure, a loud thud echoed over to Alex’s ears. 
Someone else was here.  

Alex stumbled on a threadbare rug. A lightbulb flickered to life above him, 
illuminating his way. He inched forward, trying to hear the muffled conversation emerging 
from the center of the house. Although the interior decorations were faded and dusty, it was 
clearly somebody’s home. He looked around a doorway to find movement. He jerked back 
and froze. Ryan bumped into him and listened as well.  

“Why did you want me to come here?” Alex recognized the voice immediately. James. 
A lilting feminine voice answered him. “I just wanted to thank you for taking the 

blame for the murder.” 
“Was it you?” James’ voice trembled and cracked, a strange contrast to the other, 

more confident one.“Really. Was it?” 
“Yes, it was. I’m surprised you haven’t figured it out yourself.” She paused. “You were 

such a good diversion. James, you were always jealous of Sean. Everybody knew it.” 
“I was, but I would never kill him for it.”  
“Oh, that’s too bad.” 
Alex peeked around the door. 
A large, bloated figure moved behind James and shot him. He slid down to lay on the 

beaten floorboards, blood pooling beneath him. The shadow loomed over James, disguising 
his features. 

Alex stood in shocked silence. James was innocent, and now he was dead? 
Anger welled inside of him. He couldn’t contain it. 
“Alex, no,” Ryan whispered. “Don’t!” 
The suppressed rage burst through. 
Alex sprinted inside, not bothering to be stealthy. “Stop!” he yelled, pointing his gun 

at the woman’s back. “Don’t move!” 
“Relax.” She turned, making her long black braid sway. “I’m not going anywhere. I’ve 

got unfinished business.” Her emerald eyes flashed in the dim lighting. “Who are you?” 
Alex froze. His feet were tree trunks rooted in the ground.  The dust in the air choked 

him, because this was the same person he had seen on TV earlier that very day. Mara 
Watson, president of the United States of America.  

He couldn’t shoot the president, could he? 
The other man in the room, Seth, was pointing his own gun at Alex. A deadly triangle. 

Someone would die. 



 

12 

 Alex accepted his fate. He reasserted the aim of his gun and pulled the trigger. He 
grimaced and shrunk back from the deadly force in his hands. He had shot a gun before, but 
he was never prepared for the power behind it.  

Alex’s bullet hit Seth in the stomach. The man doubled over, fired his own gun,  and 
dropped it with a crash. The noise amplified in Alex’s head, blocking his thoughts. There was 
a sharp pain in his leg, worse than anything he’d felt before. When he was eleven, he’d 
broken his arm. He’d take the agony of a broken arm a hundred times over being shot. He 
felt bruised all over from the impact.  

In his job, it had to happen at some point, right? He was truly surprised this was the 
first time. 

While thoughts raced in and out of Alex’s mind, Mara cried out in despair and sank 
to her knees. 

Alex, only a few feet away, did the same. “Ryan,” he croaked. “Do something.” 
He fainted.  
 

Chapter Three 
 
Alex woke up gasping for air. The image of James lying on the ground was seared in 

his head. He fell into the depths of a hallucination, Mara’s sinister eyes, and fell unconscious, 
only to be awakened by voices.  

“Alex? Can you hear me?” He recognized Ryan’s words. “Alex? Please?” 
“What?” He sat up, wincing as blood rushed out of his head. 
“Are you okay? You were shot in the leg.” Ryan scratched his neck and looked away. 
“Is James dead? I feel so bad for blaming him.” 
“Surprisingly, he’s alive. I asked him why he was acting as if he was guilty. He said 

he’d asked Sean to make him vice president again. Sean said no, and James thought that 
someone killed him because of that.” 

Alex frowned. “Why would he think that?” 
“Chain reactions are common in politics, like when a president craves power, then 

she kills the man who would have been elected.” 
“Wow. I didn’t actually believe that Mara would do that. Are you sure Seth didn’t do 

it?” 
 “Yes. She confessed when we threatened to put her in a cell with no toilet,” Ryan 
chuckled. “She turned pale and spilled.” 

“When can I get outta here? I need to finish the report.” 
“When the doctors say you can. Your leg isn’t healed, but it was treated. You’re lucky. 

The bullet only grazed you.” 
 

*** 
 

After Alex finished his report, he sat gazing out his window. He observed New Tokyo, 
the place he called home.  

Mara had had her trial a week ago for murder and treason. There were protests 
against the government. Alex understood why. If you can’t trust the leader of your home, 
who can you trust? 
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When Alex sent an apology to James, he was not forgiven, at least not yet. Mara’s 
accomplice, Seth, was dead. He was the one who’d blocked the footage from the security 
cameras. 

Everything was resolved. He had discovered the crime and who committed it. Alex 
should feel satisfied, and he was, but he also felt incomplete without anything more to work 
on. He sighed, realizing why he was in this line of work. Alex loved to live in the moment. 
He squeezed his eyes shut, willing something exciting to happen.  

Strangely enough, something did. 
Alex held the phone up to his ear. “Yes?” 
“Alex,” Ryan gasped. “Are you there?”  
“Yeah. I answered, didn’t I?” He looked outside, longing for something to do. “What 

is it, Ryan? Is this about the document?” 
“No! The president! She was killed!” 
“What are you talking about?” 
“The guards by her cell were on a break. No one was monitoring her. When they got 

back, she was dead. Beheaded!” 
“What? How is that possible?” Alex pinched his arm. “Am I dreaming? I can’t be. I 

couldn’t imagine this, not even in my worst nightmares.” 
“No! Our president was murdered in the most secure jail we have!” Ryan was almost 

yelling. “It’s impossible to behead a woman under the best surveillance we have. What am I 
going to tell the press?” 

“This is too much. Who cuts someone’s head off?” 
Ryan sighed. “Apparently a hater of our dear, dear president. A hater who knew of 

her crimes.”  
“Just tell them. The country needs to know about this. The leader of America betrayed 

her people. They need to know.” 
Ryan groaned. “I wish I didn’t have to do it.”  
“Ask someone else, but not me,” Alex added. “And find yourself another investigator. 

I…I don’t believe I’m suited for politics. Too many people longing for power. Enough to kill 
a comrade.” 

“I understand, but are you sure?” 
Alex rubbed his neck and took a deep breath. He had learned so much about the role 

models of the States and found out what he wanted to discover. He would always be happy 
with the position he had on the pyramid of life. He still had his whole life ahead of him. Alex 
didn’t look forward to wasting it on rich, stealthy important people. He was ready to embrace 
his future helping those more deserving.  

“I’m sure.” 
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Classic Rock and Its History 
Zachary M. 

 
 Classic Rock is a genre of music that many people loved in the 50’s and 60’s and still 
love today. Classic Rock is a radio format that developed out of the Album Oriented Rock 
(AOR) format. Album Oriented Rock means that the station not only played hit singles, but 
played any song from any album. It also primarily focused on commercially successful hard 
rock that was popular in the 1970s1. While Classic Rock and “Oldies” are sometimes confused 
with each other, there are a few differences. Oldies refers to hit Pop singles while Classic 
Rock refers to entire albums (like AOR).  

Classic Rock originated in the 1940’s, but most of the Classic Rock era was between 
the late 60’s and the late 80’s. Some say that Classic Rock started with the Beatles, and ended 
with Nirvana, Metallica, and U22. Others say that it is still going and never ended in the first 
place. The songs and albums that make up Classic Rock are still being produced, even if it is 
much less than original. The bands that have become known as Classic Rock bands never 
started out wanting to play Classic Rock; it just happened.  

When radio stations say the term, “Classic Rock,” they mean commercially successful 
hard rock that was popularized in the 1970’s. The first Classic Rock radio station was KRBE 
104.1 (AM) in Houston, Texas. In 1983, program director Paul Christy designed a format 
which played only early album rock from the 1960s and early 1970s. There was no current 
music or Top 40 material at all. KRBE was the first station to use the term "Classic Rock" on 
the air. In order for a song to be considered Classic Rock, it needed to be recorded about 20-
50 years ago, it needed to have been a very big hit, the song or album must have been written 
by a Classic Rock band or artist, and it must still be played on Classic Rock stations today3. 
Part of the reason Classic Rock is still as popular as it was in the 70’s is because Classic Rock 
is about real life, so many people have a very strong connection to Classic Rock. 
 In different regions of the country, people have different opinions about what kind of 
Classic Rock is played. For example, in New York, you will hear much more Billy Joel than 
in San Antonio, where you will hear more Mötley Crüe. Even though the music you hear will 
greatly depend on where you live, many bands and songs were still very big hits everywhere. 
The top three Classic Rock bands overall4, are The Beatles, Pink Floyd, and The Who. The 
Beatles were an English rock band formed in Liverpool in 1960, which included John 
Lennon, Paul McCartney, George Harrison and Ringo Starr. They became widely regarded 
as the foremost and most influential act of the rock era. One of the reasons Classic Rock is 
so popular with people across the country is that it relates with actual historical events that 
were happening. 

                                                
1 Classic rock https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Classic_rock 
 
2 Classic rock started with The Beatles and ended with Nirvana https://fivethirtyeight.com/datalab/classic-
rock-started-with-the-beatles-and-ended-with-nirvana/ 
 
3 Classic Rock 101: One genre, Many Definitions https://www.thoughtco.com/classic-rock-101-747979 
 
4 Top 50 Classic Rock bands https://www.thoughtco.com/top-classic-rock-bands-748197 
 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Classic_rock
https://fivethirtyeight.com/datalab/classic-rock-started-with-the-beatles-and-ended-with-nirvana/
https://fivethirtyeight.com/datalab/classic-rock-started-with-the-beatles-and-ended-with-nirvana/
https://www.thoughtco.com/classic-rock-101-747979
https://www.thoughtco.com/top-classic-rock-bands-748197
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Many popular Classic Rock songs were about actual historical events going on at that 
time. For example, “One,” by Metallica, is about the Vietnam War. “A Great Day for 
Freedom,” by Pink Floyd, is about destroying the Berlin Wall. “When the Levee Breaks,” by 
Led Zeppelin, is about the Great Mississippi Flood of 1927. Classic Rock is not only a type of 
music that is popular with almost everyone, it has a connection to real life events that give it 
meaning. 
 Classic Rock hasn't truly ended, even in the 21st century. The Classic Rock bands that 
still exist today are still composing songs, even if it is at a much slower rate than before, but 
there aren't any more bands being created. Classic Rock stations don’t play only Classic 
Rock, they sometimes play other genres of rock, like Punk Rock. Why do the stations do this? 
The sole reason why Classic Rock stations play songs that aren't considered Classic Rock is 
that it makes the station more interesting and draws in more listeners. For example, 
American Idiot, by Green Day, meets almost all of the requirements that are needed to 
become a Classic Rock song, and it is played on Classic Rock stations, so you could say that 
Green Day is becoming a Classic Rock5 band. 

Classic Rock is a radio format that developed from the AOR (Album oriented rock) 
format. Classic Rock is one of the many genres of rock, and one of the most popular ones. 
The Beatles started the Classic Rock era and Nirvana, U2, and Metallica ended it. Even 
though no more Classic Rock bands were created after Metallica, Nirvana, and U2, some 
bands have still been creating more songs. Many people still love Classic Rock today as much 
as they did in the 60’s. Classic Rock hits are usually entire albums, and not just individual 
songs, like oldies music. A lot of Classic Rock songs are about real life events, like destroying 
the Berlin Wall, and the Great Mississippi Flood of 1927. Classic Rock is evidently something 
to look back on in years to come. It brings everyone together in a way that music today could 
never accomplish.  
 

 

                                                
5  Classic rock started with The Beatles and ended with Nirvana https://fivethirtyeight.com/datalab/classic-
rock-started-with-the-beatles-and-ended-with-nirvana/ 
 

https://fivethirtyeight.com/datalab/classic-rock-started-with-the-beatles-and-ended-with-nirvana/
https://fivethirtyeight.com/datalab/classic-rock-started-with-the-beatles-and-ended-with-nirvana/
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Life Of a Sea Turtle 
Affected By 
Endangerment 
Stavros S. 
 
Mommy is gone 
Probably jewelry now 
Never knew Daddy 
Maybe I had a brother, a sister 
I’ll never know 
🐢🐢🐢 
Those two-legged monsters killed 
everyone that I knew 
Everyone that I will know 
Pollution, pesticide runoff, jewelry 
My heart is broken 
Cracked in pieces 
Never to be fixed 
🐢🐢🐢 
I can't live in this poisoned water 
Can't even swim 
No fresh air for me to breathe 
I’m falling down, drowning…  
🐢🐢🐢🐢🐢🐢 
Oh, what a chance I had at a beautiful 
family 
I could have had children 
Goodbye, beautiful world 
destroyed by selfishness 
destroyed by humans 
I am gone now. 
 
 

Life Of Sea Turtle 
Unaffected By 
Endangerment 
Stavros S. 
 
Water is warm 
Gentle waves 
Breathable air 
Light blue sea 
Sparkling sand glistening in the sun 
🐢🐢🐢 
My little babies 
All next to me 
Swimming happily 
🐢🐢🐢 
My life is good 
No troubles, no worries 
Plenty of food for my family 
Sargassum weed 
Jellyfish 
squid 
🐢🐢🐢 
Unpolluted part of the world 
Never to be touched by man 
Everyone is happy here 
Nobody is sad 
🐢🐢🐢 
My timeline has come to an end 
I have gotten old  
Seen my children, grandchildren grow up 
Thank you, beautiful world 
Goodbye
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Raising Awareness About Sea Turtles Essay 
Stavros S. 

 
Sea turtles around the world are dying. They are innocent creatures and people keep 

hurting them because of their greed for money. People should help keep turtles from going 
extinct because they are important to our eco system. Sea turtles are threatened by humans, 
eaten, made into jewelry, and killed by pollution. 
 Sea turtles are eaten by humans in Africa and other places. It is not illegal there unlike 
the United States of America. “Although sea turtles have spiritual or mythological 
importance in many cultures around the world, this has not prevented humans from 
consuming their eggs or meat.”6  People still continue to eat sea turtles and their eggs even 
though studies show that scientists “found out that the sea turtle eggs contained elevated 
levels of a number of heavy metals, particularly cadmium at a level that could be toxic to 
young children who eat 20 eggs or more per week.”7 This is bad because if humans do not 
stop eating turtles, many children will die and more than 5,000 sea turtles will die each year. 
 Sea turtles are being killed, having their shells taken off, and then being used for 
jewelry. This is called the illegal shell trade. “Hawksbill [sea turtles] declined globally by over 
80% during the last century.”8 That is an estimated 460,000 hawksbills in 1917 and 46,000 
in 2017. People want money so they do illegal things like killing sea turtles. The people who 
buy the merchandise, which is most commonly combs, necklaces, bracelets, and bags usually 
have no idea that it was made from a killed sea turtle. 
 All around the world sea turtles are being killed by pollution that humans are putting 
there. “Sea turtles are vulnerable to ocean pollution at all stages of life, from eggs to 
hatchlings to juveniles to adults. Pollutants include things like toxic metals, pcb's 
[polychlorinated biphenyls], petroleum products, and agricultural and industrial runoff of 
contaminants such as fertilizers, chemicals, nutrients, and untreated waste.”9 If people 
continue to do this, the sea turtles will keep dying. In sixteen years it is estimated that all the 
leatherback sea turtles will die.  
 Humans can help save sea turtles by doing many things. People can “Adopt-A-Turtle 
to support sea turtle conservation, reduce the amount of plastic garbage, tell people how 
helium balloons harm sea turtles, reduce the amount of chemicals used, write a letter to the 
editor of local newspapers, show support by placing a banner on a website, blog, and 
profile.”10 If everyone around the world did these things, as well as stop killing sea turtles, 
awareness would be raised and sea turtles would have a chance of not going extinct. The 
main thing everyone can do to help save sea turtles is to not use harmful chemicals and 
properly dispose of trash. 

                                                
6 Sea Turtle Conservancy, Threats from Harvest for Consumption. https://conserveturtles.org/information-

sea-turtles-threats-harvest-consumption  
7 Smithsonian Insider, Human Health Risks of Eating Sea Turtle Eggs Could Benefit Species. 

http://insider.si.edu/2016/09/human-health-risks-of-eating-sea-turtle-eggs-could-benefit-species  
8World Wildlife Fund, Hawksbills. 

http://wwf.panda.org/what_we_do/endangered_species/marine_turtles/hawksbill_turtle  
9 See Turtles, Ocean Pollution & Sea Turtles. http://www.seeturtles.org/ocean-pollution  
10 Sea Turtle Conservancy, Get Involved: Simple Actions You Can Take. https://conserveturtles.org/get-

involved-simple-actions-you-can-take  

https://conserveturtles.org/information-sea-turtles-threats-harvest-consumption/
https://conserveturtles.org/information-sea-turtles-threats-harvest-consumption/
http://insider.si.edu/2016/09/human-health-risks-of-eating-sea-turtle-eggs-could-benefit-species
http://wwf.panda.org/what_we_do/endangered_species/marine_turtles/hawksbill_turtle/
http://www.seeturtles.org/ocean-pollution
https://conserveturtles.org/get-involved-simple-actions-you-can-take
https://conserveturtles.org/get-involved-simple-actions-you-can-take
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In the United States of America, the government is doing things to protect sea turtles. 
“They are protected under the Federal Endangered Species Act of 1973”11 This means that 
you cannot harm, touch, or do anything that has to do with disrupting sea turtles. When 
someone does violate this law, they are fined $500-$25,000. If the person cannot pay the 
amount, the person will have to go to court. 

If people keep turning sea turtles into jewelry, eating them, and polluting the sea, 
then sea turtles will go extinct.  Sea turtles are an important part of our ecosystem. There 
will be very few healthy seagrass beds and many other things. If sea turtles go extinct, our 
world will never be the same.  
 
  

                                                
11 Florida Fish and  Wildlife Conservation Commission: Marine Turtle Protection. 

http://myfwc.com/wildlifehabitats/managed/sea-turtles/protection  

http://myfwc.com/wildlifehabitats/managed/sea-turtles/protection
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The Life of a Desk 
London B. 

 
 It was a cold night. It was always cold in room F-102, but tonight it was frigid. We 
huddled together in the dark, talking. “What made him do it?” 

“Which one of us is next?” A murmur started to build up, and so did the concern in 
the air. My mind reviewed the horrors of the previous hour. 

The janitor walked in with a wicked grin on his face. A hush instantly fell over us. 
He walked down the aisle, scrutinizing us one by one. Chills ran up and down the inside of 
my support beams. In all of the years that I have been here, this had never happened 
before. Janitor stopped in front of Grandpa, his wicked smile widening. He pulled out his 
comunicatinator and spoke into it.  

“I have one.” 
That was all he said. 
 A minute passed. Nothing moved. Then Principal walked in with a smile that 

belonged on a toddler at their birthday party. “Which one? Which one is it?” She giggled 
like a hyena with anticipation. 

Janitor answered, pointing to Grandpa, “That one.” 
 “Oooooo, yes. That one definitely needs to go,” Principal’s eyes flew wide open with 
excitement, and she was never excited. My gut clenched. The horror happened. Janitor 
picked up Grandpa, our caring, old Grandpa, and followed Principal out of the room. I 
wanted to move. I wanted to shout, but I couldn’t. The code wouldn’t allow it. Through 
opened windows, I heard a truck pull up, a garbage truck, and the thud of something 
landing into it. We heard a faint sound in the wind, like Grandpa’s voice when he was 
telling us stories, as the truck drove away into the night. 
 
 Now Grandpa is gone. Sweet, amazing, caring Grandpa. Grandpa who told us stories 
of a world far, far away. Grandpa who always had an answer to everything. Grandpa, a desk 
we would never forget. It became a time of great sadness for all of us. Then came the time of 
concern. Many questions needed answers that we did not have. 
There were questions as to why Grandpa was taken away, where he was taken, who would 
be next, and when. All of these questions needed a solution, but we didn't have any way to 
get the answers. Grandpa always figured out the answer when we came to dead ends like 
this, but Grandpa isn’t here now. It would be a long night of sliding and scooting. 

Morning came, and with it, hope. Hope of possibly finding out why Janitor threw 
away Grandpa, but that wouldn't be for a while. Right now, Lady and Bob needed help 
getting the inseparable Romeo and Juliet to their designated spots in the classroom.  

“No! Romeo, don’t leave me!” Juliet tried to slide closer to him. I am still amazed at 
how she can drag Lady half the length of the classroom. Lady isn’t one of the lightest desks 
in the classroom. I looked over to see how Bob was doing with Romeo, and surprisingly, he 
had it all under control. 

“Tea and crumpets!” Lady exclaimed. “Juliet, get ahold of yourself! It’s not like you 
are never going to see him again.” Lady turned to me in desperation, “Jonathan! Come help 
me calm Juliet down!” 
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“I’m coming,” I hollered. Boy, is Lady losing it. She almost never yelled. It was always, 
“Please come over here,” or, “I would like some help.” 
 “Jonathan!” This time, all of the other desks looking at me. 
 “Um... coming!” I scurried over. 
 

Now that the ordeal with Romeo and Juliet was over, we returned the classroom back 
to normal, which meant going and standing in our designated spots. I looked to my right to 
ask Grandpa a question, but was met with a blank space. I remembered now. Grandpa was 
gone, and it was up to us to find out where he went and why. The teachers would be coming 
soon. Then we’d understand what happened. 

Teacher walked in slowly. She’d most likely have a fit about one of the desks missing. 
Teacher, or Ms. Violet, did not like things out of order. 

“Why is one of my desks missing! I need to call the principal about this.” Teacher 
stormed over to the phone on her desk. Sheesh, she always calls the principal over every 
little thing. Once, I was an inch off of the line she had taped on the ground to make sure that 
the desks were in the proper place. She nearly had a seizure and the principal had to come 
to her classroom to fix it. But, right now we needed her to call the principal. The principal 
would most likely tell Teacher why one of her desks was missing. She put the phone on 
speaker. Teacher always put the phone on speaker whenever she had to get the classroom 
set up. As she dialed in the number of the office I could feel a quiver in my metal. It seemed 
to take forever before Ms. Violet finally lifted up the phone and pressed call. We waited for 
the moment of truth. 

“Hello?” 
“Hello, this is Ms. Violet needing to speak with the principal.” The Principal, so 

formal, I thought. Then Principal's voice came on the phone. 
“What do you want?” she demanded rudely. Ms. Violet answered with a long, 

exaggerated speech about how one of her desks was missing. I swear I heard Principal yawn 
from the other side. 
 “Oh, that desk,” principal said in a bored way. “It was getting old and squeaked more 
than it should. I told Janitor to dispose of it. You should get used to this happening because 
the school district has finally saved enough money that we can now dispose of any desk with 
gum on it. We will finally have a district truly free of gum. Isn’t that amazing!” 

No! I thought. This is totally not amazing. They threw away Grandpa! They threw 
away sweet, caring, amazing Grandpa! Grandpa is now somewhere in a garbage dump 
rotting away. It was too much, too much. The classroom was spinning and then... blackness. 

I woke up to Ms. Violet coming towards me. I’m resting on my side. She couldn't see 
that we could move and talk. What do the kids call it these days? “Andy's coming!”  
I remained motionless as Ms. Violet put me back on my feet. She walked away, and I let out 
a breath of relief. That was close. Too close. I needed to be more careful. Especially since I 
have pieces of gum on me. Five to be exact. We, desks, needed to come up with a plan, but 
we couldn’t talk until after the school day. I had a long day of restless thinking ahead of me. 
 The last teacher went out the door, locking it behind her. Now the school was quiet. 
It wouldn’t last for long though. Soon enough, Janitor came by, cleaning the floor and 
spraying down the whiteboard. I noticed that he was mumbling about something. It sounded 
like, “Not until Friday, not until Friday.” Friday? What is happening on Friday? Then Janitor 
answered me like he could read my thoughts, “Can’t throw the desks out until Friday.” 
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Oh, no. No, no, no, no, no. No! Friday, the day after tomorrow. The day scheduled for 
our death. Well, not exactly our death, but our day we get thrown in the garbage. It is time 
to take action, after Janitor left of course. 
  

The desks in room F102 gathered around.  
 “We need to do something about this,” Lady declared. 
 “But what should we do? Our code prevents us from doing any scale of an attack,” 
questioned Romeo. 

“Could you remind me what the code is again?” Bob asked. “I seem to have forgotten.”  
Romeo responded, “The code of the desks prevents us from letting any other life 

forms know that we can move and talk. It protects our existence. This means that an attack 
is out of the question. We will need to somehow outsmart Principal and Janitor.” 
 “Well,” started Juliet, “we know why we are going to get thrown away right?” The rest 
of us agreed. “And,” she continued, “we understand why, so, why not try to take the gum off 
of us so we don’t get thrown away.”  

I agreed with the idea and it looked like the other desks did, too. What if the plan 
didn't work though? 

“What about a Plan B?” I questioned. 
“You’re right,” Juliet answered. “We do need a Plan B, but there aren't many choices 

that don't involve breaking the code. I guess we just need to make sure that Plan A works.”  
What? I wanted to scream at her. Why are you so worried about breaking the code? 

Grandpa could be dead right now, and all you’re worried about is breaking the code! Calm 
down, Jonathan. Just do what she said and don’t get in trouble. 

It was easier said than done. It took me a good two painful hours to take a piece of 
Juicy Fruit off of me. It was like peeling off a bandage that had been stuck on for days. I 
could’ve tried to rip it off in one pull, but that would’ve brought excruciating pain. I 
continued throughout the night slowly taking off one piece of gum at a time. By four o'clock 
in the morning there were only two pieces left. I started on another one, a Bubble Yum. Out 
of nowhere, I heard someone yell, “Stop!” I looked around. All of the other desks were asleep. 

“Down here!” said the voice. I looked down. 
“Not that far down. I’m right here,” The voice prompted again. I was now very 

confused. 
“Come on, you were just looking at me,” the voice whined. Then I remembered the 

piece of gum that I was about to start pulling off. I looked at the wad of chewed gum and 
noticed that it was waving to me. 

“Finally! Took you long enough. Hi, my name is Max. How are you Jonathan?” I 
wondered if this was a nightmare. 

“Hi.” I stretched it out. “Is this a dream? I have heard of gum being able to move and 
talk, but I have never seen it before. This is totally a dream, right?” The piece of gum who 
calls himself Max looked at me and replies, “No.” 

“Okay,” I replied. “Then tell me why you told me to stop trying to peel you off of me.” 
 “I told you to stop trying to take me off of you because you need to get some sleep. 
You will have plenty of time tomorrow.” 

The piece of chewed gum was correct. I needed to stop now. In a couple of hours, the 
teachers would start to unlock doors and get the classroom set up. I need my rest while I 
could still get it. I dozed off, still thinking that this was all a dream. 
 I woke up to Bob in my face. 
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“AAA! What are you doing!” 
“Shh, keep it down. The other desks are still asleep.” 
“Then why are you awake? Just to wake me up?” It was something that Bob would 

do. 
“Kind of.” 
“What do you mean, ‘kind of’? I could be sleeping right now.” 
“Well there was something outside the door, and it sounds like it’s trying to get in.” 
“So you wake me up!” 
“Yes.” 
“No! You could have woken up Roberto. He has door duty tonight.” 
“Oh, I thought that you had door duty tonight.” 
“Why would you think that? I don’t have door duty till next month.” 
“Well going back to why I woke you up…” 
“Yes, please.” 
“I heard a noise like a comunicatinator outside the door and some keys being put into 

the key lock.”  
I listened intently for a few seconds, then heard the noise he was talking about. The 

sound of talking. The sound of keys opening the door. Looking over at the clock, I hoped to 
see that it was the time that Teacher came in. It was five in the morning. This was not Teacher 
trying to come in the door. We had to warn the other desks to stay in their positions. That 
was not something that we could do, though. Everyone else was asleep. 

Bob and I hurried back to our positions, trying not to make a lot noise. A few seconds 
of silence passed. Suspense hung in the air. The door opened. A large shadow in the light 
from the hallway lingered. I noticed that I was holding my breath, but refused to exhale. My 
senses heightened. My metal bars tensed. The mystery being came into the classroom. Its 
eyes swept around the classroom, searching, and then stopped when they passed over me. I 
finally realized what the being was. It was Janitor. Chills ran along my support beams. What 
was Janitor doing here? At this hour? He was most likely up to no good. 

Janitor walked over to me with a demon’s smile on his face. He checked for pieces of 
gum and smiled deviously when he saw I still had two pieces of gum still on me. His hands 
firmly grabbed hold of me. The bottom of my bars weren't touching the floor anymore. I was 
taken out of the classroom and down the hall. I wanted to do something. I wanted to fight 
back. I could just knock him out and the police would think that a human did it. I couldn’t 
risk revealing an entire community of us. It wasn’t worth the risk. 

Janitor carried me outside and continued walking to the gate that surrounds the 
school. There I saw a truck waiting in the dark. A large truck. Some might even call it a 
ginormous truck. Whatever the size, it wreaked. I could smell dead fish and rotten fruit. I 
was carried to the back of the truck and then up, where I was set on a dirty surface. Janitor 
climbed back down and shouted something. I couldn’t hear what he’d said over the roar of 
the engine. Something pressed down on me. I saw spots and then blackness. 

 
I woke up to find myself on a bumpy road going out of town. I hopped up onto a pile 

of trash to be able to see where the truck was headed. Much to my horror I saw that the truck 
was headed for a landfill. And to make things even worse, the landfill had a furnace. I could 
feel the heat from the furnace as the truck got closer to the dump. 

“Whew, does that stink!” Startled, I look down to find the piece of chewed juicy fruit 
gum that I was talking to last night. 
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“Max? What are you doing here?” 
“I’m stuck to ya, remember.” 
“Oh, yeah.” I’d forgotten and thought that last night's meeting was just a dream. 

Apparently, it wasn’t. I didn’t know if I should have been happy or sad about it. 
I could tell that the truck had arrived before we had even stopped. The smell was a 

dead give-away. There was a strong scent of old leftovers and dead stuff. Max kept on talking, 
and talking, and talking. I finally asked him to stop. He obliged. 

The truck came to a slow stop. I looked up at the cloudless sky. It was so peaceful. 
Then the truck began to tip backward. My support beams shook vigorously. I started to slide. 
One look behind me made me regret being on top of all the other objects in the back of the 
truck. A wall of old and broken objects came raining down onto me. Of course, Max would 
be protected from all of this. I blacked out for the second time that morning. 

 
Waking up to the sound of Max screaming at me was not a pleasant way to wake up. 
“Wake up, you moron! I have better things to do than to yell at you for an hour 

straight!” 
“Ugh. Then why don’t you go do those things?” 
“Remember! I’m stuck to you!”   
He needed to come up with a better excuse, I thought. “Then please, quiet screaming.” 
“Ya, I should stop. Especially since there is another desk coming towards us.” I looked 

over my seat to see that there was indeed, a desk coming towards us. It was not moving very 
fast though. It looked old, too. Old enough to be a grandpa. Can’t get your hopes up too high, 
I told myself. I approached the desk. Closer and closer with each step. Inch by inch, foot by 
foot. I stood right in front of the desk when I noticed that it looked familiar. Dusty, but 
familiar.  

“Grandpa?” I ventured. 
“Jonathan?” 
“Grandpa!” 
“Jonathan!”  
“Max!” Max exclaimed. 
“What?” Grandpa and I shouted in unison. 
“Oh, ya. Grandpa, I found out that a piece of gum that was stuck to me is still alive.” 
“What? So, you let it know that we can talk. This is exactly what you are not supposed 

to be doing.” Grandpa’s face reddened. “Our entire civilization depends on making sure that 
no other living forms know about our abilities. What if he is a spy for the humans?” 

“I’m no spy. In fact, I’m in the same position as you. We gum-folk can’t let other life 
forms know that we can talk or move. But, hey, desperate times call for desperate measures, 
am I right?” 

“I still think that he is a spy,” Grandpa mumbled under his breath. 
 “Well, I’m so glad to see you again Grandpa. We have a big problem at the school.” I 
filled him in on the main points, and Max added in his two cents every so often. 
 “My, that is a big problem.” Grandpa stared off into the horizon. 
 “Yes, that is why we need to get back to the school as soon as possible.” 

“Does that mean me, too?” Max asked. 
“Absolutely not,” Grandpa grumbled. 
“Why not, Grandpa?” 
“Because, he could still be a spy.” 
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“I am not a spy,” Max insisted. 
“Maybe not. But, I still don’t trust you.” 
“Umm, Guys. Just wondering, how are we supposed to get out of here?” 
 
“Why did you have to pick this hill to climb,” I whined. The dead bugs and dinner 

leftovers were making me nauseous. 
“It is the tallest hill in the dump,” Grandpa replied. “We’ll be able to see the parking 

lot from up here.” I was bored. I decided to start naming the different things under my bars. 
There were soggy waffles, crunchy rice, dead fish, old leaves, paper with smeared ink, sauces, 
and old tires. There was rotten fruit on one side and broken toilets on the other. “Hurry up 
Jonathan, you’re falling behind,” Grandpa called down. 

“Coming,” I replied. 
The view from the top of the hill was extraordinary. It was no time for taking in the 

sights, though. We needed to find the parking lot. The sun was already high in the sky. We 
scanned the horizon, looking for the parking lot where a car was sure to be found. I saw a 
little red car driving toward the dump. I tracked it. Up and over the hills it went. It inched 
its way closer to the dump. It finally stopped, and some workers came out. I signaled to 
Grandpa where the car had stopped. 

We hiked to the parking lot, careful as to not get spotted by the humans. The group 
heard the sound of an engine and all of us stopped in out tracks. A large bulldozer came upon 
us. We had no choice but to freeze where we were. The bulldozer proceeded to push us. I was 
squished between grandpa and other dinner leftovers. We were being pushed towards 
another pile. The pile was closer to our goal anyways. I decided not to struggle. 

We were moving steadily towards the pile when the bulldozer jerked. We passed the 
pile. I feared the worst. I stood on the edge of my metal legs and saw there was no driver 
driving. None that I could see. Great, I thought. Now we were in a bulldozer with no driver. 
The bulldozer gained momentum. There had to be something pushing the gas pedal. That 
was the least of my concerns, though. We were headed for a wall. A wall with many workers 
around it. A wall that we were sure to hit. Hard. 

Time seemed to slow down. I looked at Grandpa. He nodded at me. I nodded back. It 
was the end, and there was nothing that we could do to prevent it. We couldn’t jump out, 
even if we wanted to. We would reveal our true capabilities to the world. My life flashed 
before my eyes. The factory, the school, friends. Grandpa, who had been there for me since 
the factory. Grandpa who always knew the answer. Grandpa, who acted younger than he 
was. Grandpa, who I could not put into words. My thoughts went to my friends and what 
would happen to them after we died. Then Max, my new friend. Even though he was loud 
and grumpy, he had a spot in my heart. The wall was getting closer. I looked at Max before 
reaching out to Grandpa. He grabbed my bar, and we held our gaze. We then closed our eyes 
and got ready for impact. 

Except that impact didn’t happen. I waited for a few moments before opening my  
eyes. The wall was right in front of us, but we weren't running into it. I looked over at 
Grandpa and down to see if Max was okay. He wasn’t there. I looked around frantically. 
Where was Max? 

I heard a faint croke from inside the bulldozer. I looked around and saw a little grate 
leading to the engine. I looked inside, and saw that the gears were being jammed by a gooey 
substance. The substance looked like gum. 

“Max,” I whispered. 
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“Jonathan,” Max replied. “I don’t have much time. Go and save your friends. They 
need you. Go.” 

“Max...” I started tearing up. “You need to come with us.” 
“No, you need to go on. I was dying anyways.” Grandpa came up behind me, he was 

trying to hold back tears. 
“Well, Max, you proved me wrong. You really aren't a spy.”  
Max nodded and replied, “Good bye.” His eyes closed, and his body went still. Tears 

rolled down my wood. My heartstrings were stretched to their limits. Max had died so that 
we may live another day. Max had broken his code to save his friends. I would remember 
him and not let his death be in vain. 
 A huge plume of dust hung in the air. I used to our advantage. I told Grandpa the new 
plan, wiped the tears from my eyes, looked back one more time, and walked into the dust. 
 We ran. We ran until the dust had settled. Then we sneaked. Sneak and run. Run and 
sneak. All the while I was thinking about the code. The code that had prevented me from 
saving Grandpa. The code that I broke when I met Max. The code that Max had broken to 
save me and Grandpa, who had despised him from the start. What if I did what Max did and 
broke the code? What would happen if I stood up for myself? What would happen if I 
disobeyed and showed the whole world what desks really are? Then, what would my friends 
think of me? Would they go against me? Would they join me? Why was it so hard to show 
the truth? Why was it so hard to go against society? 
 We had gotten to the dump truck. Now to see if our plan would work. We walked 
under the truck. The next step was a bit tricky. We were going to hang from the bottom of 
the truck like bats so we wouldn’t be seen. It took a while to get Grandpa up and hanging, 
but we got it done. After a few minutes I hung on with my bars next to Grandpa. 
 The truck started to move. Finally, I thought. We had been hanging for longer than 
an hour. The truck was heading into the city, hopefully. I honestly had no idea where it was 
headed, or why I had picked it instead of one of the others. I just had a good feeling about it. 
Of course, I didn't tell this to Grandpa. Whenever he asked a question, I just acted like I had 
everything under control. 

The road was smoothing out. That was the first sign that we were getting closer to the 
city. That was followed by the sound of cars passing by and doors opening and closing. Then 
the first stop. I had just enough time to change my position so I could see where the truck 
stopped. A couple of stops later, I recognized the area. We were in the neighborhood next to 
the school. I gave the signal to Grandpa, and silently, we let go of the truck. The truck drove 
off while we stayed behind. 

We made haste as we headed to the school. We were luckily cloaked by the dark of 
night. That would not last long though. With Grandpa huffing and puffing behind me, we 
reach the school walls. I remembered there was a hole in the gate off to the left. We crawled 
through it. It was too early for the teachers to be arriving, but it was perfect timing for when 
the desks were setting up the classroom. I went over to the window of the classroom and 
knocked on it. The desks inside looked startled for a moment, but then relieved. I pointed 
toward the door, and one of the desks walked over to it. I went back around to the door just 
in time to see Bob opening it. 

“Thanks man.” I patted him on the chair. 
“No problem.” He closed the door after Grandpa came in and proceeded to lock it 

again. “Boy, have you two got a story to tell us.” We walked up the dark hall to the classroom 
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door. Everyone was silent when we entered. You could hear a desk squeak. The desks stared 
at me and Grandpa. The silence was awkward.  

“Umm.” I decided to break the silence, but had no idea what I was going to say. The 
desks stared a moment longer, and then proceeded to drown me and Grandpa with 
questions. 

It seemed like every question that could be asked was asked. Every shape, size, and 
form of who, what, where, when, why, and how was asked. The questions never seemed to 
end. Then Teacher entered the building. The room when dead silent. Everyone returned to 
their spot just as Teacher walked in. 

“My my,” Teacher mumbled under her breath. “Is another of my desks missing 
today?” She scanned the classroom, but stopped when her eyes fell over me and Grandpa. 
“Hooray!” Her hands went up in the air. “My missing desks are back! I need to go tell the 
Principal that everything is fine now.” 

She walked over to her desk and picked up the phone. 
No, I thought. Principal can’t know. She’ll throw us away again. Then Max’s sacrifice 

would be for nothing. The code prevented me from stopping her though. Break the code or 
not? Yes or no, yes or no. Too late. Teacher had the phone to her ear.  

Teacher began to talk into the phone about her desks being returned and that 
everything was fine now. Then she stopped and hung up. 
 The kids were talking that day. Much more than normal. There was talk about 
Principal and Janitor getting fired, and lots of confusion in the office. The school news at the 
end of the day said that Principal and Janitor had gotten fired because they were throwing 
away desks without a way to pay for new ones. The school district had not been happy. They 
introduced the new Principal and Janitor to the school. They both looked a lot kinder from 
what I could see, which isn't much, but still. 
 After school that day, there was a big party held by the desks in room F-102. The evil 
Principal and Janitor were gone. We were happy once again. Free of the worry of desks 
getting thrown away. I too, was in a party mood. Fighting against the code would have to be 
for another day and time. Right now, it was time to celebrate. 
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WinterTime  
Sophia A. 

 

I wake up 

peer through my bedroom window 

White everywhere 

Snowflakes falling from the gray sky 

 

I burst my window open 

The crisp air rushes into my room 

The wind lashes like a hurricane 

The snow shelters the ground 

 

Trees rustle 

Dance with the breeze 

The winter fox scurry across the winter floor 

 

I listen to the radio 

My mom comes running into my room 

She says, “No school!” 

 

I jump up and grab my coat from my closet 

I put on my boots and a scarf 

I run outside 

For it is wintertime 
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The Day I Discovered Sharpies Are 

Permanent 
 Cameron K. 

 

 Start your engines! I was in the pole position, the first position, in the last race of the 
season. Three, two, one, go! It was great race so far. Everyone was vying for a better position 
coming up to turn 1. Driving faster and faster and then braking to turn, but I wasn’t slowing. 
I turned the wheel and flipped the car. Whoosh, bang, crash, it was pitch black, and then my 
mom turned on the light. It was time to get up and go to school.  
 I went through my normal routine of eating, showering, getting dressed, and 
brushing my teeth just like any other morning, but I felt like today was going to be a good 
day. 

“Hey, Mom, I’m going to start walking to school, okay?” 
“Okay, James,” my Mom replied, “don’t forget your markers for your art project!” 
 “Bye Mom!” I shouted as I shut the door. Oh yeah. Today is a Wednesday and I have 

art class. We get to draw on one of the walls at school!  
“What’s up James,” said Ricardo, my best friend. We walk to school together every 

day. It was also spring, so there were many flowers blooming. “Are you ready for your art 
section?” We talked as we walked along the bluish gray cement next to our neighbor’s white 
picket fences.   

 All of a sudden, I sneezed loud enough to cause my neighbor’s dog to bark. “Yeah, I 
am. I grabbed a few markers from home for my art project.” 

“Bless you.” 
“Did you ever notice how much shade our neighbor’s oak trees give?”  
“No, I didn’t, but maybe I can beat you to school this time,” said Ricardo, and we 

raced each other to get to school first. Needless to say, he beat me. 
 “How did you beat me? I used to beat you almost everyday, but now I can’t. You have 
become faster.” The school bell rang across the school.  

“Alright, you third graders, are you ready to start a brand new, exciting day?” our 
teacher asked.  

“Yes, Ms. Jäger,” the class replied lethargically. 
“Okay, then get in line.” 
 We walked to the wall that we’d be creating art on.  
“Class, today you are going to use your Crayola Washable Markers to draw and create 

art on the northern half of the east wall. If you behave, we will draw for the last hour of the 
day.” We returned to the classroom, and I waited with anticipation until the last hour of the 
day when we were finally allowed to draw. Using an array of colors, such as ocean blue and 
forest green, I drew a yellow, sandy beach along an ocean cove, next to a green, woodland 
forest. When the bell rang, I packed up my markers and started walking home with Ricardo.  

“So, James, what color markers did you use?” asked Ricardo. I got out my Sharpie 
Brand markers and showed him. “James!” he exclaimed. “Those are permanent markers. 
You could be suspended for using those!”  
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“Wait, what?” I scratched my head puzzled. “These are permanent markers?” I 
sprinted home and burst in through my family’s crested red door shouting “Mom, are 
Sharpie markers permanent!?”  

“Yes, why do you ask?”  
“I used Sharpies in our art project.”  
“James, go to your room this instant!” I waited ten minutes until she finally came 

upstairs. 
“Mom, stop pacing back and forth!” 
“How can I not, James, you used permanent markers which are, first of all banned on 

school property, and you actually used them for an art project that’s supposed to be washed 
off in a couple days. Think of solutions Katy, think!” Faster than I could stand up, I saw a 
look on my Mom’s face that I see all too often. “I have an idea, James. I’m going to call the 
school, tell them what happened, and surely it can all be dismissed.” She then walked out of 
my room and called the school. I snuck close enough to eavesdrop on her conversation. 

“Hi, yes this is Katy Smith, James Smith’s Mom. My son accidently used permanent 
markers for the third grade art project where they were drawing on the wall.” She bit her 
nail. “Okay I will be there in ten minutes with James.” She hung up the phone and shouted, 
“James, get ready to go back to school!”  

In the car, I asked, “Mom, will I get suspended?” 
“I don’t think so, honey, but it’s still a possibility,” she said as we drove into the school 

parking lot. “You know, I used to work here, inside these white walls. Hopefully that will 
keep them reasonable. Now hurry up and get out of the car. We’re almost late.” The walk 
from the car to the front office felt like a day even though it was a mere thirty seconds. When 
we walked through the door, I was so anxious I could barely think straight, much less explain 
what happened. 

“Hi Katy, Mr. Binks will see you and James in a couple minutes once he is done with 
his meeting.” 

“Thank you, Ms. Jackson,” my mom replied.  
We took a seat in the front office and waited. Then I saw the one of the teachers 

walking out of the conference room next to Mr. Bink’s office. 
Mr. Binks, I shuddered. A name all students fear. I wonder if he really is as mean as 

other kids say he is.  
“Mr. Binks will see you now.” 
“James, James are you still in there?” my mom asked. I’d been so zoned out I hadn’t 

heard her at all. 
 “Yes, sorry,” I said. We followed Ms. Jackson into Mr. Binks’ office. You could see his 

Bachelor’s degree and his Master’s degree on his back wall. In front of his desk sat the two 
chairs my Mom and I would be sitting in during the conference. They looked rather 
comfortable, unlike the accounts of other students who said that it was unbearable to sit in 
those chairs for more than a minute. We sat down and waited. My hands had already started 
to sweat and I felt like I had a whole watermelon stuck in my throat. 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Smith. James,” said Mr. Binks as he walked in. “Okay, let’s go 
over what happened, shall we?” 

My mom replied, “Sounds good.” 
“Yes, please explain everything that happened.” 
“So today, the third graders had art and got to create art on one of the walls using 

washable markers so it could get cleaned in a few days. For this art project though, students 
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could bring their own markers. The issue is that somehow, James managed to get Sharpies, 
and used them at school without anyone seeing them.” 

Mr. Binks paused, wrote something, and said, “Mrs. Smith, I believe I have a way to 
fix this, but I will need your approval for it. I suggest that James helps our janitor clean the 
wall and wash off the markers during recess on Friday. The weather is supposed to be nice, 
so they won’t be dying in the heat. It should only take about twenty minutes. I will need you 
to sign this paper showing you have given consent for us to have James help clean the wall.”  

Next thing you know, my Mom was putting the pen on the paper. At least the stories 
about Mr. Binks weren’t true, but I would have to clean the wall. 

On Thursday, everyone was talking about “the day James discovered Sharpies were 
permanent.” The only person I could talk to was Ricardo because he wouldn’t say anything 
about the incident, unlike many of my peers. All I could do, though, was wait for the whole 
thing to blow over. 
 Finally, Friday came, and I wasn’t the talk of the playground anymore because Ben 
had thrown his watermelon across the cafeteria at lunch the day before. I did, however, have 
to clean the wall right by the playground. 
 “James! Can you come help fill up these buckets of water,” asked our janitor, Mr. 
Buth. 
 “I’m ready to go to work,” I replied. 
 “You know, James, you’re not the first person to do this. There was a kid about ten 
years ago who did this and that is why permanent markers were banned.” 
 “I always wondered why they were banned. Do you have a way to get the permanent 
marker off the wall?” 
 “As a matter of fact, I do. We are going to clean off the washable markers first, but I 
will clean the Sharpie off the wall once we are done.” 
 After the twenty minutes were over, Mr. Buth allowed me to go back to class while he 
cleaned my Sharpie mess. 
 “Bye, Mr. Buth! It was nice talking to you,” I said as I walked away.  The rest of the 
day eventually passed, but that one Wednesday in third grade, the day I discovered Sharpies 
were permanent, will always be remembered. 
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Life of a Stool 
Nico H. 

 
Life of a stool 

Oh, what a simple tool 

All we can do is wait 

Until we feel some weight! 

For we’re just stools 

We don't move.  We aren't mules. 

 

All day we sit 

Every bottom we fit 

For it’s our job as stools 

We wait to be used as tools 

In schools, by pools 

In a house full of fools 

 

We are everywhere 

Though people seem to be unaware 

I guess they really just don’t care 

They seem to be focused on the more known chair. 

But who could blame them? How could you compare 

The lesser known stool to the more known chair? 

 

Chairs and stools just aren't the same 

One is cool and one is “lame” 

Well, that's what all the humans say. 

I miss the attention they don't pay, 

But no matter how much I wish  

Chairs will always stay. 
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CINDERELLA GOES ROGUE 
Emma R.  

 

Chapter One 
 

 “Ella, we both knew that I would not last forever, it is just a fact of life. The plague 
will forever be my nemesis. But I want you to have this, it should answer all of your 
questions.” Mother’s cold hands latch onto mine, and I can feel her right hand drop a small 
box into mine. I look into her green eyes and see they gleam with love for me. There is a glint 
of light in Mother’s eyes that only a daughter can see; the light that shows her beauty and 
good intentions. She stuns even with her pasty white pallor, and her golden hair shines as 
brightly as ever. I glance at Father and see he’s grown as pale as Mother. “You are good inside 
and out Ella, never forget that.” She stares at me and smiles. I hear her final breath rattle as 
she closes her eyes for the last time.  
 

Chapter Two 
 
~~Five Years Later~~ 

 
I dream often of Mother, and tonight is no different. Her kindness, her painful death. 

How awfully Lady Tremaine first treated me when I was only eleven and came to live with 
us. Her true intentions revealed themselves when she first treated me like a maid. As if I was 
nothing. She treats me poorly when Father isn’t around, and then like I am a real person 
when he is. I wish Father could make enough money to pay for our food, house, and 
everything else, so that Lady Tremaine would not have to help him pay. If she does not 
have to help him, Anastasia, Drizella, and she could leave.  

“Wake up, Ella! It’s time to make us breakfast!” Drizella screeches as loud as a howler 
monkey. I wince when she yells at me, wanting to stay asleep forever.  

“Get up! Ugh, you have bed head!” Anastasia yelps. I hope Father figures out how 
terrible these girls are.  

“I’m sure you girls are old enough to make your own breakfast! After all, both of you 
are two years older than me.” I scold them. They are so needy! 

“Nice try. But you don’t want your Father finding out how mean you are to us, when 
we have done nothing wrong. Do you?” Drizella smirks; her eyes momentarily flash red, as 
if giving me a view of her soul. I know Father would never fall for her tricks, but he needs 
Lady Tremaine’s help. I pull on a floral sundress and lug down to the chicken coops. I find 
ten eggs, milk three cows in the barn, and go back inside with the fresh food.  

“Ella.... Ella, Ella, Ella,” Lady Tremaine scolds me as I walk into the kitchen.  
“Yes, Madame?” I ask her through gritted teeth. I wish Father knew of her cruelty.  
“Your dress is covered in cinders! Go change immediately!” 
“Sorry, Madame. I must have gotten them on my dress as I passed by the fireplace.” 

I cannot care less if there are a couple flecks of cinders on me.  
“Mom, she’s always covered in cinders! We ought to call her Cinderella!” Drizella 

guffaws. It is times like this that make it really hard for me to not storm up to my room. 
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“I rather like that idea!” Anastasia chimes in. I walk up to my room to change into a 
different dress, and then I bustle back down to the kitchen. 

Later in the day, Father asks to talk to me as I am bringing lunch out to the dining 
room table. “Ella, this is extremely hard for me to tell you, because I will miss you so much! 
But, I am going on an eight week trip to Barcelona. There is great business in Spain, so I 
should be able to make a fair amount of money. If I make enough, Lady Tremaine will not 
have to help us pay for the house and food. Then she and her daughters will be able to move 
out of our house! I know how terribly they have been treating you, and I’m truly sorry that I 
haven’t been able to help. I could not find a right time to tell you that I understand what you 
have been going through. After I return from this voyage, they will forever be out of our 
lives!” 

“That’s amazing, Father!” My mind throws a huge party when I hear this news! I 
cannot wait for them to leave. Then it will just be Father and I, as it should have been these 
past five years. 

“I’ll be leaving tomorrow at six a.m. sharp,” he states.  
 

Chapter Three 
 
Once Father leaves for the docks, it is back to chores for me. But I hold strong to the 

thought that once he gets back, our lives will be better. A week passes, and then two, and I 
grow grim. Five years of suppressed anger finally takes its toll.  

“Ella! Fetch my dress! I have a dinner to go to tonight. Also, get Anastasia and 
Drizella’s dresses. We’re not getting any younger here!” Lady Tremaine calls to me from two 
rooms down the hall.  

“Can’t you get them?” I whisper. 
“Ella?” 
“Coming.” I bring the dress into Lady Tremaine’s and plop it on a chair. That’s when 

it hits me. I am so fed up with the three women that I should do something to them to repay 
the favor. I spot a little bracelet that didn’t fit any of the three other ladies in the house, but 
I can tell that it would fit my petite wrist. The silver-plaited bracelet seems to ask me to take 
it, so I do. If Lady Tremaine, Drizella, and Anastasia find out that it is gone, they will surely 
think that it was a rodent. Kind Ella would never do a thing like that. But they won’t find 
out, because I have never seen any of the women wear the bracelet. This is the perfect 
revenge! I continue to accumulate more jewelry and other knick-knacks. It feels great to get 
back at them, while also rewarding myself for all of the work I do! 

“Ella! Get over here, I’m missing a bunch of stuff!” Drizella cries out from down the 
hall. Fantastic, I’ve only been taking their things for a little bit, and they’ve already noticed. 
I was very careful about what I took, so how can I have been caught? 
 “What are you missing, Drizella?” I ask casually once I reach the doorway of her room. 
 “I think that Anastasia has been taking my dresses,” Drizella complains. “Go fetch her 
for me! Go, go.” She waves me off with her pretty little hand as I walk downstairs to find her 
sister. Anastasia is sitting in a chair and examining her nails when I find her. She looks so 
helpless just sitting there. It seems as if she is a good little girl who has done nothing wrong 
in her life. For a moment I believe this, until she looks up at me and asks, “What do you 
want?” 
 “Drizella-” I begin to say. 
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 “Oh, I know! I know! I’ll go deal with her ‘Dress Debacle,”’ Anastasia says as she 
stomps off to her sister’s room.  
 

Chapter Four 
 

I wake up from a girl's excited scream. Instead of rushing downstairs, I put on a dress 
and comb my hair. I walk downstairs knowing that nobody had been hurt by what I’d done. 
Lady Tremaine, Drizella, and Anastasia are all standing next to each other, reading an 
invitation, obviously for the millionth time. Drizella then reads the invitation aloud, “All the 
unwed women and their escorts of Windfillow and neighboring countries, are cordially 
invited to join the Prince Henry for his Winter Wedding Ball which shall take place on 
December fifteenth, 1836. The ball will start at nine p.m., and end in the early morning. His 
Majesty will pick a woman to be his wife by the end of the night, so every woman will be 
announced to the prince and have a chance to meet him.”  

“Oh, my goodness, this is amazing!” Anastasia screams. 
“I will definitely be his queen by the end of the night!” Drizella squeals. 
“Not if I get to him first!” Anastasia objects. The two ladies are about to tackle each 

other when Lady Tremaine scolds them.  
“Girls! This is not the way to go! One of you will marry the prince, and the other will 

marry into the royal family. You two can share your riches with me, and then we will all be 
living like royalty.”  

Then, Drizella, Lady Tremaine, and Anastasia turn and stare at me with cold, judging 
eyes. “Why are you all looking at me?” I ask them, getting slightly creeped out from their 
stares.  

“You didn’t think that you were going to the ball, did you?” Lady Tremaine questions. 
I abruptly feel as if I am in court, being questioned by the judge. 

“Well, the invitation does say that all of the women in our country are invited.”  
The three ladies cackle and look as if they are about to drop to the floor with laughter. 

“Of course, you aren’t going!” Lady Tremaine chuckles.   
“You’re hardly a lady. Look at your dress, Cinderella!” Drizella giggles, pointing at my 

dress. It was, again, sprinkled with cinders. I sigh and walk up to my room, upset that I 
cannot go.  

“‘You’re hardly a lady!’ Like you’re any more of a lady than I am! Father, please come 
home soon,” I mutter to myself. Wait a minute, I have a brilliant idea! Why don’t I steal a 
dress for the ball? I, of course, have no money to pay for the gown. I change into a black 
dress and a gray hat, then run out of the house to the town plaza.  

When I arrive at the plaza, I look at the multi-colored food kiosks, crowded 
seamstress shops, and wool-selling booths. Aha! A dress shop with only one worker on duty. 
When I peer inside I can see beautiful dresses, some with multiple layers, and then an 
amazing blue one with faux butterflies as decorations. Calmly I walk inside, edging toward 
the blue gown which seems to be my size, and it has the perfect bonus feature-pockets! I take 
a large bag out of my pocket and neatly put the garment inside. Swiftly, I walk out of the 
shop and away from the plaza as fast as I can. 
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Chapter Five 
 
On the day of the ball, I have to clothe Lady Tremaine, Drizella, and Anastasia. Lady 

Tremaine wears a navy blue silk dress with a fur overcoat and black dress shoes. I dress 
Drizella in a bright pink dress with a ruffled bottom and a sparkly top, but I don’t know why 
she wants to be seen in it. I clothe Anastasia in a beautiful, light gray dress with a long tail, 
and a glittery belt with a matching hat. After dressing the ladies, I usher them outside and 
into their carriage. Now that they are gone, I am able to finish my chores with lightning 
speed. When I’m putting on my dress, I hear Anastasia rush back into the house. I hear her 
advancing up the stairs and speaking as I am trying to hide in my bedroom.  

“I forgot my feather earrings!”   
I watch as she turns into my room and sees me in the gown, not hidden from anyone. 

“Cinderella, why are you wearing a ball gown?” Anastasia questions me. 
“Anastasia! I… I… I….” 
“It’s okay. I don’t really like Lady Tremaine, even though she is my mother. I only 

follow along with her schemes so that I don’t get pushed around. I’m so sorry Ella, and I 
won’t tell her what I’ve seen. I promise.” Anastasia looks at me with kind eyes, smiling 
warmly. I can now see the good inside of her, and that she is not evil at her core.  

“Well in that case, take off your hat! And wear your silver dangling earrings, the 
prince is sure to fall for you then!” I smile at Anastasia. I know I can count on her. 

“Will do, Ella,” she leaves as quickly as she came, and I am able to continue getting 
ready. I walk down the steps of the house in my blue butterfly dress, hair in a golden bun, 
somewhat dirty, blue slippers, and a sparkly necklace, when a puff of smoke appears in front 
of me. 

“Well you’re certainly not going to the ball looking like that, are you?” A gray-haired, 
hazel-eyed, plump old lady asks me.  

“Who are you?” The old lady looks as if she could be my grandmother sweetly scolding 
me.  

“Why, I’m your fairy godmother, of course!” The lady twirls her wand and a pair of 
glass slippers appear on my feet.  

“I don’t understand.” 
“Well, I’m the one who keeps you out of trouble missy, and the one who makes all of 

your dreams come true.”  
“Okay….” I reply, still not really sure what is going on. 
“I’m here to tell you that stealing is wrong. You really need to learn that. Instead of 

lashing out on your family like this, stand up for yourself. Your father will be back soon, you 
know.” 

“They just bug me so much! This has to be the best way to get back at them, because 
they don’t know it’s me!”  

“But they are smart enough to eventually figure it out. You should give your family 
their possessions back before they bust you.”  

I stare at my fairy godmother. I don’t know whether I should give in or not. “I’m 
sorry, I know that I shouldn't have stolen from Drizella, Anastasia, and Lady Tremaine. 
You’re right.” 

“Thank you. Now, get into your carriage. The ball will start soon you know!” 
“But I don’t have-” A golden carriage appears on the road with footmen and a driver. 

“Thank you so much!” I quickly walk to my carriage. I can’t wait to leave! 



 

36 

“Remember to come back before midnight! That’s when the magic will wear off,” the 
old woman says before she disappears in a puff of smoke. 

 

Chapter Six 
 
When I arrive at the glittering castle with grand pillars and marble engravings, I can 

see all of the carriages parked in front of it. The open doors to the castle show sparkling 
women being presented to everyone at the ball. When I walk through the double-doors, I 
write my name down on a provided paper. After handing it to my presenter, I gaze at the 
golden ballroom which is filled with women laden in beautiful clothes and jewelry. However, 
I do not see anyone in a completely blue dress, like me. After a few moments of being in the 
castle, everyone is staring at me. Lady Tremaine and Drizella look to be absolutely repulsed 
by how amazing I look, even though it seems they don’t know who I am. 

“Ella of Windfillow,” the presenter announces, smirking at how vague I had written 
my name. I’d done this on purpose, so I could stay a stranger. While walking down the steps, 
I greet the prince like everyone does, though more fleetingly. I do not want to marry the 
prince. I only want to go to his ball. Yet, it seems as if he wants more of an introduction, but 
I don’t care whether I meet him or not. 

While walking down the grand staircase, everyone continues to watch me. I scan the 
circular ballroom and see that it has stained glass windows, and engravings on the ceiling. I 
think I am the last one to get to the castle, because everyone immediately starts to dance 
once I reach the floor. Multiple men leave their dates and stroll towards me, but the prince 
sweeps me into a waltz first. 

The handsome prince has light brown hair, blue eyes, and a magical aura. He smiles 
at me, and I smile too, as it seems to be infectious.  

“I have never seen you before. Where are you from?” The prince asks me, I can tell 
that he is yearning to know more.  

“I live in a little farmhouse on Peachtree Road.” I reply with fondness for my home.  
“What a beautiful place. Quiet, I assume?” 
“Very.”  
“What made you come here tonight? To go to a ball or to marry the prince, like 

everyone else?” 
“Well, to go to the ball. It’s actually my first one,” I whisper. That’s when I notice that 

it had become very quiet, and no other people were dancing. They all want to see what would 
happen.  

“What do you like to do, Ella?” 
“I really enjoy being around animals and caring for them. But I am usually doing 

chores around the house.” 
“I love to spend time with my horses and dogs. Riding my mustang, James, is my 

favorite thing to do.” 
“Oh, I love horses! On the farm we have a chestnut, named Harmony River.” 
“Magnificent! Would you like to see my James? I actually do not like being in crowds.” 
“That sounds wonderful.” 
He leads me back up the grand staircase and through a hallway with connecting 

balconies. As he pushes open the door to one, I swipe a nearby decoration and put it in one 
of my dress pockets. I can’t believe Fairy Godmother actually thought that she could change 
my mind about stealing!  
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From the balcony, I can see the royal grounds, which are beautiful and very precisely 
trimmed. The grounds display a magical scene with it’s frost-tipped blades of grass, ponds 
of ice, and trees that shimmer with snow. When I look to the left, I can see a stunning, dark 
brown horse drinking out of a water barrel.  

“Ella, would you like a tour?” The prince asks me, clearly forgetting about all of the 
other women waiting to dance with him.  

All I really want to do tonight is enjoy the ball, but I’d love to take a few royal 
possessions. “That would be delightful.”  

As he shows me around the castle, I am able to take a few more things, including a 
small gold bar. The prince is so enamored with me, he cannot help but monopolize my time 
remaining at his castle. However, there is something about the prince that made it 
worthwhile. We talk while he shows me around, and I have a very good time, even though I 
am not at the actual ball. As I walk around, the various items I had taken jingle in my pocket, 
so I have to walk very slowly to avoid making too much noise. Midnight quickly creeps up 
on me, so I try to get away from the prince, but he is so clingy! Nearer and nearer I get to my 
carriage, but never close enough to leave.  

At 11:15 pm, I told the prince, “I’m sorry, but I really have to go! Curfew, we’ve all 
been there right?” 

“A curfew, really? I just thought you had to take all of your new trinkets home.” 
“Wh-what trinkets?” I stutter while breaking into a cold sweat. I might have to live in 

the dungeons for the rest of my life for thieving! 
“Don’t tell me you thought that you could actually get away with stealing from the 

prince? I know your father left Ella; I met him at the docks before he departed. This must be 
really hard on you—” 

“Immensely hard.” 
“But stealing is never the way to go! Still, I understand what you’re going through, 

and I forgive you.” 
“Really? Thank you! Well, I should probably go. All of the other ladies are waiting for 

you.” 
“What other ladies? All I see is you here.” He takes my hand and leads me to a 

beautiful garden. Once we are inside the garden’s vine-covered walls, the prince asks, “Was 
I too cheesy?” 

“Just a little bit!” I laugh at him, and he laughs too.  
The prince and I sit down on a chair swing. I ask, “Why don’t you want to meet all of 

the other women at your ball?” He laughs as if I had asked a rhetorical question.  
“I’ve already met all of them, including your step-family! But I hadn’t met you. Why 

not?” 
“Well you’ve met my family, as you can probably tell, I’m the servant.” 
“Ella,” he gets down on one knee. “I have never met anyone as unique as you. Will 

you marry me?” 
I stare into his blue eyes, getting lost in them. I have never been interested in any 

other men, since I do not get out of the house for fun. Yet when I met him, I knew that he 
was special. I have no idea what to say, because this seems to be going too fast. However, 
when you are with a prince, it seems like now or never.  

“Yes, I will marry you!” I exclaim. He leans in and kisses me, and I know I made the 
right choice.  
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We are walking up to the castle when the prince hears his mustang in distress. “I’m 
going to calm James down,” the prince tells me, and then jogs over to where the stables are. 
I reach into my pocket and fish out the box Mother gave to me, which I always keep with me 
in case I want to open it. I take a deep breath and remove its lid. Inside, there is a golden 
paper inside rolled up by a blue ribbon.  

The paper says, “My beautiful Ella, my time with you was amazing, but short. I 
never wanted it to end up this way, so I asked Lady Tremaine if she could help Father pay 
the taxes and daily costs. Ella, I understand that she will be mean to you, because she is 
not a sympathetic person. I am terribly sorry for this, but I want you to stand up to her. 
You are the most incredible person I have ever known, one day you will marry a prince 
and live happily ever after. The plague is my enemy, so fight it, Ella. Please stay safe. I love 
you more than you can possibly comprehend! Love, Mother 

  
 I begin to cry from Mother’s words. I wish I had read this as soon as she died. I had 
just been too apprehensive to even open the box. The prince walks up to me looking 
concerned by my tears, so I show him the note. He gives me a long hug, and then we walk 
up the castle steps. When he pushes open the large, double-doors, everyone looks at us. I see 
the whole ball laid out before me, which looks colorless compared to a night with the prince.  

“I have chosen who I shall marry. I present to you, Ella of Windfillow.” The prince 
beams at me after he finishes speaking. Everyone begins a restrained clap for the prince and 
his fiancée. Lady Tremaine and Drizella look as if they were about to explode from this news; 
I guess they figured out who I am.   

The orchestra starts to play beautiful music, which turns out to be Mother’s favorite 
song. We start dancing while everyone is, again, watching us. I have never before been so 
happy dancing, and it quickly feels as if everyone melts from the room. All that exists in the 
castle is the prince and me.  
 

Chapter Seven 
 
~~Three Years Later~~ 
 
The days I spend with the prince, soon-to-be-king, are absolutely magical, but 

something isn’t right. I am not a pretty princess, I’m a dirty maid. For some reason, I wish 
that I still lived with Lady Tremaine, Drizella, and Anastasia. The prince is nice, but he 
doesn’t seem to fit the right way in my life. Father loves to visit the castle, but I feel like he 
enjoys being there more than I do. My urges to steal from the castle get stronger and stronger 
by the day, but I have to fight them off.  

On a warm spring morning, I am walking by the royal vault. Every other day, the vault 
is inspected for lost treasures, so the vault door is wide open while they look inside. How 
would they be able to tell what was missing from the vault when there was so much to be 
stolen? The thief inside me steers my body towards the vulnerable vault, but the princess 
within is immensely disgusted. Peering inside, I can clearly see that thousands of gold pieces 
and jewels are inside. Would it matter if somebody took a couple?  

I am about to step inside when I hear, “Ella, honey, what are you doing?” The prince 
is walking toward me, and my heart begins to beat fast. What would he think? 

“Yes?” 
“Be careful not to set off any traps.” 
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My thief takes control of my mouth, “What traps?” 
“Well, there are armed guards watching the vault constantly. If you step in certain 

places-” 
“What places?” I cut off the prince with eagerness. I really hope that he isn’t 

suspicious. 
“Well,” the prince seems hesitant to answer, “if you step thirty-one centimeters or 

closer to any of the treasures, an alarm is set off. There are also audio sensors that alarm the 
guards if they hear more noise than usual.”  

This will be a tricky job, my inner thief thinks. Stop it, my inner princess replies. You 
can’t hold me back, the thief retorts.  

The prince walks off as I murmur, “I’ll steal from it tomorrow.” 
 

Chapter Eight 
 
After midnight, I dress in a dark nightgown, and move a horse-drawn carriage to the 

back of the castle with some basic supplies in it. “‘There are armed guards watching the vault 
consistently,’” I mimic my husband. When looking around the corner to the vault, I see three 
guards walking in front of it. Thankfully, I was able to take a combat staff from a guard’s 
bedroom, in order to fight them off. A couple of hits in the stomach, and the guards are lying 
on the floor in pain. Hastily, I drag them into an empty room and stuff them in it. “That was 
easier than I expected,” I whisper. “The castle really needs to train the guards better.” Trying 
to remember the vault code I’d procured earlier in the day is tricky, but eventually I figure it 
out.  

Mounds of sparkling jewels and towers of geodes six feet high shine from the 
hallway’s light. There are also enough gold bars in the vault to buy another castle, and 
jeweled crowns for half of the ladies in Windfillow. I take a large sack out of my pocket and 
start filling it up with all of the riches I can get my hands on. It is really difficult to not let 
anything fall into the thirty-one centimeter range from the treasures; some of the items I am 
stealing almost fall into that area. By far the hardest thing to do is not let my bag jingle too 
much, or else the alarm might go off. 

After a few minutes of looting, I hear guards taking a late-night stroll through the 
castle. What if they see me? I make a split-second decision to close the vault door, which is 
not very smart. What if the door gets stuck? What if I run out of air? I wait a good five 
minutes, and then hurriedly open the door; it takes all of my strength to get it wide enough 
to squeeze my way out.  

Once the door is wide open I hear the prince saying, “Ella? Ella?” He must have 
noticed that I am not in our room. Oh, great! For a moment I stop to listen to him, and I 
detect other people heading towards the vault. Those guards passing by must have alerted 
some servants that no other people were protecting the vault. Getting away from the castle 
will be easy, but getting out will be very tricky. Unfortunately, in my dark nightgown I am 
very noticeable by the white walls. I can hear the prince heading towards me from one 
hallway leading towards the vault, and the group of people looking for the guards from the 
other hallway. I’m trapped! Thankfully, there is a secret stairway in the closet that the guards 
are stuffed in, just in case somebody needs to quickly exit the castle.  

After moving the guards hastily out of the closet, I can get up the stairs. However, 
getting up the stairs with fifty pounds of treasures on my back is another story. Lugging my 
stuff down to the bottom story of the castle takes ten minutes from all of the pausing and 
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walking. Since most of the people in the castle are in bed or upstairs, nobody sees me while 
I nonchalantly walk to my carriage.  Leaving the prince forever is not easy, since he is my 
husband and I love him. I could, of course, never show my face again in England since the 
cops will be after me. Yet, it seems worth it to leave everything behind. Father will 
understand, he knows that I don’t mean to hurt him in any way. Mother would understand 
too, she always said to be who I am, and she never said that I have to be good.  

I rapidly secure my bag of treasures in my carriage, along with a bag I had hidden in 
the carriage with extra clothes and food. This is it. You can never go back. Are you sure that 
you want to do this?  

“Yes!” I exclaim. I ride off into the sunset while guards chase after me. But their 
horses are no match for the mustangs guiding my carriage! The stunning castle and the gems 
inside of my carriage glitter with the morning sun. My heart beats fast and a rush of 
adrenaline kicks in. Who wants to be a princess when you can be a thief? 
 

And She Lived Happily Ever After!  
The End 
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Soft Pretzels 
Paige G. 

 
         I will never forget the first time I baked 
delicious soft pretzels. It didn’t go exactly as 
planned, but it was still fun. I learned a lot about 
how pretzels were made. One thing I learned 
was how to make yeast rise. The first packet of 
yeast I attempted to work with did not go so 
well. I made the water too warm, and this killed 
the yeast (yeast is a eukaryotic fungus because 
yeast is a living organism if the water is to warm 
the yeast will get boiled alive). My dad helped 
me with the next packet of yeast. This time the 
yeast did rise. I was proud of myself because I 
hadn’t done a lot of baking before, but more 
issues arose before I successfully baked my first 
delicious pretzel. The next thing that didn’t go 
so well was I forgot to add oil into the dough. 
The dough looked the same but was sticking to 
everything. I solved the problem by kneading in 
the oil. After waiting an hour, I was so excited to 

see that the dough had risen. The dough had a sticky texture and wouldn’t cut easily. I 
had to rip the dough apart and make it more even.  

My mom helped me roll the dough into ropes. She’s really good at it. Then she 
taught me how to make the famous pretzel shape. I made a U shape, and then took the 
tops of the U and crossed them down to the bottom. Next, you attach them to the bottom 
of the U shape. My sister came in and helped make the ropes into pretzels. My sister and 

I put the pretzels into the oven. We took the pretzels 
out of the oven and they smelled so good and looked 
golden brown. All of my family, including my dog 
was excited and eager to try the pretzels that we had 
worked so hard to make. This memory is special to 
me because all of my family helped. 
     When I eat a soft pretzel, it tastes so delicious and 
brings back many fond memories. One of my 
favorite memories is my first flight. Before my 
family and I boarded the plane, I saw an ad for 
airplane safety. It showed all the things that could 
go wrong on a plane, like motor failure. I was so 

scared that I didn’t want to fly on the plane anymore. My mom promised to buy me a soft 
pretzel when we got off the plane, I had never tried one and I love to try new foods. I 
couldn’t wait to land and get a delicious pretzel.   Another time we get soft pretzels is when 
my grandparents visit, and we go to a D-Backs game. At the game we will get soft pretzels 
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at the bottom of the 5th inning. Then we eat them for the rest of the game. We probably 
buy around 20 dollars- worth of pretzels at every game.  
      Pretzels are a blank canvas that you can top with almost anything. There are so many 
things that you can do to change the taste of the pretzel. Many things have been put on 
pretzels. People have gotten very creative with what they use to top their soft pretzels.  
There are many toppings and different ways to make soft pretzels. Some methods involve 
cooking the pretzel twice. I have tried many different ways of making them. I have also 
tried to make gluten-free pretzels for my mom. They did not go so well.  It was like eating 
a rock. This happened because I modified a recipe instead of finding a recipe that was 
supposed to be gluten-free. All the modifications happen because every country puts their 
own spin on the original recipe. The pretzel recipe has also changed over generations to 
make it easier. When pretzels were made in America, butter and salt were added to the 
recipe.  
       The soft, delectable pretzel has many stories of how and who first made it. One story 
is Muslims would take bread scraps and fold them into a shape that looks like someone 
with hands in prayer position.  They were given to children as a reward for learning their 
prayers. The first record of pretzels was found in a German bakery. Some people who 
believe the story above think that Germans trapped Muslims in a bakery and forced them 
to make pretzels, and then took the credit for making them first.  
       Soft pretzels are some of my favorite foods. There delicious, and have changed over 
many years. I have amazing memories about eating them, and making them. I hope with 
this recipe you can have some too.   
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Soft Pretzel Recipe 

Makes about 12 pretzels 
 

4 teaspoons active dry yeast    1 teaspoon white sugar 

1 1/4 cups warm water (110 degrees F/45 degrees C) 5 cups all-purpose flour 

1/2 cup white sugar      1 1/2 teaspoons salt 

1 tablespoon vegetable oil     1/2 cup baking soda 
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4 cups hot water      1/4 cup kosher salt, for top 

 

Directions 
 

1. In a small bowl, dissolve yeast and 1 teaspoon sugar in 1 1/4 cup warm water. Let 

sit for 10 minutes. You will know it’s done when a foamy top has formed. 

2. In a large bowl, mix together flour, 1/2 cup sugar, and salt. Make a hole in the 

middle of the mixture. Add the oil and yeast mixture. Mix and form into a dough. 

If the mixture is dry, add one to two more tablespoons of water. Knead the dough 

until combined. This will take around 7 to 8 minutes. Oil the surface of a large 

bowl, place the dough in the bowl, and roll around to coat with oil. Cover with 

plastic wrap and let rise in a warm place (like to microwave but don’t turn it on) 

for about one hour. The dough should be doubled in size. If you want, add a line of 

tape so you know how much the dough has risen.  

3. Preheat oven to 450 degrees F (230 degrees C). Grease 2 baking sheets. 

4. In a large bowl, dissolve baking soda in 4 cups hot water; set aside to dissolve.  

5. When the dough has risen, turn dough out onto a lightly floured surface and cut 

into 12 equal pieces. Roll each piece into a rope and twist into a pretzel shape (make 

them thin so the middle isn’t raw in the center after baking). Make a U in the 

pretzel dough then take the ends and twist and bring to the center to make a pretzel 

shape. Once all of the dough is shaped, dip each pretzel into the baking soda-hot 

water solution and place pretzels on baking sheets. Sprinkle with kosher salt. Try 

to let most of the baking soda mixture drip off and rearrange the pretzels into the 

right shape.   

6. Bake in preheated oven and bake until golden brown, around 8 minutes depending 

on how large the pretzels are. 

 Note: you can alter the size of the pretzel.12 

  

                                                
12 Pretzel Recipe http://allrecipes.com/recipe/24272/buttery-soft-
pretzels/?internalSource=hub%20recipe&referringContentType=search%20results&clickI
d=cardslot%203     

http://allrecipes.com/recipe/24272/buttery-soft-pretzels/?internalSource=hub%20recipe&referringContentType=search%20results&clickId=cardslot%203
http://allrecipes.com/recipe/24272/buttery-soft-pretzels/?internalSource=hub%20recipe&referringContentType=search%20results&clickId=cardslot%203
http://allrecipes.com/recipe/24272/buttery-soft-pretzels/?internalSource=hub%20recipe&referringContentType=search%20results&clickId=cardslot%203
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Summer With a Winged Pig 
Hannah W. 

 
One summer morning, Abby started her day galloping with her horse, Juliet, 

through the cornfields of her farm. She’d been looking for a white, fluffy, plump lamb for 
what seemed like forever. The little thing had wandered off and gotten lost while she 
shepherded the herd back into their pen. Abby’s horse strained against the gusty winds, 
making great strides across the fields. She pushed her hard, because she knew her mother 
would be upset if she lost her precious lamb. 

Juliet and Abby fought the winds as they made their way to the end of the fields, 
until they stopped at a halt. She heard a wail come from somewhere near the barn.  As she 
walked towards the barn she heard the whining getting louder and louder. Finally finding 
the lamb near the end of the fields, she picked it up. Then, Abby’s mother called for Abby 
to ask her to run an errand. 

“Abby?” 
“Yes, Mama.” 

“Did you find the lamb?” 

“Yeah, I did, but…I wanted…” 
“Well, alright then. I need you to go get me some flour.” 

“Okay. What are you making? 
“Your favorite!” 

 Abby looked at her mother, feeling confused. Her mother rolled her eyes and 
chuckled. “I’m making cornbread silly!” 
 “Oh, yay! I’ll go get your flour!” 

 “Do you need money?” 

 “No, I got it.” 
They galloped on the dirt road to the city. Abby’s farm was separate from the city, so 

it was going to be a while until they got there. Suddenly, a bush up ahead made a rustle 
large enough to shake you out of your shoes! Juliet stopped short, not wanting to go any 
closer to the rustling bush. Abby jumped off the saddle and stumbled to the bush. She 
looked into it and was amazed by what she had found. A winged pig! This little pig 
squealed, turned, and flipped! When he stopped, he stared at her for and moment made 
some sort of cheesy grin, before it squealed again. Abby rubbed her eyes, uncertain of what 
she witnessed. “It must’ve been imaginary,” she said to herself. She noticed his little wings 
had been punctured, caught on the bushes’ thorns. 

Abby knew she had to do something, but she also knew Mama would be very upset 
if she didn’t get the flour. If she brought this little pig home, it would be a secret no one 
could know because her mama would call the cops. Who knew what they would do to the 
poor little thing!  

All these thoughts darted through her head when suddenly, she heard a galloping 
horse approaching. Abby looked back to see the sheriff making his daily run to Mrs. 
Gallway’s house. Mrs. Gallway was Abby’s only neighbor, and she owned one of the biggest 
farms in Kansas. She was a sweet, petite, and kind lady. Sheriff Joe was probably reporting 
something Mrs. Gallway’s son, Jack, had done. He was a naughty boy and he was always 
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getting into some sort of trouble. Abby didn’t talk to him even though he was around her 
age.  

There she was, all those thoughts running through her head, while the Sheriff was 
getting closer. She had to do something fast. She quickly pushed the bush closed, and 
pretended that she’d had accidentally gotten her skirt caught on the bush. As Sheriff Joe 
came closer, she rattled the bush hoping the pig would be smart enough to silence himself. 
Thankfully, he was. Closer and closer, he drew near, as the sweat on Abby’s forehead 
formulated into larger and larger droplets. He finally strolled towards her. He seemed very 
steely and miserable as he finally stood in front of her. 

“Abby?” he said sternly. 
“Hello, Sheriff,” the young girl said, a bit relaxed, but at the same time strained. 
“What are you doing?”  
“My skirt got stuck and I was about to be on my way,” she said more confidently, 

even though she knew it was a sin to lie.  
“Well, alright then. Go on now and scurry off,” Sheriff Joe said like a father. Abby 

was sure he’d had a crush on her mom for a few years since her father had died. 
“Sure thing Sheriff, I’m on way to the city to get some flour for Mama’s cornbread.” 
“Okay then, I’m on way to see that Gallway boy.” As he started walking away, he 

began muttering some things about Jack. But every once in awhile, Abby would catch him 
looking back at her with his bitter and suspicious eyes. Finally, he disappeared over the 
hill. 
 As he disappeared into the distance, Abby remembered the pig. Opening the bush 
again, she noticed he was staring at her. She grabbed her basket, placing him inside and 
covering him in the thin cotton blanket used for baked goods so they would stay warm. She 
kindly patted Juliet, then Abby hushed the pig in a stern tone. They finally started walking 
to the city for what felt like an eternity. 
 When Abby, Juliet, and the pig entered the city, she went straight to the baker to 
buy some flour. She hurriedly tried to exit the city and was greeted by people advertising 
for their shops. She tried to move through the crowd with Juliet. Pushing, pulling, and 
being squeezed by the shapes and sizes of people, made her feel confined. She finally 
squeezed through the last person on her horse. Although she was on a horse, it was still 
hard to walk with all these people trying to get the fresh baked bread, the luscious fruit, 
and all the new inventions for their shops. As she left the city, she told Juliet to go faster. 
They galloped so fast the poor little pig made weird noises like it was getting sick.  When 
they finally arrived at the house, Abby could hear her mother yelling her name. 

“Abby?” She said in such a strict and high pitched tone, her bones rattled. 
“Mama, I’m home,” she said, hoping her mother wouldn’t scold her for taking so 

long. 
Her mother appeared in front of the barn, as Abby put Juliet in her stable. Mama 

marched up to her, a harsh smile replacing her typical warm smile. “Where have you been, 
Abby?”  

“Sorry, I took a long time. There was a big crowd, and it was hard to leave the city.” 

“I got so worried about you. I was even about to call the sheriff.” She gave Abby a 
big, warm hug. 

“Don’t worry about me Mama. I’m sixteen. I can handle it.” Abby said, still holding 
her mother. 
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Abby’s mother leaned back to peer down at her with tears in her eyes. “You know 
what happened to your father. I don't want the same thing to happen to you.” Abby 
clutched her mama again. 

“It won’t happen again. I promise.” As tears rolled down Abby’s face, she wished to 
be in her dad’s clutches again. 

“Here’s the flour Mama.” Remembering the flour, she grabbed it as she wiped her 
dampened cheek with her hand.  

“You just remember to be careful, alright?” Mama took the flour, going into the 
house to make the cornbread, still wiping the little droplets of water from her face. 

“Alright,” she said, moments after her mother left and still feeling melancholy.  
Abby decided to forget about it. She headed straight back to the basket to find the 

pig exactly where she’d left him. He seemed very hungry, so she grabbed all the food she 
could find from the extra fridge inside the food storage hut, concealed him in the basket, 
and ran into the house rushing upstairs to her room. She remembered the one place she 
could hide him, the attic. Mama knew it was a special place to Abby. She wouldn’t dare go 
up there. Abby tiptoed up to the attic and made a little bed for the pig with old blankets. 
She put the food in her deceased dog’s food bowl.  

She pulled the little stinker out and wrapped him up in the blankets so he’d stay 
warm. As soon as she put him down, he wiggled out of the blankets and went straight to 
the bowl of food. He gobbled it up like her father when eating turkey on Thanksgiving. 
Chuckling to herself, she watched the pig devour up his food and decided it was probably 
best if the little pig had a name. 

“Hmm. What should I call you? I’ve never named a pig before. I know a lot of 
names, but never one for a pig. I could name you Albert, Alfert, Kipper, Kip, Johnny, or 
Ollie. Ollie sounds like a perfect name for a pig. It has been decided, you are Ollie the pig.” 

The pig squealed, but quiet enough for Abby’s mother not to hear. Abby heard 
Mama calling her name. 

“Abby, please get down here!” She yelled. 
“Coming.” As she replied, she stuffed the pig in an old, large, empty crate, putting 

all of his necessities inside. 
“I’ll be back soon, Ollie, but you need to stay quiet so Mama doesn’t hear you.” The 

pig laid down, falling asleep before Abby’s eyes. She walked downstairs. 
“I’m here, Mama.” She walked into the kitchen, when she saw Jack Gallway with his 

bags, she immediately froze. 
“What’s he doing here, Mama?” 
Jack rolled his eyes. “I’m here because my mom sent me here. She is going out of 

town for a whole month!” 

“Did my daughter ask you a question? She asked me a question, so you better treat 
her with respect! You are here because I’m okay with it, but the next time you come you’ll 
be sleeping with the pigs!” That was the first time Abby had ever heard her mom scream. 
Jack stood there silently, as he stared at his toes. 

“Sweetie,” her mom said with a calm voice. “Jack will be staying here for a month 
because his mom is going on a trip to her father’s to help him regain his health.”  

“Where is he staying?” Abby asked in a worried tone, hoping her mother wouldn’t 
say Abby’s room. 

“He’s staying in the third bedroom. I will need you to help him by taking the boxes 
from the third bedroom and putting them into the empty closet at the end of the hallway.” 
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“Alrighty then,” Abby said sarcastically, as she rolled her eyes. She motioned Jack to 
follow her, and they walked through the hallway, up the stairs to the room where Jack 
would be staying.  

“This is your room. Bathroom is to the right. My bedroom is to the left, and my 
mom’s is the last one down the hallway to the right.” 

When she opened the door to the guest bedroom, she could smell dust and she saw 
lots of cobwebs. 

“This is where I’m staying?” Jack said in a disgusted tone. 
“Yup, unless you would like to sleep in the mud outside,” she sassed. “Or I could 

help you clean up this place so you won’t have to sleep with dust, cobwebs, and a bunch of 
boxes. Which do you prefer?” 

“You know what, I’ll stick with you helping me,” he mumbled. 
“Yeah, I thought so.”  
They spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning up the bedroom, making it look nice 

and clean so Jack would be pleased. When they finished, Mama called them down for 
dinner. They both took showers and headed to bed. When everyone else was asleep, Abby 
tiptoed to the attic and brought all the belongings she could possibly need from her room. 
She didn’t want to sleep knowing next door to her room was Jack. She stayed up there for 
the rest of the night, watching the pig, but also making sure he was hidden so Jack 
wouldn’t find him. She slowly drifted off to sleep. 

Abby woke up the next morning to the sound of the roosters. She quickly put on 
some clothes and hid the pig behind a bunch of old boxes. She knew Jack was very curious 
and would probably go looking up in the attic. She opened the attic door and stepped onto 
the cold, wooden floors. She felt as if a gust of cold air swept her house. She closed all the 
windows and set a fire. She made her way to the kitchen and began making breakfast of 
waffles, sausages, bacon, fruit, and eggs. 

The house was silent when she started cooking, except for the sound of the eggs and 
bacon crackle. Abby left two plates for Mama and Jack, and then began her daily chores. 
She cleaned the stables, fed the animals, and swept the porch. After she finished the 
chores, she rode Juliet in the corn fields, galloping and leaping, like a leaf dancing in a gust 
of wind. She was getting tired, so she put Juliet in her stable. She grabbed food for Ollie 
and went up to the attic very quietly. Realizing it was only 7:00 in the morning, she made 
the decision to sleep for as long as possible until she woke up. This was going to be her 
routine every day for a month. She would not be at peace until he left. 
 Two weeks later, after doing her chores, she walked up to the attic door. She 
realized the attic door had been opened. Abby knew for sure she’d closed it tight. But how 
on earth is the door open? She finally barged in.  

“Jack, what are you doing in here?” Abby demanded as she walked into the attic. 
Jack slowly turned around with an evil grin on his face. “I saw the pig.” 

“What do you mean you saw the pig?” 

“I saw the winged pig.” 
“Can you promise me you won’t tell anyone about it? If you do..."  
“I won’t.” Jack cut her off before she could finish. “The few weeks I’ve been here 

have really changed me. So, I won’t tell anyone.”  
“You promise?” Abby asked suspiciously.  
“I promise. I have one question, though.” 
“What’s that?” 
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“You know you can’t keep it forever. Are you ever gonna send him home?” 
“First of all, his name is Ollie. Second of all, I don’t know where he belongs.” 

“Well if he has wings, he clearly belongs up in the sky.” 
“True. But how are we gonna get him up in the sky?” 

“Make him fly. Duh!” 

“Whatever, Jack. We have to discuss this later, but keep this a secret!” As Abby was 
about to open the attic door, Jack stopped her. 

“You know that this pig could be worth a lot of money.” 

“Yeah, but you know that they would do horrible things to him.” 
Abby shut the door, shocked he would suggest selling Ollie. She went to her room, 

only to lock the door and sleep for the remainder of the day. When she woke up, she 
unlocked the door to find the house was as chilly as a winter in Alaska. 

“Geez, it’s so cold!” She longed for her thick fluffy robe. She walked down the long 
hallway to check the thermostat. She found it had been set to fifty degrees fahrenheit. 

“What the heck, Mom?” She turned the air conditioning to its normal state. “Why 
did you turn down the air conditioning?” She walked to the attic, but as she passed Jack’s 
room she decided to check on him to make sure he wasn’t doing anything bad. As she 
peered into the dark room, she noticed no one was in the room. Jack’s bed was neatly 
made, his bags were in the closet, and his family photo was next to the bed. She ran 
straight to the attic. Soon she realized Ollie wasn’t there. She heard a loud rumble, like the 
sound of her father’s old truck. She ran outside so fast, even the horse wouldn’t be able to 
keep up with her. As the truck began to pull out of the driveway, she opened the driver's 
door. Abby saw Jack sitting there. She reached past him and pulled out the key, stopping 
the truck. She yanked Jack out of the vehicle by his ear. 

“What the heck do you think you are doing, Jack?” 
“I was just...grabbing...the...you know…”  
“You are taking the pig, aren’t ya?” 
“Well...no. I mean...yes. But….” 

“How could you? I trusted you!” 

“I wanted the money. I’m so sorry.” He certainly looked the part. 
“Give me the pig and leave me alone. I will do this without you!” She grabbed the 

pig from the side of the truck and walked away, leaving Jack alone in the darkness. 
Abby grabbed enough food for Ollie from the fridge, but as she grabbed the food, 

she noticed his punctured wing was healed. She ran outside, hoping her idea would work. 
She climbed onto the top of the barn, trying not to stumble off the wooden boards. She 
made a foothold in a large opening. She prayed Ollie would fly as she gave him enough 
force to push off the wooden barn. She closed her eyes, scared to see what would happen. 
Only to find the pig already flying. “Ollie, go on now! Fly!” 

He flew and flew until he disappeared into the dark, jeweled night sky. Abby sat on 
the roof of the wooden barn for a while gazing at the sky. She never realized how beautiful 
the stars were. Abby wished she could be a star, like a dancing fairy in the night sky. She 
climbed off of the barn when she grew tired and walked slowly to the house, until she 
couldn’t hold herself up anymore and fell to the cold, hard ground. She felt her eyes closing 
slowly and her head fall onto her soft jeans. Two hands, with the warmth of an oven, 
picked her up and walked her to her bed. 
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The next morning was very different for Abby. Mama was around doing her usual 
work. Jack kept to himself for most of the day, until Abby decided it would be best to talk 
to him.  

“Jack?” Abby said quietly. 
“What do you want, Abby?”  
“I want to apologize. I’m sorry. Were you the one who caught me when I was too 

tired to carry myself?”  
“Yeah, that was me. It was really brave of you to help Ollie get home by climbing on 

top of the barn.” 
“It was the least I could do. I knew he probably had his own family to get home to.” 

“Hey, Abby, I’m sorry for being rude and mean to you in the past. I realize now I 
was wrong. I…I actually have feelings for you. Abby, will you be my girlfriend?” 

“You have feelings for me? You sure have a funny way of showing it. Apology may be 
accepted, but you gotta give me time to let this all sink in, you know?” 

“How long is this gonna take? I can’t wait any longer.” 

“You just sprung this on me. You were so mean to me before, but now you like me? 
Jack, I may like you, too, but this is all too sudden.” 

“Oh, okay. I guess I...understand.” 

“Jack? Why were you mean to me before?” 
 “I guess because I liked you, I was too scared you were going to think I was too soft 
or something. So, I always stood my ground. I always wanted to get your attention. I 
thought by acting up, you would notice me.” 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Okay, Jack. I guess I’ll give you a chance.”  
They ran through the cornfields, told each other stories, and laughed at each other 

in the barn. This was a summer that wouldn’t be forgotten by Abby or Jack. Through hard 
times and good times, they would certainly remember the winged pig for the rest of their 
lives. 
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Life of A Backpack  

Kinan R. 

 
I laid on the cold, dirty floor surrounded by dirty snow. The air was cold and muggy. 

I looked up because I saw a bright red beanie, and that was when a little boy found me. With 
me in his hand, he ran all the way to his home. He walked into his house, passed the stove, 
passed the T.V., and stopped by the couch where his mother was sitting. He handed me to 
her and said, “Look what I found!”  

She asked, “Where did you find this backpack, because I never bought you this one I 
bought a red one?” 

The little boy replied, “I found it by the big old factory next to the railroad.” 
Her eyes opened wide. She asked, “Are you lying to me Benjamin Smith? Because 

there is no way that a brand-new backpack like this would just be laying there next to the 
old factory.” 

“Mom, I promise I didn’t steal the backpack I found it next to the old factory.” 
His mother said, “Ok you better not be lying to me.” and handed me back to the boy. 

The boy took me to his room and talked to me as if he thought I could talk. He told me things 
like his name was Ben and that he was eight years and three quarters. He also had mentioned 
he didn’t have any friends at school except for one, and his name was James.  

His mom came in and asked, “Who are you talking to?” 
Ben stood there with a blank face. “I am talking to Ricardo, or Ricky for short.” 
“Who is Ricardo?” 
“Ricardo is what I named my new backpack.” 
“Okay. Sweetie it’s time for bed.” 
Ben whined, “But I don’t want to go to bed. It’s only 8 o'clock.” 
“Ben, sweetie, you and I both know you have school tomorrow and that you have to 

go to bed.” 
So, he put me on the side of his bed and went to sleep. When he woke up, he was the 

most excited kid I’d ever seen in my whole life. He told me he was excited to show all of the 
kids at school me his new backpack. He got dressed super quickly and then rushed to the 
kitchen with me on his shoulder. 

 His mom said, “Wow! I didn’t even have to call you down today.” 
When he arrived at school, he was the happiest boy in the world.  Before school began, 

he showed me off to all of the kids at his school, and they were so amazed by all of my colors. 
They mentioned my bright blue and green stripes on a white background. They were also 
impressed by my ability to carry so many books and classroom supplies. They loved me, his 
new backpack. Kids actually noticed him and talked to him!  

The school bell rang. Ben and his classmates entered the classroom and sat down. 
They began their morning work, and Ben finished early. He started talking to James, his best 
friend who also sat next to him  

The teacher got up in front of her class and said, “Does anybody know the answer to 
the first question 7x10?” 

Ben quickly raised his hand for the question and said, “The answer to 7x10 is 70.” 
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 I saw the teacher's eyes opened wide and looked surprised when Ben raised his hand 
and answered the question. “Thank you, Ben. Now, everybody it’s time for your spelling test. 
Put everything away.” 

When Ben received his test, he smiled, looking very confident and excited.  
The teacher said, “Okay everybody, spell the word ‘never,’ as in ‘I will never eat pizza 

with pineapple.’” 
Ben sounded out every single letter in a quiet whisper. At the end of the test he gave 

his paper to the teacher.  
She went over it quickly because Ben was the first person done, and said, “Can 

everybody give Ben a round of applause because he got a hundred percent on the spelling 
test?” 

Ben looked very happy and proud that he was the first person done and got a hundred 
percent on his test. He had a smile on his face and was sitting up straight. 

The school day went on, and lunch and recess passed. The end of the school day bell 
rang. Everybody packed up. When everybody was done packing the teacher announced, 
“Everybody, don’t forget to tell your parents about the parent teacher conference this 
afternoon.”  

Ben stayed at school at the After-School program while his mother went to the 
parent/teacher conference. After, she picked him up and drove home. She walked in the 
house after Ben and said, “How come you never told me you were doing so well in school?”  

He blushed and stuttered as he answered. “I didn’t want to tell you because I knew 
you were going to make a big deal about it.” 

“Ben, I make a big deal about it because this is very important. It’s very good to start 
doing good in school as a kid because it will affect you when you are older.” 

 She cooked him his favorite meal, lasagna because she was so happy. After dinner he 
climbed into bed and told me stories about his best friend, James, and how his dad would 
go to space and bring him back some dried ice cream to eat or share with his friends. He also 
told me stuff like, a girl named Julie said she liked him that day. He said that it was weird 
that Julie liked him, because she is mean and rude. Overall, they were all happy stories. 

Although all these great things had been happening in Ben’s life, I once overheard his 
mom talking to her friends about how she thought it was unhealthy for Ben to be best friends 
with me, a backpack. So, one day I saw his mom sneak over to me trying not to wake Ben up. 
She grabbed me and put me in a cabinet that Ben wouldn't be able to reach. I was so sad that 
she did something like this, but when she was talking to her friend, I could see her point and 
she kind of convinced me that this was better for Ben.  

  The night had passed and when it was morning that day I didn’t know what was 
going on. Even today, I don't really know what happened, but all I could hear was little Ben 
complaining and crying about not having me by the side of his bed. I heard his mom telling 
him to just take his red backpack instead. So, he went to school with the little red backpack. 
When school ended that day, I heard Ben running into his room, crying.  

I didn't know what was going on, but I heard his mom talking on the phone that day 
to one of her friends that it was going to be a tough transition for Ben because he’d became 
very attached to me and he’d always had me by his side. His mom walked in and tried to 
comfort Ben. I heard him saying “Where's my backpack?” 

“Your backpack is in a safe spot because I think you shouldn’t get so attached to 
materials.” 

 Ben went another day without his best friend, me.  
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 Later that day, the phone rang again, and someone answered. His mom said, “It 
might be okay for a child to have an object as a best friend because he is still a little boy, and 
sometimes it’s not because kids have no friends at school, but it’s their strong imagination. 
That’s what makes an object a child's best friend.”  

So then after all of their conversation. It seems whoever she spoke to agreed with her, 
about Ben so she grabbed me and put me back in the spot where Ben had always kept me. 
When Ben got back from school that day, he was so happy to see me next to his bed. When I 
looked at him that day, his eyes were so big I thought his head was going to pop. Ben put me 
back into my spot, and went to bed without any problems.  

As the years passed, I continued to be Ben’s backpack. Ben continued to grow and 
eventually moved on to middle school. Even though he was in middle school, he still 
continued to be my friend and use me, but once he hit eighth grade, he wanted a new 
backpack. He didn’t want to use me anymore. I was old and not as colorful as I used to be.  

 I used to be whiter than white out. I had bright blue and green stripes. They were as 
bright as the blue sky and as green as the trees in Boston. I had the most beautiful color 
combination. I could also carry more books than any other backpack, but as we know 
everything gets old. So, I became a tan instead of a white backpack with faded green and 
blue stripes. I also wasn't able to carry that many books because I am a kid’s backpack. Ben 
put me back in the corner and got a new backpack. To this day, I sit there in the corner, 
building up a pile of dust bigger than the entire east coast on my head, waiting for another 
kid like Ben to come and find me. 
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 Firestorm 
 Vianaye T. 

 
 Staring down, looking over the city, Katy Davis couldn’t help but laugh. Sure, Newite 
City was an absolute dump to live in, but from this high up, it looked just fine. In fact, one 
might feel like vacationing there. But Katy knew that after one quick look, you’d wish to 
never have set foot there. 

Katy had come across this town in a strange way. She, her brother, and her sister had 
been flying to Nomi City when an emergency landing had to be made. Instead, they had 
landed in this town, and flights out of there were reserved for billionaires. So, here they 
stayed, never leaving this drunken slop-of-a-town. 

When they had first come, all three siblings tried to get jobs. However, this town was 
picky, and you had to be over eighteen to get a job. Sure, Katy looked the part, with her bright 
young eyes and strong body. However, she was still underage, so Katy remained up on the 
city.  

From atop the museum, she could see over the whole city. This was where she spent 
most her days. This way she didn’t have to see the dump she lived in. As her watch ticked 
six, she sighed, then jumped down from the sign onto the roof of the museum. From there, 
she climbed down the ladder on the side of the building and hopped the last few feet down.  

While walking back home, she kept her head low to avoid getting unwanted attention. 
Newite City wasn’t the safest place to be at night. As she turned the final corner before her 
house, Katy gasped as she felt someone jump onto her.   

With quick reflexes, she elbowed her attacker in the gut, then punched him in the 
nose before taking a few steps back. With a moan of pain, the intruder stepped into the light, 
revealing her sister, Rose. 

Alarmed, Katy hurried toward her sister, and helped her up. As Rose groaned, Katy 
heard chuckling behind them. Turning, she saw her brother stepping out of the house 
laughing. 

“I told you not to sneak up on her,” he said to Rose, although he didn’t look entirely 
dismayed. 

“Very funny, Rob,” she said through gritted teeth. 
“Sorry,” said Katy, now chuckling herself. 
“Oh, hardy har har,” Rose said. “Let’s all laugh at the girl who got punched in the 

face.” 
As they entered the house, Katy took a look around their humble abode. Though it 

was only a rental, the townhome had grown on her. A simple table and three chairs sat 
waiting for someone to sit and use them.   small kitchen at the back. Rose and Katy sat down, 
and watched as Rob reached inside one of the few cabinets. He turned to face them, a tray 
resting on the palms of his hands. 

Rob cleared his throat, he put on a cheesy announcer voice and said, “And now, for 
your main attraction, the all-you-can-eater, a masterpiece in the making, Meatloaf!” 

Laughing, Katy clapped and pushed her plate closer to the delicious smelling food. 
Rob gave her a piece and they all sat down to eat. 
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Dinner was a silent meal. Although they’d had full days with lots to do, it was all the 
same junk as the day before. And after a little bit, you get tired of hearing, “I served a 
customer.” 

After they finished enjoying their meal, they climbed up the stairs to bed. Waving 
goodnight to Rob, Katy and Rose went into their shared room. It was cramped with two beds 
and a wardrobe, but they made it work. A few posters that belonged to Katy hung next to the 
window. They mostly contained cheesy puns and inspirational quotes. The rest of the room 
was plastered in pictures of Rose’s favorite band and pictures of dogs. Many of these dogs 
she had painted herself, and they looked very lifelike. The wardrobe had been plain, but Rose 
had painted a mural of a rose over the entire dresser. Katy did a roll over Rose’s bed into her 
own, and with a kick, her blankets hung in the air. Sliding under, her blankets landed 
perfectly on top of her, and she drifted off to sleep. 

It seemed only minutes later that she was practically rolling her off her bed. 
“Katy, get up! Get up! There’s something out there!” the voice of Rose said. Opening 

her eyes, Katy saw a dismayed Rose sitting next to her. The look of panic in her eyes seemed 
to wake Katy just a bit. Moaning, she dragged herself to a sitting position. 

“What?” she said, still half asleep. 
“Something passed by my window, it was really creepy and seemed to be carrying a 

weapon!”  
Katy, suppressing a comment about being awakened for no reason, simply mumbled, 

“Why are you even up?” 
“Well... I may have been setting up a prank to scare you.” she said rather quickly. Rose 

also seemed to scoot back a few inches, farther from Katy and closer to the door. “I’m sorry, 
just please go check on what’s out there.” 

“Ugh,” Katy groaned, but she knew her hands were tied. If she didn’t have a look, it 
would be a sleepless night. Rose would make sure of that. Slipping into her slippers, she 
headed downstairs. 

“Hello,” she called outside. “Anyone hanging out in the alley?” 
No answer. 
Walking down the steps, she headed down the alley, flashlight in hand. Shining the 

light, she couldn’t see anything besides garbage and junk in the alley. Taking another step 
forward, she fell.    

Katy was too petrified to scream, and there was no way out. Falling in what seemed 
to be an abyss, Katy felt the wind flow around her in all directions.  Shivering, wishing she 
were wearing something more than a t-shirt and shorts, she looked around for something to 
grab onto. There was nothing around but two-foot wide pipes; way too big to grab ahold of.   

As she fell, she noticed a dangling wire in front of her. She grabbed ahold and looked 
around. She seemed to be in the sewer. The wire she clung to seemed to stretch under her 
weight, inching her a little closer to whatever lay beneath. Trying to move, she heard a crack, 
a snap, and the wire broke. She fell once more, straight into the water below. It was not too 
deep, but Katy wasn’t exactly thrilled to be soaked in what she could only assume to be 
sewage and waste. She kept herself floating above the surface of the water. To her left was a 
short ledge, which she swam toward. Looking up, she saw the wire she’d hung onto, now 
sparking. As it swung, a tiny spark jumped off the wire and landed on a stack of thin papers 
on the ledge Katy had been heading toward.   

The fire spread, catching object after object, never coming to an end. It engulfed the 
circular walls, creating an oven of intense heat. Katy circled around, looking for some way 
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out. A ladder to climb up, perhaps. Flames crept toward Katy, and there seemed nowhere to 
go. Just as the flame licked her skin, Katy saw a bright green exit sign, not twenty yards away. 
She swam furiously toward this sign, hoping for salvation. As the sign seemed but a few feet 
away, Katy reached forward, trying to grasp a handle. The metal burned her skin, sending 
pain shooting throughout her body. Too fatigued to try anything else, she nearly collapsed 
into the sewage right there. The water pushed the flames toward her, and it seemed the she 
had no choice but to submerge herself completely. Water bubbled and boiled around her, 
scorching her skin, and she opened her mouth to scream. No sound came out, but water 
rushed in, taking away any air she had left. Water rushed over her head, and with her last 
seconds, she tried to swim up for air. The fire stung on her hand and the pain zoomed 
through her arm just before her brain lost consciousness. 

Hours later, she woke up to the sound of rolling wheels and beeping noises. Her eyes 
fluttered open to reveal bright lights and white walls. Looking down, she noticed an IV 
attached to her arm, and concluded she must be in a hospital.  Trying to remember what 
happened, her head ached so painfully, she screamed. A nurse came over and checked her 
IV. 

“Well, it’s good to have you awake, dear,” the young nurse said. 
Rubbing her eyes, Katy asked, “Why am I here?” 

“Well, I don’t know much dear, but they found you in the sewer after a fire. You looked 
awful when they brought you in.” 

Groaning, Katy managed to sit herself up. Her head throbbed a bit, but the pain was 
manageable. She scanned the room. It was plain, with a small TV in the front and a table 
near the window. A pull-out couch was near the table, and on it there were a few pillows and 
a folded-up blanket. Smiling, she knew her siblings had paid a visit. 

Katy was discharged later that afternoon, after they wrapped up her burned hand and 
gave her some medicine. The hand was still sore from the door handle, but she felt good 
going home. When she went through the door, the house looked pretty normal. It was a little 
messier than usual, but it just made the place feel more homey.  

That afternoon, Katy didn’t do much. She tried to make dinner for them, but when 
she almost burned herself, she gave up.  Instead, Katy decided to paint a giant mural on 
some cardboard that was sitting around the house. She went into Rose’s chest of arts, 
grabbed as many paints as she could, and started painting. When she finished, she hung it 
on the wall and waited for her siblings’ reactions.  

Hours later, Katy was pleased to hear Rose and Rob coming up the steps. 
Remembering the pranks they would pull on each other when they were kids, Katy hid under 
the sink in a cabinet. She and Rose would always hide from Rob, then jump out and scare 
him when he least expected it. Smiling, she listened closely. 

“What is that monstrosity?” yelled Rose. 
“Looks like Katy’s home,” Rob chuckled.  
“Whatever, just get started on something to eat, will you?” 
Katy heard footsteps getting louder, then stop in front of the cabinet where she hid. 

This was her moment. The second the cabinet door opened, Katy threw herself out and 
pounced on her brother. He was on the ground, pushing her away as you would a big dog. 
Playing along, Katy let out a “woof!” 

In the doorway, Katy could see Rose wiping away tears of laughter. Looking down, 
she saw that there was also a smile on Rob’s face. 
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“Down, Fido, down!” he said, giggling the entire time. Standing up, Katy hugged her 
brother and sister. It was good to be with them again. 

Until the next morning. Katy woke up, sleep deprived from Rose’s snoring. Turning 
to her sister, she said, “Shut off the foghorn next time, won’tcha?” 

When Rose didn’t respond, Katy attempted to kick her, but she missed as Rose rolled 
away from her. Heading downstairs, Katy hoped something good was for breakfast. She had 
no such luck downstairs. 

Katy entered the kitchen to find Rob throwing a pancake at her, fresh from the stove. 
However, the pancake was clearly not cooked, and batter coated Katy’s face. Wiping the 
mixture off her eyes, Katy got a look at the chaos. Rob was in the middle of the room, 
balancing two frying pans and a mixing bowl in his hands. Before Katy could do anything, 
Rob dropped everything to the floor. The sound was deafening. Katy covered her ears, and 
still the noise rattled her bones. 

Seconds later, Rose was downstairs. 
“What is wrong with you?” she screamed. 
Her fury was contagious. 
“What’s wrong with me?” Rob said. “What about you, sleeping in and leaving us to do 

everything?” 
The bickering continued, with Katy in the middle of it. She was so angry, she felt like 

her body was on fire. Abruptly, the bickering stopped. Both of her siblings were looking at 
her, fearful. Looking down, she saw she had fire on her hands. 

Screaming, Katy pointed one hand at the other, thinking about water spraying out of 
one of them. Then, water did shoot out, putting out the flame on the other hand. Katy 
dropped to the floor and crab-walked from the spot, trying to get away from herself. Katy 
looked around the room and saw scorch marks on the floor. Her siblings were huddled in a 
corner, on the opposite end of the room. Scared of what just happened and what she could 
do, Katy curled up in a ball. Katy wouldn’t move. She was too scared that she would spew 
fire again and endanger Rob and Rose. For hours, Katy did nothing but sit there, avoiding 
eye contact with Rose and Rob. Eventually, after hunger got the best of her, she hurried out 
of the house. 

Feeling the cool, crisp air was a relief to Katy. She stopped and took a deep breath, 
enjoying the morning scent. Strangers hustled by, carrying bags and coats. Taking a step 
forward, Katy’s mood improved. 

Walking down the streets, she looked around. There were merchants, children, 
mothers, and restaurants. Katy could see the grills aflame, and abruptly she felt lit up inside. 
Scared of what would happen if she lingered, Katy quickly ran down the street to her safe 
place. 

Staring down, looking over the city, Katy Davis couldn’t help but cry. She had this 
new thing inside her and she couldn’t get it out. She could harm anyone at any time, without 
warning. Next time, she might burn down the entire city or hurt Rose and Rob. A battle 
waged inside her as she struggled with her mood. One moment she was inflamed, the next 
she was a cool river. Katy tried to keep the strangeness inside.  

Katy hurried away to the city dump when she felt she couldn’t control it any longer. 
Pointing her hands at the ground, where it was clear, Katy continued to vent, letting the 
elements do their thing. After six hours of ranting and sobbing, of screaming and tears, Katy 
had finally worn herself out. Exhausted, she turned and collapsed into a black chair behind 
her. 
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Wait a second, Katy thought. Where did this chair come from? There was no chair 
here before, and this is actually pretty hard. Katy stood up, and examined the chair more 
closely. It was coarse and rough, with jagged edges. It was completely black like coal. The 
material was hot to the touch, like lava had been stored inside. Katy quickly pulled away, as 
not to burn herself. Perplexed and curious, she inched a little closer. She pawed at the chair, 
then pressed her hand to the surface. The chair was now cool to the touch, seconds after it 
had been fiery. She decided she must learn more about where she had fallen and explored. 

Katy was deep in the dump now, surrounded in a circle of trash. She glared at her 
hand and pointed it at the ground. As she closed her eyes, she said, “Fire!” 

Nothing happened. 
She tried again, this time louder. 
“Fire!” 
A piece of trash moved. 
“Fire!” She shouted, desperate for it to work. “Fire!” she screamed once more, this 

time tears of frustration rolling down her cheeks. 
Falling to her knees, she continued, “Fire, fire,” holding her hand out, until all she 

could do was continue to cry. 
In disbelief, she felt as if she had just lost a loved one. There was nothing she could 

do to help it, for she didn’t know how. All of a sudden, she had these powers, and then they 
were abruptly taken away. 

Suddenly, she was surrounded by more water than her tears produced. Looking 
down, she saw water spewing from her hands. 

She stopped crying and they stopped watering as well. 
“Oh, you’re kidding me!” Katy screamed, filled with rage. “Why did you stop, you 

filthy excuse for hands!” 
Coming to her senses, she found she’d burned a hole in the sidewalk.   
Confused, she stared at her hands, wondering why they were working now. 
“I’m mad.” 
Fire. 
“I’m sad.” 
Water. 
“Now I’m happy!” 
Nothing. 
Walking home, she exuded confidence as she practiced spewing fire and water from 

her hands. As she arrived home, Rose and Rob ran out toward her. 
“Where have you been?” Rose screamed. “We were worried sick about you, and you 

didn’t leave so much as a note! You could’ve been hurt for all we knew!” 
“Geez, okay, mom! Sorry,” Katy said. “But it’s not like I can’t defend myself. I mean, 

check this out!” 
Fire emerged from Katy’s hands, quickly replaced by water. Smiling up at her siblings, 

Katy saw those same dubious looks as before. 
“Look, it’s not like I can’t control it, okay? Now, what’s for dinner? I haven’t eaten in 

days.” 
Rose gave Katy a look, said nothing, and then led her inside. She walked, keeping her 

eyes on Katy the whole time, never removing her glance. Turning toward her brother, Katy 
saw Rob doing the same. 

“Really?” Katy screamed before storming up to her room. 
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Slamming the door behind her, she threw herself on the bed, half angry, half sad. She 
could feel water boiling up inside her, as her emotions fought for which would emerge. She 
couldn’t even have emotions now. Her family, the one thing she cared more about than 
anything, were too afraid to even leave her alone. Just because she had these stupid powers. 

Wait, how did I get these powers? I mean, I’ve only had them recently, it’s not like 
they're an everyday occurrence. I mean, they only showed up after I left the hospital. That’s 
it! I need to remember what sent me to that hospital! Think, brain, think! 

Concentrating hard, Katy tried to recall what had happened. Just as memories 
resurfaced, the most painful headache erupted. It felt as if her skull was ripped in two, and 
she fell down, mind numb from the pain. 

When Katy awoke, she felt something rubbing against her forehead. Opening her 
eyes, she saw Rose sitting next to her, damp cloth in hand. 

“How you feeling, Katy?” 
Katy tried to sit up, to get a grasp on what was going on, but Rose pushed her back 

down. 
“Shh, stay down. You need your rest. I’ll go tell Rob you’re awake.” 
Laying down, Katy couldn’t believe it. Just a few hours ago, they wouldn’t go within 

a foot of her. Now, here they were, nursing her back to health. It made no sense! 
But hey, you can only stay angry at someone for so long. Katy thought back to when 

they were kids, and she had gotten in a fight with Rob. After him being mean to her, she 
shouted at him, “I’m never talking to you again!” Rob simply laughed and went back to his 
game. 

Hours later, Katy still had not said one word to Rob. But, an hour before they went to 
bed, Rob came up to Katy.   

“Hey, I built a fort. Care to join me?” 
They ended up playing late into the night, and their parents had to tell them 3 times 

to go to bed. They ended up talking for a while, and when their mom came in and said she 
didn’t want to hear another peep, Rob went, “peep.” They laughed for hours, and when they 
gradually fell asleep, they were content and happy. 

Looking up, Katy realized how much she missed those days. It seemed like forever 
since the last time they were able to just have fun. It was strange, how their lives seemed to 
have changed so quickly. One minute, they were on a plane, flying for vacation. The next 
moment, she was here, and had superpowers. 

Almost like a superhero. 
Wait a second. I could be a superhero. I mean, I already have the abilities, and the 

costume should be easy enough. Of course, villains won’t be too hard to find around here. 
I could actually do this! But wait. I don’t want to kill anyone. And the only powers I have 
are to burn people or to soak them. I mean, it’s not like they do anything together. 

Eyes almost popping out of her skull, Katy rushed downstairs, screaming, “Rob!” 
Her siblings were instantly in front of her. 
“What’s wrong?” Rose asked. 
“Nothing. Just tell me what happens when you mix fire and water.” 
“What?” a confused Rob asked. 
“I want to become a superhero, so tell me what happens when you mix fire and water. 

It becomes some weird hard black stuff, right?” 
“Whoa, whoa, whoa, slow down Katy,” Rob urged. “You want to become a superhero? 

Why? How?” 
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“Well, first of all, I have these powers now. I somewhat know how to control them, 
and this city is absolutely filled with crime. If I can help, I want to. As for the second point, 
that's where I need your help. I still have no idea how to make my powers appear together, 
yet alone use that to my advantage. I need your stupid big brains help. And as for Question 
3, please refer back to Answer 1.” 

Rob stood there, staring at his sister in utter shock. He had expected some whiny 
answer, not something intelligent and well thought out. It was strange to see how much his 
little sister had grown. 

Clearing his throat, Rob regained his composure and said, “Okay, we’ll try this, but 
you have to train first. I don’t want you getting hurt.” 

Katy ran up and hugged her brother. She was glad he was at least trying to be 
supportive. She could tell he didn’t like the idea, yet she still was glad he was giving it a shot. 

“Hey, what about my opinion?” Rose called out, clearly annoyed. “I’m your sibling 
too, you know. Doesn’t my opinion matter as much as his?” 

Katy let go of Rob, walked over to Rose, and placed her hands-on Rose’s shoulders. 
“Rose, your opinion matters just as much, however, I know you’re dying to start 

screaming and run upstairs to design an outfit.” 
Rose looked at her sister for a few moments before saying, “Eeeeeeee! You’re so right. 

I’m gonna go start designing right now!” 
Rose started up the steps, mumbling, “No, silk won’t do. The length can’t be longer 

than that—” 
Katy looked back at Rob, afraid of his expression. Unfortunately, he had one of those 

faces that remained expressionless regardless of any crisis. She could have looked at a rock 
and gotten more from it. 

“So?” Katy asked nervously. 
Rob sighed, then simply said, “It should create some form of obsidian.” 
Katy smiled, then burst out the front door into the alleyway. If she was gonna create 

some obsidian, she would need practice space. Checking that the coast was clear, Katy held 
out her hands and said, “Obsidian!” 

A little spark issued out. 
“Obsidian!” 
A drop of water fell to the floor. 
“Obsidian!” 
A spark flew out along with a water drop. 
Katy sighed, then fell to the floor. What was the point? Her powers only came from 

emotion, and she would need to change that in order to fight a real battle. She couldn’t even 
make her powers appear, yet alone control them. What was the point? 

She headed back into the house, but didn’t stop at her room. She climbed all the way 
to the top, and sat out on the roof. Tucking her legs in, Katy sat in a ball, occasionally saying, 
“Obsidian.” 

Night fell, and still Katy sat. She didn’t feel like leaving, not if she didn’t have to. After 
a long while, Katy heard a noise behind her. Turning, she saw Rose climbing through the 
window, carrying a plate of cookies. 

“Is there room for one more out here?” she said. 
Katy scooted over a bit, showing that Rose was welcome. Rose sat, and joined Katy in 

looking at the stars. 
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“It’s funny,” Rose said. “There’s an entire galaxy, a whole universe, an entire existence 
out there. Yet, out of all the creatures anywhere, you're the one who became my sister. You're 
the one who would always be with me, helping me feel better, and I’d be the one who helps 
you feel better.” 

Katy looked at her sister, and uncurled from her ball. “That was the cheesiest thing 
I’ve ever heard,” Katy said, but she was smiling. 

Together, they climbed through the window and hugged. 
“There you two are,” Rob said as he came up the stairs. “I’ve been looking around for 

two mischievous sisters. I was starting to think I’d lost mine. “ 
Rose punched him playfully in the arm, and all three of them hugged. 
“Good to have you back,” Rob said to Katy. 
Looking around, Katy realized that it was good to be back. After the last few weeks of 

chaos, it was nice just to be together again. And as for the superhero thing, they’d figure it 
out together. 
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An Irish Immigrant’s American Dream 
 Travis C. 

 

Ireland, 1820 
 
We knew something was wrong. “Pa,” I said worriedly. “Pa.” We quickly decided to 

take him to the nearest doctor. My ma and I rushed down the cobblestone path toward the 
doctor’s office. “Good evening” said the doctor. “Please.  Proceed to examination room 21.” 
As we walked into the examination room, I carefully laid my pa on the table. He felt like 
twice his own weight. His eyes were in the back of his head and he mumbled nonsense about 
his childhood days when his ma baked pie. 

“I will run tests on your father,” said the doctor. “Will he be okay?” asked my ma. “I 
do not know,” responded the doctor.  As my pa laid unconscious on the table, I pondered 
what would happen to him. My ma held his hand while I sat next to him on the examination 
table. An hour passed, when a doctor finally came out. “Your father will have to stay in the 
hospital until he gets better,” said the doctor. 

 

     * * *  

As the bold smell of bacon and the sweet smell of maple syrup wafted through the 
bottom of my bedroom door, I knew today was the day. Today was the day that my family 
was moving to America. Since my pa had died from a stomach bug, my family had no money 
and we hoped to find new opportunities in America. We were going to immigrate from our 
home in Ireland to New York. Both my ma and my sister were going to be chambermaids for 
our sponsor. I was going to work on the Erie Canal with all the older men. “Jaaack,” yelled 
my ma. “We have to leave in one hour.” 
 I put my clothes on and sauntered down the stairs. My mouth watered as I thought 
about the bacon and pancakes that my ma had cooked up. As light flooded through the 
windows, I thought about the good and bad memories in Ireland. But we had to leave. “Good 
morning, Ma.”  
“Good morning to you, too,” my ma replied as she kissed me on the cheek.  

I sat down at the table and munched on my pancakes while my sister packed. “Sarah, 
you’re over-packing,” I said. 

“No Jack, I’m not,” she replied snottily. “Better safe than sorry.” “You only have so 
much room in a suitcase” said Ma. 

I finished my breakfast and went outside. I wanted a respectable memory of what the 
nature in Ireland was like, before I had to leave for good. After all, I wouldn’t be coming 
back. All the good memories. All the fun times. Destroyed by the Potato Famine. But people 
have to move on. I knew my future was positive, so why think about the negative things in 
the past? 

 
*** 

 As our steamboat crashed through the waves, my excitement grew as I thought about 
the opportunities that we would have in America. As our boat rolled into the dock, I saw our 
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sponsor waving at us. “Hello,” I yelled enthusiastically, even though I knew I couldn’t be 
heard over the roar of the engines. 

We got off the boat and my ma shepherded us to our sponsor, Mary. We walked 
through the tall archways of the first building. Some man led us to a doctor’s office. He tested 
us to be healthy. We all passed on. We then signed up for our ID’s. As we boarded the boat 
to take us to the coast of New York, the man checking our ID’s frowned as he saw that our 
family was Catholic. But he said that we were good to board. The boat ride from the 
immigration office to the coast of New York was relatively quick and easy, even after six days 
on a rough sea. When we got off the boat, my family then got into a carriage and made a long 
ride to our sponsor’s house near Rome, New York. This was where the construction of the 
Erie Canal was. The following day, I would start my work on the canal with the older men. 
As we rode in the carriage, I was amazed by the amount of people and buildings that I saw.  
 Once we arrived at our sponsor’s house, we unpacked our bags and headed inside her 
house. It was a one-story house with small rooms, but a lot of land. Mary was a stern lady 
with eternally furrowed brows, but had a kind heart. I told my family that I would take the 
worst room in the house. That room was at the back of the house and only had one small 
window. I sat my luggage bag down and started to unpack. I put my clothes in the closet and 
my sheets on the bed. I kept the things that my dad gave me locked in a suitcase and under 
my bed. The night when he had died still haunted me. 

As dusk neared, Mary called us to dinner. She served us a good smelling beef stew. 
My ma had a sip of wine, while my sister and I drank fresh milk from the cow. We were silent 
as we ate, except for my ma asking a few polite questions. 

That night I couldn’t sleep. I felt bad for my ma. I felt bad for my dad. I got out of bed 
and went to my ma’s room, but I did not open the door. I heard weeping. My ma never cried. 
Whenever she was sad, she got stern. I slumped to the floor of my room. Crying, I opened 
up the suitcase that had the things that my dad had given me. The pictures and even the 
fossil that he got from his trip to Egypt. Once I had calmed down, I went back to sleep.  

 
*** 

Friday, April 21, 1820 
 
I awoke to birds chirping. I had to get up earlier than the rest of my family because I 

was going to work on the Erie Canal, even though I was underage. I put my clothes on and 
met Mary in the hallway. She made me oatmeal and an apple for breakfast. When I was 
finished, we took the train to the canal. An older man gave me a backpack full of tools. He 
sent me to the end of the canal where most of the work was done and the dangers were close 
to none. My job was to wheel out all of the dirt that the older men had dug. The man was 
gruff but I kind of liked him. He said that his name was Jefferson.  

My muscles were already sore once the sun rose completely. After many hours, 
Jefferson called us in for lunch. As I walked through the rows of tables I smelled the sweat, 
saw the ash of the men’s faces. News was, there was a blast that shook the land and caused 
a landslide. One man had died. Several others were gravely injured. I couldn’t tell my ma. 
She’d be severely worried if I told her just how dangerous my work was, and this job earned 
our family the most money.  

I went up to the cafeteria window and got a peanut butter sandwich. The peanut 
butter was in globs and the bread had holes in it, but I was so hungry, it tasted like a gift 
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from heaven. I sat down at the end of the table and ate my meal. The men did not speak. 
They did not joke and they did not laugh. The men sat and ate in silence.  

When I finished, I went back to work. As dusk came near, Jefferson called us in and 
told me that the train to take us home. When we got to the house, my ma was appalled by 
my filth. 

“What did you do?” she asked. 
“Nothing,” I responded. “Just played in the dirt all day. “Got paid to wheel dirt and 

rocks”. I told my ma nothing about the blast accident that killed a man and injured many 
more. Mary said that I could wash myself off with water from the well and then come inside 
to eat my dinner. 

As the moon came out and the sun was put to bed, the temperature suddenly dropped. 
Mary brought out fresh clothes to me, while I finished rinsing off. I came inside to the smell 
of roast turkey and fresh baked bread. 

 On Sunday, our family went to the Town General to apply for the nearest Catholic 
church. “The nearest Catholic church is a mile east of here, down the road, but be careful,” 
the General said with a scowl on his face. “When you are walking there, keep your head 
down, do not speak, and do not make eye contact with anyone.” 

“Why should we listen to you?” My ma didn’t take kindly to this man ordering her 
around. 

“That is not to be discussed with the children around,” said the general. “It will only 
worry you.” 

As my family walked to the church, I pondered the message that the general had given 
us. But we did as he told us, and we were careful not to show our identity to anyone while 
we went inside. I was determined to find out why we had to hide our identity. My thoughts 
traveled to my new job. Monday was the most grueling day of that I had had so far. 

“Hey, ma,” I asked. “Can I go to the library?” 
“Sure, but be back by eight o’clock,” she responded. The library was half a mile from 

our house, so it only took me five minutes to walk there. 
“Excuse me ma’am,” I asked the librarian at the circulation desk. “Do you know where 

the books on Catholicism are?” 
“I’ll show you,” she said kindly. “Follow me.” 
I saw a book on Catholicism and pulled it off the shelf. I sat down at a table and 

opened it. I found a chapter on anti-Catholicism and started to read. The book said that there 
was a gang opposed to Catholicism and violently fought for their beliefs. I read about the 
torture that some people suffered for being Catholic. I now knew why the man had warned 
us. As soon as I got home, I told my ma of my discoveries. 

“Many people dislike Catholics in America. Britain and Germany have harsh ideas on 
Catholics. When immigrants from those two countries came to America in the 1700’s, they 
brought those ideas with them.  Many people avoid Catholics now,” I said. 

“Oh, sweet heavens,” Ma cried out. “It would be best not to tell Sarah.” As I spoke my 
ma’s face changed from many different expressions. The following days were chaotic. Word 
had spread that we were Catholic. Every time I would take the train to work, people would 
avoid me. Some people threw glass bottles and food scraps at my family when we walked to 
church. 

*** 

I realized the American Dream was real, but it came along with many responsibilities 
and struggles. As the years went by, I continued working on the Erie Canal. Slowly. Like 
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Jefferson, I was promoted through the business. Life was monotonous. After work, I would 
go to the library and study America’s history. I read about the Revolutionary War. In the 
year 1825, the Erie Canal was finished. Along with my ma’s and Sarah’s money they earned, 
we had enough money to purchase our own house. It was a fairly large house. The house had 
six rooms in all: three bedrooms, one bathroom, a kitchen, and a dining room. My ma and 
Sarah applied for jobs at the textile factory while I was a clerk for the nearest newspaper 
office. Although I was Catholic, I began to understand American culture and feel more 
accepted by the people. 
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Bengali Food 
Shannon McQ. 

          Bengali food is a type of Indian food famous for its use 
of herbs and spices. With a large assortment of dishes, you 
can find something to your liking. Bengalis are known to be 
big “foodies,” and they take pleasure in serving guests. With 
four meals a day: breakfast, lunch, snack, and dinner, the 
kitchen is a very busy and important section of a Bengali 
home. Some staple foods include wheat and rice. A Bengali 
meal most likely starts with a bitter course followed by 
vegetables, pulses (a grain seed that are grown from 
legume), fish, chicken, or egg, saucy items, and finally a 
sweet dessert item. The usual basic course is rice and fish. 

          On the weekends, a Bengali breakfast is never 
complete without deep fried Luchi. Personally, breakfast 
has never been a big event for me, because I don’t like 

pancakes, waffles, or any other breakfast food. When I tried Bengali breakfast food, I started 
to like breakfast more. 

 Luchi has a light golden texture and can be enjoyed with scrumptious gravy or spicy 
veggies. Most Bengali breakfasts include milk, vegetables, and fruits. I like to skip the veggies 
and the gravy, and just have the amazing Luchi. Special items, like Luchi, are served with a 
spicy dish of potatoes. If there is rice left over, then it is kept in a pot. The rice eventually 
becomes slightly firm and is consumed during breakfast the next morning. This is a common 
practice for people in any Indian village. Some breakfast meals include stuffings. I’ve never 
liked any stuffing, so it would just ruin the taste for me. 

I chose to share this Luchi recipe because it is a breakfast food that is not a standard 
item to eat in the morning. For example, a lot of people in the U.S. eat oatmeal, cereal, bagels, 
waffles, or pancakes for breakfast almost every day. In India, Luchi is only eaten on the 
weekends and holidays, but I will happily eat it anytime I want to.  

Luchi is pretty easy to make. All you need is flour, water, oil, salt, and ghee13, also 
known as clarified butter. You start making Luchi by sifting the salt and flour into a bowl. 
You then add the ghee and water. Knead and roll into balls. Let the dough sit for a little bit. 
Split the dough into 20 small balls and flatten them into ¼ thickness circles. Deep fry the 
dough for a minute on each side. Remove from oil and place on a plate with a paper towel to 
soak up the oil. Now you can finally do the best part: EAT.  
 Bengali food has always been a different type of food, in a good way. The world of 
cooking is limitless. The Bengali people love this because they can cook as much as they 
want. They have a lot of time for this because they have 4 meals everyday. Luchi is a breakfast 
food only served on holidays and weekends, but it is so good, I could eat it every day. You 
can make luchi with so many different toppings. I hope you like luchi as much as I do.  
 

                                                
13 Prakash, Sheela. “What Is Ghee?” Kitchn, Apartment Therapy, LLC., 1 Mar. 2016, 
www.thekitchn.com/what-is-ghee-228487 
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Luchi 

Makes: 4     Prep: 20 min    Cook: 30 min 

Ingredients: 

3 c  All purpose flour 

2 tsp  Ghee 

½ tsp  Salt 

  Cooking oil, deep frying 

  Luke warm water, kneading 

 

Directions: 
Sift the flour and the salt into a large mixing bowl. Add ghee to the bowl and mix thoroughly. 
Make a well in the middle and add ½ cup of water. Gently mix and start kneading with your 
fingers. Gradually add more water as needed till the dough becomes easy to knead into a dry 
ball that is firm to touch but soft to roll. Knead for 3-4 min, till the dough is smooth. Cover 
the dough with a wet cloth. Let the dough rest for 15-20 min. When you are ready divide the 
dough into 20 small round balls of equal size. Roll out each ball, using a rolling pin, to ¼ 
thickness and about 3 inches in diameter. Warm the oil in a deep-fry pan that is placed on 
medium heat. When the oil is hot, carefully slide the rolled out luchi, one by one, into the 
pan. Fry for a minute on either side, until they are puffy and cooked. DO NOT BROWN. 
Remove them from the oil and drain briefly on kitchen paper. 
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Special thanks to Archana’s Kitchen for the recipe. 
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Infinity Day 
Kennedy F. 

 
Why does a fallen 8 

Seem to be so great? 

You use it in math and science, 

But there’s another alliance. 

 

The Circles are complaining 

And say it’s just frustrating 

So their world is changing 

Since a Circle also goes on and on 

 

Many Zeros put on a belt 

To show they’ve also dealt 

With this feeling that they’ve felt 

Since a Zero goes on and on 

 

Ovals are here, too! 

It’s not just me and you 

Sure, they look like the bottom of a shoe 

But it’s not all that they do. 

They are stretchy Circles 

Who got kicked out of the group 

And Zeros say they’re a nincompoop 

But an Oval goes on and on 

 

Now I cannot lie, 

This next one is about Pi. 

We know it doesn’t end  

So that’s why Pi’s our friend 

 

So now we’ve come to a stop 

And there’s no more rhymes to drop 

Now touch a friend and say ‘bop’ 

Since this poem can’t go on and on 

 

Infinity  
Max V. 

 
For ever 

It goes on and on 

From century to century 

It's easy to get lost  

 It goes on for an Eternity 

 

A maze of numbers 

Words and feelings 

That goes on infinitely 

 

Never-ending days 

Stuck in a Continuum 

Limitless time to  

Fall into insanity… 

 

 

Infinity Poem 
Sayer J. 

Infinity 

It never ends 

 It’s always in my head 

It opens a gate to your elation 

It’s an invitation to your imagination 

It’s agitation with no end 

It just keeps spinning 

On and on 

Does it end 

Do we know 

 Is it beyond us 

Infinity 
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The Life of a Piece of Gum 
Makayla J. 

 

 I lie awake, the horrors of the last hour flooding back to me. I got my bearings and 
noticed that I was on a truck, bouncing along. I did not know where I was going, but I knew 
where I came from, and in my mind, it was a place of uttermost torture. 
 In the beginning, I was just Juicy Fruit ingredients, I had no conscious thought about 
where I was or where I was going. Then, at 9:09 in the morning, on July 10, 2013, I was born. 
All my ingredients came together to create a sticky messy blob. That was when the hard part 
began. Before, my thoughts were swirling colors, having no meaning yet all the meaning in 
the world. I was ignorant, and ignorance was bliss.  
 When I was born, I noticed my surroundings. Loud slamming noises, squeals from 
others, and the murmur of giant, tan, uniformed monsters. I was moving on a conveyor belt, 
getting closer to a machine that forcefully crushed the blobs in front of me.  I did not yet 
have the motor skills to move, so I was stuck at the mercy of the onward motion of the 
material beneath me. I felt a twinge in the pit of my stomach. I came closer to the deafening 
instrument, my heart racing. I closed my eyes. The machines then put me through a series 
of sicking motions. It flipped me, turned me, dropped me, mashed me, and then stuffed me 
into a mold. Then, with a thud, I dropped down onto another conveyer belt. It was cold, 
freezing actually. I remember moving smoothly through a large tube. I tried to move, but I 
was already frozen. I tried to cry out, but my mouth was stuck together. I don’t know how 
long I was in that tube, but when I finally defrosted, the tumbling began again. I was wrapped 
in a straightjacket that held me so tight, I forgot to breathe. The next thing I knew, I woke 
up to the jostling of a truck.  
 I shivered, turning my attention back to the present. 
 I decided to have a look around the bouncing truck. Wrestling myself out of my 
package and ripping the plastic hugging it, I made my way to an opening in front of me. I 
scanned my surroundings. The truck smelled moldy. Every visible surface was covered with 
a layer of dust. I coughed. Tall stacks of boxes loomed above me. My box was one of the few 
boxes that didn’t have something on top of it. It was on its side and had spilled some of its 
contents. All was quiet. 
 Looking up, I noticed how high the ceilings were above me. I could stand on five boxes 
and I still wouldn’t touch it.  

After a while, I hopped over to my box and peered inside, where there were many 
more packages. They were all yellow and contained 15 sticks of gum that looked exactly like 
me. One of them stirred.  
 Wanting to avoid an awkward encounter, I cautiously slid into my package. There was 
some shuffling and I could hear the stick of gum checking out the truck like I had. Eventually, 
he retreated back to his package.  
 I strained to hear if anyone else had decided to take a look around, but no such sounds 
were made. However, it wasn’t completely silent in the truck. Over time, a murmuring filled 
the air. It came from the pieces of gum in the other sealed boxes. The ones that couldn’t get 
out.  
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 It was quite peaceful in the truck. So peaceful, that many times, I felt myself dozing 
off to sleep. After my initial inspection, I never left my package. I stayed snug in my alcove, 
wondering what more might happen to me. Finally, something did.  
 

I woke up days later and noticed a change in the movement beneath me. While 
normally the truck bounced along, making it hard to fall asleep, this time it was on what 
seemed like a smooth road, and the truck was slowing down. We normally stopped 
periodically, but we had never been on a road this smooth before.  

Something was wrong.  
We stopped and seconds later the door of the truck opened, letting in blinding light. 

I peered through a rip in my package.  
 Many words were exchanged between some multi-colored beings wearing red. They 

were talking about bringing us into a building called Target. 
I didn’t know what a Target was, but the word still sent shivers down my spine. What 

was going to happen to us this time, so soon after the factory?  
Heavy footsteps vibrated the metal beneath the box. They came closer and closer, 

eventually stopping near me. All of a sudden, large hands shifted the fallen box upright, 
sending packages tumbling. After a few rotations, I came to a halt, noticing that I wasn’t in 
a box anymore. I opened the flap of my package and looked around. The sun beat down on 
my face. It was noon. The rest of the boxes in my truck were lifted and taken to a room one 
hundred feet away. Eyes wide, I slunk back down in my package, unsure of what to do next.  
 After what seemed like hours, I felt drowsy. The silicon in my body was melting, 
courtesy of the hot atmosphere. It seemed as if the more my body melted, the more muddled 
my thoughts became. Eventually, I gave in to sleep. 
 
 I woke up to darkness and panicked. Where am I? The space was humid, tight, dank, 
and musty. The enclosure I was in was moving. As it did so, it tightened up momentarily, 
and I could feel myself becoming disfigured. 
 With a great sniff, I took in the musty smell around me. Was that denim? Am I in the 
pocket of a giant being? I guessed correctly. When my captor sat down for the third time in 
a row, he pulled my package out of his pocket. 

 The room we were in was square and plain. There was a bookshelf on the wall farthest 
from me, but that was the only colorful thing in the room. There were many desks, all of 
which were accommodated by other people the same age as the one who held me. By the 
bookshelf, there was a woman who sat at a desk, typing on her computer. All of the students 
were writing on big pads of paper, but not mine. He carefully slipped our package out of his 
pocket and opened it. Slowly, his fat, sweaty fingers reached towards us and paused, 
considering his victim. 

He chose me.  
 I closed my eyes and felt the hands unwrapping me. Felt them lifting me. Felt them 
throwing me. Then I felt pain. I didn’t scream though, for I was created to die. My body gave 
an involuntary shudder. Here we go, I thought.  

Although I was ready, the relief never happened. I took a deep breath, ready to leave 
my body behind, when I felt as if I were falling. Is this what it feels like to die? I felt a thud 
and opened my eyes. I hurt, but I wanted to know what was happening. Looking around, I 
found I was on the concrete outside of the school. My captor was walking away from me. The 
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sun warmed my face and the heat of the rock beneath me. I didn’t want to move. My body 
hurt too much. I wished, pleaded, that I could die. I wanted to rid myself of the horror.  
 I sat there and waited.  
 I could feel my body deteriorating, and it brought me relief. I laid there for three 
excruciating days. Waiting, watching, wondering what it would be like to die. Finally, early 
in the morning, I woke up with an exhilarating feeling. I felt healed and mentally fit. I was 
ready to conquer the world, but then I looked down. I was floating in mid-air. My blackened 
body was beneath me, cooked by the sun. It was flattened and sad. I didn’t feel as if I could 
conquer the world, I did conquer the world.  
 I slowly rose up, exhilarated. I was finally free.  
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Today 
Ellen L. 
 
You ask me what the future holds 

You trust me to believe 

You let your hopes hang like fragile 

strands 

And come to me when deceived 

 

I tell you, dear 

It’s just today 

Tomorrow worlds may change 

If your spirit starts to fade 

Take caution not to veer away 

 

Imagine, love. And trust, you can 

For there are worlds you can create 

Embrace your light, shine like a ray 

No need for you to hesitate 

 

Will there be another dawn? 

Only time will tell the way 

Be the change you wish to see 

And make the most of your today

Find Yourself 
Ellen L. 

 

Where am I? 

Where’s my heart, my drive, my passion? 

     Where’s that last shard 

     Plunged into a sea of emotion? 

  Where am I? 

 Gone 

 

I’m lost 

Drowning in fear and waterfalls of worry 

All dark, no spark 

The light blazing in my eyes dimmed 

Extinguished until time begins again 

Where is it? 

It’s lost 

 

I find it hard to breathe 

In suffocating pretenses and what-ifs, 

Invented worst-case scenarios 

Probing stares, 

And fake concern dripping with scorn 

They overwhelm the me inside 

 

I retreat and dig deep 

Beyond built up tension bubbles 

In the chiseled cave of thought 

That burst when I stray from the script 

Created to avoid the inevitable improv show 

Where am I? 

Hidden 

 

Will I ever come back? 

Kind gestures offered up 

There, a glint! 

Caring comments nonchalantly stated 

A ray peeks through 

A reassuring embrace given by a friend 

Faint light filters through the barrier 

And ever so slowly 

I see things worth coming back to, 

Urging me to resurface 

And I search one more time 

Where am I? 

Here
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The Lake 
Ke’Jzon L. 

 
 “Hurry up, everyone!” Rick yelled. “The sooner we get to the campsite, the sooner we 
get to have fun!” 
 “I need to use the bathroom first,” Nick said, pacing up and down the hall. “Dick, 
hurry up in there! You’re taking too long in there! You can’t hog the bathroom forever, ya 
know!” 
 “Almost done, just a sec!” said Dick. 
 “No, come out right now!” Nick ordered. 
 “Okay,” Dick snickered, flinging the door to the bathroom open, “But if you see 
anything weird, your fault.” 
 “Wait, never mi… Eww, you didn’t flush!” 

“I told you, just a sec,” Dick responded, “This could have been easily avoided.” 
“Well, if you weren’t taking so long, it could have been easily avoided. Just wash your 

hands already,” Nick told Dick. 
“Are we ready, or not?” asked Rick. “Can we go now?” 
“Yeah, I guess,” said Nick. “I’ll drive.” 
 

*** 
 

 The guys had finally arrived at the lake. Nick pulled up on the main dirt trail, that 
branched out to other good places to camp. When they got out of Rick’s Silverado, they took 
a moment to take a good look at where they would be camping for the next four days. The 
lake was a bluish green, with trees surrounding it making almost a border around it. The 
mountains in the background made a nice touch. There were lampposts 
 “This place is beautiful,” said Dick, pacing around in a circle. 
 “It sure is,” Rick responded. 
 “Why didn’t we ever come here before?” Nick questioned the brothers. They looked 
for a place to set up their tents. They found a hill slanting gently into the water of the lake. 
 “Here,” Nick said, in awe. “It’s perfect.” 
 When the brothers were over how nice the place looked, they took out the tents from 
the back of the truck and began to set them up. 

“Hey, where’s the hammer?” asked Rick. “Who took it?” 
 Nick answered, “I was using it to put the stakes into the ground. I’m done with it now. 
Here, catch.” He tossed the hammer to Rick, but it hit him in the head and he fell back.  
 “Hey Butterfingers, learn how to catch.” said Dick. “Next time he should just hand it 
to you.” 
 “Please do,” said Rick. “That would be nice.” 
 
 About twenty minutes later, Sarah, Lisa, and Elizabeth arrived at the lake in Sarah’s 
Chevy Tahoe. 
 “Hey guys!” the girls said together, happy to see their other three best friends.  
 “Hello, strangers,” Nick said.  
 “This place looks amazing!” Lisa claimed.  
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 “I don’t know why we never came here before!” Elizabeth followed. 
 “I can’t wait to go swim in that glistening water!” exclaimed Sarah. 
 “I have to use the restroom, does anyone else?” Rick asked the group. When he said 
that, everyone except for Dick raised their hand. “Okay, Dick. Stay here while we go find 
some nice bushes to ‘take care of business’.” 
 “Okay guys,” said Dick, marching over to the tents. When Dick saw his fishing rod, he 
got an idea. He gathered up all of the food, except for the fruit and looked over at a family of 
five. He walked over to someone who seemed to be the father. 
 Dick greeted, “Hello, good sir. I’m camping here, and my friends and I don’t need this 
food. Do you want it?” 
 “Sure, I’ll take it. Thanks, dude.” the man said. 
 “No problem,” said Dick. “See ya later.” 
 

*** 
 
 The friends came back and set up the rest of the tents, but they were getting hungry. 
 “I’m starving,” said Rick. “We should eat something.” 
 “Let’s go fishing,” said Dick, “So we can eat.” 
 “What are you talking about? We brought food—” said Nick, before he was 
interrupted. 
 “Maybe when you guys went to the bushes to ‘take care of business’, someone could 
have given it away to a nice family who needed it more than we did.” 
 “Are you serious?!” said Nick. “This is the first time camping, we are beginners. And 
you just get rid of the food?! Do we at least have water?!” 
 “Why would I get rid of the water, I’m not that dumb!” Dick answered.  
 “Well, ya got rid of our food!” Rick said. 
 “Yeah, cuz I wanted to catch our food,” Dick responded. “I wanted to camp for real.” 

“This is for real, for beginners.” Nick said. 
“I know, but I wanted us to be experts at camping, I’m sorry. I probably should’ve 

checked with you guys first,” Dick said. “But now that we don’t have food, get your fishing 
rods.” 

 
*** 

 
The friends were having trouble with the bait. Luckily, Dick had saved some of the 

food. They had used sausage, corn, bacon, and worms.  
“I keep feeding the fish!” Lisa screamed. “My bait won’t stay on the hook!” 
“Remember when I taught you guys how to double hook it?” Rick said. 
“Oh yeah, I remember now,” the rest said altogether. 
“This is stupid, everyone else has caught something except for me. I’m the first one to 

fish over here. You guys are messing me up, getting my rod stuck on your rods,” Lisa said. 
“You have to be patient if you want to catch something.” Sarah said, taking her fourth 

fish off her hook. “You can’t just start catching fish out of nowhere.” 
“But that’s what we all did,” Elizabeth said. “We all just started catching fish like we 

were pros.” 
“That’s all on you. It’s your fault. When we try to help you, you say ‘No, let me figure 

this out on my own,’” Nick angrily screamed. “There’s a fish on your hook right now, but you 



 

75 

probably couldn’t have figured that one out on your own, could you?” Sarah looked at her 
line. The fish that was on the hook had gotten away with the corn. 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, let’s all calm down,” said Rick. “We’re supposed to be having 
fun, right guys? Anyway, we’ve caught a lot of fi—” 

“Wait, I’ve got something. It must be a big one!” Lisa interrupted. The friends helped 
her reel in the fish. Even Rick had to help. When they finally reeled in the fish, it turned out 
to be a catfish. 

“Whoa, that fish is huge!” the others said altogether. 
“Well, at least I caught a fish. Something tells me I should put it back in.” 
“For real? You’re not kidding?” Sarah asked. “How could you not eat that big ol’ fish?” 
“It’s too good to be eaten, I don’t feel right about eating it,” Lisa said. The group lifted 

the fish and threw it into the water.  
“I’m hungry, who else is hungry?” Sarah asked. “Let’s make dinner. I have a fryer and 

oil.” 
“But how will you fry the fish?” they asked simultaneously. “We don’t have 

electricity.” 
 “I bought a propane fuel stove top. I have the propane tanks in the trunk.” Sarah 
responded. 

“Okay, let’s start cooking these fish, then!” said Elizabeth. “Lisa skin it with this knife. 
I’ll fry it up after.” She gave Lisa the knife.  

“This’ll be real easy!” said Lisa.  
Luckily, Elizabeth and the girls brought bread crumbs and eggs to make the crust for 

the fish. She put the battered fish in the fryer until it was golden brown. She repeated this 
process until all of the fish were cooked. She also made some fries. 
 “Ooo, so we’re having fish and chips?” asked Dick. “Cuz I love fish and chips!” 

Everyone ignored Dick, because he was asking dumb questions. They made a fire, and 
sat and ate around it. 

Nick asked, “Do you have any ketchup?” 
“Eww, that sounds disgusting!” 

 “What, am I not allowed to do that? It tastes good, you guys should try it!” said Nick. 
“Don’t judge a book by its cover! You won’t like it till ya—” 

“You know what? I will try it!” Lisa said. She grabbed the ketchup and squirted it on 
her plate. She dipped the piece of fish into the ketchup, and then took one bite. “Wow, this 
is good!” she said. 

“See, I told you!” Nick said.  
“I usually eat mine with hot sauce,” said Sarah. “Who else does?” 
Everyone else but Nick raised their hands. Then Nick answered, “I don’t do that, 

that’s weird.” 
“Says the guy who puts ketchup on their fish,” Rick responded. “Don’t you think that’s 

a little weird?” 
“Touché,” Nick said. Everyone laughed.  
“I have to go, I think I had too much water,” said Sarah. “Five minutes, tops.” 
“You don’t want anyone to go with you? Ya know what happens in horror movies with 

camping, right?” Rick said.  
“Okay then, you come with,” said Sarah. “Let’s go.” 

 
*** 
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 Rick and Sarah walked in the woods to find a good tree to pee behind. 

“This looks good,” Sarah said. Right when she was about to take off her pants, a figure 
leapt from behind the tree. It was Dirty Dan, the guy with the bat with spikes sticking out of 
it, who had been haunting the lake for years! He swung his bat down on Sarah, but she 
dodged it and he hit himself in the crotch. 

“Oh, my god, it’s Dirty Dan!” Rick yelled to Sarah. “Sarah, run!” 
Rick and Sarah sprinted between the trees, and Sarah saw that Rick was ahead. Sarah 

tripped over a rock and fell. She thought it was over, but she got up and started running 
again. Dirty Dan hit her on the head with a branch and she was knocked out.  

 
*** 

 
Dirty Dan began chasing Rick, who was not that far ahead. Rick ran as fast as he 

could, but was no match for him. He threw a rock at Rick and knocked him out. He lifted up 
Rick’s legs and dragged him into a shack. He then walked over to Sarah and dragged her into 
the shack, too. 

*** 
 

Everyone was tired. They were all about to go to bed until Nick asked, “Where are 
Rick and Sarah? They said five minutes. IT’s been longer than that” 

Lisa walked over to the tents. “Maybe they headed into the tents and they’re sleep— 
wait, where are they?!” Lisa yelled as she looked inside. 

“Calm down, guys. We’ll go and look for them in the morning,” Dick told Nick, who 
was quite pooped. “It’s really dark out right now, but in the morning, we’ll be able to see 
better and none of us will be tired. We’ll have all the energy to search the woods over there 
tomorrow.” 

“Okay, okay. But first thing in the morning, we’re looking for them,” Nick answered 
back. “Goodnight guys.” 

“G’night,” everyone mumbled. 
It was only 10:00 pm. The sky was as black as a void in space. Luckily, the moonlight 

glowed on the earth, so people could see. There were lampposts everywhere that always 
came on at night. Everyone entered their tents and sleeping bags and dozed off. Everyone 
except for Nick. 

He was angry that everyone else was tired and no one wanted to look for their two 
lost friends. He got out of his sleeping bag and walked to the truck. Nick took out his 
tomahawk he’d brought on the road trip. Then he walked to the edge of the woods. He was 
petrified. Nick wanted to find his friends, so a forest shouldn’t frighten him. He took a few 
deep breaths and entered the dark woods. 

 
*** 

 
Dirty Dan was reading books, ignoring Rick and Sarah begging him to let them go. 

He’d tied up the two friends sitting in chairs.  He just laughed in their faces when they 
pleaded, “Just let us go, please! We’ll do anything you want!”  

Dirty Dan had an extremely deep voice, so low that it made ants feel tall. “Can you 
guys please shut up! You are really annoying!” 
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“Our friends are going to find us. They’re probably looking for us right now! And when 
they do—” Sarah told Dan, then suddenly bit her lip. She had said too much. 

Dan got up and said, “Great, more people to torture for me!” He walked out of the 
shack. 

“Thanks a lot, Little Miss Don’t Know How To Shut Up,” Rick said. “Now he’s looking 
for our friends.” 

“Shut up, Rick. You probably would’ve done the same thing! Besides, he won’t know 
where to loo—” 

“No, you’re wrong! This is Dirty Dan we’re talking about! Haven’t you heard or seen 
his movies! If he can so much as sense your presence, he’ll know exactly where you are. He 
can teleport, too. This isn’t just some random human trying to kill us, it’s some demon that 
haunts this place!” Rick talked more rapidly, his anxiety kicking into high gear. “Look, I’m 
sorry, it’s just that I’m scared and now I’m just rambling. I’m sure our friends are looking 
for us. I just hope Dirty Dan isn’t close enough to them to know where they are.”  

Rick was in fact wrong. Only one person was brave enough to look for them: Nick. He 
was the most loyal friend ever. He was a little tired, but he would not rest until he found his 
friends. 

 
*** 

 
It was now 11:42 p.m. Nick’s flashlight was getting dim, so he continued to wind it up. 

He took out his phone again and opened up Snapchat. Then, he looked on the Snap Map. 
Luckily, there was cell phone reception, so he could see Rick and Sarah on the map together. 
They appeared to be southwest of him, in a building. Nick turned off his phone and shoved 
it right back into his pocket to save his battery. He turned to his left and sprinted a whole 
mile ahead of him. When he stopped running, he took a minute to catch his breath. 
Something in the bushes startled him. He took out the tomahawk he brought with him just 
in case. When the creature leapt from the bush, it turned out to be a rabbit. Nick sighed. 

“Whew, that was a close one. You scared me little guy,” Nick said to the rabbit, who 
hopped away. Nick looked in front of him and gasped. The Shack! He ran to the door, which 
was locked, then looked up and saw a window which happened to be opened. He also found 
several crates lying about. Everything was working out for him! He stacked the crates on top 
of each other until he could go up to the window. He had found Rick and Sarah! He tapped 
the window and got Rick and Sarah’s attention. They looked up at him. 

“He’s here to save us!” Sarah said. 
“Nah, you don’t say,” Rick told Sarah.  
Nick opened the window and threw some crates through it. He crawled through the 

window and jumped down from it. He made a crate staircase. Nick cut the thick rope Dirty 
Dan used to tie up his friends. They climbed the crates and through the window to freedom. 
Rick and Sarah followed Nick to their campsite. They sprinted and would not stop running 
under any circumstances. They were getting closer to the edge of the woods until Dan leapt 
from a tall tree and lay still on the ground. Nick started swinging his tomahawk into Dan’s 
head, back, and sides, until Dirty Dan stopped moving. 

“Okay, I think he’s dead,” Nick said. “But just in case, I’ll stab him again with this 
cross-shaped knife, so he doesn’t get back up.” There was a puddle of blood around Dan, 
oozing from his head. They ran out of the woods and woke up their friends. 



 

78 

“Dick, Elizabeth, Lisa, wake up! We have to go! We need to pack up everything! Let’s 
go! No questions. Just start packing!” Nick yelled, hurrying to pack his things. Dick, Lisa, 
and Elizabeth woke up and quickly packed things up. The tents, the rods, the food, the 
cooler, the tents, the sleeping bags. Everything had to be packed. Once everything was on 
the trucks, Rick scrambled to get the keys. 

Everyone got into the trucks. When Sarah saw something running after them, she 
yelled, “Hurry up and start driving. He’s coming!” 

“Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God, start driving Lisa!” Elizabeth screamed.  
Lisa started the ignition and slammed her foot onto the gas pedal, crashing into and 

running over Dirty Dan. She turned the car around and once again slammed her foot onto 
the gas pedal, almost hitting Rick’s truck in the process.  

“C’mon, Rick, hurry up and start the ignition!” Dick said.  
Rick pounded the gas pedal, and then hit a dirt hill. He had the car in reverse. He 

shifted into drive, turned right, and drove off, catching up with Lisa. They were driving so 
fast that they were back on the highway in a matter of minutes. 
 The terror-stricken friends stopped at a gas station because their trucks’ tanks were 
almost empty. After that, the group drove back home, never to speak of the event ever again. 
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Hidden Truths 
Lauryn K. 

 

Lost and Found 

Lost. 

I have lost myself 

Drowning in hidden truths 

Now the castle is under siege 

The tunnel is caving in 

Watch the world around you collapse 

Watch the veil shatter 

Beyond these words 

Beyond these twisted lies 

Which change forms to appear real 

 

They whisper to me 

Threatening to tip me over into insanity 

Trapped in a perfect fantasy 

Reaching for the light 

But never quite touching it 

Asymmetrical beauty disappears 

 

Images dance across my mind 

Pulling me under deeper 

Those I love the most 

Lose meaning 

Replaced by the flawless visions 

Appearing before me 

 

Take my hand 

Rid me of this prison 

For I fear much longer, and I will perish 

Lost to time, lost to mind 

Push back the curtains of insanity 

 

Find what is real 

Find what is true 

Discover my fading soul 

And show me the light 

Found. 

 

 

 

 

Silence’s Voice 

Silence speaks. 

What no one wants to say 

Neither person utters a word 

Yet an understanding is created 

Quiet gently brushes our emotions 

There are so many words 

We could fill it with 

But instead, we choose to remain 

Silent. 

 

Masked by the silence 

We have entered another world 

A universe beyond comprehension 

Everything around us disappears 

Words shatter the glass 

Leave the void broken 

Until someone’s thoughts 

Can escape their mind, 

Silence will speak. 
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What Exactly Is Global Warming? 
An Explanation Of The World’s Hottest Topic 

Tyler L. 
  

Global Warming may be a controversial topic, but it’s important to try and inform the 
public about how to find a solution to global warming’s harmful effects on our environment. 
Global warming is a gradual increase in the overall temperature of the earth's atmosphere 
generally attributed to the greenhouse gas effect caused by increased levels of carbon dioxide 
and other pollutants. In other words, global warming is the slow increase in the earth’s 
temperature due to pollutants being trapped in our atmosphere. There are many harmful 
effects of global warming. This article discusses the problems of global warming, the general 
public's reaction, ways to slow down or reverse the effects of global warming, and the 
progress of reducing emissions to stop global warming. 

The problem of global warming is pressing, with a significant origin. Global warming 
is when the pollutants of our wasteful lifestyle become trapped in our atmosphere and act 
like a blanket, trapping heat inside our planet. An in-depth look at global warming will show 
shocking results. NASA said that “models predict the Earth will warm between 2 and 6 ℃ in 
the next century. When global warming has happened at various times in the past two 
million years, it has taken the planet about 5,000 years to warm 5 ℃. The predicted rate of 
warming for the next century is at least 20 times faster. This rate of change is extremely 
unusual.”14 This shows the Earth is warming up at an alarming rate. With every significant 
problem, there must be a cause that is equally as large. One of the most problematic causes 
of global warming is the extremely large amount of carbon emissions. According to CBS, 
“Last year, all the world's nations combined pumped nearly 38.2 billion tons of carbon 
dioxide into the air from the burning of fossil fuels such as coal and oil, according to new 
international calculations on global emissions published Sunday in the journal Nature 
Climate Change. That's about a billion tons more than the previous year.”15 This shows that 
the world is still pumping out massive amounts of Co2 and it is having extremely adverse 
effects.  

Despite the mountain of evidence that global warming is a problem, some people are 
still skeptical. One of the most influential people who doesn’t believe in global warming is 
the infamous Donald J. Trump. An example of President Trump hindering the anti-global 
warming movement is how decided to pull the U.S. out of the Paris Climate Accord. The 
Accord has different nations working together in order reduce carbon emissions. One of the 
most popular arguments against climate change is that if there is still snow, how could the 
earth be warming. This attitude could have adverse effects on the environment, resulting in 
even more global warming. 

A majority of people have noticed these trends and are actively trying to prevent it. 
Some everyday activities have been altered to reduce their carbon footprint. Some of these 

                                                
14 NASA, https://earthobservatory.nasa.gov/Features/GlobalWarming/page3.php  
15 CBS News, https://www.cbsnews.com/news/carbon-dioxide-emissions-rise-to-24-million-pounds-per-

second/ 

https://earthobservatory.nasa.gov/Features/GlobalWarming/page3.php
https://www.cbsnews.com/news/carbon-dioxide-emissions-rise-to-24-million-pounds-per-second/
https://www.cbsnews.com/news/carbon-dioxide-emissions-rise-to-24-million-pounds-per-second/
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include changes to driving, what they eat, and how they use energy. Google finds 2,320,000 
results when you search, “How to reduce my carbon footprint.” There is a large crowd 
actively invested in reducing their carbon emissions. This demonstrates that many people 
want to help the earth heal from all the damage we have caused.  

Multitudes of people have worked to slow down global warming. One of the most 
prominent proposals is a carbon tax. This would introduce a tax on all carbon emissions. 
Even though we haven’t made a particular law, we have made progress. In a Forbes article, 
it states, “According to the 2017 BP Statistical Review of World Energy, since 2005 annual 
U.S. carbon dioxide emissions have declined by 758 million metric tons. That is by far the 
largest decline of any country in the world over that timespan.”16 This shows that we are 
making progress. If we keep this up, we could dramatically reduce climate change.  

The problem of global warming isn’t going anywhere soon, although in time, its 
effects could change earth for the better or worse. With the industrial revolution 
skyrocketing carbon emissions, the world needs to do something. Many great people fight 
against global warming every day, but to solve the problem of global warming everyone will 
need to work together. Many great minds have tried to find a solution to the global warming 
epidemic. While the task of conserving energy might seem like a very tough one, it is quite 
the contrary. Try recording all the non-replenishable natural items people commonly use in 
a week and observe how many natural resources we are wasting. Today’s generation is one 
of the most wasteful generations, yet if we work together, we can defeat global warming.  
  

                                                
16 Forbes, https://www.forbes.com/sites/rrapier/2017/10/24/yes-the-u-s-leads-all-countries-in-reducing-

carbon-emissions/#3fa03ec33535  

https://www.forbes.com/sites/rrapier/2017/10/24/yes-the-u-s-leads-all-countries-in-reducing-carbon-emissions/#3fa03ec33535
https://www.forbes.com/sites/rrapier/2017/10/24/yes-the-u-s-leads-all-countries-in-reducing-carbon-emissions/#3fa03ec33535
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Mirror 
Sydney S. 

 

  I’m not supposed to be here. 

 I stood alone in my grandma’s dusty attic, that crawled with spiders, pondering how 

I had gotten here.  

I’d wandered to my grandma’s house after the same school day as always: answering 

all the questions in calculus, reading Pride and Prejudice during my boring history class, 

sitting alone at lunch doodling in my notebooks, and hiding my face in the mess of my curly 

black hair whenever possible. My hair was wild today, like always, and my skin was dry and 

dull colored. I have dark skin, the color of burnt umber, that my grandma says “glows” when 

I’m in a good mood. My grandma says I’m pretty, though I don’t believe this because I 

haven’t been approached by many boys in my lifetime.  

 The walk home was the same, though I always enjoyed it. I walked along the slippery 

sidewalks staring at the snow-kissed pine trees around me. The ground sparkled with pure 

white snow in the sunlight as squirrels dashed from tree to tree in front of me. I continually 

picked up pine cones from the ground and saw how far I could throw them. Not very, because 

I am certainly not athletic. I listened to the birds sing, saw a doe prancing about in the 

bushes, and let the reviving cool air awake me. My daily routine was simple and plain, but I 

never got tired of it. 

 My name is Rosalie. It’s a completely horrible name that sounds like it belongs to an 

old woman, and I’m only sixteen. When my mother named me, she thought it sounded 

elegant, and that when she said my name it would remind her of the sweet smell of her 

favorite flower, roses. Of course, I thought this thinking was cheesy and stupid. I keep it 

because it's one of the few things I have left of my mother. Everyday I think about what I 

would have chosen my name to be. Today, I like Isabella. Some days it’s Taylor, while others 

it’s Wendy. Every once in a while, I dream of being called Sarah or even Erica. Anything 

would be better than mispronounced, ugly, Rosalie. I wish I had a plain generic name that 

wouldn’t stick out like a sore thumb. Maybe then it would be easier to blend in like the 

chameleon I try to be.  

 I was on my way to my grandma’s house. I’ve lived with her ever since my parents 

died when I was seven. Car crashes are accidents, but they can really take a toll on a child. 

Grandma had always been right there to comfort me. She became my one and only. It had 

been a hard time in my life. I still miss them. A lot. 

I strolled up the walkway to the front door and swung it open, “Hi Grandma! I’m 

home!” I called. 

“I’m in the studio honey,” she called back. “How was your day?” 

“Fine, I guess.” I walked straight to Grandma’s art studio that had been set up in an 

empty spare bedroom. She was a retired art teacher, and extremely talented. 
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I found her working on a half-finished landscape painting. She turned to greet me, 

palette and brush in hand, with a bright smile. She was always happy. So much so, it was 

contagious. I strived to be more like my kind-hearted Grandma. 

She set down her tools and dusted off her apron. She tucked a stray black hair into 

place then came in for a hug. I looked a lot like her. We both had glowing, dark skin, and 

unruly black hair, though hers had streaks of gray. She’s a little plumper and shorter than I 

am as well. 

“Any homework Rose?” she asked. Only she was allowed to call me nicknames. 

I shifted my weight, struggling to come up with an excuse. I knew she would make 

me do it. “Maybe,” I hinted. 

“I know you don’t want to do it, but you have to unfortunately. Go to your room and 

do it please! Go, go!” She shooed me away and I rolled my eyes as she practically pushed me 

into the hallway. 

 I stomped to my room and threw my backpack on the bed. There was no way I was 

working on my pointless homework. I tiptoed out of my room, down the hall, and into the 

main room. I quietly sang my favorite Disney songs as I strolled down the halls. I liked to 

sing, in fact I was pretty good at it, but I never sang in front of people. Only in the quiet 

confines of my nearly empty grandmother’s house would I let out a tune. I slid down the 

banisters and climbed up and down the stairs with no purpose before I noticed the attic door. 

It was a square door on the ceiling with a string hanging down. I gazed at in curiosity. I’d 

seen it before, day after day and never had I looked at it with the interest I did now. I was 

absolutely forbidden to go into the attic for reasons I didn’t know. It was always “because 

she said so”. Stupid. Why do adults give you rules but don’t tell you why? Stupid, stupid, 

stupid. My thoughts were abruptly interrupted.  

Grandma called to me from downstairs, “Rose, I’m going to the store. Do you need 

anything?” 

 “No. I’m fine,” I called back. 

 “Okay. Now, will you be alright while I’m gone?” 

 I groaned at her constant concern for me. “Yes, I’ll be okay.” 

 “Love you, Rosie!” she sang, and I heard the front door shut loudly. 

 I quickly directed my focus back to the attic. For the first time in my life, I had thought 

about breaking the rules and sneaking up there. After all, Grandma was gone and would 

never have to know. I was not much of a risk-taker, but the thought of being rebellious sent 

a shock of adrenaline through my veins. 

There’s no reason for you to be up there, she would say. There are dangerous things 

that you shouldn’t see. It’s for your own good, Rosie. Please, please don’t go up there.  

I ignored these thoughts. Besides, what the heck could be threatening my safety up 

there besides my grandma’s meaningless hoard?  Before I realized what I was doing, I pulled 

the string on the door.  

The ladder came down and I cautiously crept up. I was completely disobeying 

Grandma’s rules by doing this, yet I was oddly thrilled by the idea. 
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 I reached the top of the ladder and dusted myself off. I coughed and struggled to 

breathe in the musty air as I tiptoed to the center of the room. The creaky floorboards 

startled me every step I took. A small window shed beams of white light over all the contents 

in the room. I spun around to view everything before me. 

There were piles of dust-coated boxes, as well as ancient looking antiques strewn 

about. I noticed a rusting red bicycle, a record player, and a broken telephone with a curly 

cord and fading numbers. There was a box of glass Christmas ornaments, a pile of unopened 

letters addressed with gorgeous cursive, and a yellowing wedding dress hanging on a coat 

rack. All these items, along with many others, were piled and propped along every wall of 

the room. Most of it appeared to be junk with nowhere else to go. Spider webs hung from 

the ceiling like chandeliers, and holes dotted the walls, most likely from animals chewing 

their way in and out. The attic was not big, and the walls were slanted so the room was a 

triangular shape. The longer I stayed there, the smaller the room seemed to get. 

 Other than the box of scary looking rag dolls near the bicycle, the room seemed 

completely normal. I was just about to turn and leave when I glanced an item glittering 

against the wall. It was half covered in a torn drape. I quickly pulled the heavy drape off, 

sending up a thick cloud of dust. And there it was. It was mesmerizing, beautiful, mysterious, 

and had a strange aura. I didn’t know why, but it made my stomach churn in a weird way 

just gazing at it. 

 It was a mirror. A tall, full-length mirror with a golden trim designed to look like 

intertwining vines. It looked like something straight out of a fairytale. 

 And here I was, staring at this mirror, questioning my rebellious decisions, and 

pondering how exactly I had come to this point. 

 I lifted my hand and reached out to touch my reflection. I felt like I was being 

hypnotized, or put in a trance. I wasn’t paying any attention to what I was doing or why. My 

fingers were inches away from the surface when it changed. I jumped backwards, almost 

tripping over a pile of boxes. My mouth hung open as the mirror no longer showed my 

reflection. It faded into a blur, then, as if coming out of a fog, something new appeared. 

 I saw me, though it certainly didn’t look like me. I was smiling a bright fresh smile. It 

was like the special kind of smile you got on Christmas morning when you awoke to a giant 

pile of perfectly wrapped presents under the tree. Not only was I smiling super huge, I was 

wearing makeup and my hair was neatly tucked into a bun in the back of my head. The 

corners of my lips turned upwards. I actually looked pretty, like, really pretty. My eyes 

averted from my face and focused on everything else in the scene behind the “me” in the 

mirror. I stood awkwardly in the middle of my living room, in a knee length, blue satin dress 

with shiny, silver heels. 

My eyes drifted upwards again, then like a punch to the gut, my stomach dropped as 

I saw what was on my wrist. It was a corsage. I was going to prom. Never in a million years 

would I ever go to a high school dance! This had to be wrong, it had to be. Nonetheless, I 

was standing in the mirror excited and jumpy when a boy walked into view. Oh, crap. Not 

only am I going to prom, I’m going with a boy. On a date! All I could see was his back and 
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his tender hands fixing my corsage into place on my wrist. He suddenly turned around and 

put his arm around my waist, posing for a picture. There was a sudden flash of a camera, 

and then he came clearly into view.  

He was very tall, slightly taller than me, and in a handsome tuxedo. He had caramel 

hair neatly parted, and beautiful, deep green eyes. His smile was huge, yet gentle. He looked 

at me with caring eyes that were genuinely sincere. Even the “real me” looking into the 

mirror smiled. His cheerfulness was contagious. I stared for a while at this boy. I didn’t know 

who he was, but I had this feeling in my stomach that made my heart lurch forward 

unexpectedly. Before I could gaze in wonder at the scene any longer, it faded into a fog and 

changed. 

 Now I was standing in the football field at school in a dark blue cap and gown. My 

cheekbones were more defined, and I wasn’t slouching. I looked older and grown-up, even 

though I could assume it was only senior year. I was smiling and shaking hands with fellow 

students and adults around me. I tightly hugged a couple of girls that came up to me, tears 

threatening to spill out of my eyes. I was outgoing and emotional. Again, this couldn’t be me. 

The girls left, and I waved goodbye. I stood and looked around frantically when a wave of 

relief washed over my face. I ran to one of the boys in the mass of people and hugged him 

tightly as well. He let go of the hug and kissed me. I looked desperately into the mirror, my 

eyes darting around to see his face. It was the same boy, with the caramel hair and green 

eyes. And I had just kissed him. It ended with all the students throwing up their caps into 

the air. The picture faded away. 

 This next one came and went quickly. The “me” in the mirror hastily hugged my 

grandma then slung a backpack over my shoulder and skipped to the brick building in the 

distance. There were various other teenagers around me throwing frisbees and sitting on the 

grass, furiously scribbling on papers. I walked away in the distance to the big brick building 

that had a large sign that read Stanford. The fog crept back in, and I waited eagerly for the 

next scene to come into view.  

 I was with the boy again, with the caramel hair and green eyes. We were holding 

hands and walking through a garden bright in the morning. All around us was lush green 

grass, and clusters of flowers of every color. Butterflies, dragonflies, and bees were hovering 

about everywhere. We came across a small fountain with crystal clear water trickling down. 

He handed me a penny to throw in and make a wish. We continued through this enchanted 

garden when we came across a small golden bridge over a pond. We walked across the 

bridge, brushing the fragile golden rails, and stopped halfway. I gazed at the pond below. 

Lily pads dotted the area, and reeds were all along the shore. The water was clear, and tiny 

orange fish could be seen darting back and forth through the stones beneath. A white swan 

drifted under the bridge, and I stared in wonder at its beauty.  

Suddenly, he took both my hands. I turned to face him. He stared straight into my 

eyes and spoke, though it wasn’t audible through the mirror. I tried to read his lips, but I 

wasn’t very good at that. The only words I made out were, I love you, Rosalie. Then, before 

I even saw it coming, he reached for his pocket and knelt on one knee in front of me. In the 
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mirror, my hands flew to cover my mouth in surprise. He took a small black box from his 

pocket and opened it to reveal a sparkling silver ring. He continued to speak, but the only 

words I made out were, Will you marry me? 

Watching it happen, my heart raced, and emotions ran through my head that I 

couldn’t describe. It was total euphoria. In the mirror, I nodded and wiped tears from my 

eyes. He smiled, satisfied, and slipped the ring onto my left hand. I laughed and leaped into 

his arms for a kiss. The moment was completely, utterly, perfect. Then, of course, the mirror 

faded into fog and changed. 

 We were at our wedding. I was in a glowing white wedding dress that looked like it 

was fit for a princess. My hair flowed behind me, with small flowers woven into it, and a 

trailing veil pinned in it. He was in a sleek black suit with his hair neatly parted just like 

prom. We were somewhere outside, dancing in a gazebo that was lit up with string lights, 

but I wasn’t paying any attention to that. I was looking at us. Our eyes were locked onto each 

other, each filled with pure love and nothing else. His green eyes looked at me the same they 

always had. With a love and feeling I couldn’t put into words. Wow, I was in love. And I 

actually really liked it. I could feel my cheeks flush as I watched, when the fog came back 

once again. 

 This scene I could tell was my family. We were all sitting on a huge red couch with 

story books strewn about. The boy was sitting on my left side, and we each had a child in our 

laps, avidly reading to them. There was a little girl in his lap with curly brown hair in pigtails 

with pink ribbons. She looked about the age of four or five and was laughing hysterically. In 

my lap was a little boy with a bald head no more than two. He was in cute little blue and 

white striped footie pajamas. I looked happy. Truly happy. I have always wanted to have a 

family of my own in the future. 

The fog crept in gradually this time, bringing anticipation for the scene to come. It 

opened on me, dressed in a sleek black dress, singing in front of a huge crowd, with a grand 

orchestra on the stage behind me. I was pouring out my soul into the microphone with great 

passion and grinning wildly. I have always liked to sing, even when I was little, but getting 

up and singing in front of people was something I never did. My concerts took place behind 

a closed bedroom door. I had never been in choir or taken any lessons because I was shy and 

didn’t belong in that crowd. Or so I thought. This scene in the mirror made me think. I 

thought that maybe this could be me someday, singing without worry and with confidence. 

I really liked it. I wondered if maybe I could have those qualities outside of music as well. 

I stared as the me in the mirror finish the song and bow. This alternate me was so 

terribly different than who I was. I was outgoing and had lots of friends, I had a boyfriend 

who would eventually become something more, and I was singing, my favorite thing to do 

in the entire world, in front of a huge crowd. I liked this me. Life seemed a lot better in the 

mirror. 

The scene in the mirror was slowly fading into fog. Like waking up from a dream, I 

heard a shout behind me, “Rosalie what are you doing?! You are not supposed to be up here!”  
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Suddenly I remembered where I was and what I was doing. Apparently, I had been 

up here longer than I thought. I turned around quickly to see my grandma at the base of the 

ladder looking at me with disappointment and anger. I was pretty sure steam was coming 

out of her ears. 

I straightened my posture and dusted myself off, “I’m sorry Grandma, I...I didn’t 

know y...you were home.” I stuttered and rambled as I tried to explain myself, “I didn’t mean 

to be up here, and I was supposed to be doing my homework, but I was bored, so I saw the 

attic door, and I didn’t know what I was doing, but I came up here anyway, and I’m such a 

horrible—” 

Grandma interrupted me, her tone slightly gentler and composed this time. “Rosie, 

you know you are not supposed to be here and I am very upset that you disobeyed me. There 

are reasons you are not allowed to be up—” She stopped. I followed her eyes to the uncovered 

mirror. It looked normal now. There was nothing in it, just my reflection. Her face went red 

with worry. “Rosie, why is the drape not over that mirror?” 

“I took it off,” I said sheepishly. 

“Did you look at it?” said Grandma, worry on her face. 

“Well,” I hesitated. “Yes, I did.” 

She let out a deep sigh. She wouldn’t look me in the eyes. “Go to your room.” 

Tears threatened to spill out from my eyes. She’d never gotten this mad at me before. 

“Grandma, I’m so sorry! I—” 

“No, just please. Go to your room. We will discuss this later.” 

I shamefully walked past her and climbed down the stairs. I went straight to my room 

as told and let my thoughts run wild for the rest of the day. 

 

 I woke up the next day, and robotically got ready for school. I wasn’t paying much 

attention to the tasks at hand. Instead I was thinking about the mirror and what I had seen.  

I wanted to ask Grandma so badly what it was and what it all meant. As I was getting 

ready to step out the door, Grandma called to me from the kitchen. 

 “Rose, wait.” I stopped in surprise. “I’ll drive you today.” She hung up her apron and 

grabbed the keys to the pickup. Oh no, was I going to get a lecture? 

 “Um, that’s okay, I’m fine walking.” I shifted awkwardly in place. I didn’t want to get 

scolded farther. 

 “Oh no, you’re not getting away that easy. I want to talk to you.” She put on her coat, 

grabbed the keys to the pick-up, and shuffled out the door before me. I groaned and 

unwillingly followed. 

 Most of the car ride was silent. Traffic was heavy this morning, which made the ride 

even longer. I was driving myself crazy with anticipation of the impending scolding. Instead, 

Grandma broke the silence, “Rosie, what happened yesterday? You never disobey me.” 

I slouched shamefully, and I think she noticed because she added, “I’m not mad at 

you. I promise.” 
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 “Well,” I began hesitantly, “I don’t know. I just saw the attic and wanted to go in. It 

was weird, almost like I was drawn to it. I guess I wasn’t thinking about what I was doing 

until after it happened.” 

 “Did you see anything in there?” 

 “Well, yeah. There were lots of things,” I answered with a quivering voice. 

 “You and I both know what you saw.”  

 “Oh,” I said trying to sound innocent. “You mean the mirror. The really pretty one.” 

 “Yes. That mirror is the reason you cannot ever go up there again. It's dangerous in 

ways you cannot understand.” There was a long silence again. I breathed in heavily, my mind 

racing with questions. I decided to start with one. 

 “Grandma, I saw things in the mirror.” Her head slowly craned towards mine. “What 

does it all mean?” 

 She sighed and pulled the truck over to the side of the road and turned to face me, 

“That mirror can see into the future of the on-looker.”   

My heart raced. “You mean all that stuff is going to happen?” The moment felt surreal. 

I felt like puking. I took a moment to compose myself, and then looked at Grandma. 

 “Yes, it will all happen. That’s the reason you shouldn’t have seen it. No one should 

see their future. It just messes things up. Though I hardly think anything you saw would be 

too harmful.”  

 My mouth was agape as I tried to comprehend everything. “But, but how the heck did 

you get it? Why is it in the attic? How does it work?” All the questions I’d had spilled out 

now. 

 “Those are all questions for another time. All you need to know is that you cannot go 

back to the mirror. No matter how much this knowledge may tempt you. Promise?” 

 I wanted so badly to be able to go back and see more, but deep inside me I knew 

Grandma probably knew what she was talking about. “I promise.” 

 She drove the car back onto the road. “Good.” 

 I sat quietly and listened to the engine rumble in the background for another few 

minutes until we arrived at the school. Grandma pulled to the curb and turned off the engine. 

As soon as she did I finally blurted it out, “Grandma, I saw a boy in the mirror.” 

 A smile played on her face, “Oh really?” She was amused. 

 “Yeah. I, um, really liked him. We went to Prom.” My cheeks flushed wildly. 

 “Well, that’ll be the day,” said Grandma jokingly. She knew how I was with social 

events. 

 I chuckled at her sarcasm, “Yeah, I was surprised, too.” 

“Who was he?” 

“I don’t know. I guess I haven’t met him yet.” I leaned back and stroked my hair.  

“The mirror does give you things to look forward to, I suppose,” She smiled at me. 

“Yeah. Guess so.” I un-buckled my seatbelt and prepared to leave when I remembered 

something else. I stopped and turned to her, “I think I’m going to talk to my counselor today 

about joining choir.” 
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She was shocked. “Really?”  

“Yeah. I was singing in the mirror. Like, in front of a lot of people. Who I’m going to 

become is very different than who I am now, and not just with the singing thing. I seemed 

so confident in everything I did, and I had a ton of friends, and I wasn’t hiding. I feel like I 

have potential for a lot of things, but I’m just scared. I’m going to leave you soon Grandma 

and go off on my own. I need to make something of myself. I don’t like being scared of 

everything. I liked what I saw in the mirror. And it's who I want to be.” 

Tears were welling up in her eyes. She leaned in and hugged me tightly. “Wow, Rose. 

You’re growing up.” She pulled away. “And it's beautiful.” 

“I love you, Grandma. I have to go.” I smiled with new satisfaction in my mind. 

“Bye, honey. Have a good day! Please pay attention in history today!”  

I laughed. We both knew that wasn’t going to happen. I grabbed my backpack and 

got out of the car. I practically danced my way up to the gates. I felt light and airy. It was a 

good feeling. In the midst of my happiness I stopped dead in my tracks when I arrived at the 

gate. “Oh my gosh!” I said out loud. “This is impossible.” 

In front of the gate stood a boy looking at a schedule. It was him. But how? Why? I’d 

never seen him here before. A million different thoughts whirled through my mind. For a 

moment I was frozen. I broke away from my daze and just took in the moment. I realized 

this was actually happening. A grin appeared on my face. I stared in awe. He glanced my 

way and I kept eye contact. He smiled at me sheepishly. I walked over to him and stirred up 

as much confidence as possible, “Hey, are you new here? You look a little lost.” 

“Uh, yeah.” He let out a small laugh, seemingly embarrassed. “Could you maybe show 

me to my first period?” He held out his schedule, and I glanced at it. 

“Sure. It’s on my way.” We walked together through the bustling courtyard, chatting 

along the way. 

“Oh, by the way,” I added. “My name is Rosalie.” 

“Rosalie,” he repeated. “I like that name.” 

I tried to hide the flush creeping up my throat and cheeks. “Thanks. But, you can call 

me Rosie or Rose if you want. That’s what my Grandma calls me.” 

“Okay, Rosie.” he emphasized my name looking content. “I’m Wesley.” 

“Really? Wesley? Like from The Princess Bride?” 

He laughed out loud at that. “Yeah, it’s kind of a stupid name.” 

“No, I like it.” I said. And I meant it. 

“Well, thanks.” he looked surprised. “You’d be the first.” 

At this point, we stopped in the courtyard forgetting about going to class. We stood 

under a tree near the fine arts building, talking away. We talked about many things in the 

minutes that passed. He told me about his old school, how he was from a place much warmer 

than this, that he had a big family with six siblings, and that he had a dog named Fenway. 

He told me he played hockey, he really liked to draw, and he was saving up to go to art school 

in the future. I told him he and Grandma would get along very well. He told me so much 

more, and we quickly became enthralled in conversation. I told him about myself, too. I told 
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him how I liked to sing, that I read over fifty books this past summer, and that I wanted to 

study at Stanford to be an engineer after high school. I told him what I had for breakfast and 

how many different colors of converse I owned and every detail in between. Talking with 

him felt comfortable, or like I was talking with an old friend. 

We continued to walk again, though without any direction. “So what do people do 

around here for fun?” he asked. 

“Well,” I stopped to think about it. “They hike, or go the movies, or go out to eat at 

that burger place down the street. Sometimes people will go to this one meadow in the west 

side of the forest and it’s like a picnic spot. Granted, people really only go there if—” My voice 

trailed off. 

“Go there, if what?”  

“If they’re on a date.” We had stopped and were facing each other in the middle of the 

courtyard. We stared intently at one another.  

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he said. A thousand pairs of eyes were on us as we were 

standing closer than I had realized. 

Faint whispers came from behind me. I whipped my head around to see a group of 

girls whispering to one another and pointing at us. I could tell they were questioning my 

acquaintance with this particularly attractive guy. He must have noticed because what he 

did next surprised me. He kissed me on the cheek, took my hand, then pulled me away. I 

was so startled and dazed, I barely got a glance of the girls behind me with mouths now 

hanging wide open to catch flies. He wrapped his arm around me and continued walking to 

class like nothing had happened. 

For a few minutes we were silent. I was the first to break the ice as I tried to find the 

words, “I think you made those girls jealous.” 

He took a quick glimpse back at the girls. “Maybe. Who cares? You don’t seem like 

the other girls, you know? I like talking to you. A lot.” His face went red. “Besides, now they 

have something new to gossip about.” He paused. “Did I startle you?” 

“Yeah, a little bit.” 

“Sorry. Would you like me not to kiss you?” 

“No!” I said too eagerly. “I mean, yes. I mean, maybe? I don’t know. To be honest, I 

don’t mind.” 

He smiled a sweet smile and tightened his grip on my hand. “Good.” 

My heart was beating 100 miles a minute, and I felt extremely happy. It was a feeling 

I had never truly felt before, something I can’t quite describe. He continued smiling at me, 

and I continued smiling back. And we kept walking to class, and I kept staring at this boy 

walking next to me. This tall boy with caramel hair and green eyes. 

 I was ready for my future to come. 
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Re-do 
Ryan Y. 
 

Mistakes 
If we had a time machine today 

How many would use it in a harmful way 

Or would they use it to change a choice 

To go back in time to silence a voice 

 

We all make an error which leaves a scar 

A distressing moment which altered who we are 

An option that cannot change despite the pain 

A decision so terrible, forever it will remain 

 

Can you say you never harmed a heart  

A judgement that tore someone apart         

A voice that convinced us to cause fear 

A twisted whisper we wish we couldn’t hear 

 

A vile fault we want to undo 

A forbidden pathway we wandered through 

The guilt still haunts us and it takes 

If only we could forget our mistakes 

 

We still try our best to hide 

What is actually stirring up inside 

 Continue living, covering up our past 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Think 

 
Stuck 

Can’t think 

Can’t even react 

No facial expression 

Not a word, no discretion 

Like I’m in water, weighed down 

Is this what we feel like when we drown 

I can’t move but I’m still alive and breathing 

Why can I speak, stand, run, what is this feeling 

Every day seems to go by faster, so fast it gets blurry 

Voices are muted, memories fade, should this be a worry 

I was scared about who I’d be, afraid to look and face my past 

Then something came, slowed me down, brought me back 

They helped me remember these feelings I had lacked 

Like they pulled me back up from the ocean floor 

Took some time, but opened this closed door 

I started being myself, speaking for me 

The world was brighter to see 

I learned how to react 

To have an opinion 

I could think 

Freed 

Laughing for as long as it will last 
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The Cove 
Samantha V. 

 
Fort Myers Beach, Florida 

Mrs. Jones's Café 

Approximately 4:00 am 

 

“Hey sugar, how are you this morning?” Mrs Jones greeted Tess when she heard the 

door open. “You know that David doesn't like when you leave him just to come to my little 

café early in the morning.”  

Dragging her feet to the counter, Tess said, “I’m exhausted, very cold, and hungry, 

too.” She hugged Mrs. Jones and sat on a barstool, setting down her slightly open backpack 

and sweatshirt on the seat next to her.  

“Well, I'll make you some eggs as you’re explaining why you're here. Go turn on the 

lights in the dining room. I can't see a darn thing in the dark over there.” 

Tess shuffled over to the light switch on the other side of the cafe while Mrs. Jones 

walked into the kitchen to prepare her eggs. 

“Now, why are you here today? It’s a Tuesday, isn't it? Your shift doesn't start till 

eight. Does David know you’re here?” 

“My father will be fine. I left his meds by the bedside table and his leg next to his 

slippers. I have to replace another lifeguard at The Cove, they’re short today and I thought I 

would say hello to my favorite person before heading to work.” She smiled at Mrs. Jones 

who shook her head, laughing. 

Tess walked around the counter into the small kitchen to help Mrs. Jones make 

breakfast. She heard the tremble in her voice when her boss asked, “The Cove? Isn’t that 

where David got bit? It's storming today Tess, you shouldn't be out there.” 

As she cracked an egg on the hot pan in front of her, Tess explained quietly. “Yes, my 

father got bit at The Cove. I know that that's what you’re worried about, but I should be fine. 

Besides, I doubt anyone is going to be in the water, especially in this weather.” She motioned 

to a window behind her. Outside it was raining hard. Leaves of a palm tree harassed by the 

wind, smacked the window.  

Mrs. Jones's face paled.  

“I’ll be fine,” she whispered reassuringly. 

“If you say so, sugar,” Mrs. Jones sighed. “I know I can’t talk you out of going.” She 

squeezed through the doorway of the kitchen to go set the tables of her café. 

Ignoring the hurt in Mrs. Jones’ voice, Tess took the food and silently walked over to 

a booth. They ate quietly, listening to the rain patter on the window.  

“I think it’s getting softer,” she said, wondering if she could soften the tension 

between them. 
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“I hope so. It's been three days, and the rain hasn't stopped. Before you know it, the 

ocean might overflow!”  

“I’ll be here no later than 7:50 to start my shift, but I better get going now,” Tess said 

in a rush, quickly cleaning the table.  

“Don’t bother babe, I’ll do it.” Mrs. Jones rested a warm hand on her arm. “You have 

a long ride and the rain won't make it any faster. Take your sweatshirt, you shouldn’t just be 

wearing your bathing suit in the rain.”  

“Good idea. Thanks.” Tess layered her large ‘lifeguard’ sweatshirt over her red one-

piece, immediately feeling warmer. She tied up her black hair into a slick ponytail as she 

walked towards the door. 

“Be safe honey, see you soon.” Mrs. Jones handed Tess her backpack and opened the 

door to let her leave. 

 

The Cove- 5:02 am 

 

Tess struggled to guide her bike to the upcoming post, but gave up and steered 

towards a boulder. The lifeguard post was a couple yards away. The bike lurched and flung 

her off. When the bike hit the solid dirt, all of her belongings, including her backpack flew 

into the sand. All of her items lay haphazardly in the sand. After a minute of composing 

herself, she stood up. Her heavy eyes drooped as she tried to find her flashlight. The sun was 

just beginning to come up over the horizon, but angry clouds prevented it from showing 

much light. She kicked off her loose-fitting sneakers and felt around with her feet in the wet 

sand, and soon found the small flashlight next to her backpack.  

She quickly tried to gather her items, scooping them into her bag. Her wet hair 

streaked across her face making it more difficult of her to see. She wasn’t paying attention 

to which items made it into her bag and which ones she left in the sand. Tess closed her 

backpack, filled mostly with sand, and headed towards the lifeguard tower. 

 

Approximately 6:45 am 

 

After sitting at the post for over an hour, soaking wet from the rain, Tess decided that 

she needed to move around to get warm and wake up. Still with heavy eyes, she climbed 

down the post, walking in the opposite direction of where she fell off of her bike. The sun 

was beginning to show through the clouds, warming her. See, Mrs. Jones, I'm doing just 

fine. Dad needs to learn that I can't always be there, especially because I am the only one 

who’s been working since the shark attack, and I am getting over-time for this. She took 

off her sweatshirt so that she was only clothed in her red one-piece swimsuit. She walked to 

the water. It licked her toes and she dug them deep into the sand. She took her hair out of 

the ponytail, now soaking wet from the rain. She waded deeper into the water, relaxing for 

the first time in a while. She turned to float on her back and the calm waves fell over her still 
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body. Her ears were under water, she couldn’t hear anything happening above the water. 

Tess closed her eyes. 

Almost as if a switch was turned off, the sun was blocked by giant, thundering clouds 

that had rolled in once again. The clouds shot intermittent pellets of raindrops below. The 

waves grew violent as they hit the shore. A few threatening raindrops hit Tess’ face. As she 

surveyed the water around her, a massive wave loomed above and around her, nearly 

drowning her as it passed. Coughing and spitting the salty water, she paddled back to the 

shore, but stopped short. What was that? She heard a faint screaming. Where was it coming 

from? 

Tess swam onto the shore, and then frantically ran back to the lifeguard post. She 

climbed up the slick ladder, trying not to slip. She threw herself onto the deck, gasping for 

breath. Sitting up and crawling over to the backpack, she picked it up and dumped it out. 

She found only her first aid kit and cellphone within the piles of sand that flowed out of her 

bag. Perfect. She immediately went straight to grab her phone and turned it on. Tess tried 

to call for help, but it glitched and shut off in her hand from the rain. “Just perfect,” she 

muttered. 

She sat on the deck and placed her head in her hands, trying to think on what to do 

next. “My bike!” she almost screamed. She slid off the side of the deck and landed clumsily 

in the sand below. Picking herself up, she looked down and saw a thin, white string barely 

showing above the surface of the sand. She followed the trail and dug. It was her binoculars. 

I guess I must have dropped them, or they fell out of my bag. She feverishly brushed off the 

sand with her hands. Holding them up to her face, Tess whispered to herself. “Someone is 

out there. In trouble. And what have I been doing? Laying in the water, relaxing! Someone 

could be drowning. They could be dying! I—” 

She spotted a boy. His surfboard sprang up from the bullying waves and crashed 

down. She Watched as his hand poked limply above the water. Without thinking, Tess 

immediately ran back into the water, carrying only her binoculars. She threw them behind 

her onto the sand and sped into the deathly waves.  

She swam toward his surfboard still being tossed about in the air. It crashed down 

again. As her wet fingers grasped the edge of the slippery board, she felt something brush 

across the side of her leg. Instinctively, she kicked it. Hard. The strong, sandpaper-like body 

of what she’d kicked tensed up and swam away. In a rush, she tried to hop on the board, but 

slipped. She knew she needed to get out of the water.  

With only half of her body safe atop the board, she paddled back towards the shore. 

After several tries, Tess finally got her entire body onto the board. The cruel waves rocked 

the surfboard back and forth but Tess wouldn’t be pushed off. She knelt on her knees, frantic 

to find the boy. Her head whipped in all directions and she gasped for breath. Her white 

knuckles ached from gripping the board so tightly. Pain and panic overwhelmed her but she 

tried to stay focused on finding him. 

Out of nowhere, the pale hand of the boy surfaced from the black waters, just a few 

feet in front of her before, being drowned by waves again.  
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Tess dove straight into the water where she saw his hand. She continued to swim 

deeper until she felt his soft body brush against her forearm. She grabbed him tightly, pulled 

him back toward the surface. Her ears rang, and her eyes burned. As they got closer to the 

surface, light filtered through and it was easier to see. She struggled to make her way to the 

surfboard above her. When she reached the surface, Tess battled to pull the boy’s body above 

the water. Urgently, she tried to lift his head and the rest of his upper body onto the slippery 

surfboard when she felt a stream of bubbles run past her toes. Her ragged breathing 

increased again, and she urgently pushed the rest of his body onto the board. Her body 

bobbed as the huge waves passed. Her vision blurred, and her lungs screamed. 

Tess knew she had to get back to the shore to do CPR, even though she knew it would 

be nearly impossible to save him by now. At this time, they were far out into the ocean. Salty 

tears streamed down her face as she used her weak voice to cry for help.  

She lifted her own upper body onto the back of the surfboard near the young boy’s 

feet. Tess leaned to steer the unsteady board, and her sore legs pounded the waves. They 

glided over each of the giant waves, using them to push them faster to the shore. She took a 

break to fix her grip when she felt the stream of bubbles rush past her legs once again. She 

stopped fidgeting now and stayed completely still. Tess tried to convince herself it was just 

her imagination, but once she saw the sharp fin slice through the waves, she felt her heart 

leap out of her chest. It swam slowly around her, circling the board. I knew it. 

She scanned the waters. She was closer to the shore, but not close enough. The fin 

kept coming above the water just long enough for her to find, but disappeared under the 

waves too quickly for her to follow. The fin was increasingly getting closer. Tess tried to 

paddle away slowly, barely moving her feet, trying not draw attention. This isn't fast enough. 

She was now not only worried about the boy, but the shark, too. One wrong move and we 

could both be dead. The fin came up from the water and started racing towards the board, 

behind Tess. With her back turned towards the fin, she kicked the waves as hard as she could, 

speeding towards the shore. She pried her cold stiff hands from the board to paddle. She was 

having difficulty balancing as she tried to steer it, but her body stayed put between the boy’s 

stiff feet. She glanced quickly back and through her tears, she saw the fin racing directly 

towards her. Tess screamed. 

 

8:28 am 

 

 Thud. The small surfboard hit the sand. Her body laid still. Tess’s semi-conscious 

body shifted with the calm waves. Her hair was matted to her cold face. Blood drenched the 

sand around her and drifted into the water. The sun was brightly shining now, with no 

evidence that there had been a recent storm. 

 Just past the tragic scene on the sand, the ocean was still and peaceful. Tess’s body 

shivered. She moved her fingers slightly and tried to open her eyes. She tried to look around 

her, but could only make out the blurry outline of another on the sand. She didn’t remember 

what had recently happened, and overlooked this. She strained to listen, thinking she heard 
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someone approaching, but the sounds of the ocean masked any chance of her hearing precise 

words She waited. Waited to die, waited to be saved. She waited for what seemed like forever, 

until she finally felt the grasp of another hold her and pick her up.  

“Don’t worry, I have you.” 

Tess tried focus her eyes. Dad? She couldn’t speak. She just let him carry her, finally 

feeling safe against his warm body. She soaked his shirt, almost completely. Her long, wet 

hair swept the air as she bounced in his arms. 

She was becoming more conscious and more disoriented all at once. The boy! 

Everything was coming back now. He must not have seen him! He needs to help him! She 

tried to tell him to go back. She tried to point to him. But her arms stayed limp, dangling in 

the arms of the man. Her lips quivered, silently. She felt nauseous, and prickly nerve-endings 

brought her legs back to life. 

“Sleep. You’re safe now.” He set her down on a soft cushion, which she figured to be 

the seat of a car. She must have looked scared, or in pain. And she was. “Sleep, Tess.”  

 

*** 

 

Lee Health Hospital 

Approximately 10:40 am  

 

David sat still, the warm blanket draped over his damp shoulders. The silent hospital 

haunted his raging thoughts. His metal leg reflected the light from the open window onto 

the wall. To his right sat Laura Jones, rocking back and forth in her chair. She had been the 

one who had called him, worried when Tess didn’t show up to start her shift on time. To his 

left sat a young man who he remembered seeing before, but couldn’t recall when. The 

youngster was silently crying, holding a small picture of a small boy. Just yesterday, he had 

carried his lifeless daughter and that small boy into his car and rushed them to this hospital.  

David sat back in his chair and silently prayed, closing his eyes. I don’t know who or 

what I’m praying to, but whoever’s up there, or anywhere, please do whatever you can to 

help my baby. Please keep her safe and help her to live. His lips moved as he whispered the 

words. He felt the fragile, wrinkled hand of a woman grab his own, knowing it was Laura. 

He opened his waterlogged eyes and cried. 

  

11: 00 pm 

  

The doctor entered the waiting room. David watched the expressionless man and 

waited for him to call out names. 

“Could I speak to the families of Mason Daniels and Tess Hernandez?” 

 At once, David and the young man stood up, making eye contact briefly before 

beginning to follow the doctor.  
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“David, would you like me to go with you?” Mrs. Jones asked, grabbing his arm before 

he left. 

“It’s alright Laura, I’ll go alone,” he said and dismissively patted her hand. He handed 

her the blanket from off of his shoulders. “Rest.” 

He watched as she silently took the blanket and placed it over herself. She closed her 

eyes. 

The doctor led them to a small room. The young man sat at the small table found in 

the middle of the room, but David remained standing by the closed door.  

“How are you both?” The doctor said, trying to start up conversation. 

They both sat quietly, not answering his question. The young man turned the picture 

over and over in his hands and tapped his foot, seeming impatient. David leaned against the 

door. 

“Okay, you’re not up for conversation, I understand. Let me just get right into it then,” 

the doctor began. “Mason, the boy,” he said nodding at the young man sitting in the chair 

and then looking to David as if to see if he understood. “Your brother. Am I correct?” 

“Yes sir, where is my brother? Is he alright?” the young man asked with urgency. 

David could tell the young man was at the end of his rope. He walked behind him and 

put his hand on his shoulders. He felt him flinch under his touch, but he soon eased.  

“Bentley. You go by Ben is that correct?”  

The young man silently nodded. 

“I promise you, Tess tried to save your brother, but she was too late. I’m so sorry.” 

The young man sat silent. Ben’s mouth moved wordlessly, as if he was trying to figure 

out what to say. His voice quivered as he quietly thanked the doctor. He turned around and 

shook David’s hand. David watched as Ben walked out of the room, leaving the picture sitting 

on the table. 

David walked up to the table and grabbed the picture, only looking at it a moment 

before putting it in his own pocket. He saw the smiling face the boy. 

He looked up and watched the doctor shift his feet. “Tess,” the doctor took in a deep 

breath. “Tess is in critical condition, but she will live. Her leg,” he paused. “Well, David, her 

leg was amputated just a little while ago. We amputated her right leg, the opposite leg you 

had amputated.”  

David looked down at his own shiny prosthetic on his left leg. “When can I see her?” 

he choked.  

“Follow me,” the doctor said leading him back into the hall. They walked past many 

hospital rooms before they arrived at hers. “She’s in here. If she's sleeping, you can talk to 

her quietly, but try not to wake her.” The doctor patted his arm and then walked away, 

leaving David alone in the hall. 

He opened the door slowly, not sure whether he was prepared to see the condition of 

his daughter on the other side. He saw her, lying motionless in the white hospital bed with 

IV’s and tubes attached to her body. He walked over and sat in a chair near her head. On the 

bedside table, he placed the picture of the small boy. On the back he noticed the writing. 
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Mason Alexander Daniels 

David gazed over the picture, his eyes swelling with tears once more, which he quickly 

brushed away.  

“Hey, darling, if you can hear me, just know that I love you and miss you. Everything 

is going to be okay,” he whispered to Tess. 

Her bright eyes opened slowly, and she smiled. “I love you, too.” 

 

Three months later 

 

 Tess and her father sat silently on the deck of the familiar lifeguard post. Each of their 

prosthetic legs dangled off the edge, their other legs curled underneath them. The yellow 

caution tape prevented anyone from going into the deathly Cove. The sunset was bright and 

beautiful.  

“Hey, you know what we should do once you get used to your new friend there?” 

David patted her prosthetic. 

 “What’s that?” 

“A three-legged race. We’ll have an advantage since it will only be a two-legged race 

for us.” He laughed.  

“Sounds like fun! I guess we’ll have to practice. Race ya!” Tess leapt off the deck onto 

the sand below, and ran down to the beach. She thought about her life, and how much it had 

changed in the last three months. Rather than being sad, she felt happy. She had a new 

connection with her father. She looked back at him as he ran to catch up with her, and 

watched as his smiled matched hers.  
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America’s Rising Health Care Costs 
James N. 

 
 Across the globe, the price of healthcare is rising, but in the US, health care prices 

have more than doubled in the last year. There is not just one clear reason as to why this is 

happening. In fact, there are many reasons why. In 2015, the cost for an average family's 

healthcare was about $10,000 and accounted for about 205 of our nation's economy. The 

puzzling part of our nation's healthcare is the fact that it is not making anyone live any longer 

and is ranked 37th out of all the other countries17. So, why are we spending so much on 

healthcare? There are six reasons: administrative costs, prescription drug costs, defensive 

medicine, abilities of doctors, unpaid hospital bills, and our lifestyle. 

 What are the administrative costs of healthcare? Administrative costs are the fees 

that you pay for all of the people in offices listing and coding your procedure(s) and items 

you used in the hospital. The administrative costs in hospitals accounted for over 25 percent 

of the total hospital spending each year according to the Commonwealth Fund18. If we would 

have reduced administrative spending costs in 2011 that would have saved over 150 billion 

dollars in hospital spending. It is also not just the hospitals paying so much on 

administrative costs, but also the insurance companies that have to employ people to code 

all of your health services, primary care doctors that have to code all of the services they 

provided you with. Compared to the Netherlands (20%), England (16%), and Canada (12%), 

America has much higher administrative costs.  

 Along with America having high administrative spending, there is also the issue of 

high prescription drug costs.  What’s to blame for the high prescription drug prices? The fact 

that large companies are making the drugs set the prices for the prescription instead of the 

government. Another reason for high drug costs is because hospitals are using newer, more 

costly drugs instead of their older predecessors that are just as effective as the newer drugs.  

On most of the prescription drug websites, it does not list the prices, so it makes it hard to 

know the price of the drug. Another reason the drugs at hospitals are so high is because 

generic drugs take a while to get approved by the FDA, so the hospitals are forced to buy the 

more expensive name brands. Now that we know two factors that influence why our health 

care bills are so costly, let’s see the other factors that influence the expensive bills. 

 

 Another factor that influences the cost of your medical bills is a term called Defensive 

Medicine. The term Defensive Medicine or Defensive Medical Decision making, refers to the 

practice of recommending a diagnostic test or medical treatment that is not necessarily the 

                                                
17 CNN http://www.cnn.com/videos/health/2017/09/19/why-us-health-care-so-expensive-orig.cnn  
18 The Commonwealth Fund http://www.commonwealthfund.org/publications/in-the-

literature/2014/sep/hospital-administrative-costs  

http://www.cnn.com/videos/health/2017/09/19/why-us-health-care-so-expensive-orig.cnn
http://www.commonwealthfund.org/publications/in-the-literature/2014/sep/hospital-administrative-costs
http://www.commonwealthfund.org/publications/in-the-literature/2014/sep/hospital-administrative-costs
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best option for the patient, but an option mainly serves the function to protect the physician 

from the patient as potential plaintiff. That basically means that the hospital can perform 

extra tests and procedures on you that are not needed to maintain your health, just so that 

the hospital does not get sued from you if you had something not found later in life that may 

cause further injuries, keyword may. Many times, the treatment that they give you is 

unnecessary and not needed, but when your doctor or physician does not reveal those details 

to the patient it can be very hard for the patients and their families to determine whether or 

not to do the treatment. With patients not knowing whether or not the treatment is needed, 

it can be hard to choose not to do it.  

 Another factor that raises the cost of healthcare is the abilities of our primary care 

doctors. In the US our doctors are able to treat and diagnose many more symptoms such as 

illnesses, cuts/wounds, annual check-ups, skin cancer, and many more things. Also at the 

offices where the practice is they have more of the technology that you can find at hospitals 

that can help diagnose more illnesses and diseases. With doctors and offices having more 

advanced technology, you end up paying more for your visits and if your doctor prescribes a 

drug, it may a new drug which in turn makes your visit cost even more because of the reasons 

stated in the paragraph above. So why would doctors and offices want to have all of the stuff 

that is mainly supposed to be at a hospital or a specialist's office? One word, convenience. 

People in the US would rather have all of their tests done in the same office than having to 

drive to different places to get different tests done. Even though driving to the different 

offices is cheaper people want to have the option of convenience.  

 Another factor that also influences the high price of our healthcare systems is the fact 

that some patients simply cannot pay their hospital bills, so you may think that amount is 

billed to the government, but you would be wrong. The hospital adds money to all of the bills 

that are paid by patients who can pay their bill to compensate for the loss of money from the 

non-paying patient. The percentage of your bill that is from another patient can be as much 

as 75% of your total amount. 

 The sixth and final factor that raises the costs of the medical and hospital bills is 

actually our lifestyle. Because the US is having an obesity epidemic, and many people are 

suffering from cancer and heart diseases. Because of the majority of the US population is 

having these problems, insurance is able to charge more for their services because the cost 

of treating these problems can be very costly. If insurers kept their previous lower costs in 

today's society they would start to lose money, so to overcome that from happening the 

insures charge more to keep the same or generate an even larger profit. If people in the US 

keep wanting to pay more and more for medical insurance we will keep our habits the same, 

if we want to lower the cost of insurance (which most people want to do) we will change our 

habits that are causing these problems and diseases.  

 All in all, medical expenses will continue to rise as nation’s medical growth is a sign 

of a good and stable economy, but there is no reason for a country to be over five times as 
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costly for a procedure or visit that could be ⅕19 the price and be just as effective. Six reasons 

for the high price of healthcare insurance are that hospitals are having to pay a lot of 

administrative costs, newer prescription drugs are being used, Defensive Medicine is being 

used, doctors’ abilities have grown, some patients are not paying their hospital bills, and the 

lifestyle of Americans is not that healthy. If we want to start lowering the cost of our health 

care bills the first thing we need to change is our lifestyle, because right now that is what is 

greatly impacting how much we are paying for medical expenses.  

 

  

                                                
19 The Washington Post https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/wonk/wp/2013/03/26/21-graphs-that-
show-americas-health-care-prices-are-ludicrous/?utm_term=.428130fb471f  
 

https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/wonk/wp/2013/03/26/21-graphs-that-show-americas-health-care-prices-are-ludicrous/?utm_term=.428130fb471f
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/wonk/wp/2013/03/26/21-graphs-that-show-americas-health-care-prices-are-ludicrous/?utm_term=.428130fb471f
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Locked Away  

Ramneek S. 
  

On the early morning of Halloween, Xander, who was a stubborn kid, faked an 

illness to get out of going to school. Xander played basketball, but was a self-centered 

kid. His mother left him three years ago and Xander’s father, Roger, was a financial 

analyst at a Bank of America in downtown New York. Roger called his bluff and 

demanded Xander should go to work with him. Xander refused several times, until 

Roger threatened Xander, by saying he would take his phone away.  

They arrived at the bank but only one teller, Steph was there. Steph always talked 

to people non-stop, and started a conversation with almost every customer, which 

slows down business. Roger went over to his office as Xander noticed a shiny vault. 

Xander went over to the vault, which was locked with a code. Xander ran to his dad’s 

office and asked for its code. Roger laughed hysterically and had left the office. 

Xander was furious because his dad didn’t take him seriously, so he stormed out 

of the office. On his way out, he opened cabinets, threw papers everywhere, and tossed 

chairs to the floor. Xander creeped towards the front of the bank, over to Steph. Steph 

was having a conversation with one of the customers, as expected of him. Then, he 

walked over to the other tellers, who had just arrived at the bank, to ask them for the 

code. Lucy shrugged, shoving a burger into her mouth, and Jennifer didn’t reply, as 

she stared into her mirror, fixing her make-up. Xander was still curious about the vault 

and closely examined it.  

Steph walked to the vault as he hummed. He put in the code, which was clearly 

visible to Xander. The code was 1234, and as the ginormous vault opened, a rush of 

cold air came through. Steph walked in as Xander snuck in from behind. The vault had 

piles, bundles, stacks, and towers of money inside. Xander ran to one of the stacks and 

made a ‘money angel’ on the floor. Steph walked out leaving the door open. Jennifer 

came over and closed the vault with Xander inside. Xander yelled for help, and banged 

on the vault door several times. 

 After a few minutes, he had realized he wasn’t going to be found for a while, so 

he started prepping things he needed to survive the night. First, he ate a couple 100-

dollar bills which he did not want to do at all, but he was forced since he was hungry. 

“This actually isn’t all bad,” he said to himself. He made himself a place to sleep, which 

was basically 5-6 bundles of bills combined to make a bed. Afterwards, he tried 

banging on the vault door again, but no one heard him. Hopelessly, he walked over to 

his so-called bed, and fell onto it. Xander then remembered, he had his phone! He 

grabbed the phone from his back pocket, and tried to call his dad, but there was no 
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service. He flung the phone across the room, but the phone hit the wall, leaving several 

cracks on the screen. He stuffed his face with more 100-dollar bills as he fell asleep.  

The next day, after Xander woke up, he ran to the vault door, banged it several 

times, but once again, no one opened the door. He went over to his half-broken phone 

and checked the time. It was 9 o’clock a.m. He decided to have breakfast, which was 

more 100-dollar bills. Once again, he hollered for help and banged the door, but nobody 

came. He was hopeless anyone would find him. He went to his bed, sat there for a 

while, and eventually fell asleep again.  

Later that day, Xander suddenly woke up to screaming and sounds of gunfire. 

He heard the question, “What’s the code?” several times from someone who sounded 

like an old man. Xander then jumped out of the bed, grabbed his phone, and stood to 

the side of the vault door. The vault soon opened, and a robber had entered inside. He 

creeped forward and began to stuff his pockets with money. In his other hand was a 

gun. Xander threw his phone at the robber’s head. On impact, he fell down, and was 

knocked unconscious. A police officer ran inside and put handcuffs on the criminal. 

Xander had no clue he had just stopped one of the biggest thieves in the country, Crazy 

Chad. Crazy Chad was one of the most notorious villains in New York, and had almost 

struck again. He went on to get life in prison. 

As Xander exited the bank, a crowd had gathered around it. Everyone chanted 

Xander’s name and cheered for him. Xander was later given the Key to the City 

because of the excellence and bravery he displayed, and along with that, he was given 

one million dollars, which he donated to charity. Xander went from a stubborn kid to 

someone who was brave and caring for other people. 
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 Carved into Stone  
Kyra S.  

 

I shifted in my seat, watching the waves roil and push against the porthole. The waves 

of the Vast Sea were always choppy. I knew that because it was drilled into my brain before 

I left. I’ve never before traveled out of my home city, Rylum, so this is the adventure of a 

lifetime. I don’t get why I have to go. My parents sent me here to “learn my roots” and 

“become more responsible.” I traced the patterns on the wooden bench, thinking of Rylum, 

where the sun must have risen a while ago. The sunrise is so radiant there, the sea breezes 

wafting in your face, the sky painted amber.  

 The horn wailed, telling us to stand up. In that moment, I felt a surprising glimmer 

of excitement, a spark of light amidst loneliness and dread. Keilia! The other territory! A 

place whose features I memorized in geography class, but have never seen. Until today. The 

boat clanged against the dock, and I spotted my first glimpse of a new land. Beyond the sea 

lurked everything unknown and unfamiliar. The only thing consistent were the moons, three 

lights shining at me across the sky, sinking toward the ground as the sun slid into place. The 

same moons I had seen yesterday morning, from the roof of our towering apartment 

building. I stumbled ashore, my legs reuniting with soil, and saw tall mountains blanketed 

in evergreen trees, vivid with sunlight’s first rays.  I breathed the brisk air.  Rylum is never 

this cold. Nowhere in Sequma is this cold.  

 “Newcomers, newcomers!” A man with a pristine, navy blue cap motioned us toward 

a rust red train. “The valleys are one ride away.” He droned on, repeating his verse as the 

crowd split. I headed toward the train, glancing at my map of Keilia, hoping to find Oligos 

Valley, my new home. But now was not the time to look at maps. Now was the time to scurry 

aboard the crimson train that carved a path in the thick green.  

 Diluted sunshine leaked through the windows of the train car. More wooden benches 

were there, and I headed for an empty one, putting my suitcase beside me and mentally 

reviewing all I knew about Keilia.  

Number One: It is the Other Territory, the original land, until Sequma revolted 

centuries ago, in what is called the Immeasurable Battles. Everyone knows that. 

Number Two: It is not at all like Sequma. In Sequma you are surrounded by ocean, 

no matter which city you visit. Now, I am in a train that is barreling away from the tides. In 

Sequma, your damp clothes cling to you. Here, the air is cold and dry.  

Number Three: The forest is everywhere. I know already that I like the forest. It's 

alive, whispering for me to come closer and brush against an evergreen’s prickly needles. 

Number Four: Everything’s so different. Will I like it here? I hate how the clouds block 

out the sunset. How will I know what time it is, without the sun to guide me? What will— 
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“Oligos Valley,” belted a conductor as he undid the deadbolt, interrupting me from 

my musing. He had a funny way of drawing out his syllables as his loud voice rang through 

the cramped train. “Get off promptly for Oligos Valley!” 

 I timidly stepped to the opening in the train, not hesitating or looking back as I 

stepped into my future.  

 

✱ ✱ ✱ 

 

 My gray leather boots clapped against the cobblestones as I kept my eyes on my map. 

My feet hit yet another patch of gravel, and I stumbled and fell, finding myself strewn across 

the ground. My face flushed with embarrassment, I scrambled to get up and gather my 

belongings. Across the street, a man who was selling roasted hazelnuts obscured his laughter 

with a cough.  

 Clinging to my remaining dignity, I looked around. The streets were empty except for 

me and the hazelnut seller. Odd. In Rylum the streets always bustled with busy excitement. 

I swallowed my bitterness, observing this strange town. A chilling breeze drifted by, fresh 

with the sharp smell of morning, and the world glowed with burgeogining sunlight.  The 

road was broad and poorly paved, and along the road on either side were perfect rows of 

squat, narrow buildings. A girl, who looked about my age, emerged from one building, a 

brick fixture draped in vines and moss. She was a head taller than me, and had dark skin 

with chocolate hair dipped scarlet. When she saw me, she froze, and her eyes widened. A 

small gasp escaped from her lips as she darted back inside. Well, that was weird. She came 

back out, a small boy trailing behind her. She pointed to me, and turned to leave.  

“Wait!” I called, and the girl spun to face me. “Where is everyone?”  

“Clearly, you’re new to town,” she said, in an exasperated tone, as if she was speaking 

to a small child. “The day after a prophecy is placed, it rains, and we are not to go outside at 

this time.” 

“Why not?” It didn’t rain much in Keilia, despite grim skies.  

“Forest spirits are among us,” she spoke hesitantly. 

A plethora of questions erupted in my mind. Forest spirits? They’re here? Awesome! 

Do they really have powers?  But I didn’t ask, just motioned for the girl to tell more of her 

story.  

“It was Spirit Migration Day,” she explained, taking a deep breath. “We were told to 

do all we could to decorate. Though we had meager hope, we did all sorts of things to make 

our town prettier, like one day we gathered in the park and planted a bunch of flowers. We 

all felt so lucky that they chose us.  The day before, we all had meager hope that they would 

choose here, but then—”  

“Then it started to pour, and we heard a song that we had never ever heard before, 

and it was so beautiful, and the rain stopped, and then we knew because I had a dream!” the 

boy, who I assumed was Lyo, announced in a rush of excitement.  
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“Everyone had that dream,” explained the girl. 

I couldn’t help it, I let out a squeal of astonishment mixed with pure joy. Every 200 

years, the forest spirits migrated to a new town. It was a grand holiday, and every city planted 

magnificent greenery in hope that the spirits would find their city suitable to stay. The spirits 

normally chose places in Keilia, because there was more ancient history there.  

“It's not as great as you think,” said the girl “It’s actually—”  

“Lyo! Nyna!” a man poked his head out of the doorway of the brick building. “Come 

inside! Rain is coming!”     

I watched as the two kids rushed across the road, and I walked on, following my map 

to a crumbly stone house nestled deep in the forest along a narrow gravel path. My new 

home for who-knows-how-long. I inched toward the front porch, noticing a lacy spiderweb 

in the corner, and knocked twice on the door. My aunt, Monyca came out. I fidgeted, nervous 

to meet her for the first time. She surveyed me, her eyes probing my every movement.  

“Rorah,” she finally said. “The girl of the prophecies, here at last.” 

Wait, what? “The girl of the prophecies?” I repeated, remembering what Nyna had 

said about rain after a prophecy.  

“The prophecy was carved in the stones of the square this morning.” She had a 

faraway expression on her face as she spoke. “They told of a girl who will come and change 

everything, and conflicts will cease.” 

“Conflicts?” I was extremely confused.  Monyca surely didn’t believe me to be that 

girl. 

“Come inside. Clearly we need to have a talk.” She led me through the door, pulled a 

chair back from a table, and handed me a bitter cup of tea. I sipped it timidly as Monyca 

continued. “The spirits were thought to be a blessing,” she explained, “but it did not turn out 

that way.”    

    

✱ ✱ ✱ 

 

 I stared out the small window of my new attic room, watching the rain.  I could see 

my reflection against the gloom. Brown hair, tan skin, green eyes, and shorter-than-average 

height. How could I stop something like this? The rain attacked the house like a savage beast, 

pounding on the roof, tearing at the windowpanes, and battering the walls. Monyca blamed 

the spirits. She’d spent all evening telling me all the reasons why I should, too. She organized 

all these decorating programs to lure them here, but the spirits turned out to be “unnatural 

and violent”. Some reasons sort of made sense, but others not so much. Don’t think about 

it, Rorah. Just stay calm. I flopped on my mattress, staring at the ceiling until sleep finally 

pulled me away.  

 The next morning, I asked my aunt about school. “Will I have to go?”  

 “Of course,” she said, “your parents put you here to gain wisdom and learn your 

roots.”  
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My roots are in Sequma. In Rylum. I kept quiet.  

“But there isn’t session in September, so don't worry,” she said. “It starts October 

10th.” She started mumbling to herself, “Need to remember to get her registered… she’s 13, 

so she’ll be in, what, Intermediate Intellect? Hmm…”  

 “Okay.” I reached for my coat, “I’ll explore town, then.” 

So, I did. I started walking, not sure where I was headed. Shops were opening for the 

morning, hanging painted signs begging people to buy and displaying jars of nuts or pickled 

cabbage or blackberry jam. A market was set up in a square full of people eagerly bartering 

for better produce deals, their soft voices flooding the area.  I passed a family of four. The 

toddler looked at me and pointed. 

 “Look, it’s her!”  His sister, an older girl, exclaimed.  

 The family rushed around me, flooding me with questions.  

 They crowded around, overwhelming me with shouts and demands. A small voice cut 

through the chaos.  

“Be quiet!” It was Lyo, following his sister as always.  

“But…but she is the one,” insisted the girl.  

“She doesn’t like it,” he said.  

“C’mon, let's go,” Nyna urged, pulling her brother. “Don’t get wrapped up in drama. 

We’re supposed to get vegetables, enough for this week’s soup.”  

“Soup again?” Lyo whined.  

Nyna sighed, “I don’t like soup either. Why are we arguing about this?” She turned to 

me. “Sorry, we would help if we could, we’re just sort of pressed for time today.”  

And they left. The day went on. I walked and walked through the quiet streets of this 

strange town. Past a grandiose marble fountain, spewing freezing water. Past a community 

garden filled with plump squashes. Stone buildings buried in mosses and vines housed 

happy families gathered around the season’s first fires. You could see them through the thick 

glass windows. All around me was green. Flowers sprouted between cobblestones, vines 

crawled up buildings, and the forest was pressed up against every side of town. I did my best 

to avoid people’s gazes and keep my head down. Still, everyone laid their hopes on me, and 

my shoulders slumped from the weight of their demands. I walked home when twilight fell, 

and was met with a note that explained that my aunt had gone on an errand, leaving me 

alone with only my thoughts as company.  

Many days passed like this. Lyo and Nyna were becoming my good friends. They 

showed me around town. They would come to my defense when I needed it, and I needed it. 

Especially because I was on the small side and easy to be trampled by eager townsfolk.   

My aunt remained a mystery. She kept to herself a lot and was almost never there 

when I got home. I wondered what she could possibly do all day.  

Today, I came home to hear her talking to someone. The curtain was closed, but 

voices leaked out the open window. 

“I’m telling you, she’s too young to handle the pressure,” a voice I had never heard 

before pleaded.  
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“Please, she can handle it. This is perfect,” Monyca assured.  

I gritted my teeth as she continued. “This move is not reversible, we have to hope that 

she can live up to expectations and end our problems. After all, it’s not easy to ignore a 

prophecy carved into stone.”  

With that, I practically collapsed. When I found the strength to get up, I was sprinting 

toward the tree line. Away from my worries. Away from that feeling of betrayal that was 

digging its claws deep into my heart. But the prophecy had made moving here go from hard 

to much, much harder. I was now known as “the girl of the prophecies.” I ran faster, but 

despair caught up and wouldn’t let go of me. Until I heard a song. 

  

✱ ✱ ✱ 

 

 It stood across a moss-blanketed clearing. Glowing with an earthy glow. A female 

figure was making a low rumble in the ground, deep in the roots and the stones and the soil. 

She looked surreal, translucent, as if she wasn’t really there.  

 “Who are you?” The words escaped my mouth.  

 “They call me Geolyi, for I am of the earth.” She smiled warmly and floated off the 

ground.  

 I could do nothing but stare as she waltzed in the air. Then more spirits came, seeping 

out of the trees. One of them, glowing a blazing red, asked my name.  

 “I’m Rorah,” I said shyly. 

 “I’m Pyros,” she replied, “and the villagers fear me most.” She even looked a little 

proud as she said it.  

 “Why do the villagers fear you guys at all?”  

 “Any action can be misunderstood.” 

I waited for her to elaborate, but she stayed silent.  

 “We hold a celebration,” another voice answered quietly. “She makes fire creatures, 

new plants are grown, along with other wonders. And of course, Phylla impresses everyone 

with a season change and beautiful leaf colors.” 

 “Try doing that with a bunch of evergreen trees,” grumbled a camouflaged spirit who 

was casually leaning against a tree.  

 “But the celebration backfired this time,” continued the hushed voice. 

I still didn’t know where it was coming from, until I looked up and saw a foggy form 

in the trees.  

 “The villagers were scared of us,” he continued, “scared of our power. All because 

people twisted their minds by placing stones in the courtyard, insisting that we were the 

ones to fear.”  

 “For all the time they spent luring us here, it’s weird that they turned against us,” 

Geolyi stated. Pyros nodded, scowling.  
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 “People do weird things a lot,” Phylla replied. “No offense,” she added, with a quick 

glance my way.  

 My cheeks flushed as I did my best attempt at a dismissive shrug. But despite it all, I 

was genuinely enjoying myself. Until Pyros spoke again.  

 “Take us to your town.”  

 “What?” I asked, mortified. I never wanted to be there again.  

 “She said take us to your town,” Phylla pressed. “C’mon, we just want the chance to 

restore peace.” 

 “She has a point,” agreed the spirit lurking in the tree.  

 Which made me realize something. “What’s your name?” I asked him.  

 “I’m Aerum, now let's make a plan,” he replied.  

Meanwhile, Geolyi stared at me. “We are all friends and you are human.” 

 I nodded. Even though I wasn’t ready to call them friends, I knew I liked them. I 

knew plenty of humans who would, too.  

 “Then maybe the other humans will be able to put aside their fear,” Phylla suggested. 

“Or else we might feel the need to evacuate this region.”  

 Forest spirits have never evacuated their homes. As if I needed more pressure.  Still, 

I found myself retracing my steps. Back to Oligos Valley.  

 

✱ ✱ ✱ 

 

 “What’s wrong?” I whispered. Nyna shut her eyes.  We were in my cramped attic 

room. It felt like centuries since I’d left, though the world proclaimed that it was only one 

sunrise ago.  

“Everyone feels so threatened by the spirits,” she told me. “I just hate this. A month 

ago, this town was so different. I wish…” Her voice trailed off.  

 “The forest spirits are not the threat,” Pyros said firmly, stepping out of the shadows, 

triggering a collective gasp.   

 “You sure know how to hide!” Lyo said, stating the obvious.  

 Nyna paled. “You can’t blame people for being a little frightened. The fire creatures 

were pretty creepy. And that song…” she shuddered.  

 Phylla grumbled, “Sorry, but it’s not great to have people tell us that we’re weird and 

scary.”   

 “I know,” replied Nyna shamefully, “and I didn’t mean it like that.”  

 “Eyes on the prize,” I reminded them, anxious to get moving with the plan.  

 “But this is the real problem,” Nyna said slowly, like she was unsure of her words. 

“We are the problem. The forest spirits came to us with a celebration.” As she spoke her voice 

gained confidence. “And the weird prophecy people labeled it a conflict, knowing that we 

feared the unknown.”  

 “So, what can we do to solve it?” I asked.  
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 Scornful laughter pierced the air and we all spun round to face the source. Monyca 

stood in the doorway. My hands curled into fists.  

 “It’s adorable that you think you can solve this. We don't want them here,” she said, 

pointing at the spirits. “They’ll ruin this town.”  

 “We?” I asked, noticing her use of a plural. She must be talking about the people I 

heard before I ran off.  

 “Yes, Rorah,” Monyca agreed. “We ensure that townsfolk obey the powerful messages 

that we send. We are respected by the people because we help them, and their town.” 

“Well, you made a mistake here. You’re misusing your power.”  

“She has no power,” Pyros corrected. “Her control is a result of fear and manipulation. 

The prophecies strongly affect people.” 

Nyna’s eyes lit up, and before I could ask her about it, Monyca spoke. “Believe what 

you must,” she said, but her jaw clenched as she pivoted on her heel and left. Once she was 

gone, Nyna turned to face us.  

  “I have an idea,” she announced.  

 

✱ ✱ ✱  

  

 Dawn spilled over hills blanketed in thick green. As I closed my eyes, I couldn’t believe 

that just a few weeks ago, I was seeing this town for the first time. Today, Lyo, Nyna, and I 

stood in the square. The first prophecy was there, the one that started everything. I examined 

the stones coated with frilly writing. They proclaimed:  

 “When the girl comes from the faraway places 

 Hope will come to rest  

 The vile spirits overthrown 

 Prepare to be impressed” 

My breath caught in my throat. Anger swelled in my veins. Vile. If anything was vile, 

this prophecy was vile. Stay focused, Rorah, stay focused.  I looked around, making sure no 

one was there before I took a pencil and a scrap of paper out of my pocket. I wrote:  

 “Unity will be achieved by sunset” 

Smiling, I placed the paper in the middle of the square.  We sat down and watched as 

people came and went. Soon enough, the note was found, and everything changed. The 

spirits were welcomed, and the villagers were ashamed of their mistakes. Months into living 

here, I see how awesome it really is. My parents even came over here, ready for us all to start 

afresh. Of course, I still stay in touch with the forest spirits. I guess all it takes is one prophecy 

to change everything.  

 

Epilogue 
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I opened my leather suitcase. It had been stashed under my bed in my new house, 

there for an inevitable emergency. I hadn’t needed any of my poetry yet, but another 

prophecy was launched last night. The nerve of some people! I selected one of many carefully 

written verses and raced to put it in the square. It said:  

“Disregard this web of lies  

For every coming day  

You will see the clearest skies  

If you just obey.” 

 

*** 
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Future 
Adam T. 

 
A one-sided argument of who I have to be 

Never listening to my sentence’s period 

Why do I have to be what you weren't 

Though not to you, my life matters 

And you can't control me forever 

I’m going to do things my way 

My name echoing in the air 

Of achievements, of glory 

You've had your chance 

I can't be happy now 

My life enslaved 

Predestination 

Family name 

Reputation 

Tradition 

Legacy 

Unfair 

Why 

Me 

? 

Peppercorn 
Adam T. 
 

Just another spice on the rack 

But potent like the rest 

A spicy kick to any dish 

With an aromatic scent from afar 

A hard, outer shell 

Surrounds its flavorful core 

Squeezing through the pepper grinder 

Making people sneeze 

And taste the burning heat 

Fine or coarsely ground 

Sprinkled on everyone’s plate 

When paired with another spice 

I’m savory with salt and sugar  

The piquant peppercorn 

 

 

 

 

People don’t recognize my potential 

Which is as great as anyone else’s 

I have a burning inner fire 

Making a memorable first impression 

With a strong outside 

But a complex, emotion-filled inside 

Being worn down by life’s hardships 

Making people remember me 

By showing them my rage 

Making a difference, big or small 

Touching everyone’s lives, somehow 

Working together with others 

I stand out from the rest of the group 

My picante personality
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The Life Of A Penguin 
Drew T. 

 
 There are many rare animals in the world, and global warming is destroying them. 
An example of one of these animals is the Adélie penguin. Penguins are aquatic, flightless 
birds that are highly adapted to life in the water. Penguins do have wing bones, though they 
are flipper-like and better suited for swimming than flying20. The life of a penguin is complex 
in terms of regions where they thrive, their everyday life, and how global warming is 
affecting them. 

The first topic is the location where penguins live. Penguins, one of the few flightless 
avians, live in an unusual part of the world. They can be found wandering the icy barren 
landscapes of Antarctica. Due to the extremeness of the penguin’s natural habitat, they have 
a challenging time surviving. Most penguins live in Antarctica which has the coldest 
temperatures on earth. This extreme weathering causes problems for the penguins’ survival. 
The typical temperature at Antarctica ranges from -60℃ to 10℃. Since it is always so frigid 
in Antarctica the penguins must have thick layers of fat to keep warm from the cold climates. 
This climate also causes troubles of laying eggs because if an egg hits the ground the egg will 
freeze and die immediately. Their habitat typically has no humans nearby because 
Antarctica is so barren21. These are some examples of what the penguin’s habitat is like. 

The next topic is the penguin’s gradual change from egg to adult. If the egg hatches 
before the mother, returns the father will secrete a curd-like substance from his esophagus 
to feed the chick. After the chick is old enough to keep warm by themselves, the chick will 
wander off and explore for himself. Penguins can always find their way back to his parents 
due to their unique call which will alert the family. Once the penguin becomes an adult it 
will hunt for fish and krill by itself. The main predator trying to kill penguins are the leopard 
seals this show that they not only have to survive but also be safe. As you can see penguins 
have a hard life always trying to hunt for food and survive22. Not only do penguins have to 
watch out for predators but there have to hunt for food and keep warm to survive. To keep 
warm from the icy barren the penguins create a circle in which they slowly rotate in. The 
circle they create slowly rotates so every penguin has an equal amount of time in every spot 
which included the middle of the circle, inside the huddle temperatures, have been known to 
reach 70℉23. This is a couple of examples of the day in a life of a penguin. 

The final topic is how global warming is affecting penguins. Global warming is 
affecting penguins in almost every possible way. A couple of examples are the destruction of 
their homes and the destruction of their food source. Penguins rely on cold water for 
survival, but with global warming on the rise that may be taken away. Penguins are not the 
only ones affected by global warming either humans are, fish are and almost every living 
thing is affected by global warming. Global warming is a hindrance for penguins because it 
affects every part of the penguin’s lifestyle. Global warming is also slowly destroying parts 

                                                
20 Penguins World http://www.penguins-world.com/facts-about-penguins/ 
21 Penguins World http://www.penguins-world.com/penguin-information/  
22 Sea World  https://seaworld.org/en/animal-info/animal-infobooks/penguin  
23 Sea World https://seaworld.org/en/animal-info/animal-infobooks/penguin  

http://www.penguins-world.com/facts-about-penguins/
http://www.penguins-world.com/penguin-information/
https://seaworld.org/en/animal-info/animal-infobooks/penguin
https://seaworld.org/en/animal-info/animal-infobooks/penguin
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of Antarctica which are made of almost entirely ice and is slowly being broken apart. This 
will continue to happen until the penguins die of starvation or are driven out of their home 
if this were to happen the penguins would most likely go extinct24. We know that some 
animals have already gone extinct and it would be ashamed to lose another animal to global 
warming. Even if an animal that no one pays attention too and dies and goes unnoticed it 
could still affect the whole food chain. This is bad because the future generations can no 
longer observe and study these precious animals. This will happen to the penguins if global 
warming is not stopped. This is a couple of examples of how global warming is affecting 
penguins. 

 In conclusion, the life of a penguin is complex in terms of regions where they thrive, 
their everyday life, and how global warming is affecting them. Penguins live a hard life in 
the cold, harsh environment of Antarctica. They also have a hard time trying to survive from 
predators and trying to look for food. Lastly, penguins are not going anywhere soon but if 
we don't appreciate and change our lifestyles then we may lose them to climate change. 
Penguins are beautiful creatures that evolved over millions of years, and all that progress 
will be lost to our ignorance if we do not change our lifestyles. 

 
 

  

                                                
24  Penguins World http://www.penguins-world.com/penguin-conservation/  

http://www.penguins-world.com/penguin-conservation/
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Scarred Beginnings 
Meredith L. 

 

Date: October 25, 2104 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

 I have had you for such a long time but never have used you. You have been in your 

box for what, 23 years? Well, to defend myself, I never had a reason to take you out and 

write something. I now have a reason most urgent, so I might as well make a record of it 

before things get rough. 

 To introduce myself, my name is Allia Orchard. I am 27 years old, and I live in a 

city called New Barcelona.  

  The story of our city is nothing sweet. A while back, maybe 7 years ago or so, 

governments became determined to be the strongest. It was such a big deal at the time. The 

world powers destroyed other countries to “eliminate the competition.”  

 You may be asking me how there is still a city, then. 

 All of the European countries were actively deploying their nuclear arsenals. Spain 

was hit by a bomb from England, but New Barcelona was spared from most of the 

radiation by the mountains surrounding it. 

 By that point, all was said and done, and our species was decimated to a single city. 

We grew our civilization again with the resources to live on our own. More or less, we are 

flourishing. 

 I work in New Barcelona as part of the New Barcelona Royal Guard. The Royal 

Guard is just a fancy name for the police-military group. We do all sorts of operations, 

anywhere from traffic maintenance to castle guard. I have a family, but for the sake of 

devotion to my job, I was forced to never see or talk to them again. The main people in my 

life are my two pals, Tristan and Hope.  

 Tristan is… an interesting man. His main goal in life is to be the leader of the Royal 

Guard. I encourage him to keep going at it, but I am not sure he ever will. He is just too 

nice to everyone. He tries to be a show-off, but it never works. I still like him as a friend, 

faults and all. 

 And then there’s Hope. She’s the king’s secretary, filing paperwork all day. Hope is 

just a ray of sunshine, always optimistic and eager. She’s only 24, but she has more 

compassion than I ever will. 

Finally, I can get to my point of grabbing you, Diary. Ever since the war, there has 

been a large divide between animals and civilization. It has never concerned me until just 

recently. 
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Hope and I were hanging out at the last Starbucks on Earth. Hope was mindlessly 

chatting to me. I was pretending to listen to her when suddenly, we both heard a strange 

noise coming from the rooftop. Instinctively, I walked up the stairs to check it out. 

When I arrived on the rooftop, I heard a warm, masculine voice coming from the 

other side of the dusty roof. When I crawled to investigate, it was… a leopard? 

First of all, leopards are supposed to live over 5,000 miles south of Spain, not to 

mention it was casually walking on a rooftop. It couldn’t be a zoo animal, because they all 

died. Second, how in the world does it know how to talk? I was paralyzed with fear, so I 

missed the whole conversation. 

Not only am I frustrated with myself for not paying attention, I am very worried 

about the safety of our city. I have learned not to trust anything new, and this is no 

exception.  

Good night, 

Allia 

 

✷✷✷ 

 

 I walked down the sidewalk to the morning roll call. I reflected on my most recent 

diary entry, and hoped nothing out of the ordinary would happen. I switched to jogging at a 

rather fast pace, excited to see what today’s job would be. 

 On the task board, in big, black letters, was written: Guest Escort: Allia and 

Tristan. All we do is, well, escort guests to the king. This was my favorite job by far, just 

because you practically do nothing for money. I gave Tristan a high five and raced him to the 

castle. 

 After an intense two-mile sprint, I looked behind me in triumph as Tristan neared the 

castle. He was panting with a sheepish grin on his face. 

 “Maybe next time,” he gasped. 

 I elbowed him and jokingly replied, “Yes, maybe next time.” 

 I donned my official cap and walked up to the check-in desk. Hope was there as usual, 

and looked up at me. 

 “Good morning! Hope you’re having a good day, because there are a lot of meetings 

today. Don’t plan to go home until six o’clock.” 

 I nodded and walked towards the narrow hallway. I waved back at Hope and said, 

“Bye!” 

As soon as I arrived, my job began. The first appointment was already here, making 

his request. I sat in the corner of the room, patiently listening to the conversation. Hope 

called me in the middle of the meeting, though. I scurried out of the room and answered the 

call.  

 “Hey, Hope. What’s up? You called me in the middle of an appointment!” 
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 “Hey, Allia, there’s an unexpected appointment that’s been made. The guest here says 

he wants to see the king immediately.” 

 “Okay. I’ll be there in a minute.” 

 I hung up, then ran as fast as my bulky uniform boots could take me. I entered her 

office only to stop cold in my tracks with a squeak. 

 It was the same leopard from last Saturday up on the rooftop. He had soft, amber eyes 

with a warm grin on his face. Looks deceive, I’ve learned. 

 “Hello, guest,” I greeted calmly, “You did not seem to get an appointment time settled, 

but we can fit you in. Might I ask your reason for coming?” 

 “It is none of your business,” he promptly replied. 

 “Well, I will be in the room with you, so you might as well tell me. But if it’s the public 

you’re worried about, we can go, and you will tell me later.” 

 “Fine,” the leopard softly growled. 

 I walked inside, then motioned for him to follow. When we neared the door, he 

stopped, and I slowly opened it. I approached the king. 

 I whispered in his ear, “There’s a guest here you have to see right now. It’s an 

emergency.” 

 He nodded his consent. The first appointment was given what he wanted and 

immediately dismissed. I walked back to the leopard and told him to come inside.  The 

leopard strode in, keeping his eyes forward, and bowed to the king. 

 King Jackson looked confused, but, as a king, he kept his composure. “Hello. Might I 

ask your name for the records?” 

 The leopard responded smoothly, “My name is Yarrow, Your Highness. I have come 

to ask about an important request I’m sure you will find intriguing. May I speak?” 

 “Yes. Please speak. I’m interested.” 

 “As you know, ever since the War Between Humans, animals have been hiding where 

no civilization existed. But, as we hid, we grew, and we flourished. Therefore, I, Yarrow, 

leader of the Animals of Earth, am giving you a request. We request to be able to inhabit 

your town freely, and we will help you flourish as well.” 

 “This is our proposition: you let us stay under the protection of your city, and we will 

help with your agriculture, medicine research, and much more. The sky’s the limit, Your 

Highness.” 

 King Jackson, from the start, looked pleased with the plan, but he was still skeptical. 

 “How do I know that you will keep your word? That is a huge promise on your part, 

and I am not giving much for the deal,” King Jackson asked. 

 Yarrow chuckled. “Oh, Your Highness, the reason for me to ask this is not to benefit 

us animals. We realize the potential in humans, and we want to make sure that you make 

the most of your powers. You have my and every animal on this planet’s word that we will 

not attack your kingdom. Do we have a deal yet, Your Highness?” 

 “Okay, I’ll do it.” 
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✷✷✷ 

 

 

Date: November 3, 2104, 6:30 A.M. 

 

Dear Diary, 

 Ever since animals joined New Barcelona, things have been getting different, 

though I’m not quite sure if it is a positive change or a premonition of worse things to come. 

Trees from the forest have replaced the statue in our town square. Animals go into homes 

and live just like humans. 

 King Jackson adores Yarrow and takes his every word. This is not like the king to 

do something like this. He is proud and doesn’t care about anyone else in importance. But 

he is a whole new person now, it seems. 

 If things haven’t changed enough already, there is more change ahead of us. I just 

hope I can protect my city, because without it, humankind is gone.  

 I won’t be nearby to help tomorrow if Yarrow does something.  I will not be on Guest 

Escort for at least another month, and I got a gut feeling something terrible is going to 

happen soon. I’m going to try to get some rest, but sleep feels beyond my reach. 

Wish me luck, 

Allia 

 

✷✷✷ 

 

 I stood at my roll call spot, as usual. What wasn’t usual, though, was the tension in 

the air. Nobody spoke for a deathly amount of time. It was apparent everyone had the same 

thoughts as I did when I wrote in my diary. Our Royal Guard captain, Nesta, broke the 

silence. 

 “I know we all are worried about animals in the city, but we were promised they would 

do no harm, and so far, they have kept that promise. We must stay calm and just go with it. 

It’s change, but it will be for the better good, trust me.” 

 Tristan shifted beside me. He seemed nervous, almost scared. 

 “Allia, we need to talk. Meet me behind the castle.” 

 I knew better than to question him, so I nodded, waited a few minutes, and met him 

there. He looked extremely anxious, but I still had high hopes it was nothing much. 

 “What’s wrong, Tristan?” I asked anxiously. 

 “I… I know more about Yarrow than you might think.” 

 I was confused. “What are you talking about?” 

 “Let’s just put it this way. Before I joined the Royal Guard, I was… different.” 
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 “Come on, you know me. You are not going to get away with a vague answer like that. 

Tell me everything.” 

 He closed his eyes solemnly. “Before the war, I was an animal. I was an eagle, but I 

had the special power to be a human, too. I saw no reason to be a human, so I kept my powers 

hidden and nobody cared. But when the war started, and Yarrow came to power, he banished 

all hybrids from the animal kingdom. So, here I am.” 

 I stared at him in awe. Whoever knew my best friend was actually an animal? I knew 

better than to let one secret stop more important matters, so I brushed it off for the moment. 

 “Okay, what do you know about Yarrow?” 

 “He hates humans. He would never live with them, let alone help them prosper. Allia, 

he’s going to take over New Barcelona!” 

 I grimaced at my stupidity. “We have to check on King Jackson. Right now!” 

 I ripped off my bulky boots and scampered in my socks towards the front of the castle. 

My adrenaline screamed at me to run faster, but my body was not meeting expectations. By 

the time I reached the castle, Hope was staring, mouth agape, towards the king’s door. Tears 

streamed down her cheeks. 

 “Allia, it’s too late. King Jackson’s dead. Oh, Allia, Yarrow just ran in there and… Did 

that really just happen?” 

 My deep gut feeling turned into a reality, but I kept a hard face. I couldn’t cry in front 

of Hope; she needed me to be strong. If I started bawling on the floor, all her faith would be 

crushed in an instant. Before I could say or do anything, Yarrow entered the lobby. He looked 

cheerful, but the blood on his claws and his smile didn’t add up. 

 I solemnly whispered, “You killed him. What have you done?” Before I could help 

myself, my whisper became violent shouting. “You don’t deserve any throne in this city! You 

are not a king, nor will you ever be! We were doing fine, why couldn’t you just let us be?” 

 He blankly stared at me during my whole rant. After a painful silence, he replied, 

“You should know why, idiot. Humans have been slaughtering us for millennia now, 

exterminating species and ruining our perfect balance. That war was our chance to do 

something about our pain and suffering. Of course, we couldn’t let this city grow, now, could 

we?” 

 He advanced on me, and I defensively backed up. “Well now, darling, better get to 

work. This was just a distraction. By the way, check out your city right now. Toodles!”  

 He lunged out of the castle. He paused and turned to look at Tristan for a moment 

before disappearing. 

 “By the way, ‘Tristan,’ you can’t hide who you are from me.” 

 

✷✷✷ 

 

Date: November 3, 2104, 6:30 P.M. 

Dear Diary, 
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I never realized how much could happen in one day. One moment, you wake up and 

eat breakfast, then in just a flash, you realize humankind is going to meet its end by the 

same ones we had absentmindedly killed before. 

As soon as Yarrow left, we walked out of the castle to see the city. It was nothing like 

it was five minutes before. The city I knew before, with its shimmering skyscrapers and 

endless commotion, was gone. All had been damaged beyond repair, with metal snapped 

in two and windows crushed. Dead bodies lay like sardines on the grill.  

I told Hope and Tristan to leave the city with me, but only Hope agreed. Tristan said 

he wanted to “finish what he started.” Only he knew what that meant, so I let him do what 

he wanted. 

Hope and I are now in the forest, but we aren’t quite sure what to do next. Then, the 

realization hit us. If Tristan came with us, our species might have a chance. Unfortunately, 

our civilization can’t go on with two women. We won’t survive much longer, because the 

animals take all the food.  

 This evening, Hope and I came to a consensus: we are going to give ourselves up to 

Yarrow tomorrow morning. There is no dignity in being a quitter, but I don’t care 

anymore. 

 

✷✷✷ 

 

 Hope and I walked toward the castle. We had successfully avoided all the animals in 

the city thus far. Most of them returned to the forest, so getting through wasn’t too bad. The 

castle hall was vacant. Fractured glass vases lay on the rims of the shelves. Shattered, like 

my broken heart. The king’s chamber hall, the one where Tristan and I had so many laughs 

together. My heart overflowed with grief, but only one tear fell upon my cheek. 

 I knocked at the door, and the leopard beckoned us to join him. 

 My lone voice resonated the castle walls. “We’re here, and we are done. Do what you 

want.” 

 Yarrow stared at us with shrewd eyes, as if studying our faces to see if we were telling 

the truth. He finally broke the silence. “This all would seem a bit strange if it weren’t the 

situation at hand.” He sneered at me. “You are tough. You could leave if you wanted to.” 

 I kept a snarky retort to myself. “There’s no hope, and you know it. Our species cannot 

survive with just the two of us.” 

 “Okay, if you say so, girl. Just one more thing I have to ask you. You have a diary, 

right? I want the diary destroyed. Now, hand it to the eagle to the right of me.” 

 I gently handed it to the golden eagle. I heard a voice in my head yell, “Allia!” My 

mind instantly reverted back to the conversation with Tristan. I whipped around to Yarrow 

in outrage. 

 “That’s Trist—” was all I managed to say before Yarrow clawed me in the face.  
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I crumpled to the floor, my blood mixing in with the dried up blood of King Jackson’s. 

While on the ground, I saw Tristan out of the corner of my eye leave with something in his 

talons, but then came back a few moments later. Hope was thrown down beside me, a pool 

of blood running from her back. My eyes met hers, and I held her hands in mine.  

 “Sometimes the mistakes of the past come back to bite you,” I murmured. “We’re 

going to be alright.” 

 She whimpered in pain. I knelt with her for what seemed like forever, the world 

meaning nothing to me. The eagle stood by, watching us the whole time, never moving an 

inch. 

 The animals left the city that night for good, including Yarrow, having accomplished 

what they’d set out to do. Hope would survive, and Tristan became a human once again. He 

promised to stay with me always. Before he had time to react, I hugged him. He stiffened 

under my grasp, but eventually eased. I sat down by Hope and we reviewed all that had 

happened that day.  Some tears flowed, but were lost in a wave of joy: we were okay. I could 

feel my fears, my grief flow out of me onto the fallen city.  

 Facing the rising sun of a new day, I said, “We can start all over again. If we beat them 

before, maybe next time will be a different story.”  

I picked up a blade from the castle armory and put it in a scabbard. I glanced up at 

the endless blue sky and promised, with all my heart, whoever is up there, I won’t let 

something like this ever happen again.  

 

✷✷✷ 

 

Date: September 1, 2110 

Dear Diary, 

 The last time I wrote to you was six years ago. I’m sorry, but I wanted to hide from 

my past. I found you in the castle not too long after all those tragic events happened, but 

for a long time my door was shut. 

 After the attack, people in hiding showed up again. From what I could tell, about 

150 of us still lived. They proclaimed me as their ruler, but I didn’t feel worthy of this honor. 

Tristan kept telling me to get out there and be the queen our new city needed. I knew what 

I had to do, but a sense of fear enveloped me. 

 Scouts reported a leopard appearing in the forest. The city alone gave me the 

courage to go out there to face my fears. Sure enough, my old foe was there, waiting for 

me. Without a thought in mind, I killed Yarrow once and for all. 

 Now deaf to my own conscience, I think I can finally assume my position as ruler 

with my two pals. Our quarrel with the animals is going to get worse, but there is no other 

option than to keep going with all we have. 

I know I just wrote to you for the first time in six years, but it won’t be the last.  The 

story of New Barcelona continues, and its story will be told and retold by you.  
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Farewell, 

Allia  

✷✷✷ 
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DUST 

Mathias L. 
 

Wet sand squished beneath his feet as John waded through the waters of Tampa Bay. 

He collected several samples of the ocean water. If his theory was correct, then he could link 

the problem of rapid ocean loss to the dumping of chemicals in the ocean. As he trudged 

back to his research van, he saw how the ocean loss was affecting Florida. What used to be a 

coastal city had dried out, with what used to be beach homes nearly 1/2 a mile from the 

coast. 

At John’s lab, he took out an eyedropper and placed several drops into a viewing dish. 

He slid it under his microscope and zoomed in. He saw small particles of dirt and sand grow 

exponentially until they zoomed out of his sight. As he looked for microbes, he stumbled on 

something very interesting. One microbe, shaped like a worm, seemed to be taking in water 

and expelling gas. As he studied it, he realized that this microbe could be what is causing the 

loss. While he observed, however, he saw it quickly grow in length. Then, it exploded into a 

dozen separate microbes! He zoomed out, and over the course of half an hour, the petri dish 

was filled with these microbes. After recording their features, he turned on the built-in 

camera to record any further development. 

Driving home, he contacted his friend, James Mitchell. “You should have seen these 

microbes! They grew and grew, then split apart to procreate. They also expelled bubbles 

during this process. I’m not sure why, but I will study them more tomorrow. ” 

“You find a ‘breakthrough’ every week. I’m sure that it’s just a piece of dust,” James 

replied. 

“Whatever,” he said. “I’ll show you! At my lab, I’m recording the microbe’s growth 

overnight. I’ll send you a video tomorrow if you want.” 

“Sure! I got to go, but I’ll see you soon. Bye!”  

John hung up as he pulled into his driveway. After a quick dinner, he went to bed. 

The next morning, he rushed to the lab. As he pulled into the lab, his heart pounded with 

anticipation, but when he walked in, he realized that something was wrong. All of his ocean 

water samples were dry. When he played back the video, he saw that the microbes had 

multiplied, taking the water and splitting it into its base components. He realized that these 

microbes were not carbon based lifeforms, but hydrogen based. 

He zoomed in on the dry sample and saw that the microbes seemed to be hibernating. 

They had clumped together and become interconnected in a complex pattern. He realized 

that these microbes must be stopped, as at this rate, the world’s water supply would become 

overrun with them. They could be the reason for the world’s ocean loss. He first tried to kill 
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them with basic cleaning chemicals. This did not work, as the microbes simply changed their 

pattern into a shell, sacrificing the outer organisms for the survival of the group. 

He tried standard deadly radiation.  This also failed, as the microbes had thick shells, 

and curled into balls. Nearly giving up hope, he tried using gamma rays to kill the creatures. 

This, to John’s great surprise, slowly worked. The gamma rays dissolved the microbes, 

turning them into dust. John couldn’t reverse the damage, but he could clear the water, 

albeit slowly. After several weeks of taking samples and writing equations, he calculated that 

the Earth’s water would be 95% gone in 10 years. If it were possible to bombard the world 

with gamma radiation, he predicted that the microbes would die, but at the cost of nearly all 

biological life on Earth. He realized they only had one option — space. 

John immediately emailed the data to James. One hour later, James called him.  

“Give me your equations, we need to send this to the Administrator.” 

“Of NASA?” he asked. 

“Yes, the evidence is overwhelming. We need to get out of here before the world 

becomes a giant desert!” 

A glass shattered in John’s lab as he tripped over his microscope’s plug, knocking the 

beaker over as he grabbed the counter to stabilize himself. 

“What was that?” 

“Just a beaker, it’s fine,” he said. “I’ll send you the rest of the equations. See you later!” 

He hung up. 

He and James decided to go to D.C. to show the theory to the Administrator. After a 

long drive, he arrived at D.C. He checked in to his hotel, and quickly fell asleep.  

John woke up, courageous. His research would help billions. He strutted out of his 

hotel room and into his research van, ready to save the world. 

 

*** 

 

“No.”  

“But the evidence is overwhelming!” 

“I said, no,” the Administrator said. “We are not spending billions of dollars just 

because of some attention-hungry scientist’s theory. I’m sorry, but this is impossible. The 

only way this could happen is if you could prove these microbes are really causing the ocean 

loss. I need years of research to consider this, not weeks.” 

“We don’t have years! Don’t you understand?” 

“No, we’re not doing it. That’s final. I have another appointment, so please, show 

yourself out.” 

After being dismissed, and feeling miserable, John walked out of the complex. He 

called James to tell him the news. 

“The Administrator said no. It’s over.” 

“Don’t worry, I have an idea.” 

“What is it?” he said, feeling slightly better. 
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“We can just go behind her back! I can forge her signature, and instruct my build 

team to make the rockets. We can tell her the rockets are for a deep space probe or 

something. People love those for some odd reason.” 

“Ok, let’s do it!” 

Over the next several months, James worked on the ship’s design. He designed a 

generational ship, able to support 250 people for fifty years. It was designed to be modular, 

expandable, and repairable. After five launches, it was to be built in orbit. He and ten 

mathematicians designed a huge, complex equation to pick fifty people to be the initial 

genetic pool for repopulation of the human race, taking account for biodiversity, genetic 

stability, emotional stability and diversity, and lack of genetic deviations and diseases. Using 

NASA’s most powerful supercomputers, over two years they calculated the candidates. They 

were then sent a request, and 47 of the 50 accepted. The last three were decided to be John, 

James, and one of the engineers who helped formulate the ship’s blueprints. Once all five of 

the parts were constructed, they planned to launch all 5 in quick succession in the middle of 

the night. After five years, it was finally time for the plan to be carried out. 

 

*** 

 

The Administrator, in Washington D.C., was driving to work when she got a call from 

her secretary. 

“What do you mean five unauthorized launches were made last night?” she roared, 

pulling over.  

“I don’t know how, but they just happened. There were no plans submitted or 

anything. What makes this even stranger is that these five payloads were huge, the largest 

NASA has ever launched. If NASA made these payloads, it would have taken them at least a 

year of solid work each.” 

“Wait, you said a year each? five total for them all to be constructed?” The 

Administrator asked. “five years ago, some crazy scientist came to me, saying the ocean 

water was being dissolved by microbes and that we needed to make a colony ship. When I 

looked over the plan, it was to be composed of six launches. five for the ship, and a final 

launch made several days later, once the ship assembled itself in orbit.” 

“That reasoning seems sound, but how could they make six large rockets without 

anyone here noticing?” her secretary asked. “Besides, as you know, this scientist may have 

been right. Nearly half of the water in the world has seemingly disappeared.” 

“Perhaps, but that doesn’t mean that he won’t serve a life sentence, along with 

everyone else who helped him. Besides, how doesn’t matter. We can figure that out later.”  

The Administrator got back on the road, swerving around several cars, speeding to get to 

work faster.  

“I’m almost at work,” The Administrator said. “If we can stop the final launch, then 

we can stop these criminals.” 
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*** 

 

At Cape Canaveral, James was going over last minute flight checks. Everyone was 

loaded onto the ship but him. They were almost ready to launch the shuttle when the launch 

pad phone rang - a call from the NASA Headquarters. 

“Who are you? What are you doing, launching six rockets? How you got the funds is 

crazy, but you can’t use this launch pad! This is government property!” the Administrator 

yelled into the phone. 

“Well... as we are launching in five minutes, there isn’t much you can do to stop us. 

Besides, this is just a deep-space probe!” James said, nearly bursting into laughter. “If you 

want, you can find all the data in a file on your desktop at work. The filename is Dust. I have 

to go, see ya!” John dropped the phone without hanging up and ran to the boarding rocket. 

“Come back! You will pay for this!” she yelled into the phone. Nobody answered. 

 

*** 

 

“Captain’s log, March 4th, 5245. At the edge of our known space, we have found a once 

inhabited planet. After scanning nearby space, we have found a satellite in orbit. It is 

broadcasting in primitive video. We have downloaded it to our data banks, and are playing 

it now.” 

“If anyone ever hears this, this planet was Earth, the birthplace of the human race. 

A strange microbe has contaminated our ocean supply, and the only way to destroy it is to 

bombard the planet with gamma radiation. We have done this, but attached information 

of most discovered lifeforms on Earth and have frozen embryos on this satellite, in hopes 

that one day, someone with greater technology might help us.”  

The message garbled and became static. 

“Run ‘Earth’ and ‘Human’ in the biological database,” the captain said. 

“Yes, sir,” the science officer said. “I found something here, in one of the oldest parts 

of the database. This is nearly a thousand years old! It must be from our first ship, Dust. It 

says here that the word ‘Human’ is the archaic name for Terrans. I believe Earth is where we 

came from!” 

“This is crazy. Pull up the known trajectory of Dust and extrapolate if this planet could 

be the starting point. I want to make sure before I call for the anthropologists to take a look.” 

“Sure thing. Give me a second.” The science officer typed in some calculations. “Yes, 

sir. This could be where Dust took off from.” 

“What a find. This will be the highlight of the republic’s anthropology news for years. 

I’ll call them now,” the captain said. 

 

“Yes?” An ancient-looking anthropologist croaked over the phone. 

“We believed to have found the planet where Dust originated. We have extrapolated 

the trajectory and it all makes sense. The planet was populated, but from our scans, only 
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seems to have a few types of hardy bacteria and some moss and lichen near the poles. The 

planet also has huge, empty ruins spread across the continents. There is also a satellite in 

orbit with some information and genes from extinct species on the planet, along with a huge 

amount of metallic debris.” 

“We’ll look into it, seems like a decent discovery,” the anthropologist said. “I’ll send a 

team.” 
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Blue Chair 
Kelleigh J. 

 

Prologue 

 

Cheryl Jones was raised in a small house with two sisters. They teased her and called 

her names because of the way she looked. She was short and had brown hair, and brown 

eyes. Her sisters were tall with blonde hair and blue eyes. Her parents always told her to be 

more like them, but when she tried, she never did well enough. She couldn't talk to anyone 

about it, so she spent her days in a small navy-blue chair that was in the second living room 

that no one went into. She spent hours in there trying to take her mind off of the real world, 

especially when her parents got divorced.  

Years later, she went off to college to try and get away from her judgmental family. 

She attended Arizona State University to get her masters in special ed teaching. In one of 

her classes she took, there was a popular swimmer, Zachary Jones.  

Zachary was the little brother to an overpowering sister. They never got along. Their 

dad was a pediatrician and very abusive. He yelled at him and hit him whenever he spoke 

without permission. He hid in a dark blue chair that hid in the darkest corner of the living 

room. When he went off to college, he became a younger version of his dad.  

He held many state and national records. Cheryl was beautiful, but was not accepted 

by anyone except a few girls whom she had no classes with. He recognized that she was 

vulnerable and would believe whatever he told her. He asked her out on a date and she said 

yes. He was the first person to say “I love you” to her. She fell for his tricks and married him 

as soon as they graduated college.  

They had a little girl two years after they got married. She was kind and loved 

everyone no matter how mean they were to her. She was very fair skinned and had hair that 

was almost white. Two years after they had their little Kayla, then they had a boy named 

Stephen. He had dark brown hair, light brown eyes and olive skin. Zachary changed when 

he first had his two kids. He treated Cheryl with respect and cared about his job. But as the 

years went by, he went back to his old abusive ways.  

He was never home and didn't do anything around the house. Cheryl now had three 

jobs, and when she got home, she cleaned and made dinner for the four of them. Zachary 

lost his job and didn't get a new one, he sat on the couch and took the kids to daycare. He 

never made dinner or cleaned the house. Cheryl couldn't take it anymore.    

 

*** 

 

It was late one night when Stephen and I were hungry, and we missed lunch because 

our dad forgot to pack them. I was waiting in my room like my mom told me to. My pale 
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blue-grey eyes were starting to tear up. I could hear loud voices in the kitchen. They didn't 

sound happy. In the room across the hall, Stephen was crying, and no one came to comfort 

him. We sat in our rooms for what seemed like hours.  

Dinner that night consisted of a cheese quesadilla that Stephen and I had to split. 

There were no hugs from our father and only a quick kiss goodnight from our mom. Later 

that evening, I found myself not able to fall asleep with all the noises around the house. My 

stomach was growling so loud that I was sure the neighbors could hear it. On top of my 

stomach asking for food, there was the yelling. At least four nights a week I could hear my 

parents yelling. It was a constant argument about why my dad was always gone when mom 

got home, or why he won’t get a job. But tonight’s argument was different, something that I 

couldn't put my finger on.  

The bickering and shouting went on for hours. I couldn't even close my eyes, so, after 

all the yelling was over with, I went out to find my mom. I creaked open the door slowly and 

barely poked my head out to see if anyone was in the living room. It was all dark and quiet, 

so I tiptoed to my parents’ room. Right as I was going to cross through the kitchen to 

maneuver my way into their room, I heard crying. The crying didn't sound like Stephen’s. It 

was a cry I had never heard before. It was coming from the guest bathroom. As I slowly 

crawled to the bathroom the crying stopped. As I opened the door I saw my mom.  

“Hey, baby girl!” said mom with a hushed, shaky voice.  

“Hey, mama, are you ok?” I asked, truly concerned for her. 

“Yes, I’m ok, I promise.” 

“Ok… do you want me to stay with you so you don't have to sit all alone in the 

bathroom?”  

“Oh, honey, that is so sweet. I would love some company, but you need sleep. It is—” 

she checked her phone that was tucked away in her pocket, “8:30. All little girls need to be 

in bed, asleep.” 

“But I am not a little girl, mommy!” 

“Oh, yeah, you’re right. I’ll let you stay with me as long as you are quiet, ok?” 

“Ok.” I said as I crawled onto her lap. We sat together for the rest of the night. I fell 

asleep, but not Mom, she stayed awake and just held me. 

In the morning Dad was nowhere to be found. I looked everywhere for him. Stephen 

was playing with his toys the whole time, not noticing what was going on.  

“Mom!” I screeched. “Where is Dad?” 

“Oh, umm. He’ll be back in a few days. Uh, he is on a business trip. Yeah, that's where 

he is.” My mom seemed unsure about what she told me. He had left before, but not like this. 

 “Hey, where is Stephen?” my mom asked me. 

“The last time he was in my line of sight, he was in his room.” 

“Ok, tha—” mom cut herself off just noticing what her little four-year-old said, “Where 

did you hear that phrase? That is a really big girl thing to say.” 

“Mrs. O taught me that when she was with me and Stephen two days ago.” 
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“You saw Mrs. O!” Mom was starting to pace angrily across the wide living room floor. 

“I told your father not to send you to daycare, and what does he do? He goes and sends you 

and Stephen off to some babysitter! I don't even know who Mrs. O is! Why does he do stuff 

like that? Ugh!” 

As soon as my mom stopped yelling, I ran to the big blue chair. The chair was a dark 

midnight blue that her parents bought from Ikea when they first moved into the house. I 

found its soft material comforting. It had vertical lines that are consistent throughout the 

entire chair. I like to glide my fingers up and down the lines. The blue chair was my special 

chair. When I got scared, or when I wanted to be alone, I would go and sit my small behind 

in the center of the chair. It was my safe spot. I went there when I was happy or excited, or 

when I needed to think.  

“Oh, no. I’m sorry Kayla. Oh goodness, please don't do this to me.” Mom said, noticing 

she scared me. 

I was tuning her out, trying to slow my breathing and calm down. I was horrified. My 

mom had never yelled at me like that before. That was something my dad did.  

Half an hour passed and I finally calmed down. I ran to my mother, who was playing 

with Stephen, and wrapped my arms around her. We both started to cry. Then, mom 

scooped up my little two-year-old brother and we hugged for a long time. 

Days passed. Those days slowly turned into weeks, with dad nowhere to be found. 

Mom called his parents, his cell, and his sister. Finally, she called the mysterious Mrs. O. 

“Hello? Who is this?” snapped Mrs. O. 

“Hello, this is Cheryl, Zachary's wi—housekeeper, I was calling to see if you know 

where he is. He has been gone for three weeks.” 

“Oh, my! Yes, I do know. He is with me. We’re in Minnesota so he can meet my 

parents. He said he will have to leave later this week.” 

“Ok, thank you for telling me.” Mom quickly hung up and started to cry. 

She told me about the phone call when I turned ten.  Earlier that fateful Wednesday 

morning, she’d dropped us off at daycare just to make that phone call. She promised us she 

would be there by lunch.  

“Hi, mom!” we screeched in unison when she walked through the door. 

“Ok, children, let's go home. I have some important news to tell the both of you.” 

When we got into the bright red Toyota Sienna, Mom started to tell us vague details about 

the phone call. 

“Mrs. O is not just a babysitter your dad found online,” Mom said trying not to cry, 

“She is with your dad in Minnesota. He will be back by Friday.” 

“Oh, that's good, because today is Wednesday, then it's Thursday, then Friday!” I 

exclaimed. 

“Only this many more days!” shouted Stephen holding up two fingers. “Same as me!” 

“Yes, very good Stephen,” Mom said quietly, still trying to hold back her tears. The 

rest of the ride home was silent. I sensed something was wrong, but I didn't know what or 

how to ask. 
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The next few days went on almost as if Dad was home with us. Stephen and I still 

went to daycare, and Mom still hurried off to work. The only differences were that there was 

no tired, red skinned, lazy man sleeping on the couch when we got home.  

Finally, it was Friday night, and we refused to go to bed without Dad. We waited and 

waited for him. Minutes developed into hours. I slipped into my blue chair. Mom came over 

with Stephen snoring loudly in her arms and told me that I should have been in bed two 

hours ago. I was still refusing, so Mom left me there and took Stephen to his room. 

The clock was lazily ticking; Dad was not home. Mom was exhausted. She continually 

tried to coax me to go to my room and sleep. After half an hour of convincing, I sluggishly 

maneuvered into my square ladybug themed room and crashed into my bed. Mom could 

have been mistaken for a zombie by the way she walked into her room. I knew she was 

completely exhausted, but couldn't sleep either.  I could hear her crying from my room.  

Eight a.m. and the smell of musty sunlight and coffee infiltrated the house. At 8:01 

that morning, Dad blasted in. Mom ran to him but not to hug him and cry even more. No, 

she went up to him, grabbed his arm and pulled him into their room.  

“What were you doing?” she whispered, with a nasty tone in her voice, trying not to 

wake us. But I could hear everything even with my head under the quilt my grandma had 

made for me. “You’ve been gone for four weeks! I want you to pack your stuff and you better 

be out of my house in thirty minutes!” 

“Whoa, Cheryl, let me explain. I was on a business tri—” he started but she cut him 

off. 

“I know you were not on a business trip because I called ‘Mrs. O’ and she said that 

you were meeting her family up in Minnesota!” Mom totally lost control, yelling at the top 

of her lungs, “You better start packing, the clock is ticking. You better be gone in half an 

hour.”  

“Mom! Mom! Is Dad here?” I came sprinting from my room later. “I thought I heard 

him open the door. He calls it his ‘sig-na-ture opening.’ Isn't that so funny, Mama?” 

“Honey, that is not his signature opening. That is him being angry and opening the 

door so it slams into the wall,” Mom said, her voice filled with disappointment. 

“Well, is he here?” I asked with a pure, childish voice that would make anyone say 

‘aww’. 

“Oh, not anymore, he left about fifteen minutes ago. He packed his things and left 

again,” she said attempting to sugar coat it. “Will you do me a favor, big girl?” Mom asked 

with a fake smile on her face trying to change the subject.  

“Yes, Mommy, anything!” I perked up at the idea of helping my mom. 

“Will you please go get Stephen out of his crib? I’m pretty sure he needs to be changed 

from his old diaper into a new one.”  

“Ok, I will be right back. Count to twenty!” 
“Ready, set...go!”   
I ran into my brother’s room, scooped him up and walked carefully back to Mom, not 

wanting to drop the little boy. 
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“15, 16, 17,” Mom was counting every three seconds just to make sure I had enough 
time to get back. 

“Stop counting! I’m here!” I beamed as I turned the corner. “Look, he is all good, I 
didn't drop him at all.” 

“Thank you, big girl,” Mom said reaching for Stephen. “I’ll take him now, I’m pretty 
sure you don't want to change him.”  

“Eww, yuck. No thanks!” I crinkled up my face because even the thought of it grossed 
me out. Mom took Stephen into her room when there was a booming knock on the door. She 
ran to the door and looked through the peephole.  

“Kids! Can you please go into Kayla's room, now!” Mom screamed across the house 
before opening the door. Instead, I peeked to see what was happening. “What do you want? 
I am going to file the divorce papers later today. There is nothing you can do about it. My 
decision is final!” 

“Well, we need to tell the kids. They are going to be wondering what happened to me!” 
Dad yelled in Mom’s face, having to bend down because of the height difference.  
 “I was going to tell them myself. I don't need you anymore.” Mom was about to shut 
the door when she heard our little voices from the background, slowly growing louder and 
louder. 
 “It’s Dad?” I was confused to see Dad there. 

“Hey, little lady, did you miss me?” he asked. 
“No,” I said bluntly, “not really, I mean.” 
“Why not? I’m your father you should have missed me a lot!” 
“But I didn't, sorry.” 
“You better be!” Dad raised his hand and was about to slap me across the face but 

then Stephen ran in and took the hit for me.  
“Why did you do that?” screamed Mom, “They are your children!” she said, then 

turned to us. “Go play outside, I need to talk to your father.” We lowered our heads and cried 
the whole way out, not wanting to lose our father.  

“We are telling the kids and then you are leaving, never to come back,” Mom 
whispered to him. 

“No, babe, I can change, please! Let me stay, we can fix this!” Dad begged to stay, but 
Mom refused to listen any longer. 

“I’m bringing the kids back in. I will be doing most of the talking.” Mom walked 
swiftly outside and found us swinging with tears dripping down our little round faces. “Ok, 
little ones, we need to talk.” 

I heard their nasty conversation through the screen door that lead into my backyard, 

so I knew what was coming.  

“Yes, mommy.” We walked inside and found Dad sitting on the couch. I ran into my 

big blue chair and sat in it. I did not feel safe seeing my dad in the house.  

“Why he here?” Stephen said to mom. 

“Because we all need to have a talk,” she said harshly. “Kayla, get out of your chair 

and come sit between Stephen and your dad, now!” 

“No! I don't want to sit by him!” I yelled back to her. 

“Come. Sit. Now.” 

“Fine.” I rolled my eyes and walked over to the big couch sitting, slouching and 

steaming with anger.  
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“Your dad and I,” she started, “are going to split up.” She paused, waiting for a 

reaction from us. 

“Is it my fault? Is it because I got angry? What did I do, Mama?”   

Stephen started to cry after hearing me ask all of those questions. Dad just sat there 

annoyed and uncomfortable, just listening.  

“No, honey, it's not your fault. Dad and I just don't work well together, that's all,” 

mom said trying not to cry. “He is going to pack his stuff and leave, you guys won’t see him 

for a few months until we get everything worked out, okay?” 

“Yes, Mom,” I cried 

“Ok, Mommy,” said Stephen not really knowing what was going on. 

The day went by slowly and Dad took his time packing his things. He finished packing 

and said his goodbyes.  

“All right little munchkins, I’ll see you two in just a few months, okay?” He was trying 

too hard to get us to not hate him, and I felt it. 

“Okay, bye!” I shouted and slammed shut the door on him as soon as he walked out. 

  

 

Epilogue 

 

Stephen and I grew up and only saw our dad on special occasions. We were finally 

happy. I am now an occupational therapist and I stayed in Arizona. Stephen became a 

neurosurgeon and moved to New York. We both spend our lives with happy families, still 

seeing our mom as often as possible. Mom met a nice man named Derek. Everyone has been 

much happier without Zachary, but his actions and words still affect me today. The only 

good thing that came out of my dad’s aggressiveness is that I have never hit or yelled at 

anyone. Ever. And I don’t need a blue chair anymore. 
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Pressed Enter 
Maddy P. 

 
I couldn’t take very much with me. My family just moved to Oregon, all because my 

mom received a promotion. I hate it. Our new house is filled with boxes. Outside looks way 

different from the other houses on the street. Every house has a different color, size and 

shape. I’ve never moved before, so this was a new experience for me. So far, it wasn’t a good 

one. 

New house. New school. New everything.  

My brother, Carl, was the worst. He never wanted a sibling, let alone a sister. That’s 

why he makes my life miserable. I think. It’s like his job. He bullies me about my looks, 

height, and basically every mistake I make. He says a lot of stuff, but of course, he has a 

favorite.  

 “You're the ugliest living thing in the whole galaxy! A corpse flower looks better in 

your clothes than you do.” 

I don’t even know what a corpse flower is! Do you? 

Silly me! You don’t even know who I am. Well, to start with, my name is Shelbi. I am 

in my last year of middle school, 8th grade. I have brunette hair, green eyes, normal 

eyebrows, cheeks, nose. Nothing special. I’m an average height for a fourteen-year-old, 

about 5’2’’. Let me make one thing clear. I don’t like video games. My brother loves them, 

and he plays them everyday after school. 

My brother, Carl, is 17. My mom, Emily, is 46, and I have no father. My dad passed 

away when I was five years old. I never really knew him, but my brother did. He was only 

eight but had a strong connection with him, a special bond. When he died my brother went 

into a depression he was never himself again. If you’re wondering how I found out about 

this, my mom told me, and I just guessed by the way he was acting. I think that’s why he 

bullies me.  

My mom doesn’t realize what happens, mainly because she is so tired from work. He 

also pretends to be nice to my face when my mom is around. As soon as she leaves, he turns 

back to mean. When mom is in the room, he just tells her that he was only teasing me, and 

she always believes him. Probably because he is the oldest. When I try to talk to her about 

it, she doesn’t really do anything. 

“He’s just teasing you,” she says all the time. “Don’t take what he says seriously. He 

doesn’t mean it.” 

Alright, enough about my screwed up family. I’m going to tell you about the time 

where I was stuck in a video game. I know you just rolled your eyes! I know it doesn’t sound 

real, but this did happen! It changed my life. Trust me, this story is worth hearing.  

I had just joined my new class at school. Met new people, teachers, a new place, 

basically a whole new world. When I came home, Carl was doing his usual routine of playing 
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video games and, of course, picking on me. Since mom doesn’t get home till later, I normally 

just go up to my room, with a snack, lock the door, and do homework until dinner is ready. 

This time was different. My brother invited me to play his video games with him. I was 

hesitant, so I just stayed downstairs being the good sister I am.  

I turned around and looked at the screen. It said he needed to draw a castle. I realized 

that Carl only invited me to play games with him so I could draw the castle. He couldn’t draw 

even if it was a matter between life and death. He needed to draw a picture of a castle to 

continue the level. I can draw if I’m using a pencil and paper, but using technology to draw 

would be totally different. I wasn’t sure what to do, until I found out that if he couldn’t draw 

the castle, he couldn’t move on to win the game. He begged and begged me to draw it. I 

agreed but he had to leave the room so I could focus. He agreed. As soon as he was gone, I 

picked up the controller and began to draw. 

It wasn’t that hard to draw on the controller, but I still messed up, on purpose. I just 

wanted a little revenge for everything he did me. I finished the drawing, and it looked terrible 

(insert evil laugh here). I turned up the volume so that Carl could hear the sound of 

disappointment from the game. I moved the cursor to the submit button and pressed Enter.  

As soon as I pushed the button, there was a flash of a bright light. I’m sure I passed 

out, too. When I woke up, my whole house was pixelated. I thought it was a dream. I stood 

up and walked around. My surroundings were the same, but different. I looked through the 

window, and I couldn’t believe what I saw.  

Outside was a fairytale! There were castles and horse-drawn carriages, and 

everything a fairytale would have in it. I was about to go exploring this new place, but I 

noticed something.  Three red hearts.  

Open the door to begin. Huh? Am I in a video game? How could this be? The last 

thing I did was… Then it hit me. That would explain why my house is pixelated and what’s 

above the door. 

I realized something else, as well. If I’m in a videogame, can someone control me? I 

mean, that’s how these games work. Right? Do these things happen all the time? Do I have 

to do what the person playing wants me to do? Can I die if the player makes me? Oh, my 

god! I had so many confusing and conflicting thoughts in my head. I was about to push the 

door open when I noticed the TV screen to my left. It turned on. It showed the couch where 

I passed out, but I was still there on the couch. I’m there, but I’m here? How can I be in two 

places at once? Can I only see through the TV at home? I only see the couch with me on it.  

On the screen I heard Carl say something, but it was muffled so I couldn’t hear it. He 

walked back in the room. His face turned as white as snow, scared as if the world was ending. 

He shrieked in horror at the sight of me. He screamed like a girl. 

“Mom! Come quick! Something is wrong with Shelbi! Hurry!”  

She ran over to me and Carl on the couch. She was trying to shake me awake, but my 

eyes stayed closed. I saw Carl pick me up and take me out of view, and I saw my mom on the 

phone and she also left my view. I turned back to the door. Something was different than 
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before. It was shaped like a question mark with a circle around it. The help button. I decided 

to push that before I started the game. All my questions were answered.  

“Hello, you are stuck inside a video game. I know your fears, strengths, and 

weaknesses. Your real body is in a coma. To wake up from the coma, you must beat the whole 

game. If you don’t complete the game, you will be stuck here forever and you will die. If you 

die in the game you have three lives, but once those are up, you won’t come back. To win the 

game, you have to pass all three levels. The final level is the Castle.  

“If the screen to your left is black, the video game is off, but when you can see the 

couch, the TV is on and your family can control your every move. To them, you just look like 

a character from the game, and they don’t know it’s you. 

“A few pieces of advice: use your moves wisely. Your brother likes to play this game 

late almost every night, so try to get as far as possible or he will slow you down. You won’t 

lose any lives if you are being controlled, which is good because he always loses as many lives 

as possible before beating that level. Good luck!” 

My mind was blown. So, let me get this straight. I’m in a game, but my body is in a 

coma at home, and I have to win the game or else I die. I don’t know why I’m here, but I 

guess I have to do what I am instructed to do. Okay. No pressure. I left the help feature, 

and opened the door. Outside didn’t look the same as it did before. There was nothing! Only 

blue. In the back of my head, I had to keep telling myself that I was in a video game. 

Everything was going to be strange. I took another step.  

All I had to do was beat the levels to get— a yellow brick road appeared. I felt like I 

was in Wizard of Oz! I had a hard time containing my excitement. Then, about two feet in 

front of me, the words, “Level One: The Sky” appeared. “Walk through the words to begin.” 

I didn’t want to be in the sky. I hated heights.  I just wanted to get down. I found it so hard 

to breathe. 

In front of me words appeared. “Goal: Collect 15 clouds before time's up. Try not to 

fall!” I took a deep breath and stepped through the words. The game began. There was a big 

countdown: 5...4... then the ground shook before three. The pause button was huge and right 

in front of me. The game must have paused. Then I heard a voice. 

 It was the Help Button guy from before. He said, “This is the first level. You need to 

run to collect as many clouds as possible out of the fifteen in fifty seconds. To collect clouds, 

you just have to touch them. To lose a life you have to go above or below the red line high. If 

you don’t get fifteen clouds in the fifty seconds, you won’t lose a life. You have to keep going. 

Good luck. Oh, and one last thing. I will come to give you advice and help. If you need me, 

just say, ‘help’.” I was shocked. 

3-2-1-Go! As I ran on the yellow road, clouds appeared. There was a progress bar 

above me to show how many clouds I had collected. After fifteen seconds, I was out of breath. 

I had only collected five clouds. It wasn’t bad, but I needed to keep going. Just ten more 

clouds. Ten more. After another twenty seconds, I had seven more clouds. I only needed 

three more clouds to win the level! I kept running, but I didn’t see any clouds. Did I collect 

them all? Please say I’m done. Please, please, please. Nothing made sense. I was out of 
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breath. Only five seconds left, and no clouds in sight, making it impossible to win the level. 

The sound of disappointment rang through my ears. I tried again, and collected fourteen 

clouds before time was up. 

I kept trying but I failed five more times. On the eighth try, I knew in my gut this was 

the one. I walked through the words like before, and the game started. With ten seconds left, 

I needed one more cloud. I saw one, but it was a risk. It was hard to tell if it was above or 

below the red line. I leapt into the air and touched the cloud, but as soon as I felt it, 

everything faded to black. 

I didn’t pass out, so I stood up and walked very carefully forward. Had I won the 

game? Was I going to the next level? Why was it so dark? All of a sudden, it got light again, 

but something was different. I couldn’t move a muscle. I looked to my left and it was Carl on 

the screen. He was playing the game, so he must’ve been controlling me. He started the first 

level, and he looked like he was about to cry. He forced me off the yellow brick road in a 

matter of seconds. Carl would normally be laughing, but tears were streaming down his 

cheeks instead. I almost felt sorry for him.  

It felt like blades were slicing me into pieces. I returned on the road a few seconds 

later. He paused the game, and I could move around, but something was wrong. Carl put his 

head in his hands and I could hear loud sobs. Was he crying because of what happened to 

me?  But he loved to torture me! Why was he crying now? I walked over to the screen and 

put my hands on it. 

Everything will be ok. I’ll be out soon. Don’t you worry. 

A single tear left my eye. He lifted his head, and wiped away his own. He grabbed the 

controller and pressed play.   

I was on the road once more, and Carl beat the level with thirty-five seconds left out 

of the fifty. How was it possible? I had to do this eight times, and I barely made it! How did 

he do it in fifteen seconds? I was dumbfounded. When he got to the castle part, he burst into 

tears again. 

Immediately after the Swamp appeared, Carl turned off the TV and the screen was 

black once more. I was still on the yellow brick road, but it was on the ground and not in the 

sky. All around me there were trees. I realized that the road was no longer a road. It had 

turned into a bridge over a swamp! The goal was to collect fifteen rocks in forty seconds, just 

like the sky level, but ten seconds less. I remembered what Carl did earlier, and all I had to 

do was pace myself. I was ready. 

I walked through the words, and the game began. I ran first, getting as many rocks as 

possible before I ran out of time. I managed to get five rocks in ten seconds. I had thirty 

seconds left and ten more rocks to collect. I took a five second break, and then I ran again. 

Another ten seconds, and five more rocks. I was doing it! I thought I could win the level! I 

took another five second break and ran again. With only ten seconds left I was sure to get 

the last five rocks. I had four seconds left, and I needed one more rock. I saw the rock, ran 

to it, then I touched it. 

The screen went black again, but this time nothing happened. I waited and waited. 
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“Help?” 

Moments later, I heard the familiar voice.  

“Hello, what would you like my help with?” 

“Why is everything black?” 

“Everything is black because the next level is loading. Anything else?” 

“Oh, no thanks.” Well, I felt dumb. 

When it turned light again, my surroundings looked like a place for a castle, but 

nothing was there. I recognized the next task very quickly. There was a sketchbook and a 

pencil with words written above it. It said, “Draw the castle to go inside.” Finally, I could do 

something that I was good at! I picked up the pencil and drew the best castle as if my life 

depended on it.  And it did. When I finished, I pushed the submit button at the bottom of 

the sketch book. The castle I drew appeared in front of me. I went inside and was faced with 

the same challenges as before. It was getting old, and I just wanted to go home.  

The challenge this time was to collect fifteen candles inside the castle. After this level, 

I was home. After this level, I was out of the game. The time limit was thirty seconds. I knew 

I had to pace myself to get the fifteen candles in time. I would have to get each candle in two 

seconds or less. I walked through the words hoping that it would be the last time.  

I ran as fast as I could, collecting twelve candles in just twenty seconds! Three more 

candles in ten seconds, so easy! Six seconds later, I had collected all of the candles.  

Had I just beaten the game? Everything around me was black once more. I felt dizzy 

and passed out. When I woke up, I sat up and looked around. I was in a hospital bed and in 

a hospital gown. The gown was ugly, but what can you expect? Was I back home? I didn’t 

see anyone. Then a nurse came into my room. We made eye contact for a few seconds, and 

then she ran out the door. I faintly heard her, but I could tell she was excited. 

“She’s awake! She’s awake! Call her mother! She’s awake!” 

I must have fallen back asleep, because I didn’t remember anything after that. All of 

a sudden, I felt someone shaking me. I recognized my mother’s voice. I opened my eyes 

slightly and saw her smiling.  

“Honey, are you alright? I’ve been worried sick!” 

Before I opened my eyes all the way, I saw someone standing behind her. It was Carl. 

I opened my eyes all the way. 

“What happened to me, mom?” 

“You went into a coma three weeks ago.” 

 I could feel her trembling next to me. I tried to sit up, and Carl went to help me, which 

was a complete surprise.  

 He said the words that I thought would never leave his mouth. “I have no idea how or 

why you went into this coma, but I’m just glad to have you back. I missed having you around 

the house.” 

 “I missed you, too, Carl.” 

I was released from the hospital later that day, and I was thrilled to be back home 

again. I talked with my mom about Carl’s “teasing.” She finally knew my side of the story 
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and understood. Carl realized how mean he had been, after mom talked to him, and he never 

bullied me again. We actually got really close, and spent a lot of time together.  

A year later, I turned fifteen. I am now a freshman in high school, made new friends, 

and I have a boyfriend—that doesn’t like video games—thank goodness! My life is finally 

back to normal. Maybe even better than before. 
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Notebook’s Summer Break 
Cade B.

 

Part 1 

Today is the day 

that school begins 

No more waiting, 

and no more of his friends 

doodling on my clean pages 

that should store information 

for kids to engage in 

to write in 

to read in 

 

It helps me know  

That I am needed 

 

For when I am sitting there,  

on his desk, 

I ask myself,  

will I be used next? 

 

Until one day, my owner came  

He stopped to look at me 

Flipped me to the pages 

where my colorful messes laid 

He tore each one out  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The pain hit 

I felt like my guts were exploding 

out 

I couldn’t see anything 

Taste anything 

 

He stopped, and I was left with 

A searing pain and only part of me 

 

Once again, I waited 

Knowing it would be a while  

until I was touched again 

 

The time has finally arrived 

I will have meaning 

I will have fun 

Summer break is finally over 

School has begun 
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Notebook, Part 2 

 
DARKNESS 

It’s all I see,  

all I feel, 

I smell teenagers 

deodorant, shampoo, 

and sometimes feet 

And then the LIGHT,  

I know my time has come 

 

I am picked up  

set down 

No control of my body, 

Something pokes me 

I feel a prick, and I know someone 

is writing on me,  

And then it stops, 

and I am dropped back into 

darkness 

 

My pages droop with sadness 

I think, is this the end? 

All I can do is wonder, 

will I ever be used again? 

 

But now I know one little thing, 

That what was written on me, 

Was my name: ELA 

 

 

 

The first few days are just like that  

The smell the same,  

view the same 

but every day 

I gain a bit of knowledge about my 

name 

And a bit about the “horrible” life  

of a teen 

 

I learn about Shakespeare,  

Mark Twain, and Dr. Suess 

How to read novels and write essays 

I feel like a balloon being inflated 

My small brain expanding 

My purpose is growing 

at a tremendous rate 

I know I have fulfilled my duties 

 

The end is finally approaching at last  

my pages are tired and worn  

I know I must soon retire 

to my spot upon the desk 

But at least I have a purpose 

and a little time to rest 

 

School is finally over 

Summer has now begun  

 
 


